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neglecting average culture.

Use the following coupon code throughout the holiday season 0
and receive 10% Off any order at Insound: holiday2k
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Split Ip/cd

4 tracks from The Lilys and 4 from Aspera Ad Astra.
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all rolled into one.
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“From the Vapor of Gasoline” Ip/cd

10 tracks of angular guitars, jazz-induced drums, rhyth-
mic bass, and ethereal vibraphones.

"8 out of 10” - Spin

Libraness

“Yesterday...and Tomorrow’s Shells” Ip/cd

Solo project from Ash Bowie of Polvo and Helium. Ash
Bowie has created an album that is as diverse as it is
experimental.

Ida

“Will You Find Me” Ip/cd

Long anticipated follow up to 1997's “Ten Small
Paces.” Album of the week, August 18th - New York
Times.

Tiger Style Records
149 Wooster St. 4th Floor, New York, NY 10012
www.tigerstylerecords.com

her space holiday

“home is where you hang yourself” 2xcd

Double CD with 10 new tracks and 8 remixes of tracks
by Duster, Bright Eyes, Aspera Ad Astra, Micromars, &
more.

The Letter E

“No. Sive Long Player” Ip/cd

Members of June of 44, Rex, and Blue Man Group.
Recorded with Bob Weston, the band takes its sound in
a different direction.

Tristeza

“Dream Signals in Full Circles” Ip/cd

Signature bliss out guitar jams and ethereal rhythms
from San Diego. “Instrumental quartet's sophomore LP
is one of the most beautiful of 2000” - AP

ALSO AVAILABLE: The Album Leaf *An Orchestrated Rige to Fall* Ip+7”,
The Letter E cdep, Tristeza "Are We Peaple” 7°

COMING LATER: Yume Bitsu/Andrew Reiger split 12°, The Album Leaf Ip/cd,
The Mercury Program cdep, Ida "Braille Night*”

77:4.00 ppd * cd ep: $7.00 ppd * Ip: $9.00 ppd + ed: $11.00 ppd * 2xed: $13.00 ppd |

AVAILABLE AT:
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WU-TANG CLAN 36
_ RZA had a Wu-Tang plan: Camp out in the hills of L.A. and return to the East with the
- Clan’s third triumph. But the older, wiser Shaolin warriors weren’t sure they could go
to Hollywood and keep their street cred. Having slain the music industry, the
biggest battle was within. Neil Drumming and Dave Tompkins transformed their
pens into magic swords.

THE HONEYDOGES 30
Who ever said that label mergers were good for music? The Honeydogs
did. These Minneapolis hometown heroes went from playing roots rock
to perfectionist pop while facing death and aimost being dropped. Bill
Snyder lets the dogs out.

DEEP DISH 32

These two franian-born DJs were running away from the scene (in

different directions), and when they met it was murder—or at least
killer beats. Steve Gdula goes heart to heart.

MR. LiF 34

When this conscnousness-raising rapper left school, he
learned that the reality of hip-hop is a lot of bus rides and
late nights. Neil Drumming gets on board.
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Weinberg 7.
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DEVILED HAM

Oh, boo-hoo! Marilyn Manson (Nov. ‘00) culti-
vates the persona of the Antichrist and is
then incredulous that when the lynch mob
needs an Antichrist, they pursue...Marilyn
Manson. I guess we have to add intelligence
to talent and originality on the list of the
qualities which he is sorely lacking.

Tom C. [New York]

Truth #1: HAL 9000 had more self-awareness than
most rock stars. But then maybe the wacky con-

tacts thing should've been a clue. —ed.

THAT PESKY SATAN-
WORSHIP STUFF

Well, a new CMJ, a new spooky photo shoot,
and a new Marilyn Manson song.
"Disposable Teens” is the crunchy hook-laden
metal that Manson is known for. It is irrever-
ent, contains foul language, is somewhat dis-
turbing and...I listened to it cranked up in my
car today four times. What can I say—it rocks.
It is not the first time that a Manson song has
caught my ear. "Antichrist Superstar” was a
great song if you get past all that pesky
Satan worship stuff.

But could I actually buy his disc? On one
hand, all he promotes disturbs me. Alice
Cooper and KISS always put on the show but
you knew that they were more or less normal
people when the show was over. That is, they
were not Satan off of the stage. Marilyn does
not seem to make the distinction between
stage persona and real life. This is disturb-
ing. But he does seem to really think through
these bizarre things and try to make some
social/political/religious statements. I may
not always agree with those statements but
then again the social/political leanings of
some of my favorite bands (RE.M., U2,
Midnight Oil) have views that are different
than my own. However, none of them claim to
be the Antichrist. Although some have said
Bono thinks he is Jesus Christ, but that is a
whole different discussion. At this point I can-
not say [ will put my dollars down for
Marilyn's new disc. Being a father of two
small children I can only imagine what mes-
sage that might send to my kids.

Randy Sharp [sharps@ccp.com]

Truth #2: Sneaking out to your car to crank up rock
music? Giving deep thought to Marilyn Manson's
social repercussions? Making up your own mind
after deep reflection? Such things will certainly
screw up your kids more than a few songs about
worshipping the devil. Where's the harm in saying
one thing and doing another? That'’s what being a

parent is all about. —ed.

8 newmusic

WHERE THE LORNE
IS GREEN

Just when I was ready to subscribe to your
magazine, along came Lorne Behrman to
make me reconsider. His three articles in
the Oct. ‘00 issue stick out like festering
sores. First, he brags about heckling Billie
Joe Armstrong of Green Day. Later, he trash-
es the new Nada Surf album, using the tire-
some Weezer comparison and then calling
"80 Windows,"” one of the most highly
regarded songs in recent years, "a jangly
dirge.” In his final piece, he boasts of his
shoplifting prowess. While I respect frank-
ness in a critic, Lorne Behrman comes
across as nothing but a schoolyard thug
who never grew up. I have no intention of
buying your magazine again as long as it
contains rubbish like this. Pity, because this
month’s compilation CD was terrific.

Todd J. Hunter [Donaisonville, Georgial

Truth #3: Calling to do an interview that Billie Joe
had, through his press agents, ostensibly agreed to
and then getting hung up on after asking a logical
question isn't quite the same thing as heckling. (I'm
a Yankees fan, | know heckling. Trust me.) Truth #4:
Some of my favorite songs are dirges, though few
are jangly. Truth #5: Schoolyard thugs generally do
not go on to be critics, whose fists are most often
used for other purposes. Where most of civilization
bears out the maxim that “history is written by the
winners,” pop music has been chronicled by those
who've been stuffed into lockers. (But this doesn't
really pertain to Lorne, a well-mannered young man
of burgeoning talent. He says he's sorry he didn't call
you the morning after, by the way.) —ed.

THE MAN IN THE
IRONIC MASK

I'm a simple German boy which likes to
hear masked rock groups. I hope for to hear
in the future more masked rock groups.
Reinhold [powerwatt5000@hotmail.com]

DURST SNAKE

I wish to apologize to Fred Durst. He has been
the victim of too many people like me who, ona
daily basis, trample him underfoot. Hearing him
whine has made me feel his pain. Today, I am
resigning my CEQO position and plan on wear-
ing a baseball cap backwards to show "love”
and "respect” for him and his kind of people. I
trust this letter will find its way to him.

William Rappaport li|

Truth #6: Reinhold and William Rappaport Il now

reside in a quaint chalet in the Swiss Alps. —ed.

Correction: January 2000's The Scene Is
Now on Ghetto-tech was written by Hobey
Echlin. We regret the omission.
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DIDN'T YOU
WELL, AND MAKING

STORY: JONATHAN PALMER PHOTO: JEFF MINTON

hat do you do when critics place your group along-

side rap legends like De La Soul and the Beastie

Boys as one of the silliest, smartest crews in the

biz? When you've taken your debut, Bizarre Ride II

The Pharcyde (1992), to gold status and your live
spots earn you near-mythical status? And then you prove you can get
even more twisted on your 1995 follow-up, Labcabincalifornia?

You disappear for nearly five years.

When the Pharcyde first burst onto the scene, hip-hop’s golden
age was still in full swing. So it was hardly a surprise when
Delicious Vinyl, the same label that had just given us gootball chart
toppers like Tone Loc and Young MC, yielded a hit with the
Pharcyde’s sax-laden, sampladelic loser’'s lament "Passin’ Me By.”
The Pharcyde certainly seemed poised for a long career. And that's
happened, but not in the way you'd expect.

These rappers have been staying alive with the support of
European audiences that consistently treat the group like hip-hop
royalty. Romye, who along with Imani, leads the group’s MC attack,
chalks it up to going where the interest lies. "Hip-hop has been [in
Europe] for a while,” he says, in the studio again recently after a trip
to Italy. “You go there and you see the graffiti on the walls. But it's still
kind of new to people. They listen to it and they like it. It's like a pre-

sent that they open, like a new bike that you just keep riding all the
time: T got a new bike!’ That's how they are, they're just hella
excited. It's cool, because when you go to shows, you build off
the energy they're giving.
"Here in the States, it's almost like a battle [for the
audience’s attention] when you go out on the stage.
They've already seen 30,000 hip-hop groups.”

The rapper says it took a gargantuan
hard
touring and significant promotion-

al expense—to bring Bizarre
Ride to its gold status
Stateside, and

effort—nearly two vyears of
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CYDE IS ALIVE AND

that's a reason for focusing on the continent. He sounds almost
suspicious of the hype surrounding the group’s third album, Plain
Rap (Edel America). But there is no denying that the release, sup-
ported by a buzz clip for the leadoff single “Trust,”
the Pharcyde to the head of the class in its homeland.

could well return

“We turned the album in and thought some people would listen
to it,” admits Romye. "But we weren't thinking it would get the press
it's been getting, and the videos. The MTV and the BET and all that.
It's just hella extra.”

A lot of the advance praise for Plain Rap has focused on the
Pharcyde’s newfound maturity. While the group has not entirely
abandoned its characteristic wacky side (as on the paean to pot,
"Blaze”), it is now tempered with a sophisticated social conscience,
lending the album the air of a hip-hop What's Going On?. One of the
standout tracks, "World,” shows a lyrical bent that could’ve been
copped from Gil Scott Heron: "Now what the world needs is a love
that's sweeter than the melody that makes you go around and
" the
rhyme continues, “Here with my imagination/ Living for my son/
Each one, teach one/ And it's love that completes the mission.”

The new, grown-up version of the Pharcyde has
already brought at least one new audience member
into the fold: "My mom can get into it,”

‘round,” the chorus coos. “I'm a conscious creature of creation,

says
Romye. "I've pleased a lot of people. Now, I've
pleased my mom. So I feel like this is

going to reach a broader

audience.” NMM
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SEND IN THE CLONES!

THINK NEW I\/IUSICIANS RETREAD THE
PAST? JUST W.

hile trolling the Internet for porn, we stumbled across www.clonejesus.com,

a homepage for some well-adjusted folks who claim they’re going to bring

back the Christian savior, Jurassic Park-style, from a single piece of DNA

salvaged from a holy relic. Maybe they’re taking the God-helps-those-
who-help-themselves thing a little too far, but it got us thinking: What if we used this tech-
nique to resurrect select deceased rock gods? Of course, horning in on God’s people-
making gig would not be without its consequences—those velociraptors terrorizing the
kids at the end of Jurassic Park would be like Fluffy clawing the cabinet for more dry food
compared to Mama Cass stuck in line at Au Bon Pain. >->DAVE ITZKOFF

Jim Morrison

PROS: The grand opening of the new

Wal-Mart on Route 46 is just that much

more exciting.

CONS: Having to stop for every hitch-
hiker you see, on the outside chance

they’re a vagrant rock legend.

Sid Vicious

PROS: The nation’s drug crisis
is finally solved when all contra-
band goes off the streets—and
into Sid.

CONS: Gary Oldman is best
remembered for his performance
as Dr. Smith in Lost In Space.

Jimi Hendrix
PROS: Lenny Kravitz is so
gonna get it.
CONS: The major heartburn reme-
dies compete for Jimi’s endorsement
and his expert opinion on acid reflux.

John Lennon

PROS: Antisocial loners can resume reading
Catcher In The Rye without feeling creepy about it.

CONS: Lennon’s collaboration with Notorious B.l.G. is

admittedly not as good as McCartney’s duet with Puff Daddy.

Kurt Cobain

PROS: Grunge music fulfills its promise and the teen
band explosion disappears as if it never happened.
CONS: Justin Timberlake is always screwing up your
order at the McDonald’s drive-thru window.

KURT LIGHTNER

Elvis Presley

PROS: Presley uses his enormous cultural influence to
make co-ed panty wrestiing an official Olympic event.
CONS: Didn’t you hear us? We said co-ed panty wrestling!

Jerry Garcia
PROS: A reunited Grateful Dead lineup forces Phish into
permanent retirement. No, really permanent.
CONS: The excess weight causes the state of California to
break off and fall into the Pacific Ocean. (Although that’s
also a pro....)

14 newmusic
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MITRY

hen Deee-Lite

burst onto
the scene in 1990, it
looked like the
decade had found its
ambassadors of
style. But the band’s
World Clique, teatur-
ing “Groove Is In The
Heart,” turned out to be more the flash of a
supernova than a rising star. After they
called it quits, bandmember Supa DJ
Dmitry started spinning solo in clubs
around the world, even picking up |biza’s
coveted DJ Of The Year award In 1998. His
new mix CD, Scream Of Consciousness
(TVT), strikes a balance between what
Dmitry calls the “escape” of house music
and the “harsh reality” of techno. He'll be
taking his skilis on the road soon, but for
now he’s working in his home studio, which
he describes here. ->>STEVE GDULA

Portable recording equipment

| work on a G4 Macintosh [with] this pro-
gram called Logic Audio. This new mix that
I’'m doing for this British group Trinity Hi Fi—
I'm only using desktop instruments.
Everything is virtual. I'm so excited about
that: just being able to have your studio on a
laptop. | look forward to taking it out to the
desert and to places that are really inspiring.

More portable recording equipment
[My girlfriend} has a little tape recorder
that she talks into when she remembers a
dream vividly. For me, there have been
many songs where I'd be working into the
wee hours trying to get something done;
I'd get very frustrated and give up and go
to sleep and then [the song] would com-
pletely crystallize in my sleep and I'd wake
up and put it down [on the recorder].

Pet sounds

My second favorite thing in my bedroom
would have to be my dog and cat [his girl-
friend being the first]. You gotta have a dog
and cat. We have a Samoyed dog and a
mutt of a cat. They say he’s a black
Siamese. The dog’s name is Zoya and the
cat’s naine is Diabolito.

Elephant’'s head

| really love Southeast Asian art, so | have a
lot of that type of imagery and artwork and
big wooden statues of Ganesh. I'm really into
Ganesh. | have a huge mask, of [Ganesh’s]
elephant’s head, it takes up like half of my
wall. He’s the protector of musicians.
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A BRE
OT BOARDS.

or those who haven't yet been introduced to the Boston

trio Karate, here's a quick word of warning: The rough-

and-toughest thing about the band is their name. While

their moniker boasts a black belt in rawk, the hopelessly

vanilla bandmembers do not. Singer/guitarist Geoft

Farina, bassist Jeff Goddard and drummer Gavin McCarthy are all

well-educated, they sip their beers slowly, and gosh, they're just great
pals (something that's reflected in the band's intricate interplay).

"Playing with these guys, it's a relationship that has been really

important. And that's rare—finding that,” Goddard says. “A lot of people

I'm sure would love to find that, and [instead they] bounce from one thing

to another constantly and never get in that situation that's really good.”

Since the band's made up of three classically schooled jazz

musicians, there's very little ass-kicking to be found on their four full-

lengths either—including the new Unsolved (Southern). Instead,

they've built their discography of {flittering jazz guitar movements,

tastefully plinked bass grooves and tightly wound drum rhythms.

THE DJ'S NEW
CLOTHES
Kruder &
Dorfmeister get
decked out.
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AK

That's not a complaint—there's an undeniable elegance to the way
Farina punctuates the sparse-but-striking accompaniment with
brainy verses like "to candles cling tentative flames,” and the band'’s
as precise as an X-Acto blade. Their flawless sense of melody is as
beautiful as it is skin-tight, and it's kept the band in shoegazer all-
star status since the release of their debut in 1996—following in the
footsteps of stunning mopers like Codeine. Not surprisingly, they're
not big on attention; all three convey a barely muted disdain for the
interview/photo shoot process. It's Karate's in-band love that's pushed
them through eight US tours and seven years of bothersome press
attention, and they plan to ride that out as long as it'll go.

"I don’t know that I would be doing it if it weren't for this band, if
we weren't still going,” explains Farina. "It's just something that's
really valuable, and you want to see it through to its logical conclu-
sion. There'll probably be a point where it doesn’t work or we're not
going forward musically, but I think we'll all feel pretty good about
having done what we set out to do.” >>>NICOLE KEIPER
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5 THINGS YOU SHOULD KNOW ABOUT

CHICAGO
HOUSE

n the early days of club culture, Chicago was to dance music
what the Mississippi Delta was to the blues. The new compila-
tion, Rewind 1984: Chicago (UC Music), mixed by D] Rick Garcia,
collects many classic tracks and pays homage to that seminal
house sound, which has since spread to the far corners of the globe
in as muny incarnations as there are countries. >>>GEORGE MASEK
It's all about the 909.
Chicago D] Frankie Knuckles—on the recommendation of his
friend Larry Heard—took up the D] spot at Chicago club the
Warchouse in lhe late ‘70s and pioneered a technique to keep a
waning dancefloor in perpetual motion: Mix together a set of
underground disco, funk, soul and classic Philly tracks and then
beetf up the beats with a 909 drum machine, blending 1n original
rhythm tracks credated on reel-to-reel tape recorders.

Larry Sherman held the key to vinyl.

As the popularity of this new sound spread, a former musician by the
name of Larry Sherman, who owned Chicago’s only vinyl-pressing
plant, set up the Trax label to distribute work by up-and-coming pro-
ducers like Larry Heard, Farley Jackmaster Funk and Marshall Jetferson.
Thus, Chicago tracks like “Can You Feel It,” "Washing Machine,” "Love
Can't Turn Around” and “Move Your Body” found a home.

DJ RICK GARCIA

QuickFIX

SCREAMIN’ RACHAEL

If you've got a Corvette, you've got a label.

One of Trax Records’ earliest artists, Rachael Cain (Screamin’
Rachael), recalls that Larry Sherman actually aided his most
notorious rival, Rocky Jones, in starting the imprint D] International.
“Rocky actually traded a Corvette to Larry for 10,000 records,”
explained Cain. Sherman responds, "Sometimes I'm looked at in this
industry as the devil’s incarnation and sometimes I'm looked at as
the man who gave life to house music. So [ take it all in stride and
try not to dwell on what I did in the past.”

Who needs masters when you've got live cassettes?

Test pressings often got their first run on acetate at the Music Box
(Ron Hardy’s club) and many of the initial recordings were mastered
from a simple cassette tape. "Some of the releases are like the old
jazz records that were just recorded live,” admits Cain. “They did it
and that was that.”

Reuse, reduce, recycle for that Chicago snap, crackle and pop.
Sherman used recycled vinyl to press Trax records, and thus the
“signature sound” of a Trax original pressing is a rough, organic sound,
usually undercut by a current of crackling noises. In addition, the
records themselves often skipped at the slightest nudge of the stylus,
and DJs would weigh down the needles to avoid interruptions.

ruder & Dorfmeister’s laid-back beals are as ubiquitous in
boutiques and bistros from Miami to Milan as doppio mac-
chiato. So who better than the Vieana duo's G-Stone labsl

to help translate the sounds of style into the fashion?
Enter Cuttings, the G-Stone-supported clothing line launched in
early 2000 by Sarah Littasy, Richard Dorlmeister’s girliriend, and her
partner, Martin Ginzel. Litlasy, a Vienna native who algo designed
the cover for Suzuki (the recent album by Dorfmeister’s Tosca project)
is ull about snazzing up the exmpletons and keeping the jetset in line.
“You heave these tashion people who are completely overdiessed,

and the music sc¢ene is in the other direction, especially the guys,” she
says. "It was important to find something that both sides could wear.”
Cuttings’ elegant, clean lines are built of luxurious cashmere, cheese-
cloth and a new cellulose-based tabric called Lyocell.

Dorfmeister, who was decked out in Cuttings when he Dj'd at
their London launch party, describes the relationship between K&D
and the clothing line as "a simple love affair,” relating that the G-
Stone label eschews fashion in favor of quality. “In a way, Cuttings
is doing the same thing,” he said, "following their simple and bril-
liant ideas.” >»>>FRIC DEMBY

january2001 19



QuickFIX

ELECTROMEDIA
| WANT CANDY

alloween may be a very long
time away, but it’s always the
right time of year for incredibly

strange candy. Stupid Candy
(www.stupid.com/stupidcandy.htm) is
ground zero tor the weirdest stuff made
of sugar that you can put in your mouth.
The site sells, among other things, a
sucker half the size of a human head, a
“hands-free” headset lollipop holder,
and a sort of bubble-gumy/label-maker
hybrid. There’s also a “museum” of dis-
continued stupid candies, like gummi
maggots. For real.

The Shrine Of Weird Candy
(www.geocities.com/NapaValley/3665)

. covers the same geners
al territory; they don’t
sell the things they
cover, but their photo-
documentation of
Scandinavian dog-shit-
shaped candy and
American fish-flavored
candy doesn’t exactly
make one want to sam-
pte the wares anyway.
Thankfulily, there's bet-
ter bizarre global bon-

bonage. Those who crave the sweets of
the Far East can go to Japan Candy
(www.Japancandy.com), an American
mail-order center for the likes of Eiwa
yogurt marshmaliows and the amazing
Indonesian chewy ginger candy Ting
Ting Jahe. Iceland Treasure Chest
(www.icelandtreasurechest.com) offers
Opal, a licorice-based chew whose stun-
ningly attractive packaging doesn’t quite
make up for its chloroform overtones.
And back in America, Lightvision
(www.lightvision.com) offers hologram
lollipop§—they claim there’s nothing but
candy ingredients in them, but they give
us the fear.

Prefer to stick with M&Ms? Console
yourselt with The Ultimate Bad Candy
Web Site (www.bad-candy.com), an
extensive and brutal guide to the sweets
that give children nightmares (“We could
attempt to design a candy with the SOLE
PURPOSE of tasting worse than Happy
Plum, and we would fail”). They haven’t
yet quite roused themselves to the chal-
lenge of tasting the Mexican candy Cisne
yet, thanks to its slogan of “Has Vegetable
Salty.” But give them time; they will suffer
for our sweet teeth. >>>DOUGLAS WOLK

20 newmusic

full 20 years after his

success with the Catholic

Boy album and 14 years after

last crooning onstage, S0-

year-old punk poet Jim
Carroll recently sang at a semi-improvised
concert that can now be heard on the
Runaway EP (Kill Rock Stars). Along with a
few of his classics, the author of The
Basketball Diaries warbles through the
album’s title track, the Del Shannon original.
“As a kid, listening to my little transistor
radio, 1 always thought that Del Shannon—
next to Roy Orbison—was the greatest singer
ever.” >>>TOM LANHAM

As you age, are you drawn closer
to or pushed farther away from
decadence?

Drugs and sex and stuff were just things that
consumed my life when I was young—it was
the environment I was around, I guess. I was
precocious, kind of the token prodigy poet
and stuff. And I was around the whole
Warhol scene, which was bizarre, but not as
bizarre as some people think— after Andy got
shot, at least. Then I moved to California and
went through this real recluse period. I'd got-
ten on Methadone in New York and then I got
off Methadone in California, so 1 was clean
from heroin, not doing anything except smok-
ing grass, really. But then I got into rock 'n’
roll while I was on the West Coast. Getting
into music was kind of a fluke.

Now you're back into rock 'n’ roll
almost by default. Your recent Praying
Mantis record was all spoken word.

[ put a record cut on Mercury a couple of
years ago when my last book of poems came
out. It was called Pools Of Mercury, and it
was spoken word with music—it actually

had five rock songs on it. The only problem
was, a month after the album came out,
Seagrams took over PolyGram and it prompt-
ly disappeared. But they were pretty good
songs, and the album was definitely worth
listening to. The Runaway thing was a com-
plete fluke. I was doing a reading out in
Seattle, and this guy Roberi Roth from the
group Truly said, "Why don't you do a couple
of songs, too? I'll get a band together.” And I
thought they were just going to do two songs,
but this band had been rehearsing for a
week before I came out there and they had
practically the whole Catholic Boy album
and a few other songs learned. So I read for
40 minutes, then they came out, and the only
rehearsal we had was at sound check. And
they had songs that I didn't even remember
the lyrics to, yknow? I had to study my own
lyrics all over again. It was a terrific band,
and it went over really well.

In addition to the Runaway EP, you've got
not one, but two new novels on the way.
Afler all these years of trying to get a sus-
tained plol for a fictlonal novel that wasn't
autobiographical, it finally came to me—a
straight narralive novel. Then within a
month I got this idea for a completely dif-
ferent novel that was more fragmented,
more arty. And so [ did research for four
years for both of them, because they
required a lot of reading into arcane reli-
gious shit and occult stuft, grail things for
one book, the other one was more Gnostic
Gospels. So at a certain point, my agent
from William Morris had lunch with me for
a literary intervention: "You have to decide
which novel to pursue, which one you're
actually going to start writing right now.”
So I chose the artier one, in some defiant
sense. It's called The Petting Zoo.
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THEY'RE NOT REALLY BRUJERIA, BUT THEY PLAY THEM ON TV

VIVA LOS ROCK

BRUJERIA, MEX-METALS BEST KEFPT SECRET

exico. Birthplace of Montezuma’s revenge, the drug cartel and Brujeria—the mean-
M est pendejos in metal. These masked marauders claim ties to the supply side of the

drug war and are rumored to include numerous luminaries from the international
metal underground (such as former Faith No More bassist Billy Gould and Fear Factory guitarist
Dino Cazares). However, their true identities have long been both a closely guarded secret and
a precious marketing gimmick. Drummer Pinche Peach claims that the band ain’t frontin’: “We
do it the way we see it.... [Frontman Juan] Brujo writes what he sees, he writes what happens
around him, what happens to us—it’s more real, | think, whether people take it seriously or not.”
Never mind that Brujo was rumored to have been murdered after 1995’s Raza Odiada (which
translates as “hated race”). The act’s new machete-metal comeback, Brujerizmo, might be the
harshest Latino death-grind-thrash epic since Sepultura’s Arise, reportedly including contribu-
tions from Fear Factory’s Raymond Herrera and Napalm Death’s Jesse Pintado and Shane
Embury. Pressed for the scoop, Peach stonewalls—and only after much prying does he make
the all-important judgment: chalupas or gorditas? “There’s no Taco Bell in Mexico,” Peach
replies, wisely. “But I'll take a real Mexican gordita any day.” >>>CARLY CARIOLI

THE ATTIC N
W 'S KEYBOARD KISMET
estled deep within the electro-symphonic pop of Koufax's debut /t Had
N To Do With Love (Heroes & Viltains) hides a sound that doesn't square
with the quintet’s fetish for the new wave of Square Peg Joe Jackson
and the Cars. (Hint Start singing °I get up And nothing gets me down™ about now |
Referring to his beloved Roland JX-3P. keyboardist Sean Grogan reveals. “In betwaen
songs sometimes, If those guys are tuning up. I'll bust out Jump * For this skiriny-te
band, Moog synths are a must to recreate those classic robotic tones, but the
Roland JX-3P’s versatile texture palette—chimes. bells. strings and brass sounds—
as well as its pitch-bend capabilities. have earned it a place In the collective Koufax
heart. “We've been guilty of using the traditional grand outro. like Bruce Springsteen
with Clarence Clemons playing sax.” says vocalist Robert Suchan, “Sean takes
Clemons’s role.”

pel ORNE REVAMANMN
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QuickFIX
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= he stark ucous-
tic guitar and

rural, plaintive
vocals that have
come to define

Songs: Ohia could
easily lead you to
envision songwritet
Jason Molina as an
anxious, smalltown
geek in a tucked-in button-up. But think
again: Ghost Tropic (Secretly Canadian),
Molina's {ifth album as Songs: Ohia, has
taken care of any neat-freak aspirations,
allowing the singer's muse to get the better
of the "little Chicago pad which I share
with my girlfriend.” Here, he recounts the
descent into disorder. o Mk ANL @i
Easy listening

There aie stucks und stacks of demos that
people have givén 1o me und have sent
me recently, and I am in the middle of sep-
arating them by ones I have heard and
ones | have to get to. One that I received in
Holland is by a songwriter calling himself
Lion. I think it's fucking amazing.

What couture?

Since [ got back from tour I had to run out
and get some decent threads to wear to a
wedding [ am going to attend. After seven
weeks of wearing nothing but black jeans
and black t-shirts, I couldn’t even under-
stand the concept of a suit, so that stuff is
all thrown around the place making it
look even worse.

String thigves

I was positive nobody would come to see
Songs: Ohia at {the CM] Music Marathon]
since Low and PJ Harvey were playing that
night—and then there was a packed
house. But in the most convenient turn of
things, someone stole my guitar right
before the show. They were great thieves,
as far as that goes, so now I'm trying to get
one guitar together that works enough to
take on tour, since [ can’t afford a new one.

Reconsiructive surgety

I have destroyed this place. I came home
from this long-ass European tour and once
I started to unpack from it I realized that I
should not even bother keeping anything
and just threw it all away. When my girl-
friend is at work I'll try to make the place
look like a human could live here again,
but the cut is even shaking his head at me.
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With the help of our members and Tibet supporters worldwide, The Milarepa Fund has put on seven
Tibetan Freedom Concerts, successfully halted a World Bank project designed to further the Chinese
government’s colontzation of Tibet, and donated nearly $1 million to Tibetan refugees and other
groups that support nonviolence worldwide.

Now more than ever, the Tibetan people need your help.

Becoming a member of the Milarepa Fund is a great way to stay up - bl 2
to date on current campaigns and to stay active in the struggle to Me m be rS hl ®
Free Tibct. Members receive regular urgent action mailings, a bi- g
annual magazine that includes interviews and hurnhan rights reports,

and early notification on all of our events. Your membership fee

allows us to continue our work in support of the Tibetan people.

help free tibet! tell world leaders to take a stand!

Make $20 check or money order payable to
The Milarepa Fund P.O. Box 1678 New York, NY 10013

www.milarepa.org « milarepa@milarepa.org « 1.88



Out

December 1
File Under

Afro-Latin fusion
R.LY.L.

Salif Keita, Medoune Diallo,
Kofi Olomide

wll

Out

January 16
File Under

Grrri-power hip-pop
R.LY.L.

Elastica, Le Tigre,
Luscious Jackson

Out

October 31
File Under

Brit-hop underground
R.LY.L.

Roots Manuva, Company Flow,
Mos Def

Best New Music

MAI:IRICANDO ALL STARS
andali

Starn s Africa

When Africando began in 1993, the idea was to revive the careers of veteran African salsa singers using top-
flight Cuban and Puerto Rican musicians in New York. Four albums later, the group stands as one of the most
vital acts in the African salsa craze it helped launch. Guest singers on the newest session include Malian super-
star Salif Keita, Congolese vocalists Kotfi Olomide and Lokua Kanza and Senegal’s vastly underrated Thione
Seck. Africando veterans Medoune Diallo (Senegal), Sekouba "Bambino” Diabate (Guinea), Gnonas Pedro (Togo)
and Ronnie Baré (Cuba/US) also contribute here. Boncana Maiga's punchy, playful arrangements and the band'’s
flawless execution make the music brisk and powerful throughout, although the persistent up-tempo son feel
becomes a bit relentless. It's the vocal performances that distinguish each track: Kanza morphs cheery Afropop
into transcendent Afro-Cuban music; Olomide purrs in the manner of classic Congo rumba; and Keita retrofits
a number he first sang with his 1970s band, Les Ambassadeurs. More successtully, Bambino and Seck marry the
passion of West African griot singing with the crank of Afro-Cuban dance—Seck’s track, "Sey,” is as good as any
Africando effort to date. In all, a fine realization of a winning formula. >>>BANNING EYRE

BRASSY
Got It Made

Wiiija-Beggars Banquel

Brassy frontwoman Muttin Spencer is an American expatriate (and the sister of the Blues Explosion’s Jon
Spencer) who's spent the past 15 years in Manchester, England soaking up twice as many years of influences.
On Got It Made, those influences converge seamlessly as she and her British bandmates splice together the
boastfulness of late-'70s rap, the insistently catchy choruses of ‘80s new wave and the self-contident rock
swagger of early-'90s riot-grrrl punk. A foundation of sleek electronic beats coupled with the lo-fi deck action
of Jonny Barrington (a.k.a. DJ Swett) insures plenty of danceworthy moments while conjuring up the welcome
ghosts of hip-hop past. And the interplay between Karen Frost's tightly melodic basslines and guitarist
Stefan Gordon's consistently catchy rifts provides more than enough hooks for Brassy to hang each groove
on. But it's Spencer’s charisma, snarling singsong and smart, sexy persona that is at the heart of the album'’s
17 tracks. If Got It Made has a secret weapon, it is its exhilarating unpredictability. “Put You Right” could be
a disco diva’s anthem, “Who Stole The Show” begs for a snotty answer rap, “Good Times” plunges into vin-
tage Blondie territory, and “Nervous” and "I Gotta Beef” round things out with a potent dose of explosive,
pogo-worthy punk. >>>L0IS MAFFEO

GAMMA

Permanament
Big Dada-Ninja Tune

Gamma, featuring rapper/producer Ebu (a.k.a. Blackitude), Lord Redeem, Juice Aleem and co-producer Mr.
Mitchell, is the latest from the UK’s forward-reaching Big Dada label, home to Roots Manuva, New Flesh For Old
and recent work from New York MC Mike Ladd. Ebu and Mitchell’s productions rely on minimalist electronic
beats propelled by deep bass pulses and punctuated by tweaked keyboards. Aside from the group’s thick
British/Jamaican accents, Gamma sound like they could have come out of the New York or West Coast hip-hop
underground, as they mainly rely on abstract methods to get their boasts across (on "Back & Third,” Blackitude
rhymes "Lo-fi/ High-tech/ Out to intellect, inject/ The machinations to mash down/ The nations”). But there is sub-
stance behind the braggadocio. "Black Atlantian” for example, spits quickly rhymed stanzas about the Afro-
British link to the spiritual motherland ("I find the beauty in Brazil/ And then pass through Jamaica/ Them peo-
ple check for me still/ While you were sleeping/ Traveled 25,000/ Waded in the Nile/ And swam the Caspian”).
“Don’t Send A Bwoy” and the above-mentioned “Back & Third” fortify hip-hop beats and rhymes with reggae
basslines and choruses. "Godly Food” utilizes a backdrop of Asian strings to talk about body-as-temple ethics.
And “Filter 731" is chock full of creeped-out acid visions, with edgy music to match. >>>BRIAN COLEMAN
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Best New Music

elaid

Out

October 31

File Under
Playful electronic
R.LY.L.

Aphex Twin, Plastikman,
Boards Of Canada

Octaber 31

File Under
Toys-R-Us freak-pop
R.LY.L.

Early Prince, Beck,
late Flaming Lips,

h

Out

November 7

File Under

New sweat funky Ali Kahn
R.LY.L.

Talvin Singh, Ananda Shankar,
Tabla Beat Science

24 newmusic

PLAID

Trainer
Warp

Plaid’s birth in 1991 marked the onset of electronic music’s inward focus, a shift that would soon incorporate co-
introspectors ranging from Aphex Twin to Autechre. The 26 tracks on Trainer follow the duo of Ed Handley and
Andy Tumer from ‘89 to ‘95, through their various musical incarnations, many of which pre-date their work as
Plaid. The two CDs display the duo's extraordinary ability to blend influences as disparate as electro, samba
and Detroit techno. Reviewing this archaeological evidence, Handley and Turner appear to have forged their
fair share of prototypes: "Small Energies” could easily be an early Aphex Twin outtake; the jazz vibraphone
and looped funk break of "Summit,” complete with rolling snare, predates the first Mo’ Wax release; the Latin
tlavors on “Slice Of Cheese” came eons before the current bossa-lounge-groove deluge. From the foreboding,
angular melody of the previously unreleased "Uneasy Listening” to the muted acid jabs and Space-Invaders
jingle of "Soft Key,” Trainer can ultimately be distilled to an advanced rave soundtrack for cerebrals.
Percussive magic pops up everywhere on the compilation, the sort that establishes Plaid as true visionaries in
realm of imitators. >>>ERIC DEMBY

SELF
Gizmodgery

120ngmdath

It Self's Matt Mahaffey isn‘t careful, he's going to end up like Flaming Lips leader Wayne Coyne when he grows
up. The 20-something Mahatfey's already got the same keen openness to sonic possibilities and experimenta-
tion, a wicked, uniquely skewed knack for songwriting and conceptual savvy enough to record the entirety of
Gizmodgery using only toy instruments. (New Yorkers Pianosaurus, on 1987's Groovy Neighborhood, were the
last to attempt the feat.) Selt's adventurous effort isn't some silly lark or goofy exercise, though; Mahaffey’s songs
are far too involved, intelligent and rocking for that. He's a power-pop/hip-hop freak (and major Prince fan), and
he revealed his power-pop side on Self's fantastic 1995 debut, Subliminal Plastic Motives. With Gizmodgery,
Mahattey’s more into alchemy, moving from big hip-hop beats (a mad production genius, Mahatffey gets
Synsonic Drums and other toy beats to sound full on "Chameleon”) to quirky, catchy new wave ("“Dead Man”) and
Local H-ish thump ("Trunk Fulla Amps,” for all its force, throws in a deliciously unexpected bossa nova bridge).
Some tracks, like the heavily Prince-inspired "Pattycake,” match the toy instrumentation concept with lyrics
about ice-pops and childhood, while a sharp take on the Doobie Brothers' “What A Fool Believes” is kitschy kool.
With or without the toys, Gizmodgery would still rock. >>>MARK WOODLIEF

STATE OF BENGAL
Lo 0

¥ '

When Britain's Asian Underground movement surfaced on the 1997 Anokha compilation, its participants were
cast as saviors of both electronica and modern Indian music. While Talvin Singh has been prolific ever since,
much of the Anokha crew has been slow to deliver on the promises of the Asian Underground. It's taken Sam
Zaman's State Of Bengal a full three years to deliver Visual Audio. Not that he's been idle—he's toured with
Bjork, remixed Massive Attack and others, and recorded and performed with the late sitar great Ananda
Shankar. But Visual Audio was worth the wait, even if two of its tracks, "Flight IC408” and “Chittagong Chill,”
already appeared on Anokha. They remain a vital part of an adventurous, challenging album that merges East
and West in rhythm, melody and concept. “"Burn Your Toes (Vocal Version)” dips into lighthearted filmi territory
with a whimsical vocal, and "Hectic City” is as frantic a portrait of modern Calcutta (the capital of Bengal) as
you'll find. Zaman layers ideas and moods inventively, and the complexity of his beats helps him circumvent
the stylistic dead end of drum 'n’ bass. The result is a thoroughly modern-sounding album that, with Zaman'’s
use of harmonium, tabla and sitar, wears its Indian roots proudly. >>>CHRIS NICKSON
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SAMIA FARAH

amia Farah, a Paris-based singer of Tunisian heritage,

refuses to mince words in any language: “To write a good

love song, it's really hard. Many people try to do that, and

sometimes it gives stupid songs. | didn’t want to do that for my
first LP” Instead, her self-titled debut—just released in the US by Sony after
raking in French accolades—is “about society, people, and what is touching
me." Even if you can’t make out Farah’s French lyrics, her straight-ahead attitude
propels a sultry and sweetly fluttering voice reminiscent of Billle Holiday and Macy
Gray. Diverse Influences, from Nina Simone (“She's really crazy, in a good way”) to
Egyptlan composer Mohamed Abdel Wahab, ripple through these everything-goes
arrangements of cool jazz, echo-laden dub, summery bossa nova and punchy hip-hop. Farah
co-wrote the music with collaborator Giovanny de la Hunda, calling in producer Adria
Sherwood for a few tracks. And she cheerfully defends her genre-spanning style against pi
holers who’d like to box her in. “It’'s my way to survive,” she says. “If I'm in a box, | think |
breathe.” ---LiSA GIDLEY
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AMEN

link-182 are not a punk-rock band by definition—my mother loves Blink-182, and my

mother hates [punk] music...” explains Amen vocalist Casey Chaos. You probably won’t

catch his mama singing along to any of the 14 tracks on his L.A.-based quintet’s debut, We

Have Come For Your Parents (Virgin-l Am). This post-punk supergroup'came together in
1999 when Casey and guitarist Paul Fig hooked up with former Snot guitarist Sonny Mayo and bassist
John "Tumor” Fahnestock, and ex-Ugly Kid Joe skin-pounder Shannon Larkin. Roadrunner released the
album through Slipknot/Korn/Limp Bizkit producer Ross Robinson’s imprint, | Am, and then jettisoned
the band six weeks later. But Amen found a new home when Robinson moved his imprint over to Virgin.
Even though Mr. Rap-metal produced We Have Come For Your Parents, you won't hear alt sign of the
au courant rhyme and grind here. Punk In spirit, vaguely metal in execution, it’s an anti-everything
record that riffs somewhere between early Rollins Band and the Stooges. Casey boasts: “Anything that
had any sort of commercial appeal Ross would hear and go, Whoosh' Out.” >>>LORNE BEHRMAN
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HOT ROD CIRCUIT

hen Hot Rod Circuit bassist Jay Russell removes
his sneaker to display its sole—partially covered
in dog doo—it becomes clear that there’s some-
thing slightly sick about this Connecticut-by-way-
of-Alabama pop-rock quartet. But as guitarist Casey Prestwood
(“My goal is to play on the street and get arrested”), vocalist/gui-
tarist Andy Jackson (real name: Michael Jackson), and drummer
Mike Poorman laugh hysterically as Russell exits to cleanse his
sullied footwear, it’'s obvious there’s something undeniably fun
about them too. If It's Cool With You, It's Cool With Me—the band’s
second full-length on Triple Crown Records—is a refreshing dip in

On the VERGE

rock’s otherwise rapcore-drenched waters. “We’re just trying to
bring back the straight rock ’n’ roll,” says Prestwood. They’ve been
doing just that in speedy style, forming in 1997 under the name
Antidote (they became HRC thanks to some good weed and an
even better episode of The Simpsons) and releasing their first
record the following year. After just three months on the East
Coast, HRC had a record deal and a booking agent. “Moving out of
Alabama was probably the best thing we did,” admits Jackson. But
Russell’s still got fond memories of the band’s roots: “The liquor
stores are open until 2 a.m., and | like getting drunk, therefore |
like Alabama.” >>>DYLAN GADINO




1 the VERGE

ANTIBALAS

e’ve always considered Afrobeat as funk and soul,”
says Martin Perna of New York neo-Afrobeat col-
lective Antibalas. “Our first show was In Harlem,
and we had all these old men who didn't know
Afrobeat saying, ‘Hey man, that was cool.”” With a name that loose-
ly translates as “bulletproof” in Spanish, Antibalas’s 14 members
sweat out muscular, life-affirming performances that swing with slid-
ing trombones and congas that would do Fela Kutl proud. And not
only does the group take musical cues from the father of Afrobeat

28 newmusic

on their new EP, Liberation Afrobeat (Afrosound), they've learned his
political lessons as well. Many of the members are Involved with El
Puente, a progressive Brooklyn school and community center,
where at various times they've taught English, radio broadcasting
and Kung Fu. For the future, though, their aspirations are as much
global as local. “We'd love to play the Shrine,” Perna confesses,
referring to Fela’s storied Lagos, Nigeria nightclub, recently
reopened by his son Femi. “We feel like we have the spirit of Fela on
stage.” >>>JON CARAMANICA
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STORY: BILL SNYDER
PHOTO: JASON TANAKA BLANEY

N

he tired and sweaty guys yawning through a late
night between sips of their cocktails on this
Minneapolis Monday don't particularly stand out
from the working crowd in smoky Herkimer's pub. If
there's any glamour left in rock n’ roll, it's certainly
not sitting at this dimly lit corner table.

These are the Honeydogs, one of the Twin Cities’ biggest draws
since 1995. They may only have played bar-brand roots-rock at first, but

they did it with the confidence and swagger of national stars and often
attracted bigger crowds than top-shelf touring acts.

Such stage presence always suggested that the Honeydogs
aspired to something greater, and that finally manifests on their
fourth album, Here’s Luck (Palm Pictures). A monumental work of
dark, moody pop, the orchestral layering liberally steals tricks from
the Beatles songbook and takes lessons from professor Brian Wilson.
It's as if the bandmembers finally mastered the syllabus of
McCartney, Bowie and Big Star they grew up on, and learned to use
those influences to create their own personal thesis.

“"We made a beautiful, pretentious record,” laughs drummer
Noah Levy. “That's all I wanted. It's grandiose. [ didn't want to be
afraid of that.”

Still, beneath the bombastic glory of Here's Luck lies an uneasy
frustration. It manifests itself violently in the snarling guitars and
more delicately in the elegiac tone of the strings. And nowhere is it
more obvious than in the pensive “Wilson Blvd.,” as Noah's brother
Adam Levy sings, "A piece of string holding everything together/
Unraveling/ About to give way.”

"There's definitely a lot of that feeling,” the singer says. “The
band was in an insecure position [during the 1998 recording ses-
sions), and it was kind of tenuous as to whether we would even have
a label deal.”

Since signing to Mercury and releasing Seen A Ghost in ‘97, the
band’s career has been unraveling much like that metaphorical string.
In June of 1998, the band split with longtime guitarist Tommy Borscheid,
in a move that they describe simply as “personal” and “painful.” Then,
in August, bassist Trent Norton suffered a near-fatal asthma attack, laps-
ing into a coma for three days. If all that weren't enough, the execs that
signed the band had left Mercury just as the infamous merger between
Universal and PolyGram (Mercury's parent company) reared its head.

The chaos, however, forced the band to reinvent itself. Not only
were they working as a trio, but they were on their own: Where Seen
A Ghost had been recorded amidst label A&R requests, this time the
band and producer John Fields were left to work things out. “It's kind
of ironic,” Trent points out, “but the breeding ground for Here's Luck
is that they forgot about us.”

By late September, the album was finished and already gather-
ing a buzz among the local musicians and critics who heard it. The
merger left the Honeydogs on the newly formed Island Def Jam label
in early ‘9. “Between March and June we couldn't get anyone [at the
label] on the phone to commit to a release date,” Adam recalls. “That
summer, we decided to get off the label. It took us from August 1999
to March 2000.” In May, the newly freed band inked a deal with Palm
Pictures, and plans were made for a release.

Siiting around the barrcom table, however, the band seems
weathered, not dismayed. When I mention that this seems like a saga
still waiting for an ending, Adam quickly corrects me. "I've spent the
last two years working and supporting my family, and having to bust
ass just to play music,” he says. "Now I'm going to get a paycheck for
making music, and that's a pretty good cup to this story.” NMM
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C'S DEEP DISH SERVES UP PLATTERS
= R’éNEAN SOUNDS NOT

STORY: STEVE GDULA PHOTO: CARLOS AMOEDO

ever mind that Deep Dish is so hot right now that the duo boasts
residencies in four clubs around the world (two in England, one in New
York and another in Ibiza). Never mind that Lady Madonna herself hand-
picked the Dish boys to drop their underground grooves into a remix of
her single "Music.” Deep Dish is on a mission of urban renewal, or more

exactly, urban dance-scene renewal.

Iranian-born partners Ali Shirazinia and Sharam Tayebi want their adopted hometown
of Washington, D.C. to be a dance music Mecca like the places where they travel regularly to
spin. The city may boast an international populus, but Tayebi fears that such a crowd feeds
too much on a diet of hokey, Eurotrash disco.

The problem stems from DJs and promoters who go after "the rich Middle Eastern mar-
ket,” contends Tuyebi, who moved from the Middle East as a child. "I like the cheesy stuff
myself, but if you shove that sound into people’s heads for eight hours a night, that'’s all
they’re gonna want to listen to.... The promoters are afraid that a couple of underground
songs are going to cut their bar tab in half.”

Neither Tayebi nor Shirazinia ever gravitated toward the lowest common denominator,
preferring subterranean house with a dark, electronic edge. When the two met through mutu-

al friends at a party in ‘91, they were "both
running away from the scene, but in different
directions.” Not only did they bond as Middle
Eastern immigrants, but also as two people
who were into the "renegade, fuck-off music”
played most often in early-'90s D.C. at the
Sunday night Kindergarten party where
punk-house diva Kevin "Rhythm Is My Bitch”
Aviance held court. There, boys, girls, blacks,
whites, straights, gays, Arabs, Asians and
Hispanics all grooved as one. "It was like New
York right here in D.C.” recalls Shirazinia,
ak.a. Dubfire. The mix of industrial, pre-
techno and deep house further cemented the
boys’ desire to do something ditferent.
Unfortunately for D.C.'s dance world,
many of that scene’s movers and shakers
moved on. Others, like Shirazinia and Tayebi,
driven by their love of deep grooves and heavy
beats, started making music for the better-
ment of the Beltway scene. "It was sort of like
Field Of Dreams,” Tayebi muses. "We built it
and people came.” Rather than try to tag along
with the dance music scene in New York, Deep
Dish decided to release their tracks them-
selves on their own label. It wasn't long before New York D] Danny Tenaglia took a liking to their
sounds and introduced them to the Tribal label, which propelled them even higher.

Almost 10 years later, considering Deep Dish’s international success, it's almost funny
that Shirazinia and Tayebi are still ruminating about what might have been—and should
be—in their own backyard. Their album, Renaissance Ibiza (Yoshitoshi), just released domes-
tically, has already been a smash abroad, and the new Yoshiesque 2 (Yoshitoshi) is a com-
mand performance to follow their wildly successtul Yoshiesque. Lven if D.C.'s dance scene
doesn't completely fall in line with Deep Dish’s thinking, the city’s denizens seem to appreci-
ate that Deep Dish stayed in town. “We're signing autographs in our home town,” says a
stunned Shirazinia. "Autographs,” Tayebi echoes. “It's really strange to get that in D.C.” NMM
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Many hip-hop generations ago, nine warriors discovered modern East
Coast rap in a monolith with 36 Chambers. After two successful missions,
Captain RZA has transported this ragtag Wu-Tang fleet west for an epic
odyssey that may be their only hope of survival in the next millennium

n hlS social analysis of Los Angeles, City Of Quartz, futuristic

theorist Mike Davis says “To move out to Lotusland is to sever

connection with national reality” Well, the Wu-Tang Clan has

been fucking with the “national reality” for eight years now;
relocating to Hollywood was their way of escaping a New York where
recording would be nearly impossible.

“Niggas was resistant at first,” admits RZA, the Wu-Tang producer,
spiritual abbot and travel agent who advised the change in smog. “But
they came around” He wasn’t searching for a split with reality, but an
escape from the diversions of home. Explains Raekwon, with a tip of his
Packers ball cap, “We needed to get away from certain people who always
want to be in the studio when we’re recording, you know?”

You wouldn’t think it would be hard to convince this Clan to relo-
cate 1o a gangsta’s paradise, a seven-chamber Hollywood Hills mansion
where “killah” means a nice view that comes with a swimming pool,
chandeliers, closets built for vellow linen suits and a cream baby-grand
that’s just begging for R. Kelly to sit down and play.

“I can’t write in chandeliers and gold statues. I need roaches and low
ceilings,” complains rapper U-God, a.k.a. “Golden Arms.” Give that man
a dank stairwell and a crawl space. Method Man took advantage of the
patio and bought a $400 grill even though most of the group’s members
are vegetarians. Ghostface Killah wrinkles his nose at the memory of La-
la-land: “I was better off trying to write [in New York].... I couldn’t pro-
duce nothin’ in L.A.; my thoughts were shot.”

The two and halt months at Wu’s Pharcyde Manor West were a far,
smoke-ravaged howl from the slum-pa-pa-pums of Shaolin on New
York’s Staten Island, the dank lair canonized in \Wu lore since their ’93
debut, Enter The Wu Tang (36 Chambers). Well, perhaps not everything
changed: Clan members played dice on the pool table, old Muhammad
Ali and Sugar Ray Leonard fights played on the TV, and one night,
Ghostface got played: “I got mad drunk one night and acted a tool and
they got me on tape. It was funny and embarrassing too because it goes
out of my character” RZA says he won’t release the tape, but who knows
when Rap’s Funniest Home Videos will come calling.

Maybe the Shaolin crew needed some James Ellroy in their rhyme
criminology. “L.A’s a weird place,” says RZA, “but you can’t get engulfed
by the evil atmosphere.” Later he’ll concede that the group just laid down
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demo tracks there and verses were re-recorded in New York. “The album
didn’t get serious until about three weeks ago,” he laughs, knowing that
The W {Loud) is just a couple of weeks away from official release.

L.A. provided the Wu with a rare opportunity to live under the same
roof, which the members haven’t done since ’97’s Wi-Tang Forever. “It was
good getting everybody together and getting to feel each other out,” notes
Ghostface Killah. “Like a reunion.” That fraternal atmosphere also fostered
sibling sniping. “Some niggas ly home for the weekend and see their
family,” recalls RZA. “Niggas come back, ‘Yo, who the fuck was fuckin’ in
my room!” There was some arguments based on stupid shit like that”

Things have changed a lot for the Wu family in recent years. Many
of the members arc in their 30s and have children. Though the rappers
have issued a stcady stream of material, the climate of hip-hop has
changed around them. The second collective Wu album, *97's Wu-Tang
Forever, sold reasonably well, but many fans regarded the double CD) as
too long, oo lyrically dense, and too experimental.

“Everybody knows this is important,” says Ghostface, admitting that
the group’s legendary status might be on shaky ground. “ The 1V means a
lot 10 a lot of people. \We were saviors, especially to the East Coast. \We
brought that hip-hop back.”

In the carly days, the Wu was defined by hunger. Clan members
originated on the shineless Staten Island, off the coast of Manhatan,
which in ’92 possessed virtually no hip-hop history. Prison, narcotic sales
and addiction punctuated several members’ resumes, but it was a mutual
desire to better their situations—some very desperate, indeed—and make
a mark on music that congealed these nebulous entities into a single
creative force. That hunger growled throughout their initial single,
“Protect Ya Neck,” a relentless posse cut featuring nine individual voices
with one motivation: Make it happen. All clanging, bass droning and fero-
cious rhyming, “Protect” sounded like a fight in a project stairwell and got
all the roughnecks in earshot riled up. The single was hustled through the
streets of New York on white labels and while many record companies
thought the group was too hard, Loud saw promise and negotiated a con-
tract that enabled each of the members to sign solo deals with other labels.

The warriors modeled their debut album, Enter The Wu-Tlang (36
Chambers), on the karate flicks that babysat voung New Yorkers after
Saturday morning cartoons went off (Channel 5’s Kung-Fu Theatre—act

(Continued p.40)
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KUBRICK, PLEASE: ODB AS THE 2001 STAR CHILD.

Staking out courthouses is an easy way to glean the best, er, worst of OI' Dirty

W : Bastard's extracurricular activities (crack possession, shopliﬂlng, shooting at the

2" _ po-po, terrorist threats). It's probably too easy. But the criminality isn’t what

makes ODB such a compelling spectacle, it's just how bizarre some of his
extra-curricular antics are. Here are some of our favorites:

Got Me On The Run, October 2000:
ODB absconds from the Impact House drug rehab center—a non-
lockup facility—while en route to the L.A. Criminal Courthouse with just
days to go before fulfilling his sefitente. Perhaps the Wu promotional tour
beckoned too loudly?

Give The Drummer Some, Spring 1999:
Studio engineers describe ODB'’s Nigga Please recording sessions as near-
chaos; filled with drugs, alcohol, hangers-on and groupies. According to one
observer, a percussion sample used on the album was created by a woman
banging into a drum while ODB enthusiastically took her from behind.

Ghetto Superstar, September 1998:

In L.A. for the MTV Video Music Awards, ODB nearly dies—twice.

First, he drunkenly crashes RZA’s Bobby Digital interview at a

Chateau Marmont suite, perching himself gargoyle-style on the top-
floor balcony overlooking Sunset Blvd. and nearly slipping. Two
days later, he appears on the awards show before a national
audience—as a fugitive with three outstanding warrants from
Virginia. Doing “Ghetto Superstar,” ODB is almost torched by

onstage pyrotechnics before being saved by former Fugee Pras. We

repeat: Saved by Pras!

Here | Come To Save The Day, February 1998:

ODB and another rap group come to the aid of a four-year-
old gir! struck by a car outside the New York studio they
are recording at. ODB visits her in the hospital. Most
media fail to find this funny and thus don’t report the
incident. However, the next day....

For The Kids, February 1998:
At the Grammy Awards, ODB steals the mic from singer Shawn
Colvin, accepting her Song Of The Year Award for “Sunny Came
Home." Apparently peeved that his group lost to Puff Daddy for
Best Hip-Hop Album, ODB tells the world, “Wu-Tang is for the
children.... Puffy is good but Wu-Tang is the best!" Indeed.

Bum-Rush The Show, Fall 1996:
ODB bum-rushes a show by the Roots, hijacking the mic for
almost half an hour. Amidst more drunken ramblings, ODB
proceeds to do his new, never-released song, “Hoes, Fuck 'Em In
The Ass,” as fans, record execs and the Roots look on, stunned.

Drop The Drawers, Summer 1994:

One of ODB’s first solo outings, at an industry convention in L.A,, turns
into a nearly three-hour drunken sermon. After showing up hours late, ODB
launches into the perfect anti-show—half-songs and indecipherable

monologues—all with pants around the ankles.

Welfare Check, One-Two, What Is This? Summer 1994:
In perhaps his most classic moment, ODB takes the MTV News crew to pick up his

welfare check—in a limousine. This just after the Wu-Tang album goes gold.
>>>JOSEPH PATEL




like you know). Each Wu-Tang member developed a distinct “Shaolin”
persona and their voices and deliveries were weapons. In the loose hier-
archy, GZA/Genius was the “head” of the clan. The RZA was the produc-
er, the auteur behind the \Wu’s signature grungy sound. Having already
attempted careers as recording artists and been spit out by the industry,
both GZA and RZA brought experience to the battlefield and were hailed
as the brains of the outfit. Their ninjas were charismatic craftsmen:
Method Man could be casual, even fun, while Ghostface Killah and
Raekwon The Chef violently attacked the mic with brutal metaphors.
The way fans picked favorites, Loud should have sold trading cards.
When the East Coast/\West Coast divide was a healthy creative rivalry
and not a media-fueled tragedy, the \Wu-
Tang Clan ranked with Biggie and Nas as
the East’s most respected champions. One
album from the Shaolin soldiers could
hardly satiate a growing fanbase.
Neither was the Clan willing to chill
after nabbing the world’s car. As they
spun themselves off to different labels
and released solo projects, clan mem-
bers expanded on the individual
mythologies that began with 36
Chambers. The Wu Tang super-
stars—Method Man, Rackwon, OF
Dirty Bastard-—started to shine.
Method Man’s Tical (1994),a
dark and meandering opus, was
the first and most anticipated Wu
solo. With his rugged good looks,
grimy charm and more accessible
flow, Meth became the first “face”
of the Clan. However, Raekwon’s
Only Built 4 Cuban Linx (1995) is,
to this day, arguably the most com-
plete Wu project, m which Rae
embellished and amalgamated mem-
ories of his drug-dealing days into a
colorful hustling epic. Shockingly vivid
and original in everything from its sonic
structure to its say-what vocabulary, Citbarn
Linx gave East Coast thug-rappers a template
tu bite for the next five years. It also made Rae a
spokesperson for the crew. “People look at us as
the most enthusiastic ones on stage as well as the
most influential. You know Meth got a big fanbase. Rae
got a big fanbase,” Rackwon says of his up-front status. “\Ve're
like a real team that has its MV'Ps, and you look for your certain MVPs
to take you to the Series, playoffs or pennant”

Soon after Rae, OI' Dirty became the Clan’s other bigger-than-life
character, first for his performance highjinks and later for his many run-ins
with the law. ODB has since been arrested for more offenses than most
judges can shake a gavel at, making him the fallback bread-and-butt of
every third Chris Rock joke. Still, as any rapper will admit, jail-time, even if
it causes you to miss shows and release dates, won’t hurt your credibility. In
1999, Dirty’s second album, Nigga Please, became a critical darling based on
a slurred, drunken belligerence that certain hep music journalists
interpreted as genius. But Nigga Please strayed far from the Wu esthetic,
with more assistance from mainstream producers like the Neptunes and Irv
Gotti than from RZA, and no cameos from the other major Wu vocalists.

In 2001, the Wu-Tang Clan characters are just about fully fleshed out.
All but one of the original nine members, Masta Killa, has dropped a solo

album. Five have already turned in sophomore LPs, most to lukewarm recep-
tions. RZA’s absence on last vear’s efforts by GZA and Raekwon, and debuts
by U-God and Inspectah Deck, left many worried about the Wu's future.

“I told my brothers already, I think they made an error on that,”
RZA comments. “With Deck, Loud kept moving [the release date]
around and | never mixed those songs. But he wanted to get the shit out.
GZA had to feed his side of the family with his album budget, Raekwon
had to feed his side of the family. And I told them to do that. Regardless
of that, the fans are gonna be upset if they don’t hear you in your
natural habitat. And that’s what happened and there was flack. Then
Ghostface gets in his natural habitat and kills it!”

Out of all of those solo projects, only Ghostface Killah's gold-certitied
Supreme Clientele was embraced by fans. “The Ghostface album was an
eye-opener,” acknowledges GZA, referring to that LP’s return to ol’ school
breakbeats and classic loops that made listeners prick up their ears.

Still, Wu rappers don’t want to rehash the past. Notorious free
thinkers, they’ve kept moving forward as their situations have
changed. Raekwon, one of the pioneers of “criminology rap” admits
that he’s working bevond the glamorized crime dramas that dominate
the airwaves these days. “I can’t say I ain’t seeing what the ghetto is
feeling. But when vou got fans in so many creeds and colors, you tend
to try to slack on that stuff,” he says. “’Cause I don’t want to put that
stuff in little kids’ heads, talking about coke every five minutes. I like
to be educational. I'm like [black fiction writer] Donald Goines. |
want to teach about the game, but I want to teach how to get away
from the game. That’s just as important.” While that growing idealism
is admirable, who knows if it’s the wisest business move for a
family that made its name with rhymes more deadly than Bruce lee.

The \\ has been a creative struggle for many Wu members. With his
packed schedule, Ghost didn’t feel focused enough on the project. “When
it came to The W, my thoughts were kind of cloudy,” he says. “People
don’t understand. | need some downtime. I was on the road with Rae in
November, then Supreme Clientele, back on the road in February, then on
the Blackout tour with Red and Meth. It’s like, toe much for a nigga. It’s
all good, but 1 couldn’t produce.”

Even the historically arrogant Raekwon, possibly debilitated by the
negligible impact of his second offering, Iinmobilarity, entered this new
chamber with modest ambitions: “All you can do is give it your best.
You can’t outdo yourself,” he says. “People want to see us do our best.
But people are not going to understand everything. And you can’t
please all the people all the time” Nethod Man must have been some-
what spent from his high-energy side project with Redman, and the
GZA admits to having come up against a wall of writer’s block. ODB
was in a rehab facility during most of the recording (though he record-
ed enough to appear on two tracks). When the brains and the faces fal-
ter, the Wu's backbone of foot soldiers must hold it down. Masta Killa,
U-God, Inspectah Deck and ODB-substitute Cappadonna are still hun-
gry to show fans how essential they are to the crew.

“Me, being in the trenches so long, it made me stronger,” says U-
God grufily. “So it’s going to also do, in turn, to my brothers.” Deceptively
quiet, U-God is one of the Clan’s most confrontational members. He was
in prison for “drugs and guns,” he says, while 36 Chambers was being
recorded—he only made it onto two cuts. Since then, he has fought to be
recognized among the already established members. But in his mind, it’s
only a matter of time before the spotlight falls on him, and some of the
others have to sit out. “I had to swallow my pill. My brothers are going to
have to swallow their shit. Either you're going to do the knowledge, sit
back, mope or get up and do something.” It sounds like infighting, but
that competition—among themselves and with others—is part of what
drives the Clan. And now it’s not just their own hunger, but also the
growl of their children’s stomachs that motivates them.



Sitting in the Loud offices’ plush, glassed in conference room,
RZA pops in the video for the new solo joint from Mobb Deep’s
Prodigy, “Keep It Thoro.” The now-patented Wu Kung-Fu effects—
sword chings and fisticuff smacks--slice through edits and RZA
beams at the obvious influence: "P. is killing it.”

The producer’s acute memory can mimic virtually every drum fill
and sample he’s used not only on Wu-Tang albums (even the skittery
tremolo he taught a violinist for Wu-Tang Forever), but also work he’s
done with his side project, Gravediggaz, and with Bjérk. At one point, he
asks that the tape recorder be turned off while he spits through the beat
that never made it onto the album, which he refused to let anyone rap
over even though several rappers “asked for it 10 times.”

At his warped best, RZA embodies joy in looped repetition, bas-
tardizing melodies and chopping the foot off the beat so it clumps about
like a crippled crab. “Sometimes RZA’s beats can throw you off,” says the
GZA. “But I'll take a too-advanced digi-stance beat any time. I like noise”

“I think [ reached my sonic [potential] on the Ghost Dog sound-
track,” admits RZA about his score for the Jim Jarmusch film, one of the
projects he’s worked in the past year. During sessions for The W, RZA
learned how to play a little piano while hanging with Isaac Hayes (who
tisks, “Stop all this crying and be a man” during “I Can’t Sleep At Night.”)

For the first time, Wu-Tang goes outside of the chamber to enlist
guests (Redman, Busta Rhymes, Nas and Snoop), a reliable crutch long
used on the solo albums but heretofore avoided on collective works.
“Bringing in outsiders—that was my idea,” says RZA “There was flack at
first because Wu is Wu. We don’t isolate ourselves from our peers—
there’s a new hip-hop generation eight years after Enter The Wu-Tang.
We mix blood because we don’t want to keep the hip-hop nation sepa-
rated.... We're lettin’ the culture slip away and we’re not appreciating it.
[Limp Bizkit] get down cooler with us than a lot of rap niggas.”

You think you know who’s Wu? Try to guess which Shaolin
Swordman drops these lines on The W. Just to make
things interesting, we mixed in some of the guest artists.
(Answers below.)

1. “I’'m the animal Hugh Hefner created/ The only nigga Sade
dated, the most hated.”

2. “l like it red/ Pee in the bed/ I'm frustrated/ ’'m 29 years, no edu-
cated.”

3. “We show and prove/ Get paper, catch me in a caper on
shrooms...handle your bid and kill no kids.”

4. “Play the role with my drum sticks.”
5. “Somethin’ in tha slum rum pum pa pa pum.”

6. “Ride through your hood in a Mr. Softee truck/ And pull a mack
out of a box of sno-cones.”

7. “Sacrifice me twice so my kids can see paradise.”
8. “German Catholics white-washing Barbar Scotians.”

9. “In a room full of crackers | might cut the cheese.”
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On “Hollow Bones,” the sound of classic Wu returns. RZA juxta-
poses anguished, Stax soul moans—two loops from the same source
and puts no beat under it. There’s also a bonus track where Rackwon just
rips over guitar stabs, a good ol’ fashioned Wu mangler. Elsewhere on The
W, tracks completely mutate mid-verse, deceiving the ear’s anticipation.
No wonder Wu MCs sound like they’re losing their minds. “This album
is like 36 Chambers in a way—it gets you interested again,” says RZA.
“And then Il get back into more experimental stages and tryin’ shit.”

But who will still be in the game by the tinie the next Wu album is
recorded? Raekwon is already looking forward to retirement and perhaps
just making due as a ghostwriter: “I'm giving myself 35; 35 'm chilliv’. ...
My legacy will live”

The larger question may be that while groups like the Fugees have
gone their separate ways in favor of lucrative solo careers, why does the
Wu-Tang Clan still pull together to work on its legacy? “The shit I did by
myself could never master what I did with the group,” contends Ghostface
Killah, even though his value outside of the Wu may be just as high at the
moment, if not higher. “They don’t wanna see Ghost; they wanna see the
other eight motherfuckers. Our strength is in numbers.” NMM
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RISE ROBOTS RISE

The evolution of metal machine music

STORY+TOM MALLON ILLUSTRATION « MICHAEL LOPEZ

y now, even schoolchildren know how mankind evolved
from apes. But how many evolutionary steps did it take to
get from The Music Man to Kraftwerk’s The Man-Machine?

the man-machine forward, now we know. So when we’ve all become
soulless automatons with metal teeth and plastic for flesh, remember:
You have more than Gary Numan to blame.

1. Fritz Lang’s Metropolis

Fear of the future and industrial oppression never tasted better than in
Fritz Lang’s 1927 film, Metropolis (Paramount). While these concepts
had been touched on before, this film brought them to the masses:
Buildings grow mouths and breathe fire, machines eat the oppressed
workers and sinister robots come to life under enormous pentagrams.
(Sinister or not, that robot looked pretty hot.)

2. Kraftwerk

If you plugged the history of electronic rock into the formula of
2001: A Space Odyssey, Kraftwerk would play the monkey that
touched the monolith. It dragged the evolution of the man-machine
ahead several million years with its herky-jerky brand of almost
completely electronic rock, and with lines like “I am the operator of
my pocket calculator,” brought man and machine uncomfortably, er,
close. The monkey kick-started evolution by braining its rival with a
huge bone, and with 1974’s breakthrough Auntobahn, Kraftwerk
brained everyone else.
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Thanks to a select few visionaries who pushed the concept of

3. Einsturzende Neubauten

With the advent of Einstiirzende Neubauten (German for “collapsing
new buildings”), vet another band of scary Germans pushed evolution
ever forward. While not interested in electronics per se, they sure did
love machines; in fact, their early shows consisted largely of them
beating on gears and scrap metal. Plus, by being emaciated, dressing in
black, making unholy noise and looking downright frightening, they
paved the way for spleen-filled goths everywhere.

4. Gary Numan

Numan debuted a new breed of machine—one fueled by pop, albeit
paranoid, alienated, shell-shocked pop. In his claustrophobic (yet
always hummable) world, the robots rule; “liquid engineers” grow
people in the factories of “Metal,” “rape machines” prowl the
nightmare city of “Down In The Park,” and he becomes one with his
vehicle in “Cars.” Luckily he didn’t get 100 close to the machine—look
what happened to Gary Glitter.

5. Herbie Hancock

Remember when the 2001 scientists approach the Monolith and are
felled by a picrcing noise? That’s pretty much what happened to
jazzheads who picked up Herbie Hancock’s “Rockit.” A huge early MTV
hit, the song mated mechanical percussion and wicky-wicky scratching
with the former Miles Davis pianist’s jazzy synth, siring a video filled
with fractured automatons and semi-ambulatory mannequin parts—
and making The Robot a dance even suburban prom kings could do.



6. Revenge Of The Nerds

Before Anthony Edwards started playing doctor on ER, he participated
in one of cinema’s most triumphant robot-rock moments, when our
heroes kick it Kraftwerk-style in the talent-show finale of Revenge Of
The Nerds. The nerds score vital points against the evil jocks by doing
The Robot whilst wearing drum machines and stylish yellow jumpsuits;
add a searing synth-violin solo by a spiky Timothy Busfield, and even
Trent Reznor might shed an oily tear.

7. Skinny Puppy

Torment and anger and rabies, oh my! Skinny Puppy took the noise
innovations and dying-of-TB look of Neubauten and Throbbing Gristle
and married them 1o a distinctly goth outlook, creating one of the
blackest robot-rock hybrids ever. It’s blood, addiction, mourning,
rodents, dead flowers and even deader people set to music: Over this
one, Trent Reznor did shed an oily tear.

8. Brent Spiner

(Data from Star Trek: The Next Generation)

In 1991, cyborgs faced extinction with the release of Brent Spiner’s O
Yellow Eyes Is Back, an album of Tin Pan Alley standards. One song
even featured the stupid-fresh vocal stylings of the Sunspots, a.k.a.
LeVar Burton, Michael Dorn, Jonathan Frakes and Patrick Stewart.
While the prospect of an android kicking out jams like “Zing! Went The
Strings Of My Heart” briefly threatened the species’ very existence, it
was spared when everyone failed to notice.

9. Nine Inch Nails

If there’s one thing Trent Reznor likes more than hate, pigs and decay,
it’s machines. He’s been a Pretty Hate Machine, was once “caught in this
big broken machine,” has been known to be a “silencing machine,”
admits to “beating my machine,” apparently has “circuitry,” and it seems
he’s even “made up of wires.” Does the government know about this?
Has anyone noticed that a cyborg walks among us?

10. Goldie

Drum ’n’ bass became the electro-man’s most drastic mutation: lts
initial purveyors decided to do away with the human element altogether,
forgoing carbon-based input in favor of smooth machine precision.
These days, they seem to be growing flesh again, but Goldie’s still got a
big-ass mouthful of metal, and that’s gotta count for something.

11. Orgy

These fellas represent the latest evolution in cyber-rock: fourth-generation
industrial rockers in the guise of glam superstars. Where their forefathers
were content to simply slather themselves in cornstarch and be done
with it, Orgy goes one step further, mixing their machines with
Maybelline. At the very least, though, they prove that even sissy-fied
nancy boys have a place in the man-machine pantheon.
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§ e all know the music industry is
I getting predictable, but just how-
‘ predictable? Well, we've already

planned out our next decade of
covers, and because we know you can't wait to see
what’s on the next issue of CMJ] New Music
Monthly, we’ve decided to serve up the highlights.
Sorry, we couldn’t fit the three-issue Christina
Aguilera career retrospective.
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In the studio with Guns N" Roses, 2010




TECH-MEX

CLOROFILA

lame Herb Alpert or the American media if you like, but

» there’s a lot more to the Northwest Mexican border town of

| 2 Tijuana than brass, whores and drug-related gunfire. In

addition to being one of the busiest commercial and tourist
centers in the world, it’s also the birthplace of Nortec. Since early 1999,
a group of musicians, visual artists, fashion designers and architects have
(hterally) sampled life on both sides ot the border to develop a musical
and artistic template that speaks to Mexican and US youth cultures alike.

Pepe Mogt, a computer geek, musician and one of the founding
fathers of Nortec (who records under the alias Fussible), stumbled onto
the sound quite accidentally at a wedding. Listening to Mexican music
by a traditional sinaolense band, he was inspired to layer some rough
sample sounds of norteiio snares, tubas, accordions and congas over a
German techno Burger/Ink track. The result was, by Mogt’s own admis-
sion, “bizarre.” Yet from this combination sprung what would become
the first “drum *n” tuba” Nortec track.

The Nortec esthetic varies widely. Some use a mix of live
instruments and programmed samples for a more organic feel, while
others rely pretty much on their laptops. But the fact that they share all
their source material (a.k.a. samples) gives their music cohesion, and a
unified vision for the future of Nortec. Palm Pictures will soon release
Nor-Tec Collective, a compilation of Nortec music. In the meantime,
here’s the short list.
Fussible (Pe logt and Jor
“Nortec is when you walk down Avenida Revolucién in Tijuana, and you
hear a club playing hip-hop, another playing techno, and then marachi
and norteito musicians on the sidewalk,” says Pepe Mogt. “Then a pick-
up truck with federales goes by with rnorteiio music playing way too
loud. That’s Nortec.” He and Ruiz play several instruments and run the
results through an analog filter, their mellow grooves influenced by
Cabaret Voltaire, Kraftwerk and current trends like electronic-influ-
enced bossa nova and San Francisco house. “I sample a lot of strange
percussion,” says Mogt of their distinctive sound. “A lot of Tijuana
musicians are low-paid, so their snares are homemade, the skin they put
on them is too tight, the rim sticks too wide, so they sound different.”

By day, Pedro Gabriel Beas is a building administrator; by night, he
works on music or visits other musicians from Tijuana, where they
drink red wine and discuss future projects. “The collaboration is great,
it’s been a learning experience for all of us and this is just the begin-
ning.” As part of Hiperboreal, Beas programs the beats and plays the
synths, while Claudia Algara does vocals and works on general song
structure. He cites artists like Stockhausen and Tangerine Dream, and
styles like 80s electro and minimal techno, as well as regional styles like
Mexican folk and tango music as influences. “We know we’re not the
first 10 combine electronic music with other styles,” he says. “But we
know a new sound has been born in Tijuana, and it sounds like noth-
ing else we've ever heard before.”

Verdin and Torres first met in 92 while working on a self-published
arts and culture zine called E! Sueiio De La Gallina (The Chicken’s
Dream). For one issue, they decided to assemble a CD) of local musi-
cians; two years later, they’re working on their own tracks. Although
they’re considered the graphic-design heavies in the collective—they
design many of the flyers, posters, album covers and video backdrops
that further the Nortec vision—they also have an ear for edgy,
smudged-out basslines. “If it’s a Clorofila track, it needs to have funk-
iness, trippyness and rawness,” Verdin explains.

Perhaps the closest in style and heart to the Rheinland, Mendoza cites
German minimal techno labels like Force Inc., Kompakt and Chain
Reaction, as well as the warm, warped IDM textures from the
Atlanta-based Schematic label, as vital to his work. But he notes that
“as soon as we started making Nortec, I began to notice Tijuana’s
more popular music like norterio, grupera and banda” He uses no
instruments in the classical sense, preferring laptops and other elec-
tronics. “Tijuana was the place where rock en espaiiol was born,” he
says “This edge was lost for a while, but I think the city’s electronic
musicians have finally found it again.”




emember the early ’80s, when new wavers donned asymmet-
rical outfits to battle disco’s tepid commercialism, rock’s
machismo and hippie-rock’s noodling? The kids who teethed
on new wave's retro-futurist synths and angular guitar riffs
have grown up to take on some eerily similar present-day esthetic
opponents. These iew new wave bands may have dropped the geometric
haircuts, but they take on bombastic pop overstatement (Britney, Kid Rock,
etc.) with the tersely poetic, overlapping rhythmic textures that fueled new
wavers and post-punkers from Devo and Wire to the more videogenic
Duran Duran and A Flock Of Seagulls. “The new new wave could be seen
as a rebellion to all music that is macho mainstream and the movement of
the jam bands,” says Colin English, drummer for the hyperkinetically
rhythmic Atlanta-based band the Plastic Plan.

But while English says the straight-ahead instrumental new wave of
the Plastic Plan is meant “to take what has been done and do it again,”
other new new wave bands are less eager to be pinned down, and their
songs show it. “It is difficult to label [the new new wave| a movement
because there is no common goal,” says Adam Miller, bassist for Seattle’s
jagged, tightly wound six-piece the Vogue, who have weathered countless
comparisons to the Fall (who they claim never to have heard). “People can
judge us on our own merits,” states Miller, “one of those being that we are
not overly derivative of past musical movements.” Not derivative, no, but
traceable, as the Vogue and their contemporaries filter the rounded-cor-
ner solos of proto-punkers Television through the hardcore lens of

Fugazi, all in the age of Elastica.

new
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Bands like the Plastic Plan and the Vogue do have similar attitudes,
though: They and their new new wave brethren are wry and cerebral like
many of their forefathers, and very conscious and critical of their post
punk influences and immediate peers. Their music developed out of a
similar desire to dance and think at the same time. Blurring features
from across new wave’s impossibly broad landscape-—a mod-ish melody
here, a nerdy robot dance there—each band refracts the genre’s skinny
tie tenets through the post-irony of the present.
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MY FAVORITE

New York-based My Favorite—Michael Grace Jr., Andrea Vaughn,
Darren Amadio, Gilbert Abad and Tod—bonded over Joy Division in
high school. They produce “crisis pop” for those “vaguely anxious about
modern life” but unafraid of “futurism and poetry and subversion,”
Grace explains. Mixing strings, sax and synths, My Favorite makes pop
for “outsiders, whether political, social, emotional,” on their latest, Joan
Of Arc Awaiting Trial (Double Agent), one of three planned EPs offering
aggressively depressing variations on the story of Miz Arc. My Favorite’s
songs flit from the melancholy of OMD to the teasing interlay of Human
League, but act as “a kind of sense memory, full of signals and questions
for my peers who lived through the same sort of things we did,” says
Grace. “We want to make something complete, something beautiful—it
is not about our record collections.”

LADYTRON

Liverpool’s Ladytron debuted with the EP Comimodore Rock (Emperor
Norton)—equal parts Air’s moog-driven “Sexy Boy” and the Pet Shop
Boys’ opulent “It’s A Sin” But the quartet’s oscillating electro-pop shares
more with dance artists like fellow Englishman Les Rythmes Digitales than
it does with Britpop. “We probably have more in common with labels like
Bungalow, German stuff, Chicks On Speed, Disko B, etcetera,” says band-
member Daniel Hunt, a vintage synth collector who feels that Ladytron’s
main influences transcend new wave, though Devo, Duran Duran and
hometown boys the Teardrop Explodes are exceptions. Assures Hunt,
“When the album [ The Ladytron (Shimmy Disc)] arrives it will be a hell of
a lot harder to trace influences, because the group is still developing.”
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THE RAPTURE

New York City’s the Rapture—Luke Jenner, Matt Safer and Vito
Roccoforte—started in San Francisco three years ago. Now signed to
Sub Pop, the band’s first album, Mirror (Gravity), drew post-punk
comparisons, “...which is fine,” admits Roccoforte, “because [the
album is] definitely influenced by those genres. But I would never
consider our band in any of those categories...because we would be
shutting ourselves off to a lot of other cool music” Some of the
Rapture’s heavily layered patterns, however, do evoke the chilliness of
Joy Division, Public Image Limited and the manic art-school Bowery
bands of the late *70s, like the Talking Heads—and their album fea-
tures a remix by Kid606, a po-mo nod that places them squarely in the
present. “A guy in Louisiana said we sound like Gang Of Four fucking
the Who up the ass,” reveals Safer. “I like that one.”

THE FAINT

Three-quarters of the Faint met at a Midwestern skateboarding
contest in the ’80s, but in the '90s the three skated less and played
music more. Maybe it’s the skate-punk influence, but on Blank-Wave
Arcade (Saddle Creek), the Faint, like their contemporaries the
Calculators, marry synths to sinewy Dischord-influenced punk. The
Faint’s dramatic delivery sometimes echoes nerve-wracked labeimate
Bright Eyes, except the Faint’s delirium tremens are set to a Depeche
Mode beat. Carefully packaged but determined to avoid pastiche, the
Faint continues to cement its indie cred with a remix 12-inch featur-
ing members of ...And You Will Know Us By The Trail Of Dead and
the Laces, among others.
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ong before CDs or MP3s, inventors were claiming that their

innovations were going to change the tuture of music. Some, like

the proto-sampler Mellotron, briefly influenced music history

(listen for it on “Strawberry Fields Forever”); others, like the Fun
Machine and the Optigan, may be celebrated now more by flea market
rockers than they were when first introduced to the marketplace (see the
band Optiganally Yours).

“We're in love with new technology, but at the same time, musicians
long for the interface of old equipment,” says David Kean, director of the
Canada’s Audities Foundation, dedicated 10 the preservation of electronic
music instruments. “A lot of this stuft was considered has-been in the *80s,”
adds the Dust Brothers’ John King. “But good, clean sounds are very boring,
and this kind of gear gives instant, bad vintage sound.” As we enter 2001, we
salute the lost future of vesteryear—musical innovations that may not have
changed the mass market, but have influenced music and musicians in ways
you never realized.
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This early *70s, lo-f optical proto-sampler has “clear flexi-discs that you can
see soundwaves etched onto,” explains the Dust Brothers’ John King. If you
find one for $50, it’s a bargain; on eBay it’s more likely to run $300 to $500.
Sounds like: Scratchy old easy-listening
records. “We got a dark, rambling pscudo
Latin thing and conga sounds out of it,” recalls
King, who used it on Sukia’s Dust-produced
debut. Says Pea Hicks of Optiganally Yours, “It
has a dreamy, haunting sound. It’s very pathet-
ic; like a Keane painting, it practically torces
you to feel sorry for it.” (\www.optigan.com)
Who used it: Optiganally Yours, Sporlight On Optiganally Yours, Tom
Waits, Mule Variations; Devo, EZ Listening Disc; Fiona Apple, Tidal; Blur, 13;
The Clash, Sandinista!
Why 1t dio catch-on: “It was a very unreliable instrument, built
primarily as an adult toy,” Hicks savs. “The idea went over fairly well, but it
got a bad reputation with retailers, who got tired of customer returns.”
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laes d System for Woodwinds
Thls 1970s etfect unit hooks up to the reed of a woodwind instrument,
octave-divides it, adds fuzz and partially filters the sound. Today, it costs
around $400.
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Money Mark attaches a microphone to it instead of a
woodwind instrument and makes it sound like a huge “bass kazoo.” It can
also make a clarinet sound like a fuzz bass.

Who used il Jazz saxophonist Eddie Harris can be seen holding it
on the cover of his 1968 album, Plug Me In. The Beastic Boys used it
on Ad Rock’s line, “Just plug me in like | was Eddie Harris” in their
song “The Maestro.” Money Mark opens his live show with the
Maestro, usually singing Deep Purple’s “Smoke On The Water” and
Edgar Winter’s “Frankenstein” through it. “It’s so precious to me that |
carry it on the plane when I travel,” he says.
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Theremin

Electronic music pioneer Leon Theremin created this two-antenna
wonder in the 1920s. Electronic synth pioneer Robert Moog still
manufactures them today at his company Big Briar (www.bigbriar.com),
ranging from about $200 for a kit on up for deluxe models.

Sounds like: Its eerie, almost “crying” tone comes oft like a cross
between a violin and a human voice.

Who used it: From Coal Chamber to Cornelius, from Phish to
Pram, many bands use theremins: Beach Boys, “Good Vibrations”
(electro-theremin); Air, Le Soleil est Pres du Moi; Captain Beetheart
And His Magic Band, Safe As AMilk; and the Lothars, who play four
theremins and one guitar.

Why it didn’t eatch on: No one could play the damn thing. “There’s
no reference points, no frethoard, and every time you turn it off vou have
to retune it,” says ex-\Vaitresses member Chris Butler, who has used a

theremin on solo recordings.
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Originally created by Harry Chamberlin in the mid-’50s, the technology
was taken to England in the early 60s and mass-produced as the
Mellotron. Using a series of tape loops, it was
supposed to put an orchestra at your finger-
tips, but David Kean calls it “a chaos genera-
> tor” most useful for its happy accidents. These
s, days, vintage ones can cost $5000. Sampled
Mellotron  CD-Roms are available at
. www.audities.org for $199.

! Sounds Ike: A prototype sampler, it
replays whatever is recorded on the tapes that are in it—flute, cello, dogs
barking, etc. “It screws up the sound,” Kean says.

Who used It: The Beatles, “Strawberry Fields Forever”; the Moody
Blues, Days Of Future Passed; Suzanne Vega, 99.9 F; Tom Waits,
Swordfishtrombones; XTC, Skylarking.

Why they didn’t catch on: “They were mechanically unsound, and
hard to tour with,” says Kean. “The Moody Blues were legendary for
showing Warner Bros. cartoons while Mike Pinder fixed their Mellotron.”

Tel-Ray

This early-’60s electrostatic (non-tape) delay unit consists of a can with
a rotating metal disc inside, filled with PCB oil, which was banned in the
late 70s as a carcinogen. A ProTools version—without the carcinogenic
oil, of course—is available at www.bombfactory.com for $199. Originals
cost between $200 and $300.

Sounds like: “Real watery reverb with lots of wow and flutter—more
than just an echo,” says Dave Amels, record producer/engineer (Lenny
Kravitz) and co-founder of Bomb Factory.

Who used it Producer Jon Brion is an advocate of the Tel-Ray, using
it on Aimee Mann’s Bachelor No. 2 and the soundtrack to Magnolia.
Why at didn't catch on: “It was unreliable—oil leaked out—and
they vary greatly in quality,” Amels says.

Clavivoy

Composer and electronic music pioneer Raymond Scott designed it to
be a keyboard theremin, but by the time he patented it in 1958, it was
basically a synthesizer, predating the Moog. There’s only one in exis-
tence, and it’s in the care of Audities direc-
tor David Kean.

Sounds like: “Sometimes it sounds pure,
sometimes it sounds cheap and a little
cheesy. It’s not capable of a tremendously
wide range of sounds,” says Irwin Chusid,
director of the Raymond Scott Archives.
Who used I Tom Petty “borrowed” the
Clavivox from the Audities Foundation
while recording his latest release, Echo, but
it’s hard to decipher on the album.

Why it didnt ) ON: Scott tried to
market it in the late 60s, but according to
Chusid, the instrument’s methodology was
so complicated that it was difficult to build
even one, and it didn’t travel well.
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This toy, produced by Texas Instruments in the late ’70s, enabled
children to type in simple words and hear them pronounced by a
computer voice. They’re still very common in thrift stores, where
you’ll pay from 50 cents to $6.

Sounds like: “Unmodified, it has cool grainy synthetic speech,” says
Pea Hicks. “You can come up with interesting ways to use its limited
vocabulary 1o make it say all sorts of things. But the real fun starts when
you get inside and re-wire the circuitry. You’ll get an amazing musical
instrument which spits out demonic streams of phonemes which can
also be thrown into rhythmic loops.”

Vho used W Kraftwerk, ComputerWorld, OMD, Dazzle Ships,
Optiganally Yours’s remix of Kahimi Karie’s “Pygmalism.”

Why it didn't catch on: It did—as a teaching toy.
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Baldwin Fun Machine Organ

This late-’70s keyboard was like an analog synthesizer married to a mom-
and-pop home organ, and since plenty were manufactured, you can find
them cheap (between $100 and $350).

Sounds like: “It’s a simple analog synthesizer on the right keyboard,”
says Brian Kehew (the Moog Cookbook/Air). “There’s a funky drum
machine/beat box on the left, and it has patterns that are hipper than
most beat boxes. On the left is an auto-accompaniment section: This gen-
erates stiff robotic chords and basslines automatically, but it actually has
quite a fat, warm synthesizer sound.”

Who used it: The Moog Cookbook, The Moog Cookbook; Producers
Mitchell Froom and Tchad Blake.

Why It didn't ¢alch en: “It was too wacky-sounding for serious
‘home music. It has a very cartoony flavor and was very funky, which is
not good for your visiting aunt and uncle,” says Kehew.

oland TB-303 Bassline

Manufactured in the early ’80s to take
-—— "65606 the place of a bass player, much the
same way that drum machines were
intended to take the place of a drum-
mer. On the collectors’ market, TB-

i 303s go for $700 to $1000.

Sounds Inke “Screammg, squelchy acid analog synth madness,” Pea
Hicks says. “If you've ever heard techno music, you've almost certainly
heard a TB-303.”
Who used it: Heaven 17, “Let Me Go”; Ice-T “Rhyme Pays”; Phuture,
Acid Trax; Hardfloor, TB Resuscitation; Madonna, Ray Of Light.
Why it than't catch on: “It suffered from an impossible user inter-
face and didn’t sound anything like a real bass player,” Hicks says.
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Through extensive wiring, this mid-’60s instrument combines the
sounds of an organ and a guitar into the body of
a guitar, usually a hollow-body. You'll find them
listed in vintage guitar ads for between $1200
and $2400.

Sounds like: “Guitar and organ being played
together, and the organ sounds are good sounds,
not really cheesy,” says Chris DiPinto, musician
and owner of DiPinto Guitars in Philadelphia.
“But when you see it played live, it’s incredible.”
Who used them: Teisco Del Rey, Teisco Del
Rey Plavs Music For Lovers, The Olivia Tremor
Control, Black Foliage; EIf Power, When The Red
King Comes.

Why it didn’t catch on: The wiring is a
nightmare, they’re impossible to fix when they don’t work, and they’re
very heavy, according to DiPinto.

AL\
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TWO-STEP GARAGE

Artful Dodger's guide to drum 'n’ glitz. storv-m. tve come

ood two-step (or UK garage, as

it’s often called), is like drum ’n’

bass in drag. On the surface it’s

frilly and fabulous, flashing the

same fluffy R&B vocals and

optimistic melodies that decorate New York

garage house, but those jerky breakbeats, gruff

sub-basslines and occasional ragga toasts

assure you there are balls underneath all the

glitz. “There’s nothing really new about [two-

step], honestly,” admits Pete Devereux of

South Hampton, England’s Artful Dodger, a

pioneering two-step duo that takes its name

from the pickpocket in Charles Dickens’s novel

Oliver Twist. “We just steal bits from lots of
styles and make them our own.”

Taking inspiration from the bass-heavy

style of house known as speed garage (which

dominated the UK club scene for about 15 min-
utes), the Dodger duo first made a buzz on UK
pirate radio peppering their own taut and twist-
ed beat structures with vocals from popular
R&B tunes. “After about a year or two, UK
garage became so big on underground radio sta-
tions that the mainstream had to pay attention
to it,” says the Dodgers’ other half, Mark Hill.
“When the media jumped on [speed garage]
there were only really a few major tracks out
there, and since nobody was prepared to back up
the scene, it fell on its ass. But there’s so much
[two-step] for people to pick up on alrcady.
There’s tracks being released in the UK now that
we've had in our DJ box for three years”

R — gy - - -

The music is a bona fide British phenomenon, dominating television advertisements as
well as posh nightclubs and pop radio charts (even the Spice Girls got a tad steppy on their
recent single, “Holler”). Despite its allegiance to American R&B, two-step remains a top-secret
sound for Stateside hipsters, as only a handful of US DJs—New York’s D] DB for one—have
jumped on the bandwagon. But the Dodgers are hoping history will repeat itself on this side
of the Atlantic when their debut album, It’s All About The Stragglers (London), hits US shelves
in February. “A lot of the scene is directed towards white label singles, and people haven’t
really been concentrating on albums,” says Hill. “We brought in eight different singers who
each bring their own styles to the songs, and we’ve messed around with some of the tempos,
so | think there’s enough on there to keep your atiention while you’re listening to it at home,
rather than dancing in a club.”

FOR ALL OF US YANKS WHO NEED A PRIMER IN UK GARAGE, THE DODGERS
HAVE PUT TOGETHER A QUICK LIST OF SEMINAL TWO-STEP TRACKS:

Sneaker Pimps

“Spin Spin Sugar” (Armand Van Helden remix)

Armand Van Helden’s take on this mediocre trip-hop track wields a
bassline heavier than Gibraltar to support Kelli Dayton’s pouty vocals. It’s
a defining moment in speed garage that gave UK new jacks a blueprint
for their future. Hill says: “It was the first track to encompass that big,
heavy bassline over a 4/4 beat. Verv groundbreaking.”

Roy Davis Jr.

“Gabrielle” (Live Garage Version)

Chicago house producer Roy Davis Jr. represents on this subtly
seductive new-school garage gem. Devereux says: “It was one of the
pioneering tracks for the whole scene. 1t’s just got really soulful vocals.
It’s one of the big ones that always goes down well. It sounds like a
typical, funky US house record apart from the fact that it has this
broken drumbeat rather than a four-to-the-floor bass kick. It still finds
its way into our sets, even though it’s kind of a few years old.”

50 newmusic

K-Ci & JoJo

“Tell Me It's Real” (DJ Asylum remix)

DJ Asylum sliced and diced the mainstream cheese of mega-popular
R&B duo K-Ci & JoJo into a jittery, jerky bootleg that became a staple on
the UK club circuit. The saccharine soul sounds almost cartoonish atop
the sneering bass and razor-sharp breaks, making “Tell Me It’s Real” an
archetypical two-step monster. Hill says: “Play this track out and it'll
simply bring the house down.”

Artful DOdger Featuring Craig David
“Re-Rewind”

Catchy as a cold and jiggier than a Brooklyn house party, “Re-Rewind”
teatures UK R&B star Craig David crooning over Artful Dodger’s peppy
beats and loose basslines. The ragga chants of MC Allister keeps the shit
tough enough for B-boys to bounce along. Devereux says: “Not to blow our
own horn, but ‘Re-Rewind” is a benchmark in the progression of two-step
music and was quite a big track on the UK garage scene for some time””
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Reviews

6GIG
Tincan Experiment Uttimatum

It probably took a little corporate
muscling, but Ultimatum got to test-
drive the fledgling Portland, Maine
hardcore quartet 6Gig in front of thou-
sands by securing them an opening slot
on a Goo Goo Dolls bill before signing

the band. And it's no surprise that the Out
ever-discriminating Goo Goo fanbase October 24
lapped up the S5-month-old band's File Under
heavily padded heft and blatant hooks. Accessible and angry
What 6Gig does with hardcore is analo- R.IY.L.

gous to what the Goos once did with SR-71, Waterdog, Blink-182
punk. “"Hit The Ground,” the big single,

stitches a textbook ominous grind

(straight out of Modern Metal-Influenced Hardcore 101: see Strife) to
an arena-anonymous big chorus that's keep-on-keeping-on gushy. To
be tair, you can'’t fault someone for writing a catchy song—there are
many “authentic” hardcore bands that should spin the 6Gig disc for
songwriting pointers—but you can fault them for writing the same
song 11 times, and, on the 12th time, just slowing things down and
adding strings. The Goo Goo Dolls wrote better records and eventually
gave up the pose, opting instead for big-screen ballad-y mush. For
6Gig the story has just begun—vocalist and lead guitarist Walter
Craven sings with a boyish, raspy, just-got-out-of-bed urgency and
the songs are dipped in syrupy production that calls to mind the late,
great Doughboys. It's a package that most will see through and still
enjoy. Stash it with your other guilty pleasures. >>>LORNE BEHRMAN

ADD N TO (X)
Add Insuit To Injury Mmute

Add N To (X) are a cheeky bunch, play-
ing with their vintage analog synths
and writing electronic pop so laden
with winks it appears to never have a
clear view. It's & formula that's worked
for them before; their last two albums

played like soundtracks to a J.G. Out
Ballard comedy (one can dream, no?)— October 17
firm, scratchy and titillating. File Under
Nevertheless, they've been hard- Mechanical Animals
pressed to shed their ironic veil. R.LY.L.
Although “Plug Me In,” Add Insult To Devo, Les Rythmes Digitales,
Injury’s sex-obsessed first single, shim- Gary Numan

mies like the best vintage electro-pop.

replete with snipped-and-juggled vocals, it still smacks of art-
school chicanery (especially with its ironic porn-verité video featur-
ing hipster lesbians exploring the intersections of sex and technolo-
gy). It's nowhere near as vibrant as “Metal Fingers In My Body,” from
1999's Avant Hard, which conveyed computer lust with Krautronic
authority. Here, the sentiment is far more processed, delivered to ful-
fill expectations. Elsewhere, the group’s winks get less interesting:
“Brothel Charge” rips off the screeching stabs of the Beastie Boys'’
"Sabotage.” On "The Regent Is Dead.” the 16-minute closing track,
an utterly British funeral march is delivered with synth twiddles,
mock bagpipes and disinterested vocoder-heavy vocals. Sure, it's
not as reverent as the standard funeral march, but it ain’t exactly the
Sex Pistols either. >>>JON CARAMANICA

54 newmusic

A3
La Peste coumbi

The Brixton-based collective A3 deliv-
ers such a trippy, sensuous rush of
techno-country blues that it's hard to
take the agit-prop of their press materi-
al too seriously. After all, this is the
group that provided the hit theme for

The Sopranos, "Woke Up This Morning.” Out
La Peste, the follow-up to their 1997 October 24
debut, Exile On Coldharbour Lane, con- File Under
tinues to provide some very fancy cheap Techno-blooze preacher rock
thrills indeed. The opening, "Too Sick To R.LY.L.

Pray.” is the logical successor to “"Woke The Sopranos theme,
Up This Morning,” from its whooshy R.L. Burnside, the Gun Club,
synth and country-plucked guitar open- “Layla”
ing through its name-checking of Hank Williams, trip-hoppy beats,
positively irresistible gospel chorus hook, and into the final fade of a
B3 soul organ. Singer Rob Spragg’s raspy white-blues-preacher
delivery is another calling card. When he sings "Don't call a doctor/
I'm gonna get better/ Don't run for the priest/ I'm gonna find some
faith,” he's tapping into the motherlode of rock’s imagery of romantic
dissipation. Nothing goes better with those boogie-rock rifts than a
steaming heap of existential dread. The cover of "Hotel California”
should be a very big hint—that and A3 originals like “Cocaine (Killed
My Community)” would be great anti-drug messages if they weren't
so seductively narcotic. It's like saying The Sopranos is anti-Matfiaq,
which it sort of is. >>>JON GARELICK

AMEN
We Have Come For Your Parents viiyii ' &

The latest trends in metal may suggest
that combining razor-sharp guitars, hip- F

hop rhythms and rap wordplay is the 9
new standard for commercial success. _Z
But England’s Amen are happier with a B
more old-school approach that leaves

VE COMEF I P i

hip-hop to the rappers and zeroes in on Out
raging, art-punk guitars, drugged out October 31
glam-rock hooks and nods to young and File Under
old vets alike, including Fugazi, Rollins, Chaos punk
Helmet, Warrior Soul, the Stooges, Dead R.LY.L.

Dope, GlassJAw,
Guns N’ Roses

Boys and the Sex Pistols. We Have Come
For Your Parents, produced by
Korn/Limp Bizkit studio wiz Ross
Robinson, finds the band focusing all those influences into a power-
ful metallic assault—it would be selling the band short to merely call
this metal or punk. Singer Casey Chaos spews out lyrics that are
seething with enough anger ("Get up and set fire to your church”
from the song "Justified”) to match Marilyn Manson'’s nihilist antics.
More often than not (see “The Waiting” and "In Your Suit”) he comes
off as nothing less than a deranged psycho-villain from some forgot-
ten film noir. And he gets plenty of support from axe dudes Mayo and
Fig. whose regular guitar heroics make Amen a less angular, more
headbangable version of Slipknot. >>>MARTIN POPOFF
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THE ANANDA PROJECT
Release win Strosi-Nito Grosves

Something happens to club hags when
they hit 35: They forsake the pill-fueled
house-music all-nighters for too many
weak martinis, a bit of cocaine and a
more “sophisticated” sound—namely
jazzy, whooshy house with vaguely

Latin-flavored rhythms and zero Out
basslines. Blasé and decidedly un- November 1
sexy, this failed cultural simulacrum File Under
has little to do with dirty ass-shaking A house in the Latin Quarter
or feelin’ the funk. It is for this reason R.I.Y.L.

precisely that the Ananda Project Kerri Chandler, Joe Claussell
stands vividly apart from the rest. On

its full-length debut, producer Chris

Brann (of the Atlanta-based Wamdue Kids, Wamdue Project and
P'taah) perfects the marriage of Latin and Brazilian syncopation
with traditional house components: gospel and R&B vocals, thick
four-on-the-floor beats and enough bass to burn the roof down. The
music is real, fastidiously crafted with warm, bittersweet analog
melodies and just the right amount of live percussion. Tempos
range from the slower, sensual “Bahia” to more pumping dance-
floor diva tracks like “Falling For You” and the album’s center-
piece, "Cascades Of Color.” Brann spent two years working on this
album, and it shows: These cuts aren't disposable club fodder,
they're tracks sophisticated enough to keep you going when the
pills run out. >>>AMANDA NOWINSKI

THE BEAUTIFUL SOUTH
Painting It Red A 21

1)
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Out

THE BEAUTIFUL SOUTH
PAINTING IT RED

The Beautiful South’s brand of impure pop
seems based on the idea that the band
doesn't need any new ideas, they just
have to remember how the old ones work.
But they've perfected that concept to the
point where they can continue to chum
out appealingly curdled songs until their

knack for variations starts to fade. October 31
Painting It Red finds them in fine fettle, File Under
mixing pop and soul clichés of yore to They don’t mean Georgia
misdirect our attention, dipping into the R.LY.L.

The Housemartins,
Elvis Costelio with
Burt Bacharach, Squeeze
nal outsider status. Unfortunately, this very blend, which has made them

universal language of disposable product
while their lyrics remain literate and
sometimes bitter reminders of their eter-

chart-toppers in their native UK, will probably keep them a cult item
here; class-conscious, nimble ironists are a hard sell in the US, especial-
ly when they come from a foreign context. Meanwhile, Red hits some sig-
nature heights: a ballad which steers a course between loopy and heart-
felt ("The River”); a good-natured put-down draped in the tinny insincer-
ity of '60s pop (“Til You Can't Tuck It In"); and a not-so-good-natured love
song that tums vicious at the last minute (“Closer Than Most”). Even
when the lyrical discontent starts to sound rote, the songs (all 17 of them,
all by vocalist Paul Heaton and guitarist David Rotheray) still glide
along by dint of their well tended-to melodies, insidious hooks, and
groovy textures, abetted by keyboardist Damon Butcher and the band’s
sorely underused femme singer Jacqui Abbott. >>>RICHARD C. WALLS

Reviews

RARE JR

-

BARE JR. W
Brainwasher immortal-virgin

Bobby Bare Jr. is the son of one of the
hardest working men in showbiz, coun-
try star Bobby Bare, but his namesake
band’s second album is a paean to
slackerdom. Brainwasher's string-and-
piano overture is so gooty that it does
justice to the shenanigans to come.
When Bare isn't describing white-trash
characters like a lecherous boss who

Out

January 24
File Under
Country rawk
R.LY.L.
Black Crowes,
twisted love songs, like “If You Choose the Replacements,
Me" ("If you choose me over him. .. I'll Steve Earle
shelve my records and stay really clean”) and "Dog” (“I wish I was
your dog/ Because you treat him better”). Garage-rock power chords
and metallic crunch are offset by Bare's raw, melodic vocals and
humorous lyrics, but the band’s secret weapon is Tracy Hackney's

makes fun of him for having green hair
and a mean woman who forsakes Jesus

for cable television, he's penning

electrified dulcimer, which can project alt-country melancholy
("Gasoline Listerine”) or sound downright evil ("God"). Brainwasher
is more of an exercise in mid-tempo pummeling than Bare Jr's
raucous debut, Boo-tay, but the band makes up for it with the hard-
twangin’, sloppy sing-along “Why Do I Need A Job,” an anthem for
musician lay-abouts everywhere (“My girlfriend is a stripper in
Abilene/ She likes me to stay home and watch TV” and “We play too
loud/ There's never a crowd”). >>>MEREDITH OCHS

BIKERIDE

Summer Winners, Summer Losers

Hidden Agenda

Satellite photos from high above Califomia 1
have revealed a strange and wonderful
new talent with the unlikely, Scorsese-
character-like name of Tony Carbone. As
leader of the unwieldy Bikeride collective,

"

-

" 4

Carbone’s assembled the latest in a line of Out
uncategorizable Golden State pop master- December 5
pieces. Employing elements of country, File Under
lounge, spaghetti Westem and space-rock, Country post-punk diva rock
with added orchestral flourishes and sweet, R.LY.L.

pithy lyrics ("I got skinny ‘cause she broke Jim-Bob Joe’s Country
my heart”), Bikeride cruises through 19 HoDown, Willie Nelson,
songs and as many styles in the course of Neko Case
an album. As the title suggests, the theme is summer, and nearly half the
tracks settle in the middle months, rejoicing in the sun'’s bright glare and
lamenting the vicissitudes of romance that the season induces. Carbone’s
scope is wide. He's straight-up reverent on the aptly named “Carl Wilson
Suite,” the carefree “Country Driving” and the wonderfully whimsical “A
Summer Song,” which plucks out a singsong melody on acoustic guitar. And
he’s decidedly more complex elsewhere, crooning country-style about how
his "baby’s got the nicest butt” on “Fine And Dandy,” evoking Bacharach on
“Continental Divide,” and straying into a punkier punch-with-a-wink remi-
niscent of Thinking Fellers Union Local 282 on “You Stepped On My Guitar.”
Summer Winners merely collects previously released (though rare) materi-
al from 10-inches, Japanese B-sides, and the like—surprising given the gen-
tly cohesive thread that holds it together. >>>RICHARD A. MARTIN
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R.L. BURNSIDE
Wish | Was In Heaven Sitting Down

It's no shock that R.L. Burnside's latest is
a great blues album—he’s been the
leading practitioner of the Mississippi
hill country’s hypnotic one-chord stomp
for two decades. The twist is that it's
also a pretty fair trip-hop record.

Out

Burnside’s no stranger to mixing elec- October 24
tronic beats with blues; that was the text File Under
of 1898's Come On In, which teamed the Mississippi burning
73-year-old ex-farmer with Beck’s pro- R.LY.L.
ducer Tom Rothrock and earned a radio Junior Kimbrough, Beck,
hit with “It's Bad You Know.” But that Othar Turner

was more project than album—a forced

gene-splice that used old recordings to make a new monster. This
time Burnside and his collaborators worked from the ground up,
embracing the psychedelic pull of the groove and twisted sonics
while honoring the spiritual core of blues. So we hear plenty of
Burnside'’s worldly voice, recorded by producers John Porter and Andy
Kaulkin with great delicacy and expression, telling stories ripped
from the bitterest parts of his life. There's also lots of funny shit,
because R.L. is a witty raconteur. What we don't hear is his guitar. But
L.A. hotshots Smokey Hormel and Rick Holmstrom and R.L.'s sidekick
Kenny Brown blend tradition with trippy, bone-cutting slide and
Beck’s D] Swamp does the same with his scratching. Think of this as
a successful triple-bypass for a dangerously moribund genre. Maybe
the blues really will never die. >>>TED DROZDOWSKI

CIRCLE 1
Pori

Progressive rock is hardly fashionable
right now, but that's mostly because the
virtues of its original '70s incarnation
(instrumental power and control, com-
plicated structures, refusal to pander)
were outweighed by its excesses (con-
ceptual pretentiousness, meaningless
noodling, facial hair). The long-running
Finnish group Circle, which appears as
a six-piece with guests on this 1937
recording, is unabashedly prog: extend-
ed instrumental jams are its meat and
potatoes, and the best piece here, '70s King Crimson,
“Vesitorni/Kaupunginsairaala,” ham- Faust, Tortoise
mers and scratches away at the defenses of a single chord in dizzy-
ingly syncopated 10/16 time for eight minutes. There's even a footy
analog synth doing the WEE-ooo-WEE-o00 thing. Circle’s modern
innovation is its ruthless all-business attitude: It builds its pieces
from the rhythm up, laying in the sonic bonuses (sax, xylophone,
strings, even a voice or two) only where they make the beat sound
harder. The instrumental parts are usually in separate orbits, cross-
ing paths like the components of a mobile, but the band never shows
off. They'd rather ratchet than noodle, and they’d rather lurk than
parade. Pori is inconsistent—the slow tracks know where they're
going, but take too long to get there, and a couple of quasi-ambient
interludes get pretty dull. When Circle is on, though, nobody flies the
prog flag more efficiently. >>>DOUGLAS WOLK

Out

September 12

File Under
Prog-rock, siripped down
and pounding

R.LY.L.
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DON BYRON
A Fine Line: Arias & Lieder

Downtown New York renegade jazzman
Don Byron has long argued that music
is “objective”: It doesn’t care who's
playing it. That's why he’s been able to
cross genres with authority, melding
klezmer, jazz, classical and urban-funk

with spoken word. On A Fine Line: Out
Arias & Lieder, the clarinetist/compos- November 7
er ventures some of his most daring File Under
juxtapositions yet. Omette Coleman'’s Uncompromising
“Check Up" leads to Robert juxtapositions
Schumann’s “Zwielicht,” to Leonard R..Y.L.
Bernstein’s “Glitter And Be Gay” (from Uri Caine, Dave Douglas,
Candide) and so on, right through Roy Bill Frisell

Orbison’s dramatic “aria,” “It's Over,” and the Four Tops’ “Reach
Qut (I'll Be There).” Byron sustains musical and emotional unity
without sacrificing the pieces’ oddball differences. He does it
through a great ear for segues and restricted instrumentation: his
own clarinet and bass clarinet with Uri Caine’s piano (sometimes in
some wonderfully affecting duets, like Byron's own “Basquiat”),
plus bass and drums with a mix of voices (including Cassandra
Wilson, perfectly cast in Sondheim'’s “The Ladies Who Lunch”). Post-
modern experiments like this one are often knocked for being
tongue-in-cheek, but Byron’s comedy is too grand for that—when
soprano Patricia O'Callaghan takes off on Bernstein's coloratura
flights backed by the band’s hard jazz swing, it's musical comedy
suffused with sweet melancholy. >>>JON GARELICK

DAKOTA SUITE
Signal Hill sacman

Although sadcore—slo-fi, mope rock,
whatever appellation you prefer—is a
slippery genre able to incorporate end-
less varieties of ennui, at its musical
core is a tradition as solid as the Delta
blues: You must seek to wrest beauty

from suffering and do so as slowly as Out
humanly possible. Successful adherents November 14
to the style possess a secret weapon in File Under
the form of a mesmerizing singer (Red Slow-rock lament
House Painters), an adept lyricist (Mark R.LY.L.

Red House Painters, Low,
Black Heart Procession

Eitzel), or a delicate collective musician-
ship with a strong sense of melancholy
(Ida). Without a single dominant talent,
the chords lose shape and words read like a sad teenager's diary.
West Yorkshire, England’s Dakota Suite, the mastermind of songwrit-
er Chris Hooson and former Spaceman 3 collaborator Richard Formby,
occasionally uses a tasteful variety of instruments—piano, cello, vio-
lin, trumpet—to reinforce their basic acoustic attack. At times (“Clean
Linen Sheets,” the instrumental “I Tumed Away So That I Might Not
See”) they achieve the heightened reality they seek. However, the art-
less lyrics (“Will you blind me/ So that I can’t see/ The pain in your
eyes/ And when we know/ Will you burn/ Burn me down” is but one of
many examples) delivered in a voice best described as highly
sedated, generally do little more than recreate the suffocating torpor
the songs’ lyrics suggest. >>>ROB O'CONNOR
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DELAROSA & ASORA
Agony

Don't be fooled by the anguished title of
Scott Herren's latest work—it's simply a
reflection of his mischievous sense of
humor. Much like last year's mislead-
ingly named Folk Songs For Trains,
Trees And Honey (which he released

under the moniker Savath+Savalas and 1 Out
which featured neither acoustic guitars November 30
nor Joan Baez covers and instead __ File Under
focused on intertwining organic Intelli-bent dance music
melodies with sensual keyboards), R.LY.L.

~ Boards Of E;nada,
Funkstorung, Tortoise

Agony isn't an agonizing album. There
are certainly moments of challenging
textural uncertainty, but they are out-
weighed by an overwhelming sense of fragile beauty. Herren's songs
as Delarosa & Asora balance the complex dissonant backdrops and
glitch-ridden beats of the intelligent dance-music scene with his
musical virtuosity. Nowhere is this more evident than on the opening
track, “Wooden Toe,” which begins with a chaotic rhythmic lattice
(teedback, clicking pen caps, rushing water, etc.) before refining it
with melodic instrumentation that pulls it out of the bedlam. The
same feel is achieved with “Paz Suite 1,” as a harmonic female vocal
line—frayed edges and all—imbues the song with a pastoral inno-
cence. Even when Herren starts bordering on difficult listening as on
the album-ending “Elodie 2,” there’s still a glimmer of warmth felt
beneath the cold shadows. >>>KURI KONDRAK

Reviews
DELTRON 3030
Deltron 3030 DEL-TR’

It's hard not to compare Dan "The
Automator” Nakamura's most recent
high-profile project, Deltron 3030, to
his 1996 Dr. Octagon collaboration
with Kool Keith and D] Q-Bert.

Automator's second rap supergroup

also snags a spacey, cultish MC (Del Out
Tha Funkee Homosapien), a wun- October 17
derkind DJ (Kid Koala), and a kitschy __File Under
concept (three hip-hop heads traveling Sci-fi hip-hop
through a post-apocalyptic, post-World RINAL,

Del Tha Funkee Homosapien,
aren’t quite as spectacular this time.  Handsome Boy Modeling School,
When the Deltron crew nails the tone Dr. Octagon
right—a gooty hip-hop head-trip through a distant Orwellian
galaxy—they have more personality than 95 percent of under-
ground hip-hop's hectoring homeboys. Fronting a production style
that’s best described as Star Trek-baroque meets crate-digger,
Automator turns out a perfect backdrop for Del’s casually brilliant,
hyper-articulate, singsong flow. But Del has never been an easy
MC to pin down, and by Deltron 3030's halfway mark he sounds
hemmed-in by the thematic construct; there's only so many para-
noid android, sci-ti cyborg rhymes that one MC can spit without
sounding bored—unless you're Kool Keith. It's not that Deltron 3030
is a bad album, it's just a half-baked, mostly stoned idea that never
reaches its full potential. >>>MICHAEL ENDELMAN

War IV universe), except the results

Once again, with severaldntriguing
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DICE RAW
Reclaiming The Dead rcs

Dice Raw began apprenticing in the
Philly Roots empire long before he even
had a driver's license. Taking all of the
best Roots ingredients—earnest,
strong-headed lyrics,
boom-bap tracks and a lack of typical

no-nonsense

rap machismo—Dice details his Out
striving journey as a real MC. Buoyed October 24
by an urgent-yet-unwavering delivery, File Under
the album'’s most wholly realized cut is The Roots’ new branch
the strutting, head-nodding “Lockdown” R.LY.L.

The Roots, Dilated Peoples,
A Tribe Called Quest

(with guests Black Thought and Steve of
the Roots), where Dice portrays major-
label MCs as inmates. (As he explains:
“They got us locked down/ In a cell/ Under the ground/ Trying to push
for a mainstream sound.”) His raps aren't all idealistic rabble-rous-
ing: On the string-laden "5 Stages Of Death” and “Lava” he puts on
his “thug-colored glasses,” describing ghetto pain with well-spoken,
empathetic tales. He gets fresh for the dancefloor, too, on the bouncy
“Thin Line (Between Raw And Jiggy)" again featuring the Roots’
Black Thought, as well as Malik. The Heat production team creates a
less Rhodes-keyboard-drenched but still decidedly Roots-ish mix of
groovers and thumpers. Not every cut grabs your ears long enough to
hear Dice out, but it's a very strong debut that makes a big sound
against the gangsta Tower Of Babel. >>>BRIAN COLEMAN

EVERCLEAR
Songs From An American Movie, Vol. Two:
Good Time For A Bad Attitude

everelear

It's hard to tell whether Everclear front-
man Art Alexakis is poking fun at himself
or his fans in “Rock Star,” a big, ballsy, “Tsm e
guitar-driven anti-anthem from the sec- .

ond installment of his Songs From An Out
American Movie project. The song finds November 21
him sarcastically sneering, "I want to tell File Under
the little people they can kiss my ass/ ...] Confessional rawk
want to make those girls on The Real R.LY.L.

World fantasize about me.” Maybe, in a Soul Asylum, Creed, Nirvana
sobering post-divorce moment, he simply

saw something in himself that he didn't

like: As he reflects wistfully in the similarly hard-hitting next track,
“Short Blonde Hair,” “All I ever wanted to do was to play guitar in a rock
‘n’ roll band.” Good Time For A Bad Attitude is a return to rawking form
for Everclear after the string-embellished softer stuft of Vol. One, and
it's the most painfully revealing collection ot songs this confessional
rocker's ever committed to album. Whether he's playing the part of the
battered woman—a risky move for a guy whose track record isn't
exactly clean in that regard—in the otherwise pleasantly jangling
“Overwhelm” ("I don't want to be your punching bag/ Your complacent
little princess”), or just wondering how he managed to mess things up
so bad, he’s caretul to include just enough detail to send a chill of recog-
nition through anyone who's ever made their own mess of things—and
that's a pretty broad demographic. >>>MATT ASHARE

58 newmusic

EUPHONE
Hashin’ It Qut Jade Tree

There’s something to be said for small
music. When Ryan Rapsys split from
Heroic Doses five years ago to begin
noodling on his own, he’d sit on stage
surrounded by drums, a sequencer and
an old keyboard, a man at one with his

sound. The two solo records he did as Out
Euphone were eclectic but coherent— October 31
studied funk grooves with synths File Under
spread over the top like butter on a Small-scale indie swing-funk
dinner roll. Nick Macri joined up two R.Y.L.

The Sea And Cake, Slint,
Heroic Doses

years ago, adding bass and saxophone
to Rapsys’ honed formula. While the
two clearly have an easy rapport, their
style as a duo is more scattershot. On this, their second
collaborative album, they shift gears constantly. “Press On" is thick
with rockabilly guitar, as is “Bad Ascending.” which marries its
swing roots with a Latin two-step groove. "Do You Up” opens with
Macri and guest LeRoy Bach on sad saxes, the latter's baritone
complementing Macri's alto gravitas. But “"Where's The B?" pushes
Euphone back to funky territory with its quick, abrupt Kool & The
Gang guitars, and “Nick Is Ryan” keeps them there with a strutting
bassline and gently-tapped cymbals. Individually, each Euphone
style compels, but with so many collected together, Hashin’ It Out
appears to be just that. >>>JON CARAMANICA

TAV FALCO & THE
UNAPPROACHABLE
PANTHER BURNS
Panther Phobia i d

YAV FALCO

Part raw rockabilly, part low-down, dirty
blues and part kitschy performance art,
Tav Falco And The Panther Burns have
spent the last two decades carving out

the hippest niche in Americana. Since Out
their recording debut in 1980, which fea- October 30
tured Memphis music legends Alex File Under
Chilton and Jim Dickinson, Falco and his Psychobilly blues
motley crew have helped revive the R.LY.L.

The Gories, the Cramps,
Jon Spencer Blues Explosion

careers of several American treasures
(guitar granny Cordell Jackson, blues-
man R.L. Burnside, and rockabilly picker
Charlie Feathers) both by playing with them and playing their songs,
exposing a new generation to the dark underbelly of roots music.
Recorded live at Memphis's Easley Studios by Jeffrey Evans (Gibson
Bros., ‘68 Comeback), Panther Phobia continues the band's tradition of
choosing rare old blues, hillbilly and rockabilly covers and playing
them in the wicked, primal way they were intended to be played. At the
core of the Panther Bumns' sick and shaky sound is hypnotic North
Mississippi-style guitar riffing, soaked in reverb and driven by rickety
drums. Snaky slide guitar slithers across Jesse Mae Hemphill's
“Streamline Train,” an erratic beat and swampy vamp give a sinister
air to blues mandolinist James “Yank" Rachell’s “Mellow Peaches,” and
Falco writhes like a madman on Howlin’ Wolf's “Going Home," his war-
bly squall captured by the live setting. >>>MEREDITH OCHS
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GODSPEED YOU BLACK
EMPEROR!

Lift Your Skinny Fists Like Antennas To
Heaven

In concert, the members of Godspeed You
Black Emperor! appear unperturbed,
almost diffident. Strolling onstage one by

one, they break into glorious cacophony

almost by accident—feedbacky drones, Out
guitar crashes, and marching drums October 23
collaborating to an effect that is as often File Under
visceral as contemplative. On record,  Symphonic future-rock cacophony
they somehow achieve an equivalent R.IY.L.
anti-energy. Lift Your Skinny Fists Like Sonic Youth, Glenn Branca,
Antennas To Heaven is Godspeed's third, Gastr Del Sol

and as with their earlier work, the nine-

piece outfit creates majestic musical scenery. At their tempered best,
they pair found voices (often bemoaning human dislocation) with
groaning strings or, as at the album’s end, they play with silence, imag-
ining the sound of space collapsing and reforming itself. Brain candy
notwithstanding, Godspeed is better when they shun the meditative
and head for the rock. When they do, their sound manages to encom-
pass destruction and redemption all at once. Oddly, the album’s most
engaging moments are near its outset; the opening bars strike notes of
Olympian triumph, then give way to tense rumbles that suggest flesh
being pulled apart. Godspeed’s air of collapse is tempered only by
occasional interludes of speed and energy, but never levity.
Accordingly, Lift Your Skinny Fists is at its strongest when the sound is
squeezed and the power sucked completely dry. >>>JON CARAMANICA

JOE JACKSON
Night And Day Il oy ci

Like Elvis Costello, Joe Jackson has
evolved from angry young punk to bit-
ter, middle-aged highbrow. Both have
grown discontented with writing
sophisticated misanthropic pop gems,
dabbled in classical composing and

returned occasionally to pop, but on - Qut
their own terms. Here, Jackson offers a October 24
sequel to his most popular record, 1982’s ___File Under
Night And Day, by composing a suite of Stepping oui again
songs about New York City, built around R.Y.L.

echoes of the cosmopolitan, chiming Elvis Costello, Graham Parker
cabaret piano chords that drove the

original album and 1ts hit, “Stepping

Out.” While Jackson seems fascinated by some of the wackos that
populate the Big Apple (“Stranger Than You"), he sees most New
Yorkers as lonely characters. No wonder the cynical Jackson feels at
home ("I think I'll stay,” he concludes on the closing track). He hands
over some songs to demographically apt singers: “Why,” about a
wailing immigrant, goes to wailing Iranian songstress Sussan
Deyhim; “Glamour And Pain,” about a resentful drag queen, goes to
drag queen Dale DeVere; and “Love Got Lost,” about a fading grande
dame, goes to Marianne Faithfull. It's more like a sequel to Jackson’s
1986 Big World—exquisitely tuneful, meticulously crafted, and about
as much fun as social studies homework. >>>GARY SUSMAN

HIGH LLAMAS HICH LLAMAS*BUZZLE BEE

Buzzle Bee i

The High Llamas have settled into a
pleasant groove over the past several
years, with bandleader Sean O'Hagan
sculpting intricate pop soundscapes
shaped by tinkling and buzzing synths,
billowy harmonies and sprinklings of

vibes and marimbas—a mélange both Out
coolly retro and brightly futuristic. But October 31
for all his attention to craft, sometimes File Under
his melodies and song structures don't Retro-futurist wallpaper
quite hold up. The most memorable facet R.LY.L.
of Buzzle Bee, the band’s laid-back Stereolab, the Sea And Cake,
seventh album, is its recurrent use of “la- Broadcast

la-la” vocals, which color most of the

vocal tracks. The album opens with the welcoming, but not overly
compelling "The Passing Bell,” which finds O'Hagan telling a story
atop Brazilian-accented acoustic guitar, a gently pulsing bassline and
the feathery pillow of a female backup chorus (Stereolab’s Mary
Hansen is a frequent contributor here). The Llamas pick up their step
with “Get Into The Galley Shop,” which shimmies down “Penny Lane,”
the Broadcast-reminiscent "Tambourine Day” and “New Broadway,”
which flaunts O'Hagan'’s studio panache. Elsewhere, the band inter-
sperses instrumental tracks that work more as long, lazy bridges than
as stand-alone pieces, with nifty tech-y sounds that reinforce O'Hagan
and Co.'s standing as Stereolab compatriots. The groovy, Pet Sounds-
for-the-future vibe never lets up, but it would be nice if O'Hagan could
come up with stronger hooks to hang it on. >>>LYDIA VANDERLOO
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Reviews

THE CINEMATIC
ORCHESTRA
Remixes 1998-2000

FLANGER
Midnight Sound *

Long after the heyday of acid jazz, elec-
tronic music and jazz have picked up

their on-again-off-again relationship, Out
though they've taken a decidedly more November 14
serious path this time around. After all, File Under
now that Medeski Martin & Wood and Headphone jazz
Isotope 217 have delved into the sounds R.LY.L.
of D] culture, the bar has been raised for Aphex Twin, Isotope 217,
all involved. New discs from Ninja Tune Miles Davis

knob-twiddlers the Cinematic Orch-
estra and Flanger jump into the fray
with headphone music that stays away
from the mistakes of past jazz/DJ pair-
ings—obvious Blue Note samples,
wack rappers, cut-rate sax work—to
stake out a piece of the cross-genre pie.

On the Cinematic Orchestra’s sec-
ond album, group mastermind J.
Swinscoe remixes a varied collection of
artists—Afro-house act Faze Action,
jungle don DJ Krust and others—but his

single-minded electro-jazz vision mus- October 31
cles them into a homogeneous sound. File Under
Drawing equally from Lalo Schifrin's Electro-jazz
epic orchestrations, ECM’'s Nordic-jazz R..Y.L.
cool, Elvin Jones's polyrhythmic drive Squarepusher, Amon Tobin,
and Aphex Twin's somber ambience, Miles Davis

Swinscoe sculpts the material into gently drifting downtempo work-
outs that sound like an idyllic and minimalist take on ‘60s modal jazz.
Technology adds a utopian sheen to the proceedings, while
Swinscoe's hyper-detailed drum programming plies and plays with
the underpinning groove. At best, Swinscoe's obsessive arrange-
ments lead to moments of breathtaking beauty. The micro-managed
combination of gently probing piano chords, cyclical marimba lines
and acoustic bass throb on “Panoramica” manages to suspend time
for a few minutes. But sometimes the music sounds too studied and
safe. Swinscoe may want to throw away his well-worn copy of Kind
Of Blue and learn to make some mistakes.

Where the Cinematic Orchestra thrives oft spotless arrange-
ments, Flanger's Midnight Sound feels more like a loose blowing
session. The project brings together the well-known German elec-
tronic artists Burnt Friedmann and Atom Heart, and their second
Ninja Tune disc together sounds like a light-hearted, Latin-tinged
version of Squarepusher's Music Is Rotted One Note, right down to
the Fender Rhodes vamps and spazzy drum overload. Recorded in
Chile, Midnight Sound combines oblique improv lines and sharp
harmonic clusters with bold laptop edits that transform the most
basic track into a roller-coaster ride. Snare hits sizzle and burst; dig-
ital bum tears a hole in the ether; funk grooves flip-flop into salsa
workouts; and burnished bass boom becomes freaky acid squelch.
Like a true jazz group, Heart and Friedmann never fall into rhythmic
stasis; their drum-keyboard interplay betrays a restless improvisa-
tional intelligence. And despite a limp cover of Miles Davis's “So
What,” Midnight Sound succeeds by swallowing the spirit of the
unexpected. >>>MICHAEL ENDELMAN

60 newmusic

JOAN OF ARC
The Gap

You can't sing along with a Joan Of Arc
song. And any trace of the sustained
compositions that appeared on this
unorthodox band'’s first few albums has
been sucked into one of the black holes

that now pock their highly experimental

songs. One bandmember’s instrument Out
is now listed as “computer.” The Gap October 3
exists as much as it doesn't exist, which File Under
is to say that vocalist Tim Kinsellas and Avant-rock collages
his possibly related acoustic-guitar foil R.LY.L.
Mike Kinsella perform with a momen- Jim O’Rourke,

tum that's often interrupted, twisted or the Sea And Cake,
halted abruptly. Risky business to be Storm And Stress
sure, but far from an art-project misstep. In fact, The Gap’s free jazz-
via-indie rock excursions coalesce to create a phenomenal sense of
tension. “As Black Pants Make Cat Hairs Appear” takes nearly eight
minutes to unfold, with an intro of guitar and noise—including what
sounds like glass bottles being dumped into a full recycling bin—
betfore twitching and transforming itself into a lengthy folk-pop ditty
(with the Spinanes’ Rebecca Gates on harmonies). It's one of many
pleasures on a disc rich with ideas, though it’s really not the kind of
record that will inspire most people to crank up the car stereo and
drum along on the steering wheel. >>>RICHARD A, MARTIN

HERMAN JOLLY
Mad Cowboy Disease Fortune

Homicide. Suicide. Cat-icide. And bot-
tles strewn everywhere. Herman Jolly's
view of life would seem as bleak as that
of Nicolas Cage's character in Leaving
Las Vegas if it weren’t for the
singer/songwriter’'s twisted sense of

humor, quirky voice and hapless, effort- Out
less charm. Jolly, who led Portland’s October 10
Sunset Valley through two releases, File Under
sounds like a younger, rustier and more  Alone with a guitar and a bottle
ironic Neil Young. His sturdy folk-rock R.LY.L.

Fred Eaglesmith, Neil Young,
Grant Lee Buffaio

tunes are driven by acoustic guitars and
noodling,
electrics that wind around each other in

brief, bumpy solo flights. Sometimes Jolly overreaches with his
strained, cracked falsetto, but when he’s singing within his range,
his tone is appealingly lazy and conversational. The most striking
aspect of Mad Cowboy Disease, though, is his dazzlingly evocative,
alternately deep and shallow songwriting. On the opening “Crooked
Vein,” he threatens to slash a vein that “Carries cold blood to my
crooked heart/ Down my body through my liver part/ Which alcohol
has been tearing apart.” It would be beyond tragic, if not for that
“liver part.” Jolly can also paint a brilliant, tragedy-less picture with
just a few words, as he does on “Christmas Yet,” but most times,
things just end badly. >>>BILL KISLIUK

occasionally down-tuned
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THE JULIANA THEORY
Emotion Is Dead Tooth & Nail

While the title of this Pennsylvania rock
quintet's second full-length might
appear more suited for the stark elec-
tronic desert of a Plastikman album,
Emotion Is Dead is a nicely ironic name
when compared to the gushing themes

Out

of love, loss, isolation and alienation

that fill the album'’s 13 tracks. Lyrics like August 29
"Dad, your boy is about to fall/ He walks File Under
the razor's edge/ He's on the brink of fad- Radio-friendly unit-shifters
ing out/ He's at his bitter end” make it R.IY.L.

Goo Goo Dolis, Silverchair,
Third Eye Blind

clear that emotion’s alive and well in
singer Brett Detar. Most of these songs
follow the soft-verse-into-loud-chorus
arc, as on “Into The Dark” and "Don’t Push Love Away." But the
Juliana Theory’s sound is most engaging when some of the gloss is
stripped away and a punkier edge is allowed to jut through: Tracks
like "To The Tune Of 5,000 Screaming Children” and "If I Told You
This Was Killing Me, Would You Stop?” hint at the radio-friendly
roughness of bands like Our Lady Peace and Silverchair. The two
instrumental pieces on Emotion indicate that the Julianas might
even aspire to musical endeavors outside the confines of the pop-
music spectrum, though they're not exactly successtul. If it were
possible to subtract the insipid elements from Third Eye Blind and
modermn Goo Goo Dolls and meld their good parts, Emotion Is Dead
might be the shiny, cohesive result. >>>TANNER CUSICK

KING CHANGO
The Return Of El Santo Luaka Bop

When King Chango debuted in 1996, its
mix of Latin pop, ska, techno, reggae
and rap made the group instant leaders
in New York's Latin-alternative scene,
as well as players in a global wave of
Latin rock. Chango's follow-up is an

eclectic homage to the masked Out
Mexican wrestling star, El Santo. The November 14
title track opens like a folksy border File Under
conjunto with accordion and a bouncy Spicy melting-pot pop
bassline; then rough ragamuftfin dub R.IY.L.

Los Amigos Invisibles,
Nagao Zumbi, Sergeant Garcia

vocals announce an abrupt dive into a
raging punk-rock Nimble,
unpredictable mood shifts are this
band’s stock-in-trade. "Best Dressed Pimp” melds old-school R&B
with growly, attitude-drenched Spanish rap. “Brujeria” plays like a
Latin-tinged cowboy song. "Finalmente” nods to California pop with
breezy vocal harmonies even as the groove sticks to hard Latin
clavé. The songwriting is generally tuneful, and some of the singing
very sweet, especially "Sin Ti,” a deep reggae outing, and the
loping, bass-driven “Lil Sister.” "Step Me Down" and "I Don't Care”
deliver breathless ska, and “What Politicians Say” offers equally

refrain.

breathless techno-reggae. Chango's aggressive diversity allows
polished electronic constructions and sweaty band workouts to
coexist happily. This is ravenous, rowdy pop giddily blurring the
lines between genres. >>>BANNING EYRE

KARATE
Unsolved southern

On Unsolved's “The Lived-But-Yet-
Named,” Karate singer Geoft Farina
sounds just a heroin habit away from a
career as the next Chet Baker. Check
the wispy, light brushstroke of a voice,

the notes not so much sung as lightly

assayed, hinting at color and depth but Out
leaving the larger part to the imagina- October 23
tion. Dig the immaculate guitar tone, File Under
tranquil, intimate, implacable, cool in Indie jazz odyssey
the old sense. Farina's been weeding R.Y.L.

Fugazi, Codeine,

the Mercury Program,
Steely Dan

cately lyrical jazz-rock fusion. and "The Roots And The
Ruins” are at least as good an argument for this discredited genre
as white guys have come up with since the Steely Dan reunion.
Unlike the Chicago Underground Duo or Isotope 217, the emphasis is

the D.C.-style indie-rock phrases out of
his vocabulary and replacing them
with a refined, economical and deli-
"Sever”

on actual songs, on stoking a spontaneous enthusiasm and finding
new and deeper shadings of the composition to explore. “Words are
the worst way to say what I have to say,” Farina offers on "This Day
Next Year,”
treats verses like strictly phonetic resonances, favoring echo and
repetition and the awkward syncopation of opaque prose that can
sound like a mathematical equation. And when Unsolved doesn't
sound like a hotel-lobby trio variation on the old Hill Street Blues TV
theme, it's pretty sharp. >>>CARLY CARIOLJ
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EYESINWEASEL |
Wrinkled Thoughts W gwam-Recordhead

eresimweasel .

SWEARING AT
MOTORISTS
Number Seven Uptown sccretiy Canadiar

Although they may not be as obsessively
prolific as their former Guided By Voices

bandmate, Robert Pollard (@ guy who Out
releases 100-song box sets of unissued October 23
demos, for crying out loud), GBV alums File Under
Tobin Sprout and Don Thrasher have Son of Guided By Voices
hardly been victims of writer's block. R.LY.L.

Even before Sprout officially left the Guided By Voices,
Dayton, Ohio group and moved the fam East River Pipe, Bill Fox
to Michigan, the guitarist made Carnival

Boy, a small but stellar solo album that

proved he was far more than just a t%ﬁﬁﬂ!

Golden Boy to Pollard’s King Shit. )
Wrinkled Thoughts represents the full- L
length debut from Eyesinweasel, Sprout's ‘ -
“new” band (in fact, both bassist Dan ’
Toohey and drummer John Peterson are
veterans of Sprout’s pre-GBV '80s outfit,
Fig. 4). The difference between this effort
and Sprout's three solo discs—not to

mention the limited edition Tobin Out
Sprout/Eyesinweasel semi-bootleg of October 23
demos and outtakes—is considerable. File Under
Unlike the mostly insular nature of Misery and company
Sprout’s past projects, Eyesinweasel R.IY.L.

(which also includes guitarist Nick 764-HERO, Built To Spill,
Kizimis) sounds like a living and breath- Eleventh Dream Day
ing band that's played together for a while—which, of course, they
have. That dynamic spark and intuitive interplay is precisely what
makes rousing tracks like "Seven And Nine” and “Marriage
Incorporated” hum with an effortless, mid-fi grandeur. While not as
abstruse as his former partner Pollard, Sprout's no slouch when it comes
to wrapping his pixieish voice around a cryptic couplet like “A hundred
monkey theory/ An Internet to the weary.” Like GBV's best work, these
free-associative verbal slogans and, well, “wrinkled thoughts” have a
peculiar way of triggering their own systems of meaning.

Swearing At Motorists, a Dayton duo comprised of singer/guitarist
Dave Doughman and ex-GBV drummer Don Thrasher, favors a far dark-
er, fractured indie-rock sprawl on their Number Seven Uptown. The
shambling dissonance of tracks like “Drunk On Monday” and "Bullet”
(which even features an ambulance siren wailing out the window) are
a far cry from GBV's briskly buzzing pop, although the lo-fi, static-and-
hiss vibe that threads through the material recalls that band’s early
home recordings. Mostly, SAM’s songs concem characters whose
depression-addled lives are shot through with bleary self-loathing
(“Three Wishes") and bleak regret. The high points come when these
poor bastards take temporary solace in the fleeting moments of a live
rock show (“Calgon Take Me Away”), or run into onetime lovers by acci-
dent only to feel a rekindled—but ultimately fruitless—joy (“Flying
Pizza,” which gets two treatments here). Unlike, say, Elliott Smith's
impeccably crafted melancholia, there's nothing remotely pretty about
Swearing At Motorists’ sorrow. This kind of drowning despair is much
closer to writer Charles Bukowski’s warts-and-all misery. When
Doughman sings "I'm out of time"” on "Dog With The Lampshade Head,”
for instance, it's all too easy to believe him. >>>JONATHAN PERRY
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KREIDLER
Kreidler muie

There aren’t many bands about which
it's possible to complain that the drum-
mer keeps time too well, but Kreidler is
one of them. Now down to a trio, the

band no longer has personnel overlap
with To Rococo Rot, but it's audibly

part of the same German scene that's Out
also produced projects like Tarwater November 21
and Schneider TM. Augmenting its File Under
electronics with human-played Synth-tweedling
rhythms, the band'’s ostensible goal is R.LY.L.
to recall the first wave of Krautrock— Cluster, To Rococo Rot,
pulsing, droning bands like Can and Tarwater

Neu!—using the new generation of

technology. Beneath static little keyboard-and-sample patterns,
drummer Thomas Klein maintains a strict beat, and other ele-
ments slink brusquely through the mix. Sometimes their chilly atti-
tude pays off: "Mnemorex” troubles guest vocalist Momus to con-
struct a lyric and melody over a single-chord lurch, and he rises to
the challenge; the pitch-impaired sample at the center of
“Beauties” keeps the band on its toes. Too often, though, Kreidler
hits a two-second groove and repeats it with minimal variation for
the entire duration of a track—and their grooves don't cut deep
enough that repeating them does much good. Besides, the whole
point of having live drums is to introduce color and variation to a
rhythm, and Klein imitates a drum machine so well that it's almost
impossible to tell the ditference. >>>DOUGLAS WOLK

LESS THAN JAKE
Borders & Boundaries r

Less Than Jake have all but scuttled the
ska on this set, with only one of 15
songs showing any trace of that
recently out-of-fashion beat. While this
marks their return to the indie-label
world after a long spell on Capitol, it
sounds more produced and more com-

mercial than anything they did for the October 24
majors—they even brought in radio File Under
specialist Tom Lord-Alge to mix one Mainstream ex-ska punks
song. Add in the bigger production and R.LY.L.

The Offspring, NOFX,
the Mighty Mighty Bosstones

take away the ska, and you get within
spitting distance of good old main-
stream rock; Less Than Jake didn't get
pegged to open a Bon Jovi tour this fall for nothing. The added pol-
ish doesn't do any real harm, even if “Gainesville Rock City"—with
its pop-friendly vocal and white-soul horns—sounds more like
Chicago (the band) than they probably intended. “Hell Looks A Lot
Like L.A." is good and snotty, but it doesn't say anything about the
Hotel California that the Eagles didn't. Less Than Jake still sounds
best when not really trying: The in-joke "Pete Jackson Is Getting
Married” should strike a chord with anyone who loved the
Replacements’ “Tommy Gets His Tonsils Out.” And "1983,” which
ponders their 10 years as a band, makes a nice break from the
album'’s party-time feel. >>>BRETT MILANO
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THE LIMES
Turn Your Lights Off Duluxe

Maybe theyre just compensating for
their state’s
stripped-down roots music, but Texas's
the Limes build their edgy pop as if

home reputation for

theyre erecting a wall of sound. The

hooks come early and often, the

singing's as earnest as anything from Out
the mid-"90s alt-rock heyday and the November 6
rhythmic tug is as persistent as the File Under
grasp of a zealous five-year-cld in a toy Power-pop tacklebox
store. The Limes obviously like rock, R.IY.L.

and they play it well. Songs such as the  Buffalo Tom, Sloan, Heatmiser
arena-ready “Solid State” and the

buzzing, frenetic "Calculator” suggest

that vocalist/guitarists Joey Shanks and Carter Albrecht spent more
time studying up on Cheap Trick than on Willie Nelson, though a
sludgy, serviceable cover of the Smiths’ “London” hints that they're
familiar with a wider range of material, as well. The gliding, vicious
"The Rock” bridges the gap between ‘70s album-oriented rock and
‘80s college rock, with Joe Walsh-like licks that collide with a propul-
sion straight out of the Husker Dii handbook. “If,” meanwhile, finds
the Limes unable to escape their own roots, with a bluesy lead and
Shanks’s most convincing vocal performance. Given that the remain-
ing tracks don't distinguish themselves as convincingly, perhaps
these boys should've stuck closer to home for inspiration. Remember,

Buddy Holly came from Texas, too. >>>RICHARD A. MARTIN

MASTERS OF ILLUSION
Kutmasta Kurt Presents Masters Of Illusion
Threshold

Kool Keith is nothing if not prolific,
having released five albums under
various guises over the last two years.
Not that they've all been very good.
One-dimensional concepts have left

Out

Keith either hating record companies

(Black Elvis/Lost In Space), ironic to the December 5
point of delusion (Dr. Dooom) or sexu- File Under
ally juvenile (Erotic Man). Masters Of Kool Keith, use your illusion
Illusion, the brainchild of L.A.-based R.Y.L.

Dr. Octagon, Kool Keith,
Ultramagnetic MCs

producer Kutmasta Kurt, finds Keith
returning to the style of clever word-
play. braggadocio and
abstraction that marked his classic work with Ultramagnetic MCs.
“I waste no time telling you in front of your ugly girlfriend you can't
rhyme/ Urinate on your SSL board and your lyric sheet/ Defecate on
the hood of your store for leaving your fans butt naked with a box
of Pampers in the middle of the street,” he fires on “Souped Up.”
Masters’ other rhyming half is Motion Man, a little-known MC

comedic

whose cartoonish staccato and punctuating wit on songs like "East
West Hustlers” compliments Keith's verbosity well. The two are
framed by the fluctuating funk of Kutmasta Kurt, whose fortified
beats here are fortuitously akin to underground faves Dilated
Peoples. Like many of Keith's better efforts (Dr. Octagon, Sex Styles)
this one’s probably a fleeting concept, so best to appreciate it
while it lasts. >>>JOSEPH PATEL

Reviews

MANISHEVITZ ~ VoL R
Rollover Jagjaguwar ~
Ev
ROLLOVEK

Folks who pick up the sophomore set
from Manishevitz anticipating another
round of dark, folk-tinged fare & la the
1999 debut Grammar Bell And The All
Fall Down are in for a surprise, albeit a
pleasant one. After bandleader Adam

Busch pulled up stakes in Charlottes- Out
ville, Virginia, his body relocated to November 13
Chicago but his spirit landed in File Under
Southemn California circa the mid-'60s.  Cloudy with intermittent sunshine
With its sunbursts of brass and R.LY.L.

~H€gh Llamas, John Fahey,
Van Dyke Parks

chugging Fender Rhodes, the Socialist
dance number “Words For The Cause”
could pass for an outtake from the Pet
Sounds box, while the rollicking but irregular gait of “Cold Rubber
Band,” which closes with a panoramic coda that rivals the High
Llamas’ best, recalls the uncommon cadences of Love's Forever
Changes. Although only Busch and lead guitarist Via Nuon remain
from the previous line-up, Manishevitz still occasionally taps into its
bluesy vibe of yore, as on the melancholy “"Go Blind” and the cover
“Some Men,” a square Salvation Army-style hymn (recast as a more
colorful chamber piece for “Reprise”) with lyrics from the Church Of
The SubGenius liturgy. Busch’s hazy, mush-mouthed singing seems
at odds with the disc’s sunnier arrangements, but like the stark
imagery of his impressionist lyrics, the contrast ultimately enhances
Rollover's bittersweet allure. >>>KURT B. REIGHLEY

THE MOUNTAIN GOATS
The Coroner’s Gambit Absolutety Kosher

The Coroner’'s Gambit

Some things just make sense: like the
fact that John Darnielle, the principal
member of the Mountain Goats, records - . -
his albums in one-dimensional lo-fi. It's
hard to imagine his scratchy,
unadorned voice swallowed up in a

canyon of Steve Lillywhite echo or Out
close-miked to a fault with one of Rick November 14
Rubin’s fancy condenser microphones. File Under
Or synthesizers? Drum machines? Trip- Basement tapes
hop? No, these are quirky songs built on R.LY.L.

Palace, Damien Jurado,
Smog, Edith Frost

simple, rustic chords and odd lyrical
details—the radio playing a hated
LeAnn Rimes song, a friend recording
herself on a micro-cassette quoting Tolstoy, the downsides of insur-
ance fraud—and their impact relies on the mode of delivery. The
hum of the cheap boombox that records these odd ruminations is
every bit as integral to the process as the furious guitar strumming
that brings to mind an untutored backwoods folkie after three lattes
too many. The Coroner’s Gambit, the eighth Goats album, took an
unusually long time—three years—to write and record. Yet the slow-
down from the usual rapid-fire release schedule hasn't changed the
approach a bit. Darnielle still sounds like a mix of learned racon-
teur, awful comedian and lovable neighborhood kook—the kind of
guy you don't necessarily believe, but who makes life more interest-
ing nonetheless. >>>ROB O'CONNOR
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ORANGER
The Quiet Vibration Land Amazing Grease

Oranger has been pretty open about e
being self-consciously retro. The band’s
debut featured a song called "Mike

Love, Not War,” and the title of this disc,

The Quiet Vibration Land, is a nod to the
Who's Tommy. The sleepy expansive-

ness of the disc's opening track, "Sorry Out
Paul,” gently unfolds to clear a path for December 19
airy and psychedelic vocal harmonies, File Under

B-pluses: Beach Boys,
Beatles and Big Star
R.LY.L.

a simple-but-stately Lennon/McCartney
piano figure, guitars that shift from
George Harrison-y twang to fuzzy, Pete
Townshend-like slashes, drums that run The Olivia Tremor Control,
the Ringo Starr-to-Keith Moon spectrum,  Apples In Stereo, Essex Green
and a grand outro with tons of tripped-out ambience. Working with-

in the confines of a specific movement in music, studying the tex-
tures, hooks and production, can be very insulating, and Oranger
doesn’t come up with anything here that might distance the band
from its shtixties roots. The jangle and thrash of “Stoney Curtis In
Reverse” calls to mind retro-paisley '90s bands like Teenage
Fanclub, the Posies and Jellyfish, and that's the closest things get to
solid pop-rock. Only the experiments in sound sculpture, like the 31
seconds of pretty guitar feedback on "The Quiet Vibration Land
Theme VII,” hint at an elemental transcendent side that could break
this band out of its records-made-by-record-collectors-for-record-col-
lectors cycle. >>>LORNE BEHRMAN

VARIOUS ARTISTS
Shanti Project Volume 2 Badman

Shanti Project Volume I was a smolder-
ing collection of soft-spoken songs from
artists like Low and American Music
Club benefiting a San Francisco-based
AIDS help group. Volume 2 is similarly
crafied, thls lime featuring 15 tracks

from seven female artists who all share Out
certain torchsong affinities. Mimi November 21
Parker, drummer for Low, flips the script File Under
on "When You Walked Out On Me,” an Torchsong charity
intense, bluesy whiskey-bar confes- R.IY.L.

Low, Julie Doiron,
Kristin Hersh

sional. Like female versions of jazz bal-
ladeers Spain, the Spinanes’ Rebecca
Gates ("The Colonel’s Circle”) and Julie
Doiron ("And There Is Still Enough”) build on the same slow-burning
acoustic esthetic. Others get more folky; Kristin Hersh reprises "Hate
My Way” from the first Throwing Muses album, singing like she's
groping for air, every line expunged with urgency while she plucks
fervently on her guitar. But Tarnation's Paula Frazer and Chicagoan
Edith Frost don't fare so well with their tepid numbers. Then there's
ex-Hole and Smashing Pumpkins bassist Melissa Auf der Maur, who
emerges from the shadows with her first solo tunes. Given her
resume and fervent fanbase, even these demo-quality missives are
bound to raise curiosity. Sadly, they reveal a flat sound and even
flatter voice, holding none of the punkish charm of someone like, say,
Kim Deal. Thus, Volume 2 takes its lumps. But for a good cause, all
could be forgiven. >>>JOSEPH PATEL
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PHIFE DAWG
Ventilation: Da LP Groove Attack

A Tribe Called Quest may have been
“soft,” but the hip-hop crew stayed com-
mercially and artistically hard for the
better part of a decade by working the
same smooth, jazz-inflected moves with

concentrated dedication. In compari-

son, the two post-Quest solo discs are so Out
explosive, it makes you wonder how the September 26
Tribe kept their juices pent up for so File Under
long. If the metaphor seems crass, it's A diatribe-scrawled Quest
nothing compared to the frank sex talk R.LY.L.
that characterizes both Phife Dawg's A Tribe Called Quest,
Ventilation: Da LP and Q-Tip's sorely De La Soul

underrated 1999 solo debut. The differ-

ences between the two start with that similarity: Whereas Q-Tip
remained respectful of the things he coveted, Phife Dawg wants his
honeys to “Ben Dova” to show them who's boss. It's a pathology that
sadly comes with the rough-and-tumble streets Phife now dedicates
himself to above anything (or anyone, as unkind words to Q-Tip sug-
gest). Dropping a string of alliterative rhymes, gleefully pumping up
an annoying synth figure or gracefully stomping around a lovely
Afropop sample, Phife proves he can stroke it to the East with a fer-
vor he rarely displaye