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letters

AYE, THEY LIKE-A

THA SWEEP
I've never seen anything quite
like the 30-minute Interview
Sweep and thought it was funny.
You should have that as a run-
ning thing every month. Maybe
you could add a fourth category
to judge contestants on—pure
entertainment value. While Eric
did try to damage Electric
Frankenstein’s relationship with
Victory Records and ask other
bands for bribes, I thought it

was pretty damn funny.
Sam Campbell
Skokie, IL

INTERVIEW SWEEP
CONTROVERSY

I had to write in to say that the
Interview Sweep on the back
page of the magazine's last two
issues totally ruled. I literally
laughed out loud and had to
grab copies to show the people I
work with. But I have to protest
and say that Eric Weiss (Contes-
tant #1) got robbed. He might
not have interviewed as many
people, but his style totally
trounced Hopper—not to men-
tion the fact that the quy from
the one band totally dissed Eric
by not showing up for the inter-
view. Your refs must be blind. Do
they also officiate the [Phila-
delphia) Phantoms’ home games?
Mike O'Riley

Philadelphia, PA

WARDROBE,

YOU'RE FIRED!
Long live Wino and Spirit
Caravan. Thanks for the story,
and keep covering a diverse
group of artists. I think every-
thing he has done is great, but I
still have one thing sticking in
my brain. Why was Dave from
Spirit Caravan wearing his own
band’s shirt in the photos? It
reminds me of every time Jason
Newsted wore a Metallica shirt
onstage and in videos. What's
with that? Would you wear a
Black Sabbath t-shirt to a Black
Sabbath show? It just seems a
little redundant, if not egotisti-
cal. Maybe you can start air-

brushing the band member’s shirts

to save them embarrassment.
James Young
Portland, OR

THAT’S ENOUGH, DAN
I don't usually write in about
this sort of thing, but being a
loyal Rockpile reader for a while
now, I have to commend you on
this past issue. I REALLY liked
the Melvins article by Dan
Pastorius. His writing style was
refreshing in the Burning Brides
piece too. I hope you continue
to impress with worthy writing.
I'm looking forward to it.

Anonymous
via e-mail

DOES THIS COUNT
AS A DIS?

Kool Keith on your cover—are
you people high? This guy does-
n't deserve his name scribbled
on a napkin, let alone a nation-
al magazine. If this alleged MC
spent more time making sense
and less time swimming through
porn, maybe he'd have a chance
in hell of dishing out something
that wasn't totally wack. If I
have to hear one more quote
from this joke about how every-
one is biting his shit, I'm going
to get nasty on his toy ass. How
about supporting some real shit?
Rodney

Elizabethtown, NJ

RIS clem e cash M ensign REERES

DROP US A LINE:
P.0. Box 258
Jenkintown, PA 19046
OR E-MAIL US:
rockpile@rockpile.net
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Built To Spill

amously apathetic frontman
Doug Martsch on writing,
touring and a new album

by Don Malkemes and Greg Trahan

Joe Strummer
he punk rock veteran breaks
years of silence to go Global

by John D. Luerssen

Rufus Wainright

~ His new album casts alluring
sachelors, drug addicts and

" a knack for black humor

By Tom Semioli

Ben Folds

e solo Folds keeps it real
and rocks the ‘burbs.

By Dan Pastorius
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MUTINY ON THE BAY

New! Live! Totally Unreleased!
The first-ever Dead Kennedys live
album authorized by the band --
contains energy-packed recordings
of classics like "Holiday in
Cambodia,"” California Uber Alles,"
and "Kill the Poor"!
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PLASTIC SURGERY
DISASTERS/

IN GOD WE TRUST, INC.

The DK's second album, Plastic Surgery
Disasters is a scathing, satirical review
of the lie that is the American dream.
Also included is the classic EP, In God
We Trust, Inc., featuring the unforget-
table anthem, “Nazi Punks Fuck Off.”
Digitally Remastered!

FRANKENCHRIST

Resisting censorship since its release,
Frankenchrist is the third album from
the DKs, now digitally remastered. A
classic of punk rock and everything it
SELLERGTA

BEDTIME FOR DEMOCRACY
The band's final studio album, with 21
tracks of their most thrashy, intense
music. Digitally remastered from the
original analog tapes!

GIVE ME CONVENIENCE

OR GIVE ME DEATH

The DK's "Greatest Hits," featuring 17
tracks that document the band's
classic singles and rare tracks.
Digitally remastered for 2001! Includes
lavish 36-page booklet, and essentials
like "Police Truck," "California Uber
Alles," and "Holiday in Cambodia."

“manifesto.com
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RHINO RELEASES JOY DIVISION BOX SET

After three years of U.K. availability,
a four-disc box set of Joy Division’s
matenial titled Heartandsoul has final-
ly been released in America. The pro-
lific from-the-vaults Rhino label
brought the highly anticipated set to
American soil early this August. While
short-lived, Joy Division became one
of the most influential bands in the
post-punk world, setting the standard

for goth-rock and gloomy, mood-ori-
ented music. Discs One and Two of
the set feature the band's first two
albums—1979's tandmark Unknown
Pleasures and 1980's Closer (released
three months after singer Ian Curtis’
suicide). Disc Three includes the
band’s first EP, Ideal For Living, while
Disc Four compiles rare live tracks
from various concerts. Each disc also
boasts numerous outtakes, rarities,
demo versions and singles. British
music writer and punk historian Jon
Savage penned the accompanying
booklet containing track-by-track
commentary, a band history and pho-
tos. This release comes on the heels
of New Order set to release a new

album of their own—the first in eight *

years. NewOrderGetReady is slated for
release Oct. 16. New Order formed in
the wake of Curtis’ death, with
remaining Joy Division members
Peter Hook, Bernard Sumner and
Stephen Morris. Hook and Sumner
were the architects of the box set.

MISTA CHUCK IS HOLDING AUDITIONS

Public Enemy wants your help. The
radical hip hop group announced it is
seeking aspiring and professional
musicians, remixers and producers to
provide the backbeats to some of PE's
newest songs. The group’s follow-up
to 1999's There’s A Poison Goin’ On
will feature a collaboration between
Chuck D, Flavor Flav, Professor Griff
and you. The group plans to release
the vocal tracks to one new PE song
each week for a month for the public
to download from Chuck D's Slam-
Jamz.com. Interested parties are

encouraged to construct music around
the songs and upload submissions
back to the site for PE to judge. The
producers of selected tracks will
receive production credit on the
group’s upcoming album, as well as a
$1,000 prize. The deadline for sub-
missions is Sept. 14. “Dare to be dif-
ferent,” encourages main MC Chuck D.
“Public Enemy and SlamJamz.com are
looking for tracks with the widest
range of sound and style and no limi-
tations. Don’t be confined by tradi-
tional hip hop boundaries.”

THE BARGAIN BIN STRIKES BACK

The stock for Body Glove just went up
a fraction of a point—maybe. Funk-
metal group Living Colour has com-
pleted a string of East Coast and
Midwest tour dates, fanning the
flames of a flickering comeback.
Following an unannounced reunion
gig this past December at New York's
(BGB's, the band played a handful of
sold-out club dates along the West
Coast this May and has peppered the
festival circuit in Europe and South
America so far this summer. Reports
indicate the band has also discussed
recording a new album, although no
details are yet available publicly.
Before disbanding in 1995, the band
released three studio albums—none
quite as popular as its 1988 debut,
Cult of Personality, which won the
group a Grammy for Best Hard Rock
Performance. In the six-year interim,
the members have kept themselves
more or less busy. Vocalist Corey
Glover is currently acting in the inde-
pendent film Reunion 81. Meanwhile,

NEKO QASE

guitarist Vernon Reid and bassist
Doug Wimbish have been collaborat-
ing with hip hop hero Mos Def. The
trio spent time in Japan this July per-
forming with acclaimed jazz bassist
Jack Bruce. The reformed Living Color
insists it is still not a “Glamour Boy”
and is instead still “Fierce.”

COREY GLOVER

NEKO CASE COVERS UP

Alt-country/pop chanteuse Neko Case
recently finished recording an eight-
song EP featuring her renditions of
songs by Hank Williams (“Alone and
Foresaken”), Neil Young (“Dreamin’
Man”), some lesser-known Canadian
artists such as Sook Yin Lee and Mike
O'Neil. Recorded mostly in Case’s
home kitchen, Canadian Amp features
an impressive list of musicians includ-
ing Jon Rauhouse, Robert Lloyd and
former Rock*A*Teen, Kelly Hogan.
Case says she selected the songs for
this album mostly in tribute to song-
writers and performers she admires,

referring to it partially as “a love
poem for Canada.” This latest release,
which should be available in time for
an upcoming tour, continues a busy
year for the Chicago resident. Her
tracks on The New Pornographers’
debut, Mass Romantic, quickly be-
came the album’s charting singles
after it was released last Winter.
Earlier this year, Case saddled up for
two tours and reserved studio time for
her third solo album. Immediately
after the recording of Canadian Amp,
Case returned to the road with her
partners in The New Pornographers.




In today’s everybody-gets-paid punk
rock scene, there are plenty of gen-
eric and uninspired bands. When a
band does come along, capable of
setting itself apart from its peers, it
is truly a breath of fresh air. In
1980, TSOL formed as a cut above
the rest. Now resurrected after 17
years, the band is still in a class of
its own. Dubbed one of the original
goth-rock bands by combining hard-
core punk with dark and ambient
atmospheres, TSOL quickly rose to
the peak of Southern California’s
seedy rock underground.

“A lot of people just labeled us
death rock, but it wasn't our trip,”
explains singer Jack Grisham. “We
really were just creepy guys.”

Creepy is probably an under-
statement for TSOL. Even before
forming the band, Grisham revealed
he and the other members liked to
break into churches, noting the easy
access of unlocked chapels and the
high-quality sound systems inside.
Grisham also admits he and the boys
used to dig up graves for kicks.

“We were the kind of guys in sto-
ries you read,” he laughs. “The kids
drive out to some field, and there’s
some guy out there with an axe. We
were like the guy with the axe.”

Sadly the band was rather short-
lived its first time around.

“Every show we played turned
into a riot,” reveals Grisham. “We were
real anti-hero worship. I changed
my name in every record just to
show it didn't matter who was in the
band. It's anybody, you're singing.
Please don't look up to us.”

Despite the band’s staunch anti-
celebrity stance, recognition and
relative fame eventually became a
reality for the band in the early-'80s
punk and new wave circuit. In an

¥ TOOL?

5

effort to counter the trend, Grisham
devised a scheme to change the
band’s name and start fresh. His
idea was met with firm resistance by
his bandmates, and Grisham left the
group in 1983.

“The way we got back together
wasn't a planned deal,” says Gris-
ham. “Believe me, this was not a
band that was going to get back
together.”

While Grisham and company had
only intended to reunite for one show,
but the rush of performing live proved
too much to shake. Less than a year
later, Nitro records released Disappear.

“You got to look at this like it's
a first record,” insists Grisham. “Every-
body was listening to different stuff.
Our influences have changed and
we'd been apart for a long time.”

Possessing a real penchant for
analogy, Grisham offers, “It's like
getting back together with an old
girlfriend—you know, she’s been
with a ton of guys you fuckin’ hate.”

The band's live show is truly
something to be experienced, char-
acterized by passionate deliveries
from Grisham and the crew. The
high-energy TSOL set has been
known to include fans being tied to
chairs and the occasional fan being
set on fire. Although smirking,
Grisham refuses to reveal how it’s
pulled off, offering instead, “It’s real
protective and real inclusive for
people that come out to the shows.”

The 30-something gloom punk
can't resist injecting another
metaphor to help describe the
reformed TSOL.

“The closest thing you can think
of is when you were being a kid and
you were screwing around with your
friends, just getting in trouble.”

—Steve Mowatt

~

KORN GETS SKARY

Critics have long been fearful of hear-
ing another Korn record for personat
reasons, but now the band may actual-
ly get some deserved scares. Horror
filmmaker and author Clive Barker has
begun a collaboration on an interac-
tive DVD with Korn frontman Jonathan
Davis and composer Richard Gibbs.
Sony has set a release date later this
year for the disc featuring 12 original
paintings by the horror king accompa-
nied by the music of Davis and Gibbs.
Viewers will enjoy what the project’s
publicists describe as a melding of

music and paintings, while the DVD
will also offer features such as a
behind-the-scenes glimpse of Barker
painting and the two musicians com-
posing together. This as-yet-unnamed
horror-oriented DVD marks the second
collaboration between Korn's frontman
and Gibbs. The two had worked
together previously, having recently
completed songs for an upcoming film
based on an Anne Rice novel titled
Queen of the Damned. Fans have no
reason to worry, however, as Korn
remains Davis’ top prionity.

P

TOMMY LEE—A CLASS ACT

\e

METHODS OF MAYHEM

Rock stars and the newly rich are easy
targets, but always worth a laugh.
While it's no secret a good number of
rock stars have a taste for Jager-meis-
ter, it's surprising to see how many
musicians are actually sponsored by
the liquor company. The members of
Pantera, Bloodhound Gang, Nothing-
face and (hed) p.e. are just some of
the rockers who drink on the house.
Still, few can prove their brand loyalty
quite as tangibly as Motley Crue’s
Tommy Lee. The infamous drummer
and honeymooner enjoys the juice so
much, he recently had the company
install a Jager tap directly into the bar
in his Los Angeles home. A man of
impeccable taste and little self con-
trol, Lee had Starbucks install one of
its coffee machines in his home earli-
er this year. Now, if he could only
negotiate a sponsorship deal with the
company manufacturing little bever-

age toothpick umbrellas.
ROCKPILE d




10 rocxALE I-r: Paul Wallfisch. Tamir Muskat, Oren Kaplan, Tod Ashley PHOTO BY: RUDY ARCHULETTA




By Chris Johns

3 questions

FOR STARS

Formed from a group of friends at California Polytechnical Institute in San
Luis Obispo, For Stars has been making its mark on the national music
scene since its self-titled full-length on Future Farmer debuted three years
ago. The band’s most recent release for the label, We Are All Beautiful
Peopte, is perhaps its strongest release to date. Earlier this summer, For
Stars spread the good word opening for Mark Eitzel on a tour of the United
States before flying off to Europe for a handful of festival dates. Holed up
in one of the Super 8 franchise’s most posh motels in the Tifton, Ga., region,
the band took the time to answer some of our most pressing questions.

Answers by Carlos Forster (guitar, vocals) and Dan Paris (keyboard, guitars)

Describe your worst grade school or high school teacher.
My fitth grade teacher was named Sister Margery. She was by far the cruelest
person I have ever met. She loved making kids feel insecure and shitty. In
some weird way she’s was one of the most inspiring people I've ever met.

What teen movie best resembles your actual experience
and memories of your time in high school?

I want to say the John Hughes movies told my story. The trouble is, my life
never really lived up to the pure ‘80s glory The Breakfast Club offered. I
guess mine was more of a breaking away kind of story—a strange and aim-
less group of awkward friends in a pretty boring, suburban setting find rea-
sonably deviant but sweet diversions while growing up and away from eacn
other. Of course, where their climax was the big bike race, ours was when
our singer would stick the microphone up his ass on stage.

What's the best come-on line you can think of to use on a
study date?
There's really only one for any given situation—any time, age, place— “Tell

me a story, darlin’” But you can't use it, because it's mine.

Have you ever applied anything you learned in high
school towards your life in music?

I hope I can learn to assimilate all the things I've learned into the music,
the everything. I still try regularly, even though I fail miserably, to impress
the girls with my bench press technique. Oh, and the music.

If you were still sticking your high-scoring achievements
on the refrigerator for everyone to see, what would you
have posted up there recently?

I've always dreamt of the “best looking” award, but I just don’t deserve it.
I would have to say the most recent achievement I'm proud of is quitting
smoking. I have been eating out of control, but I feel great!
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ours before the doors open, an anxious crowd has already
H assembled to see Clutch play a one-gig show on the East Coast.

One fan explains he and his wife have been traveling around to
see the band for years and over time have become acquainted with thickly
bearded vocalist Neil Fallon, guitarist Tim Sult, bassist Dan Maines and
drummer Jean Paul Gaster. He has a license plate for Fallon to autograph.
It reads “Pro Rock,” representing the band's website, Pro-rock.com. A group
of teens mention they rode 15 hours from Detroit on a Greyhound bus just
to see their heroes play one show. Soon they plan to see Clutch in Ohio.

This kind of ravenous devotion is often difficult to appreciate, but in
this case it's perfectly understandable. A live Clutch show is an unparalleled
experience. Fans have trouble just
settling for one fix of the unin-
hibited, solid drumming of the
sweat-drenched Gaster and the
animated facial expressions of
Fallon as he stomps around a
stage. While energy is one of its
greatest strengths, the group’s
careful musicianship doesn't suffer
for it. Combining jazzy basslines,
bluesy, winding riffs and a
knack for creating the perfect
groove to whip audiences into a
frenzy of moshing and head nod-
ding, Clutch’s improvisational jams
dodge categorization but might
be best described as thick,
heavy rock.

“Jean Paul, Dan and Tim can
play straight jazz,” says Fallon
of his bandmates. “And as they
learned to do that, I think it
influenced our music indirectly.
It's not on purpose, because we're
not trying to do a jazz odyssey.
But on some of the more liquid
instrumental parts of the set,
they just go off on a tangent.”

Complementing the music is
Fallon’s lyricism—wry, unique
and wholly independent of any-
thing else happening in other
rock outfits. Rather than focusing on personal woes or political issues, he
opts to tell a story with most Clutch songs.

“Each song's different,” he says. “For some songs, I have an idea before
I hear the music. Other ones, the music inspires it. A lot of it comes from
me taking something out of context. Like if I see something on a newspa-
per headline or hear something on the TV, and the line is in itself ear-
catching enough, then I just try to expand on that for the length of a song.”

Pure Rock Fury, Clutch’s latest effort, is a culmination of experience and
influence—comprising hard-driving, energetic rock, slower, groove-orient-
ed numbers, some live recordings and a raw production quality—making it
one of the band’s strongest albums to date. After bouncing around a lot
between major and independent labels, Clutch hopes it has finally found a
home with Atlantic Records.

“We wanted to get on the radio,”
says Fallon. “We make no bones about
that. It's why we signed to Atlantic.”

Clutch formed 10 years ago in
Maryland, where Fallon, Sult, Maines and
_ Gaster went to high school together. The

I-r: Neil Fallon, Tim Sult, Jean-Paul Gaster
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CLUTCH

By Amanda Feingold

~

foursome soon relocated to Shepardstown, W.V., to remove itself from
unnecessary distraction. A tight-knit group developed based on mutual
respect for each other's musical styles and abilities. Fallon says the band
just has fun performing together and doesn’t consider it work.

“There's very rarely drama,” he says. “And it’s so few and far between that
when it does happen it's very dramatic, because we’re not used to that.”

The one thing driving the band crazy is inappropriate categorization
and labeling. Early Clutch recordings are straightforward loud rock with
hardcore hooks, but when the band released a self-titled album in 1995
it truly developed the smooth basslines and jam rock style for which it
is now known. This, combined with its improvisational tendencies, lumped

the group into the budding

category of stoner rock along
with Fu Manchu and Nebula.
None of these bands seem to
appreciate the label, and Clutch
is no exception.

“I think stoner rock as a
moniker is absolutely idiotic,” in-
sists Fallon. “I haven't met one
band that likes being called that.
It's juvenile, and it depletes the
value of the music—to think
that all the people making it are
drug addicts, or to appreciate it
you have to be a drug addict.”

At least he is able to look on
the bright side.

“The bands lumped into that
group are some of my favorite
bands,” he chuckles. “So to be
associated with that—despite
the fact I can't stand the
name—is cool.”

Fallon really shouldn’t com-
plain. Clutch has fared pretty
well in the whole pigeonholing
process. The band’s diversity
affords it a bit more freedom
where categorization is con-
cerned. Clutch has landed on an
eclectic variety of bills—they've

toured with hardcore heroes
Vision Of Disorder and Murphy's Law, trippy rock bands Spirit Caravan and
Corrosion of Conformity and the infamous thrash gods Slayer—while many
bands affixed to the stoner rock tag play mainly with other diehards of the
same aesthetic. Despite the reputation of hostile Slayer fans known for
their brutality towards opening bands, Clutch held its own in the opening
slot and was well-received on the tour.

“I was really surprised by the reactions we got,” laughs Fatlon. “We were
ready to get pelted every night, but the Slayer crowd was really receptive.
On the other hand, a couple months later we did the Iron Maiden tour. They
hated our asses. When Bruce Dickinson is on the tour, you cease to be a
band. You become four guys delaying Bruce Dickinson’s stage appearance.”

Undaunted by the stretch with Iron Maiden, Fallon says the next
adventure for Clutch will be to branch out and play in different parts of
the world.

“I want to play Japan,” he says
enthusiastically. “I want to play Aus-
tralia. I want to play South America. I
want to play Eastern Europe. That's my

next biggest goal.” j

Dan Maines
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SIGNAL 8 NOISE : thrcus Amsi

CLP 1147 « Supercharged versions of industrial rock’s best known tracks
such as NIN's "Claser,” Marilyn Manson’s “The Beautiful Peaple,” Ministry's
“Just One Fix,” White Zombie’'s "More Human Than Human" and more! With
performances by industrial legends like Dgre (Skinny Puppy) and
RApoptygma Berzerk as well as newcommers The Shizit and RAliester
Einstein, Signal To #loise brings these hits back into the underground by
stripping them to their blackened industrial core!

[reinforced industrial hits]
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SWITCHBLADE
SYMPHONY

CLP 1125 « Brilliant remixes of
the band that redefined dark
wave decorate this gem. New
spins by Apoptygma Berserk,
Kevin Haskins of Bauhaus,
Meegs Rascon and the princess
of goth-hop herself, founding
Switchblade member.. Susan
Wallace make this a must have
for all fans of dark music. This
killer collection features even
more twisted versions of glit-
ter goth favorites "Clawn.™
“"Dissalve,” Dallhouse,” Cacoon”,
“Witches” & more!

UNQUIET
GRAVE /i

CLP 1050 « You kaow the drill
The brave RXKR statf at
Cleopatra rummages through
hundreds of demo submissions
and MP3 sites from around the
globe to bring you the finest in
underground dark music. This 2-
CD set includes previously unre-
leased tracks from Messy (fea-
turing Kevin Haskins - Bauhaus
and Jessicka - Jack Off Jill).
This RAscension & Voltaire!
UWhtness the recording debut of
rising L.A. dark stars, Octaber
Hill. The Illlyminatti, Aleister
Einstein and many more!

RAZED IN BLACK

CLP 1102 + With a long-awaited
release forthcoming, industrial
legends Razed In Black smash an
to the scene once again with the
Oh My Goth! maxi-EP. Elusively
appearing as bonus and hidden
tracks on various compilations,
this disc contains re-mastered
version of the club hit "Dh My
Gath!™ with new versions spun
exclusively by DJ R<i>B, 0J Evil
and Matthew Grim!

VARIOUS ARTISTS
S0NGS OF TERROR

CLP 1154 - A musical tribute to
one of histories darkest and
most gifted literary giants,
Edgar Rlfan Poe! Features some
of the most popular bands of the
gotic and darkwave music scene
such as Midnight Configuration,
Kemmunity FK, Ex Voto, Cinema
Strange and several others!

CLEOPATRA LABEL GROUP PMS 231 13428 MAXELLA AVE MARINA DEL REY, CR 30232 U SR * www tleorecs com

LU T

JR NOISE RRE BELONG TO US! ALL YOUR NOISE ARE BELONG TO US! ALL YOUR NOISE AR
IRE BELONG TO US! ALL YOUR NOISE ARE BELONG TO US! ALL YOUR NOISE ARE BELONG
IR NOISE ARE BELONG TO US! ALL YOUR NOISE ARE BELONG TO US! ALL YOUR NOISE ARE




lava

dlewild is sitting in the back room of the Crocodile Café (a club/bar/restaurant
you might recognize from the band photo in the liner notes of R.E.Ms New

Adventures in Hi-Fi). Sort of the (BGBs of Seattle, it's all rock ‘n roll—black
walls, high ceilings and red vinyl booths. The last time Idlewild came to town,
100 Broken Windows hadn't even been released in the States yet. Now the
British band has performed on The Late Show With David Letterman, received
major college radio airplay and heavy M2 rotation for the expressionistic video
“Little Discourage.” Still, on tour with Placebo, they've run into familiar prob-
lems in Canada where the album is yet to be available domestically.

“The Canadian gigs are a little weird because no one knows who we are,”
say vocalist Roddy Woomble. “But the few gigs we've done so far in America
were great—really good.”

It's not surprising for a group garnering comparisons to R.E.M. and Nirvana—
two great bands, but neither of which sound much tike Idlewild. (Incidently, Peter
Buck is married to the owner of the Crocodile, Stephanie Dorgan, so it's an apt
location for this discussion.) Guitarist Rod Jones, quieter and more withdrawn,
muses, “We all like R.E.M., and it’s always flattering to get compared to bands
you like. I don’t think we sound particularly like R.E.M., but I suppose people
have got to have some sort of idea what your band sounds like.”

K7
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“People have got to have a handle,” Woomble adds. “For example, say you
play in a band and I say, ‘What do you sound like?” and you say, ‘We sound a
bit like R.E.M.; and I'm like ‘Cool’ But at the same time, the thing I don't like
is when people think that you're just listening to Document or Nervermind or
whatever album. It's like they just think that you're just copying it or that it's
your reference point.”

But the members of Idlewild are thankful for the press in America, which
at best is more open-minded and less sharp-tongued than its British counter-
part. Woomble appreciates the fresh take on the band. “I think in Britain we're
pigeonholed more because we've been around there for a few years. A lot of
people have made their minds up about us before they've even heard any of

our new music. To them we're just a teenage punk band, whereas over
here, basically, we're starting with this album as opposed to two

albums ago—ya know Captain—which we started with

in Britain. So everyone’s just taking us real-

ly legitimately as quite an intelligent

band, which is what we've turned into.

So I think the American press has been

continued on page 61
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Salsa and heavy metal are not two
types of music people usually men-
tion in the same breath. Further-
more, they are not typically heard on
the same atbum. But if you grew up
in Puerto Rico in the 1980s like the
members of Puya, most radio sta-
tions played either hard rock or
salsa. Therefore, it's only natural
these musicians would draw on the
influences of their environment and
mix them together into one rhyth-
mic, percussive, salsa/metal sound.
The members of Puya began jam-
ming together in San Juan, Puerto
Rico, in various incarnations in the
early "90s. In 1996, the solid lineup
of vocalist Sergio Curbelo, guitarist
Raman Ortiz, bassist Harold Hopkins
and drummer Eduardo Paniagua
moved to Ft. Lauderdale, Fla., to
broaden its musical horizons, merg-
ing Latin and metal influences and
English and Spanish lyrics. Puya
released its first album, Fundamen-
tal, in ‘99 through MCA and hit the
tour path opening Ozzfest with
bands like System of a Down,
Sepultura and Type O Negative.
Fundamental was an experiment
of sorts, employing a full horn sec-
tion and a few mellow, dreamy tunes
like “Keep it Simple.” On the newly
released Union, however, Puya dit-
ched the horns (save for one song)
and went straight for the jugular
with aggressive jams like “Ride” and

" Puya®

Puya say spending so much time on
the road with various metal bands
inspired them to focus on their
aggressive side, becoming even
heavier the second time around.

“The music evolved this time.
The key factor is to not use the
horns,” explains Curbelo. “I feel like
it sometimes waters it down. I like
the more aggressive stuff. I love the
Latin side too, but the heavier percus-
sion stuff is much more what I like.”

Many of the songs on Union are
driven by tribal conga and bongo
drums—the live act allows for invig-
orating percussive jams.

This unexpected mixture of metal
with world music is growing more
popular, as bands like Soulfly and
Sepultura incorporate indigenous
Brazilian sounds with thrash metal,
and System of a Down brings an
Armenian influence to the table.
Puya may be breaking down barriers
for more Latino bands to meld Latin
music with hard rock. After all,
Puya’s debut album won a Billboard
Latin Music Award in 1999 for
“Rock/Fusion Album of the Year.”

“I wouldn't call it a trend, be-
cause there’s not that many bands
doing it,” says Curbelo. “But it would
be interesting to see more bands do
it. There’s a lot of great ethnic music
out there that probably won't see
the light of day because of the fact
that it's not mainstream or not some-
thing that really gets any attention.”

Puya is currently wrapping up a
tour with Fear Factory and hopes to
be able to headline its own gigs
later this fall.

“It’s great to be able to go out

with other bands,” says Curbelo.
“But it would be nice to go out on
our own and stand on our own two
feet as far as touring goes.”

Q Interference.” The members of

—Amanda Fefngoldj

JERSEY

The humble state sandwiched between Philadelphia, New York and the
Atlantic ocean has never slouched in producing rock talent. Bon Jovi, The
Misfits and Bruce Springsteen have all called Jersey home. Despite New
Jersey’s established rock history, the members of this band instead hail from
Burlington, Ontario—yes, Canada. While it's unclear whether the band takes
its name in tribute to the garden state or an athletic pullover, the boys in
Jersey manage to pack all the punch of Danzig and The Boss, even without
the benefit of a real Jersey address. Touring consistently throughout the
past six months, Jersey has held opening spots for Anti-Flag in the United
States and Canada, and for MXPX and Less Than Jake in the United Kingdom.

The band’s new five-song EP, Definition, appears on Florida’s Fueled By
Ramen Records, compounding all the confusing geography.
Answers by Greg Jersey (nice last name, Greg)

Describe your worst grade school or high school teacher.
My worst high school teacher was a Nazi. His name was Mr. Randolph, and
he used to bring in things like severed heads. He would say that heads—
eaten in their rawest form—were the best.

What teen movie best resembles your actual experience
and memories of your time in high school?
Probably something like Dazed and Confused.

What'’s the best come-on line you can think of to use on a
study date?
Hey, Cindy, those test tubes kinda look like... well, you know.

Have you ever applied anything you learned in high
school towards your life in music?
Maybe a little math.

If you were still sticking your high-scoring achievements
on the refrigerator for everyone to see, what would you
have posted up there recently?

I never did that. I wouldn't want to start.

ROCKPILE 15
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Fe feels like we're based on the road,” confides Black Rebel

Motorcycle Club bassist/vocalist Robert Turner. Racing down

’t 1-295, just escaping the clutches—and traffic—of New York,

Turner explains the band, while from San Francisco, now calls Los Angeles the

closest thing it has to a home. But recently there hasn’t been much lounging

at home for the band between tours and fulfilling the king-of-the-road
promise at which its name hints.

“It's pretty open-ended for us right now,” adds British-bred Nick Jago, who
along with Turner and guitarist/vocalist Peter Hayes comprise BRMC. Taking
its name from Marlon Brando’s biker gang in the 1954 film The Wild One and
its sound in part from The Jesus and Mary Chain’s recurring melodies and bru-
tal, guitar-driven crunch, the band is embracing the sights, sounds and high-
velocity pace borne from its eponymous Virgin/Abstract Dragon debut.

“It just keeps getting faster and speeding up everyday,” Turner summarizes
the last couple of months.

BRMC recently finished up a headlining run, including an appearance on
CBS' Late Late Show With Craig Kilborn. It spent July with the Charlatans UK,
and the month before it opened for Guided By Voices.

By Chris Johns

16 ROCKPILE

While it all seems a bit easy for these (surprise) black-clad, West Coast 20-
somethings, BRMC's decidedly lo-fi and sinister album suggests these easy
riders offer much more than a too-cool-for-school image.

“We're a lot more dangerous live,” warns Jago. “It's a little bit more of
what fans might expect.”

Save for a few deviations (such as the opening track, “Whatever Happened
to My Rock ‘N Roll (Punk Song),” “Love Burns” and “Red Eyes and Tears”),
Black Rebel Motorcycle Club delivers a nearly uninterrupted thumping,
psychedelic trip.

“We usually slow it down a bit and find a lot more rhythms in
the music that way,” states Turner. “We can go all out, but (we) only
do it as much as we need to and dig a little bit deeper for some of the
other stuff.”

While some bands might rut themselves in this approach, for BRMC it is
an opportunity to master a craft the members have been tooling with since
their school days. Turner and Hayes met in high school, where the pair
initially started writing and playing together. Most of their early

continued on page 61
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Two Man Advantage

Two Man Advantage’s new album,
Don’t Label Us (Go Kart), is about
hockey, hockey and more hockey.
“Zamboni Driving Maniac,” “New
Season,” “The Sweep,” “Hall of Fame,”
“H.0.C.K.E.Y."—14 out of 17 tracks
reference the sport in some way.
Why hockey? For lead singer Drunk
Bastard, the answer is obvious.

“Hockey is just like the music
we play and love,” he says. “It’s
fast, hard-hitting, in your face and
an all out war. Hockey players get
paid a lot less than any other ath-
letes and so do punk bands. No one
knows how to market hockey to the
masses, and punk rock is still sort
of underground. It's like the two
are parallel.”

Doing for hockey what Gang
Green did for skateboarding, Two
Man Advantage feels a special kin-
ship with other puck punk bands.
Not surprisingly, the members are
huge fans of Canada’s The Hanson
Brothers—a No Means No side pro-
ject with hockey overtones.

“A few years ago they came to
the East Coast to play,” says Bas-
tard. “They were scheduled to play
Brownies in NYC, and I was so
excited. Then the show got canceled.

I was going to fuck with them and
show up with full hockey equip-
ment and heckle them like a drunk
Ranger fan up in the blue seats.”

Besides the love of hockey, if
there is another major driving force
behind Two Man, it is probably a
love of beer.

“Drinking has a lot to do with
it,” explains Bastard. “Feeling
young again, drinking beers in the
back of my GTO. Yep, it's all an
excuse to feel like kids again.”

While some might see this out-
look as limiting, Bastard would dis-
agree. He feels the hockey motif is
central to the band's sense of
self—and humor.

“I think if we decide to stop
with the hockey, the team spirit of
Two Man will be gone,” he confess-
es. “Punk rock is the greatest music
in the world because you can sing
and scream about whatever it is
you feel passionate about. You can
be potlitical or you can be in love—
it doesn’t matter. Two Man sings
about hockey because we love it,
and we believe in it.

“There’s no gimmick there,” he
concludes. “Just passion.”

—Mark Ginsburg

THE NEW ALBUM
FEATURING
FPM%S[@CDQ

WHEREHOUSE

uEmMmusic

WWW VIRGINRECORDS COK 1//’?”% 2001 VINGIN RECORDS AMENICA INC
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to entertainment rags regardless of their status in the rock music food
chain or how aloof they may portray themselves in the media. John
Flansburgh and his partner in pop crime, John Linnell, are collectively known
as They Might Be Giants, and they readily admit to collecting back issues of
Rockpile in order to gauge the competition and eavesdrop on themselves. We
will not fa‘l them.

For nearly two decades, this Brooklyn-based duo has hrought the worla
infectious melodies with a penchant for quirky humor, gainering a cult fol-
lowing. They've seeped into our national consciousness without fanfare or
blasphemy. From their MTV Breakthrough Award in the early '90s to the sound-
tracks of Austin Powers, The Daily Show With Jon Stewart and Malcom In The
Middle to producing videos for artists such as Ben Folds Five, Frank Black, Soul
Coughing and Harvey Danger, the Giants have lived happily among us.

Mink Car is the culmination of two years worth of writing sessions, paused
and resumed to accommodate side projects including a John Linnell solo
album and a series of specially recorded tracks to McSweeney’s Literary
Journal’s Art and Music Issue.

“We're very much a new wave band,” Flansburgh declares from a hideaway
in the Catskills. “John and I write short, melodic songs with interesting lyrics,
which is nat a contemporary idea. Nowadays things are much more groove ori-
ented and cut and paste. We're into craft.”

In order to bring Mink Car to fruition, TMBG enlisted the help of U.K. hit-
makers Clive Langer and Alan Winstanley (who engineered TMBG’s British Top-
10 hit “Birdhouse In Your Soul”) along with Adam Schlesinger of Fountains of
Wayne/Ivy fame in the producer’s chair. Allowing their guests to choose finisked
tracks, Flansburgh and Linnell felt the duo could be brought to another level.

By Tom Semioli

l et’s dispel one myth right now. The fact is, musicians do pay strict attention

18 ROCKPILE

“Adam is an old-fashioned producer,” Flansburgh notes. “He’s not an engi-
neer that brings a sonic quality to what’s already going on. His approach is
to make the songs as extreme as possible. Normally with other producers, it’s
very important that the record’s sound has a continuity to itself, which seems
to me to be completely anathema to the spirit of TMBG. The more difficult
each transition is, the more powerful a project it becomes. I realize that
sounds kind of perverted, but we're about variety. No matter how much we try
to run away from it, it's us.”

The wide range of recording methodology employed on Mink Car encom-
passes cuts with TMBG's acclaimed backing live ensemble, The Band Of Dans
(ves, they're all named Dan), to purely electronic offerings—not to mention
a few hybrids. The stories behind the tracks are encouraging to those who
believe in the power of chance encounters. While in a London studio, TMBG
intended to call upon punk rock legend Joe Strummer to chant on the coda
of “Cyclops Rock,” but instead chose Ceyrs Matthews of Catatonia. The Welsh
bombshell flips out in a tune detailing the story of a fellow who feels betrayed
by a woman.

“Joe was on the scene,” Flansburgh adds. “But Clive suggested Cerys, who
coincidentally happened to be working down the road. He'd just done a record
with her. I didn’t know Cerys from Adam. She’s a total sport and has an incred-
ible amount of character.”

TMBG's cover of beloved English pop star Georgie Fame's “Yeah Yeah” was
a gem waiting for re-discovery. A psychedelic guitar solo by Dan Miller punc-
tuates the Giant's hallmark tendency to champion the surreal. While the result
might ruffle the feathers of a few purists, TMBG insist the cover was done out
of love and tribute.

continued on page 64

I-r: John Flansburgh, John Linnell PHOTO BY: SUSAN ANDERSON



killer event

REGISTER NOW AND SAVE
go to www.cmj.com

sept 13-16 2001

B L \'.‘
' o R 5
WWw.cmj.com cmj music marathon

Hundreds of Bands Including: Coldplay, Faithless, Ben Folds, Starsailor, Stereo Total, Sense Field, The Mooney
Suzuki, Clinic, Unwound, Turin Brakes, Convoy, God Forbid, Charles Gayle, Firewater, Pedro The Lion, Tim Berne,
Spoon, The Clean, The Clientele, Webb Brothers, Moldy Peaches

Participating Labels: Arista, Capitol, Carpark, Century Media, Columbia, Domino, Drive-Thru, Epic, Jetset, Luna
Sea, Kinetic, MCA, Merge, Nettwerk, Poly Vinyl, Saddle Creek, Scematic and Source/Astralwerks
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CROWNS ON 45

Crowns On 45 is never short on attitude—check out one of the band’s live
shows for proof. For the past three years, this quirky quintent has made
queer punk a threat again with its infectious style of angular, aggressive
dance floor rock. Most people recognize the band for its track, “Shallow
End,” from the Calling All Kings And Queens compilation on Mr. Lady records.
Despite the association, it was the prolific Heartcore imprint responsible for
the release of the band’s first full-length this August. Not on the Menu fea-
tures the Crowns at their best, proving once and for all that you, Miss
Thang, are not all that.

Answers by Chris Ohnesorge (drummer)

Describe your worst grade school or high school teacher.
The worst teacher I ever had, hands down, was my sixth grade homeroom
teacher, Mr. Pena. He went around the room one day and told everyone what
their futures would amount to. He told all the rich kids they'd be huge suc-
cesses and the poor kids that they'd be miserable failures. Also, we once
caught him pulling up his pants with a conspicuous bottle of hand lotion
on the table.

What teen movie best resembles your actual experience
and memories of your time in high school?

I went to a weird artsy/hippy school, so none of them really apply. But I was
super into Heathers, just because a killing spree would've been fun at the time.

What's the best come-on line you can think of to use on a
study date?

It'd have to be school play-oriented. “Hey Bobby, want me to help you
rehearse for the love scene in Romeo & Juliet? I'll be Juliet...”

Have you ever applied anything you learned in high
school towards your life in music?

Not really. But I did learn you can totally suck at math, nearly fail it and
still keep time perfectly as drummer. So, you don't need it!!!

If you were still sticking your high-scoring achievements
on the refrigerator for everyone to see, what would you
have posted up there recently?

I'd probably stick the little write up we got in the Village Voice for our show
on the main stage at the Knitting Factory. I thought of saying something
crass about sex with a groupie, but I realized that would be total fiction.

THE FRISK ONE TIME
#71 ANGELS

Rank Restraint

Comin Straight Outa The East
Bay, The Frisk s debut release
hits hella hard. With members
of The Criminals and AFI
would you expect anything
else? 8 new songs out on
12"EP and CDEP

Sound of a
Restless City

The first full length release
from these Oakland locals has
been called the record of the
year by some. With heart,
soul and an intensity that will
leave you stinging this record
Is destined to have a place in
your collection. 12 Songs out
onCD & LP

JUST KEEP
RUNNING
Out of San Diego, Agent 51s
2nd full length is melodic,
tough, catchier than hell and
now released on Adeline with
2 extra exclusive tracks.
You Il play the shit out of it.
Out now on CD and LP

LAST MATCH
The highly anticipated follow up
full length release from the
Thumbs is herel Last Match
features 12 amazing new songs.
We love the Thumbs. Get last
Match, see them live and you ll
understand why. Don t miss this
record! On CD & LP

A SASE FOR

CATALOG

WITH OUR RELEASES FROM:

AFIl, DILLINGER 4, ONE MAN

ARMY,
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“Technology is the greatest thing in
the world,” proclaims The Faint's
bassist, Joel Peterson, speaking into
his cell phone from the road during
his band’s recent coast-to-coast
tour. His proclamation is scrambled
into a digital code, beamed up to a
satellite, bounced over to another
cell phone, unscrambled and delivered
to my eardrum in about one second.
On their new LP, Danse Macabre,
Peterson and his comrades brandish
their love of technology to thrilling
ends. The aptly titled album is a
bumping, thumping dance floor man-
ifesto of shockingly catchy synthe-
sizer-driven new wave tension. As
Peterson explains, The Faint’s sound
is shaped by its members’ evolving
relationships with their machines.
“The music for Danse Macabre is
a result of us getting more familiar
with the technology, learning to
manipulate our instruments better.”
It has been a roundabout jour-
ney. In the beginning, there were no
synthesizers.
“We were coming from a rock
band past, but we got tired of gui-
wrs/’ Peterson recounts. “We were

" The Faint

always aware of bands like Kraft-
werk, but they were not necessarily
direct influences. Qur music was always
more of a reaction than an emulation.”

From the very start, the Omaha,
Neb., group aimed to make music
unlike its own favorites. As the guys
grew more skilled at their instru-
ments, they grew more and more
weary of guitars. Synthesizers pro-
vided a fresh alternative to help dis-
tance them further from their con-
temporaries. Although its music’s
style and danceability may have
taken some evolution, The Faint's
indie rock spirt has remained a
pretty solid constant. The Faint are
much akin to forward-thinking indie
bands as Brainiac and Six Finger
Satellite, choosing electronics not to
emulate the ‘80s so much as to wake
up the lethargic ‘90s scene. Leth-
argy, in fact, along with stagnation,
are the targets of some of The Faint’s
most vehement assaults. Danse
Macabre is largely a meditation on
the grim futility of the working life.

“It's a dark record,” says Pet-
erson. “"Danse Macabre translates as
Dance of the Dead. The Dance of the

Dead is the routine of society.”

In songs such as “Agenda Sui-
cide,” The Faint’s resentment toward
the alienation of the working man is
laid bare. Over a driving, apocalyptic
pulse, Todd sings, “Agenda: suicide/
The drones work hard before they
die.” Despite such scathing lyrics,
Peterson insists The Faint is not a
political band.

“We are just discussing the top-
ics rather than taking a stance,” he
claims. This neutrality complies with
The Faint’s choice of weaponry—a
sense of detachment lies inherent in

the inhuman synths and in Todd's
deadpan, at times coded vocals.

its machines, so Peterson believes
music in general will continue to be
shaped by technology.

more and more,” he predicts. The
logical question is how. What direc-
tion does The Faint foresee once
electronics have replaced guitars at
the foundation of indie rock?

cell phone has cut out.

As The Faint’s music is shaped by

“Bands will embrace technology

You could ask Peterson, but his

—Curran Reynolds /

BOLD RECORDS for SOME BRUTAL TIMES

ALEJANDRO ESCOVEDO
“A Man Under the Influence” A masterful and

unflinching expression of longing, regret, and
redemption. Brilliant. We mean it. CD $14

TRAILER BRIDE

“High Seas"Songs that'll put an itch in your
getalong. Spooky, swirling guitars, love songs
about chiggers, and Melissa's endearing war-
ble. Perfect for sitting on the porch, drinking iced tea,
and staring at the cypress trees. CD $14
= ——— 11— ——==i]

THE YAYH0OS
“Fear Not the Obvious” Southern RAWK, baby, done
with a wink and a swagger. Bad Company gassed on
the home brew. Perfect music to fix up your Nova SS
to. Features Dan Baird of the Georgia Satellites.

QOut in August $14

Also fabulous recent releases from SPLIT LIP RAYFIELD and RYAN ADAMS

Get the whole skinny in the free catalog. BLOODSHOT LTD. 3039 W. Irving Park Rd., Chicago, [L 60618  773/604-5300 e www.bloodshotrecords.com
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these insouciant days of post-prog-indie-boombap yawn,
N Ted Leo continues to bring the pop. Most know him from
the late, great mod outfit Chisel. A brave few remember his

stint in the transient Sin-Eaters. Others hearken back to his hardcore begin-
nings with such bands as Citizen's Arrest and Animal Crackers. The man gets
his propers. But Ted regards himself in a more humbling hue.

“I consider myself well-rounded,” he says. “I consider myself a perpetual
English major, but I also get into bar fights.”

When pressed, he'll quickly fess up, “I lied to you. I don't really get into
bar fights. I'm just sensitive and bookish.”

Perhaps it’s this sensitive and
bookish persona placing Leo
above the modern-rock bench-
mark. Along with asserting the
personal as political in such
songs as “Treble in Trouble” or
“My Vien Ilin,” he bridges into
the theoretical as well. Leo’s new
album, The Tyranny Of Distance,
ponders the linguistic confines
of life in “Stove By A Whale,” a
steaming, fuzzed-out groover. If
Leo points out the trouble with
language, he doesn’t seem terri-
bly caught up in it. Rather, he
moves freely around big words
and concepts to leave the aver-
age rock star dizzy.

“One of the tenets of my edu-
cation was the whole cyclical
nature of culture in general,” he
begins. “Not necessarily like
there’s nothing new under the
sun, but in that every artist’s
task is less about actually creating
something new, but to dream the
dream onward—to keep moving
things forward. But it’s kind of
the same dream, the next step.”

Dreaming his own dream
onward, Leo’s early solo material
was thick with effects, featuring
his tape machine and Echoplex
more than the falsetto musings
and catchy riffs Chisel fans had
come to revere. It seemed Leo
might be withdrawing into the shadowed valley of esoterica with his first
solo release, tej leo (?), Rx/pharmacists.

“I hadn't performed enough to figure out how I was comfortable doing
it,” he explains. “I started out doing tons of stuff with the tape machine and
really staying in the background.”

His no-wave tendencies presented some obstacles. “It’s a really hard bal-
ance to strike, not just logistically but also conceptually. Half of my songs
really can’t be done justice without being up-front and clear. It's hard to shift
in the middle of a set into a much more personality-recedent kind of sound.
I enjoyed doing that, but ultimately I just want to rock.”

So he rocks. The tape machine once
forming Leo’s backing band, The Phar-
macists, was replaced by actual musi-
cians—a rotating line-up featuring mem-
bers of Fugazi, the Make-Up, Trans Am,
The Warmers, Native Nod, Holy Childhood

22 ROCKPILE

TED LEO

and The Smiles. Treble in Trouble, his following EP, trumpeted a return
to the up-front Ted Leo. If Treble set the stage, Leo’s new album on Lookout
Records steals it, setting a new standard for intelligent pop songwriting.

With a breaching whale adorning the cover, The Tyranny Of Distance
drenches the listener in a sound much more rock-oriented than Leo’s
previous endeavors.

“I hate to be turning into a cliché,” he laughs. “But that is the way it
tends to happen. There's a different kind of energy. The freneticness that
characterizes a lot of Chisel stuff wouldn't express where I'm at right now.”

Apparently, he is located somewhere between Moby Dick and Treasure

Island. Even a brief conversation
can expose his fascination with
the sea and nautical culture.
According to Leo, the title of his
new album hails from a Split Enz
song, “Six Months In A Leaky
Boat,” celebrating the drive of
old sailors and explorers.

“I guess it's just a real corny
longing for—or a metaphor for—
that kind of searching,” he explains,

He cites Curtis “Keep on
Pushing” Mayfield, whose falset-
to vocal style is reflected in
much of Leo’s singing, as another
integral influence.

“He is one of the greatest
examples of someone who can
make politics poignant and be
incredibly intimate and honest
about romantic things, political
things, social things,” pines Leo.
“He can get super specific and
still hit on some universal topics.”

Ironically, many would pay
the same compliment to Leo

himself, who frequently fuses
the pop and soul force of Paul
Weller, Thin Lizzy and Elvis
Costello with the scathing poli-
tics of Billy Bragg, Chum-
bawumba or Crass—Leo in fact
samples the latter two.

References to T.S. Elliot’s The

Wasteland and Joyce's Ulysses
add to the recurring shiver-me-
timbers theme, also suggesting Leo to be well-rounded, well-read and—to be
frank—extremely smart. If you get him started, he can even rationalize his
repetitive-to-redemptive songwriting style through the philosophies of dif-
ferent schools of literature.

“I get into really repetitive parts in my songs, but then the rocker kicks
in and I make it pay off,” Leo explains. “Romanticism ultimately overrides
the modernist. But I like to think that my romanticism is tempered by a
healthy dose of modern skepticism and vice versa.”

Tempering these moods for moderns, Leo has become one of the few erudite
and endearing songwriters of the millennium. Of course, his romanticism bleeds
through as he briefly fancies his next step.

“I might do some Renaissance fairs,”
he smirks. “I can see myself doing that.
Get my tin whistle and my lute out. I can
do the Renaissance fair and the Irish
festival circuit.”



th’er this year, the wildly popular
At The Drive-In seemed to disappear
into an unannounced and unexplained
hiatus. While this blow to indie rock
wasn't received well by the group’s
stalwart fans, Defacto will help
cushion the impact. ATDI quitarist
Omar Rodriguez and vocalist Cedric
Bixler haven't been resting on their
laurels. In fact, Defacto was set in
place before ATDI broke into the
national spotlight.

Defacto is not merely an ATDI
side project. Since 1996, it has been
the other, albeit less visible, half of
Bixler and Rodriguez’s musical gen-
iuses (Bixler holds drumming duties
while Rodriguez trades his six
strings for four).

The four core members, including
keyboardist Ikey Owens and vocalist
Jeremy Ward, have developed a com-
munity of creativity in addition to
being a band. To date, the coalition
has also produced zines and short
films, as well as produced many
musical collaborations—remixing
tracks for 90 Day Men, Crimson Curse
and The Killingtons.

"Defacto”

“Anytime anyone has a project, we
basically put it out under Defacto,”
Rodriguez explains. “If Ikey's going
to go play with some people, he's
there representing Defacto.”

Concentrating on improv jams
and loose grooves reminiscent of
late-'60s era Miles Davis sessions,
Defacto’s own productions are a far
cry from the driving rock anthems
associated with At The Drive-In.

“Punk shows are very different
than what's happening here,” ex-
plains Rodriguez. “There’s no guitars.
It's a totally different style of music,
but to us, it’s all related.”

It's not an easy thing to catch
on a disc—Bixler claims Defacto
demands to be experienced live. But
the best alternative to witnessing a
live performance is through their
latest effort, Megaton Shotblast.
Recently released on the Gold Stan-
dard Laboratories label (which also
put out releases from The Locust, Lost
Kids and other big hair, small-waisted
rockers), the 10-song disc is a col-
lection of a few live tracks recorded
in Slovenia and the Netherlands,

plus a number of studio sessions
recorded throughout the past year.

“There’s a lot of different feelings
on Megaton,” says Rodriguez. Some of
them include recordings from Rod-
riguez's home studio, early material
from the band’s hometown of El Paso,
Texas, and even some traditional salsa
music featuring Rodriguez's father.
Dad’s not the only one allowed to
jam with Defacto, however.

“We're always open to musicians
coming in and laying down tracks,”

says Rodriguez. “They can come and
sing or have some sort of abstract
idea. Again, our premise is just to

explore and not be ashamed.”

Although the band is very impro-
visational, Rodriguez clarifies it isn't
out to establish an ethic of sheer

randomness.

“Most of it is just jamming,” he
“But we do have actual
arrangements. Even if it doesnt

admits.

seem like it.”

—Waleed Rashidy
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Once upon a time in the late ‘80s, in
the very windy city of Chicago, there
were four boys named Tim, Mike, Sam
and Victor. Tim and Mike were brothers,
and Sam and Victor were good
friends. They played in a band
together called Cap’n Jazz. For eight
years, Cap'n Jazz made music in
four-minute increments reflecting
upon the Boones-drinking, Sassy-
reading, driveway-loitering, kiss-
stealing years of late adolescence.
The band captivated the starry-eyed
girls and boys who crowded the
basements, rec halls and sunny sum-
mer backyards in which Cap’n Jazz
made its name. Today, they're still
friends. In fact, they're still making
music. Only now, they're called Owls.

“Where Are They Now?" would be
a weird way to put it since me and Sam
and Mike have been playing togeth-
er the whole time, and Victor's been
playing with Sam the whole time,”
explains 26-year-old singer Tim
Kinsella. He still resides in Chicago,
as do the other Owls, all of whom
went on to form cousin bands—
most noteworthy Joan of Arc and
Qhosts and Vodka—in the years fol-

towing Cap'n Jazz's 1995 disbanding.

7 A~cde N

Owls

“It doesn‘t feel strange or like
any kind of reunion,” Kinsella con-
tinues. “I think all four of us have
this kind of momentum of being in a
band and working on music. Now
we're collaborating together again.
It doesn't seem very strange. It's
actually probably easier than it's
been in a long time.”

Owls practiced constantly leading
up to its debut recording, which per-
haps explains why these songs—
unlike a few too many Joan of Arc
tracks trickling through the Jade
Tree catalog in recent years—sound
so damned tight. Kinsella says prac-
ticing actually felt rusty, which is
hard to believe considering all of the
unyielding tours and records he,
brother Mike, Sam Zurick and Victor
Villareal managed to squeeze under
their skinny-cinched belts in the
past decade.

“That was kind of our idea when
we started (playing as Owls),” says
Kinsella of his rediscovery of the
“normal” recording process. “It was
like, ‘Hey, remember how we used to
practice and write songs, and then
record?’ So there’s no computers on
this record. It's the normal way a

rock band records, I guess, but it's
the first time in a long time for me,
so it's interesting. Joan of Arc was
more about finding the songs, mak-
ing all this noise and then being,
like, ‘Oh, what have we here?”

Owls might be an accessible rock
band, but at the same time, its songs
are built on a dozen years of DIY
cred. But don't mention the words
“sell” and “out” in the same sen-
tence. “I don't ever want to write a
song that people can get stuck in
their head,” he says. “If I'm going to
that, why don't I just write for a
Best Buy commercial and make a lot

of money? I...I...T hate the world. I
don’t want to give it songs to sing.”
And why does he hate the world?
“Because all the people are so won-
derful, and they don’t know it.”

Maybe it's purely for abstraction
that Owls have always worked so many
changes into their songs: to distract
the wonderful listener enough to
really listen. And it works. While Tim
Kinsella may still be one of the few
people who can sing “let’s get it
on/Let’s drive to Alaska” and get away
with it sounding hip, he honestly hopes
to inspire others to do the same.

—Lauren M. Viera/
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“Guns n’ Roses, Jane’s Addiction...”
All Joe Cardamone wants to talk
about is Los Angeles rock bands.
Trying to coax the Icarus Line’s
puckish ringleader into admitting
influences from outside his cher-
ished hometown is like pulling his
chompers. But one listen to the
band’s new album, Mono, brings to
mind a whole slew of kindred musi-
cal spirits from around this great
country—from San Diego’s Drive
Like Jehu to Washington, D.Cs
Nation of Ulysses. Yet the Icarus
boys are so utterly rooted in the City
of Angels, they perceive these bands
as nothing but distant cousins.

“We're an L.A. rock band,” bas-
sist Lance Arnao declares. “Certain
bands, there’s no way they could
come from anywhere besides L.A.
Not that L.A. is a better place, but
there’s just a certain chemistry here.”

Icarus’ five members hail from
different ends of the city, but each
reports a similar account of growing
up—friendless high school days of
playing in punk bands. Nowadays, the
boys live and breathe the music.

“We dont do anything besides
music,” Joe declares.

The dedication is paying off. The
Icarus Line just might be the next
important L.A. rock band. Like all
their idols, they succeed because they
are just so damn unpredictable. Their
songs twist and turn, yet somehow
always flow smoothly into unexpected
conclusions. They meander through
neurotic screamo tirades, Jesus
Lizard stomps and epic buildups,
only to veer off into hauntingly
melodic interludes for indefinite
respites. The sheer sincerity of its
music sets the band far apart from
the ironic indie rock mob.

“We were never the cool band,”

shares guitarist Aaron North.
“We've always been hated by all the
cool bands.”

This said, The Icarus Line has
befriended and played with some of
the most highly acclaimed bands of
its generation, including At the
Drive-In, Ink and Dagger and Dil-
linger Escape Plan. Live, The Icarus
Line's explosive sound is at once air-
tight and terrifyingly erratic, an
internal contradiction yielding thril-
ling results. During a set at New
York's CBGB this spring, the youth-
ful Icarus Line is transformed into a
world-weary band sweating confi-
dence from every pore underneath
matching shirts and ties. Cardamone
struts and poses with an Iggy Pop
swagger, convulsing and ultimately
landing on the floor—yet hitting
every scream, holler and yelp dead
on and with perfect pitch. With legs
spread and head banging, Lance
churns out the bottom end with the
determination of a bullet train—
perhaps more Morbid Angel than
Angel Hair. Drummer Jeff Watson
flails like a mime on fire. Meanwhile,
Aaron and second guitarist Alvin
Deguzman rock out like yin and
yang, Aaron prancing about and
Alvin standing stock still, studious-
ly conjuring one startling riff after
the next from his low-slung axe.

Now on its first headlining tour,
The Icarus Line is living its dream.

“We've been evolving from a
punk band since age 16, and here
we are now, some fucked-up, trashy
rock band,” says Aaron. “We're broke
now, but better to be broke on the
road than at home.”

“Hell, we're makin’ money now,”
Joe chimes in, grinning. “Ten bucks per
diem to eat, that's fuckin’ amazing!”

—Curran Reynolds
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FRONTMAN DENE

obody really kriows where they were when they
first heard Built to Spil. The band just 1sn't like
that. Scott Plouf, resident drummer, rem-
tsces, “1 probably listened to those records
{pre-Plouf Built to Spill releases] maybe two or three
times, and that was when I went to somebody else’s
house. 1 really hadn't heard that much Buttt to Spill.”

But you listen to a song here, a song there, and
befare you know it, you're hooked. You find yourself
bleating the lyrics to “Kicked it in the Sun.” You spend
an hour debating with a friend what the fell is meant
by passages of the band's debut, Keep It Like a Secret.
Laced with shoe-gazing, rock ‘n roll allure, Built to
Spill has proven highly addictive.

Why? Siphoning answers from the singer—
melody-maker, lyricist. media-ainof Doug Martsch—is
analogous to getting a Philip Morris executive to
admit smoking causes cancer.

“1 think 3t this point, iU's been completely inter-
natized,” Martsch expands. “I'm at the point now
where T don't even think. There’s so many things that
influence what I do. There's different things that aes-
thetically appeal to me at different times, and 1 don't
even know where to start. I don't even care.”

Certainly, dialéctics concerning the aesthetic
nature imbued by the stressars uf our burgeoning -
tech age can be complex. Martsch retains his artistic
integrity by walking a narrow path between the disil-
lusioned minstrel and the idiot savant.

"When 1 write songs, it's like & puzzie” he
explains. “Things make sense for campletely random
reasons that I couldn't even explain. I dont even care
to understand. T just know what I like.”

While this philosophy has produced a quiver of
impressive songs, its connection to the songs’ broad
emotional spectrum 1§ penury.

“It's not about expression for me anymore,”
Martsch shares. “It's about making sounds that
are cool.”

Even Martsch, a paragon of the “ehh, whatever,”
cannot begueath all of the credit to the aforemen-
tioned attitude. The science and exécution of rock alse
requires @ fair amount of elbow grease. Martsch
describas Songwriting as hours upon hours of work
yielding seconds or minutes of useful material.

But music isn't everything. Built To Spill is as
respected for its musical cantent as it is its verbiage.
Ancient Melodies of the Future, the newest addition to
the bands catalog, continues this tradition with
memorable quips such as “as long as it's talking with
you/talk of the weather will do” {from “The Weather”)
and the axiomatic “happiness will only happen when
it can” (from “Happiness”).

The interpreter should not, however, stray from
the Tao of Doug.

“If something good comes out that’s great,” he
reflects. “IF I can't get amything good, then I'll just
put in some stuff. But that's another example, like &
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puzzle, in the way I choose the words. It makes sense
to me in an intuitive way, but that's about it.”

Applying this elliptical process. Built to Spill
has once again metastasized through rock culture
with its eighth release, Anclent Melodies of the
Future. The record, complete with a smooth-fla-
vored mellotron, offers a looser seund than the
band's previous full-length, Kemp It Like A Secret.
Plouf explains, “Keep It Like g Secret came out of
jams where I would come out here and he would—
we would—just noodie around and come up with
tittle parts that turned Into songs. And the most
recent record, Doug had a lot of the stuff written,
but he didn't really have parts for Brett or (me). So
it really changed gquite a bit from each record.”

Martsch adds, “For one thing, 1 guess we didnt
practice the songs a$ wmuch as we did the record
before. T don't know how to account for that.”

Martach's official review of hic band's latest
release is simple, ambivalent and vague. Martsch
isn't one for fanfare.

“I'm pretty satisfied,” he shiugs. “Tm not blown
away. T'm not bummed about it either”

The creator has [ooked upor his work and has
seen it is good. He doesnt dwell upon specifics.
The dark and moody electronic groove of “Strange,”
the lyncal minimaltsm of “You Are,” Martsch craves
not these things.

“For me the record i fust a bunch of sounds now,”
he confesses, "1 dont even remember what the songs
are about or anything, Because after you work on
something for so long, you just biecome involved in
each step af the process.”

This indifference extands beyond the latest release.
Marisch has successfully ignored the self-induigent
curiosity of looking back. While fans and the press
might still swing in the band's wake. Martsch is numb
to the nostalgia of Bult To Spill's previous works.

“T do stuff and I don't even think about what I've
done in the past” says the blunt frontman, “T don't
remember what was going through my head when I
did other things. I'm not interested in the creative
process. I've tried thinking about it betcwe, and 1 don't
really get anywhere.”

Piouf diplomatically notes, “I don't think anyone
goes in thinking they're going to make something dif-
ferent from the last one. Tt's just that’s what we're
capable of doing at the time.”

The recording, mixing, mastering and production
have all been completed. Now is the time to tour
With the addition of Jim Roth and Brett Nelson on the
road, Built to Spill has been touted as one of the great
rock shows of the era. Considering the band's casuat
aporeach to songsmithing, one wonders if the same
attitude bleeds 1nto the on-stage presentations.

Martsch, for one, attests, “When we're touring,
just playing the songs is a lot more fun than when we
write them. Playing (ive s tike basicatly all pretty fun,

FAMOUSLY APATHETIC
VNEDEEE SPILLS HIS GUTS

and sometimes superfun. Every once in a while It
sucks. But dunng a show, at least half of the time the
show is fun playing.”

Although nationally recogmized as a leader in new
ock, Built To Spill {based in Boise, Jdaho) has major
ties to the northwest rock scene. In the weeks of a dif-
ferent-day-different-city sthedule, Martsch claims t's
easy for things 1o blend together.

"It seems the same everywhere as far as what we
see—a bunch of Built 10 Spill shows.” says Martsch,
“They're all kind of the same everywhere. The country
1% not culturally diverse ¥ you're just playing indie
rock. Tt all looks the same--Denny's, Texacts and
Built to Spili shows.”

Martsch's professed ambivalence in the studio
seems 10 be tethered during the tour. The symbiotic
exchange of energy between audience and artist is not
lost even on the cynical Martsch.

"1 definitely care about what people think" he
admits, in a rare moment of giving a shit. “T'm not
doing it just for me, that's for sure.”

Through the amorphous sonic fates, Built to Spili
has ascended 1o the rank of a rock demmigod. Fans and
critics alike herald Martsch, Nelson, and Plouf (0K,
mostly Martsch) as indie hemes. Plouf responds, “It's
usunlly me and Brett reading articles and just gig-
gling. That's how it affects the band.”

Martsch comments, “Obviously, 1 know that a ot
of people are interestad in what I'm doing. Bul thewe
are thousands of times mave people who ke Limp
Bizkit. Just because people think youre good does
not mean you're yood. In fact it usually mesns you're
not. You cant help but think you're doing something
wrong if you're selling out the Tig club.”

It's a conundrum. While becoming ncreasingly
celebrated, the public eye also blinks less. Martsch
regards media attention in a Jess than tavorable tight,
noting he rarely enjoys nterviews with bands. In his
own words, Martsch says he's usually disappeinted—
“The things 1 really love, 1 dont want to know much
about, actually,” he says.

Staving off rock-hubris, Built to Spill has produced
some great, though inexplicably originated songs.
Coupled with the esteenmed lwve performances and
Doug Martsch’s Andy Kaufman-esque contempt toward
rotk’s media, Built to Spill has crested an insatiable
craving among the masses. The populace knows vesy
little concerming this mguish band, yet the cynical
touching aura inherent to each song intluctably draws
people closer. The band i the Boba Fett of the rck
world —a little Blue a little gray and packing 2 rock-
et tauncher. Whether it's found in the Plouf-described
“hoogie-rock feel” of “Happiness,” the butbiing “Fly
Around My Pretty Little Miss” or the maudiin "The
Weather,” Ancient Melodies of the Future defivers what
the consumers have come to recognize as the taste of
Built to Spilt Country. Andl the fans all want it. Some
might even beleve they need . ©
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In conversation, Strummer reveals himself to be a very
genuine man, an unguarded personality honest enough to
take responsibility for the errors he’s made through the
years. He did, after oll, unceremoniously sack partner Mick
Jones at the height of The Clash’s popularity. When he
explains the 10-year gap between solo albums preceding
his recent creative spurt, Strummer bluntly admits, “It's my
own fault. | bet if | went ot the label a bit more aggressive-
ly, | could have done a record sooner.” Strummer amends
his confession by explaining his daughters were growing up
at the time, and he felt comfertable in his safe,
European home. Ultimately, the urge to play
again pushed Strummer fto cor.cede any
future Clash reunion to Sony, and he was set
free cs a solo performer.

During the course of an hour-long conversation,
Scrumrer makes one thing pertectly clear—he's grateful
te be back on his own terms. He is thankful for the second
chance afforded to him and his band, the Mescaleros, by
the support of Hellcar Records.

Speaking of his srrangement with Hellcat, Strumuner
cathuses, “Tim and the guys there are smart enough to let me
ind the baond do our thing, which & really resssuning, If
Hellcat has any involvement ar all, i maght be i suggesting a
track sequence or something. I think they're just happy I'm
making a racker again.”

Missing for more than a decade, and presumed musically
dead until 3 comeback albam, Rock Azt & The X-Ray Style,
resuscitated his career in 1999, Strummer is eaely making up for
lost time, In the two vears since Rock Art hit the shelves, he has

30 mockmis

helped bolster his rock presence with a solid touring ethic,
a BBC Radio program suitably dubbed London Calling and
a vibrang and diverse new studio record, Global A-Go Go.

“Global is a bit more stripped down than the last

one, without losing any of the spint,” Strumnmer opines.
“We hashed out a few tunes in an acoustic etting, with
the bangos and stuff. It felt grear, so we carried that
vibe into the studio.”

Written and recorded in the studio throughout
a two-month peood, Strummer herulds The Mescaleros'

active parnicipation as integral to this latest project.
While he consilers himself “too disorganized™ for
cermam methods of songwniung, he feels right at
home in the studio, finding his own niche nside the
Mescaleros' jams. Ultimartely, Strumnser savs, he
allows this shared studio vabe direct his lyrics.
The end result is a skilled blend of guirars, ¢th-
ni¢ percussion and traces of dub and clectronica
promoting the notion of freedom on the air-
waves, Strummer attributes this meltung  pot
musical approach and his Jong fasciaation with
radio—first evident in Clash staples like
“Capital Radio Two" and *Radio Clagh"-—to
a childhood spent throughout the world.

*“1 remember being so amazed that I'm in
the middbe of the African bush in the middie
of the night grooving to the Top Ten,” he
muses. “My father was in the Government's

toreign office stationed ont in Afoica, 1 had
been in boarding school, but when | was
about 13, | for the
summer 1 had a battery-operited short-wave radio, and

went o visit him
I can remember tuning in the World Service and getning the Tog of the
Fops weekly rundown.”

Thirty-five years later, Strummer has made tea with the BBC via a
unique carcer opportunity, Says Badio joe, “Ive always felt that the def-
irion of an ace station would be one that vou put on and never know
whart's coming next, One day | bumped into a producer ar the World
Service, and he otfered me 2 half-hour show playing records, 30 a couple
times @ year [ get 1o do "

When asked for his opimons of the slick and predictable sounds dom-
mating the commercial sirwaves in 2001, Strumimer surmises the strice
formatting can’t be healthy,
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THE CLASH

(Epic U.K. 1977)
“Someone came in and said,
“You've gone siraight in ot #12
in the album chart.” | remember
thinking, ‘this can't be, is this
r2al?’ Punk was just beginning
ond it was all very uncertain.
We didn’t know if anyone was
rzally out there or not. I guess
they were.”

GIVE ‘EM ENOUGH
ROPE
(Epic 1978)

“Epic had given our manager
c list of five or six producers.
One of them was Sandy
Pearlman, who had produced
Blue Oyster Cult. I think our
manager had heard “Don‘t
Fear The Reaper” and said,
‘Oh, Sandy’s the man’ [laughs].
If's got o very large sound
compared to the debut.”

THE CLASH
(Epic 1979,
U.S. version)
“The album had sold like
100,000 copies on import,
which is amazing. It showed
that we were on it, and the

record company—having
refused to release it for so
long—wasn't.”

LONDON CALLING
(Epic 1979)

“We were in a very dificult
situation before that, in kind of
a rut. By concentrating on it
and getting in there ard doing
the work, we pulled ourselves
out of a hole. It's quite a stylistic
shift, without sacrificing the
spirit of punk. I'm so proud of
that one.”

BLACK MARKET CLASH
(Epic 1980)
“There was a bunch of stuff
that we realized you couldn’t
get hold of anymore—especial-
ly in the States—so we were
kind of keen to put all the stuff
that fell through the cracks on
one record.”

SANDINISTA!
(Epic 1980)
“The initial sessions were a
three-week burst following a
U.S. tour. Normallly, afier a
tour, you go back to your
house and fall down on your

bed. Instead we went without
any material fo record. It was
unique to hit the ground run-
ning, although in hindsight it
was quite a strange maneuver.”

COMBAT ROCK
(Epic 1982)

“That was quite a difficult
session. By that fime we were
getting burned out. We really
needed a yeor in a rest home.
If we had a break, things might
have turned out differently
for us.”

CUT THE CRAP
(Epic 1985)

“It's a painful record for me.
Everything had gone wrong
with Topper and Mick. That's
such a tough time for me to
even talk about. There are
some pretty good tunes there,
specifically ‘This Is England.’

EARTHQUAKE
WEATHER (Epic 1989)
“The shortcomings on that are
my fault. | was feeling a bt low
at the time, so | turned the

vocals down in the mix. | think |

ruined the album by doing that.”

THE CLASH ON
BROADWAY BOX SET
(Epic 1991)

“I's quite complete and really
expersive. If's still pretty good
even if there might be a couple

of omissions.”

ROCK ART & THE
X-RAY STYLE
(Hellcat 1999)

“It felt great to come back and
be well-received. It was some-

thing of a rebirth.”

THE CLASH LIVE: FROM
HERE TO ETERNITY
(Epic 1999)
“Believe it or not, Mick had
much of the involvement with
that one. | kind of kept away

from it.”

GLOBAL A-GO GO
(Hellcat 2001)
“| think we've made a great
record. We were playing for
ourselves and worked as @
team. I'm really proud of the
way it ended up.”
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From Black & Silver Screen,
Hevin Smith Chronicles His Wild Ride And Looks Ahead

by Dan Pastorius




bout seven years ago, Kevin Smith decided to take a chance. It

was his 21st birthday, and the man now responsible for creating

the ‘90s” answer to Abbot and Costello had just walked out of

his first indie movie experience. The movie, Richard Linklater’s
Slackers, had such a profound effect on the young Smith, it changed the course
of his life—and American cinema, for that matter—permanently. Filled with a
mixture of self-described “awe and arrogance,” Smith, creator of the indie cult
classics Clerks, Mallrats, Chasing Amy and Dogma, was struck by a revela-
tion. He had finally found his calling.

“I remember being in awe because it was a movie I had never really
seen before,” says Smith. “It had no plot, no main characters, no con-
ventions really. It was just people walking around. The arrogance was
looking at it and thinking, ‘well, I can do this, if this counts as a movie |
can do this.’ So [ decided to get into independent films.”

Thus begins the story of Smith’s career. He decided to make movies. He
longed to spin tales of his favorite super heroes. Smith owns a comic book
store in his hometown of Red Bank, N.J., named, appropriately enough,
Jay and Silent Bob’s Secret Stash. And now, with Jay and Silent Bob Strikes
Back—Smith has translated his greatest fantasy into reality and onto the
big screen. He plays leading man as Silent Bob next to his partner in crime,
legendary, foul-mouthed, drug-dealing sidekick Jay. The big question to
moviegoers at large is clear. Is the mainstream public ready for another big
screen dose of the “snooge to the muthafuckin’ nuge” mentality?

THE RED BANK DAYS

Take a few steps back in time as we join Jay and Silent Bob—or, rather Jason
Mewes and Kevin Smith—in their early teenage years in Central New Jersey.
The duo first met during a road trip to a New York comic convention through
mutual friend Walt Flannegan (better known to fans of Smith’s movies for his
dog). According to Smith, their initial meeting was no case of love at first sight.

“As we drove up, Mewes was the asshole who yelled ‘shotgun’ and took
the front seat,” Smith recalls. “So Jason’s up in the front seat talking his lit-
tle nonsense. I was jealous because | was Walt’s funny friend, and sudden-
ly there was a newer funny friend. So, he’s up there yelling ‘snoogans’ and
I’m in the back seat, arms crossed, going, ‘he ain’ so funny.””

It seems the characters aren’t much of a fantastic departure from the reality
of these two buddies. Smith still relishes the irony of his history with Mewes.

“Wialt eventually lost interest in him, and then Mewes would show up at
my house and be like ‘what do you want to do today?’ I was like, ‘dude, I
am not your friend. We share friends, but that doesn’t mean we hang out.’”

Despite the lukewarm start, Smith eventually warmed up to Mewes
when he visited the Quick Stop where Smith was a convenience store
clerk. Mewes began making a regular trip to the store each Sunday at the
ungodly hour of 5:30 a.m., helping Smith with newspapers and displays.

“None of my other friends did that,” Smith says warmly.

It was during this time, bonding at the Quick Stop over Silver Spoons
and Degrassi Jr. High reruns, Smith realized what a unique specimen he’d
found in Mewes. When Clerks began to take shape, Smith already had a
character in mind for his new friend.

“The character of Jay is kind of based on who Jason Mewes was as a
young teen,” explains Smith. “It is a romanticized version of who he
was—ijust a kid of urban legend, the kid the town owns. He’s the kind of
guy that people are like, ‘I hear he fucked a dog,” but you find out later
he really didn’t fuck the dog, he just kind of blew it a little. He was just
this weird sonic boom with dirt on it, that was ever talking about pussy,
but had never seen pussy outside of where he was born or in a magazine.”

To offset Jay’s arresting personality, Smith knew he had to create some
sort of sidekick to be the ear of Jay’s inane rants. Thus was born the all-
knowing but never-speaking character of Silent Bob, a man of few words,
adding a much-needed balance to the outspoken duo. Originally, Smith
was supposed to play the part of Randall in his first film, but as produc-
tion inched closer, he realized he couldn’t memorize all of the dialogue. It
was then Smith reluctantly gave the role to high school chum Jeff
Anderson and stepped into the role of Silent Bob.

“Silent Bob was just a creation for Jay to stand next to, essentially,”
explains Smith. “You didn’t want to have somebody dialoguing with him,
because he goes off on these stream of consciousness rants. So I was like,
‘let’s just throw a guy next to him, as kind of his muscle—because he is sup-
posed to be a pot dealer. Plus, if this was going to be the only movie I make,
and I was going to go into debt for it, I at least wanted to be in it too.”

Despite the witty dialogue and clever script he’d developed, Smith was
unsure of how his film would be received. Clerks, when finished, was as
bare-bones as just about any homemade film shot on a Super 8—it was
filmed in black and white, primarily in one location—a convenience
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store—and starred Smith’s unknown friends. To bankroll the film, Smith
maxed out a bunch of credit cards and sold his comic book collection. As
he looks back, he’s amazed he made it out unscathed.

“The time to do that stuff is when you’re young,” muses Smith. “If you
are going to fuck up royally, then fuck up in your youth. I don’t recommend
it for people with a family and responsibilities. I figured the worst case sce-
nario was I'd be $28,000 in debt, but why not give it a shot?”

Smith inhales, then exhales in a breath still, after seven years of rela-
tive success, sounding vaguely like relief.

“It worked out.”

JAY AND BOB RETIRED

These days, Smith is more than excited about the current vision he’s brought
to life. Jay and Silent Bob Strikes Back, due out in theaters August 22, revis-
its everyone’s favorite suburban pimps, now wrapped up in their most para-
doxical situation yet—they are trying to stop the Jay and Silent Bob movie
from being made. Joining the disproportionate duo are many familiar faces.

“It is pretty much a round trip to Hollywood,” confesses Smith. “Very
few people from the past films don’t show back up. The heavyweights, the

people we spend a lot of time with in the movie, are Holden, Brodie and
Banky (played by Ben Affleck and Jason Lee), and there are other people
who have been in and out of our flicks like Chris Rock and Matty Damon.”

Although Strike Back is the finale to a five-part series, Smith says this
is his most mainstream movie to date.

“It touches on everything we have done thus far,” he shares. “If you
have seen the other stuff, there are inside jokes in there for you. But it is
actually, weirdly, our most accessible film. We have been showing it at test
screenings, and nobody feels left out.”

As for the humor and tone of the film, Smith says he is revisiting
Mallrats—a commercial disaster at the box office, which has since
recouped its losses with a cult following in home sales. This second chap-
ter of Smith’s New Jersey-oriented series was loaded with enough comic
book memorabilia and fart jokes to have every fanboy in America crying
with laughter. As one of the most overtly funny films in Smith’s cannon,
it is no surprise the director should want to return to this winning flavor.

“Mallirats is the most watchable of the bunch for me,” offers Smith. I
can still pop that in and enjoy it. It's where Jay and Silent Bob Strike Back
came from, because this movie is very close to Mallrats in terms of tone
and sensibility. It is just a big joke affair. There is a sweetness to it like there
was to Mallrats, where it wears its heart on its sleeve, but it is just joke,
joke, joke, joke—there is nothing serious about it, no message, nothing.”

Unfortunately, the rumors spread far and wide across the Internet are
all too true—despite the love fans have developed for Smith’s self-con-
tained New Jersey universe, Smith is pulling the plug on the series after
this. Strike Back marks the passing of characters like Brodie and Banky,
Dante from the Quick Stop, Randall from next door, Alyssa Jones and,
perhaps most sadly, Jay and Silent Bob.

“You don’t want people to turn on them like they all turned on Pauly
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‘“The time to do that stuffIs

when you're young,” muses Smith.

“If uou are going to fuck up
royally, then fuck up in your youth.
| don’t recommend It for people
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| figured the worst case scenarlo
was I'd be $28,000 In debt,
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L-R: Ali Larter, Jason Mewes. Kevin Smith, Shannon Edizabeth
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Shore,” says Smith. “Remember when people loved Pauly Shore and they
were like, ‘heeeeey buuuuudy?’ I would never want to overstay the wel-
come. You always feel kind of lucky that you got in at all.”

While Smith is ever the humble filmmaker, he is completely enthusias-
tic about his latest work and claims it’s his best yet.

“We send them out with a bang,” Smith reassures. “You get to see Jay and
Silent Bob in a light saber fight. If it has to end, this is the way to do it.”

In the immortal words of Stan Lee, “‘nuff said.”

THE SAGA CONTINUES.....

As all of his film efforts deal with some type of personal experience, Smith
says he is ready to put the past behind and focus on the present. Being a new
father (Smith’s wife recently gave birth to a little girl, Harley Quinn Smith),
he has started writing a yet-to-be-titled script about the joys and downfalls of
parenthood. Fans of Smith’s work have no reason to fret however, as Smith
insists it won’t be any sort of weak, Meg Ryan-with-the-sniffles offense.

“I don’t think the next film will be as funny, but it’s not that kind of movie
anyway,” he says. “The fans can expect a lot of what we have been doing thus
far, but just without the same characters. I’ll never leave humor behind.”

One indication of Smith’s dedication to laughs involves his future plans
to revamp the infamous Fletch series, popularized by Chevy Chase in the late
‘80s. Smith plans to make a movie based on author Gregory McDonald’s
Fletch Won, preceding the existing series at the start of the character’s career.

“As long as Jason Lee is playing it,” Smith says emphatically, “1 am there.”

Smith’s schedule looks busy in the months to come, leaving fans plen
ty to look forward to in the future. Still, the departure of two of the ‘90s
most devious and lovable characters is hard to swallow. Is this really,
finally, absolutely the last fans will see of the duo?

Nope. They’ll be back in a big screen cartoon.

“It is going to be a weird trajectory for them. Clerks started off as a
black and white flick and became a cartoon at one point. Now it will
become a cartoon movie. So we are doing a Clerks cartoon movie based
on the Clerks television cartoon. That will be one of the next projects. It’s

something | can write and the animation guys actually direct.”

Smith sounds extremely satisfied with the way things are looking, clos
ing an unexpectedly successful chapter and beginning new. Now and then,
the irony and humor of his own situation still give Smith a cause to snick
er. The young director considers himself lucky.

“Sometimes on the set, Jay and I would just chuckle to ourselves,” he
confides. *After a while you grow accustomed to the fact that this is what
you do for a living. You're like, ‘I make movies.’

“But it is a whole different universe when you are the leads in a movie
everything is resting on your shoulders. We’d just kind of chuckle from time
to time. Two guys standing outside the convenience store are now the two
guys running the show. It’s just kind of weird.” s
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On an unusually cool summer morning in Manhattan, chamber-pop
troubadour Rufus Wainwright is leisurely recovering from jet lag and
carefully not revealing the complexities imbedded in his new sub-
concept album, Poses. Though Wainwright’s self-titled 1998 debut
landed Top Ten Album Of The Year accolades in The New York
Times, Entertainment Weekly, Los Angeles Times, New Yorker and
Washington Post, his initiative is still on the upswing. Poses is
intended to reach a wider audience without falling prey to pop vogue

or alienating those who fell in love with him in earlier listens.»

Wild Socle—
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he says. “In an odd way my first record took three years to make, and
this one took a year and a half. If I'd wanted I could have made a few
other albums that sounded like my first ane. I like to think of each
record I make as having its own ‘monumental career.’”

Loosely based on the story of an alluring bachelor who makes a pil-

grimage to the city and departs
as a wrecked drug addict, Poses
is an ambitious collection of
mini-dramas, which may or
may not be autobiographical.
This meditation began in a
burst of inspiration for the
27-year-old son of ‘70s folk
legends Kate McGarrigle and
Loudon Wainwright IlI. Wain-
wright admits he was less of a
control freak in the creation
of his acclaimed sophomore
effort, leaving producer Pierre
Marchand anointed the cen-
tral protagonist.

“Pierre is a master of
bringing out the vocals,”

Wainwright confides. “The

first record he ever produced

was one of my mom’s (Kate

and Ann Magarrigle’s Heart-

beats Accelerating in 1990),

and 1 needed to
objective person behind the
board for me. Pierre can be a
little over-critical and even
nasty. But I can also hold my
ground as well. There were
some hard choices.”

Wainwright’s lush theatri-
cal musings on Poses were
further enhanced via cameo
appearances by an illustrious
ensemble cast of players in-
cluding Alex Gifford (Pro-
pellerheads), Teddy Thompson,
composer Damian le Gassick,
Benmont Tench of Tom Petty’s
Heartbreakers and drum leg-
end Jim Keltner.

“I think it’s real important
to work with your friends,”
he says. “I feel blessed that
others toiled on my behalf.”

Wainwright extended the
invitation to his newfound com-
rades and afforded them the
opportunity to cut loose in
the studio. The result is a nat-
ural sound, accentuating the
chemistry between Wainwright’s
songwriting and a collection
of friends the artist, no doubt,
enjoyed assembling.

have an
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“I'm quite the social animal,” he blushes. “After my first record was com-
pleted, I went on tour and decided to go out and make lots of new
acquaintances. It’s far better than sitting in your room and practicing scales.”

This hands-on attitude is nothing new for Wainwright, who exhib-
ited a fiery initiative even at a young age. His monumental journey
commenced during his childhood days in Montreal when he began
playing the piano at age six. “I'm very spoiled. I used to sing with
Emmylou Harris when 1 was eleven,” he recalls. By the uume he had
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reached puberty, he was on stage with his sister, mother and aunt \
under the bill “The McGarrigle Sisters and Family.” An early song
of his was nominated for a Genie (the Canadian equivalent of an
Oscar) for Best Song In A Film. At 14, Wainwright garnered a Juno
nomination (a Canadian Grammy) for Most Promising Young Artist.

In his mid-teens, Wainwright came out to his family and friends as
homosexual. Around the same time, he says he began gravitating
towards classical music. Upon the insistence of his famous father, he
enrolled in the distinguished Millbrook School of Music in New York
and later studied at McGill University in his Canadian hometown.
There, he devoted his energies to opera and eventually lost himself in
a world of fantasy as he became immersed in the arias of Verdi.

“I have a real weakness for composers, or for the notion of a
composer. I was looking for some sort of figure in my life to model
myself after. I fell for the mysticism of great composers.”

The model did not last, however. Trading in his classical yearn-
ings for pop music—“all the cute boys were doing rock”—
Wainwright became a staple in Montreal’s cafe circuit, performing
original songs and enjoying a life of excess. When pianos became
hard to find on the small club scene, Wainwright took up the guitar,
living the romantic life of a boheme while his mom footed the bills.

“Slike to think of this
record as a /! /(/(y wilh a

cast of inlriguing characters,
dectares Watnwright of
DPoses. “ ///// vorce ts the
star of the filay.”

When his father heard an impressive series of demos the younger KEN STRINGFELLOW

Wainwright had cut with Marchand, he passed them on to revered Touched
songwriter/producer Van Dyke Parks who in turn forwarded the
sketches to DreamWorks executive Lenny Waronker. The label inked
the aspiring musician and the wheels were set in motion.

“I like to think of this record as a play with a cast of intriguing char-
acters,” declares Wainwright of Poses. “My voice is the star of the play.”

He defines his work as trying to write modern standards (empha-
sis on “trying”). Others have labeled his dramatic take on American
contemporary music as “popera.” In either incarnation, Wainwright
maintains his role as an entertainer with an intention to serve the
audience. He handily achieves this through seductive melodies and a
world-weary voice. His movie star good looks attract the girls, even
though he’s probably more interested in their older brothers. While
pop audiences may have Wainwright in their sights, ‘N Sync he is not.

Evident throughout the Poses song cycle is Wainwright’s penchant
for black humor. The majority of the vocals were done in one or two
takes, and the album artwork enhances the mystery of the music
within. (“When you open up the booklet, the lyrics are printed in lit-
tle black letters. It kind of looks like the Vietnam Memorial.”)

“I wanted it to be a little creepy,” Wainwright confesses, who
then turns for a smirk. “It’s more of a brushing up against death as

opposed to doing the dance.” lj
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mee the mid-"90s, Ben Folds has

been capuvating audiences around

the country with his umque blend ot

saucy prano heks and smart-ass cvn
wisny, As chiet songwriter n the aptly titled
but now-detunct entity known as Ben Folds
Five, the Kamikaze prano plaving trontman
has never failed to entertain even the most
rock-orented ot audiences. Dubbed “punk
rock for sissies™ and adored by a legion ot
tans, 1t 1s clear the band carved its miche mto
the pop-culture realim Amenica calls maimn
stream rock “n roll.

While Folds has mameamed a relanvely
low profle since the band’s demise almost a
vear ago lalthough be did partake m those
Pricelme.com commercials and conttibuced 1o
the occasional soundeeack], 1t hasn't been due
1o a lack ot mspiration. Just two months atrer
the sphit, Folds was nearmg complenon on a
handtu! of songs he was demorag at bis bome
base m Australia. These somgs now comprise
luld{ first post BFl \lldxd\ul’. Rex L‘.‘h" The
Setbuirbis. a moody, upbeat concoction ot pop
tucled hooks and delicate vocals. Upon tirst

listen, it's obvious Swlurhis sn't your typical

Ben Folds tare. Although his mtamous prano
boogie stylings remain mtact, the album also
incorporates beats, a string section and even
guitar at powts. But lest anvone behieve Folds
1s moving away from the rotheky sound of his
past albums, Suburbs demonstrates how he
stavs true to his roots trom vore.

“I thmk that in a way when the band split
up. 1 telt ke people who were tans of the
band expected that it I connnued, 1t would
be prety ditferent somehow,™ he explains, “1
think there 15 a littde ot all the albums in it
actually, There's something abour this album
that kind ot encapsulates what I do—at least
what I do nght now—and that i aself s a
pretry big accomphshment.™

An accomplishment 1t 15, considering
how Folds has been ¢rincal ot his work m
the past. The pressure to put out another
ibum was so stresstul Tor him that during,
the writing process for BEFS final album,
The Unauthorized Biograply of Reinbold
Messner, he became withdrawn from the
band and almose tried to snag a spot tour
g with Ethor Snuth as his planoe player.

“I'm just such a big Ellior Smuth tan, and

[ was in a very humble servant Kind of mood,
and I think that m a pertect world that
would have been the best thing tor me to
do,™ savs Folds. “There is nothing wrong
with that, but there 1s such a carcer thing to
take into account that it makes you insane to
do something like that. You lose your record
momenuim, vou know what I mean?™

So nstead, Folds pushed forward with
Messner. Instead of taking any dowaume to
recharge atter the laborious ettort ot mak-
ing the album, Ben Folds Five embarked on
a tour to support 1t. The tour contirmed the
band’s suspicions 1t was time to retire and
pursue separate ventures.

“We played our last shows and just could
n't scem to want to even get through the first
halt ot the sets.” muses Folds. *We were deti-
mitely a good band, we were getting great, and
our recordings sound really good. They just
don't sound fike there was a lot of hite in what
we were doing, and the guvs and [ knew e, Tt
Just wasn't inspiring or fun anymore, and if it
1 not tun tor us then at’s not gomg 1o work.™

Add this to the tact Folds had recently
remarried and refocated to Austraha, and 1t

not be

became obvious the band would

regrouping tor Messners follow-up. As it even
tually turned out, the move to Austrahia eased
Folds' tension, got the creative wheels spinning
and gave him the freedom to create and pro
duce an album completely of his own mernits.
“l began writing a bit more because |
had been Living in Auvstralia and had some
space. When I made demos tor the band 1
alwavs wanted to play pilano, bass and
drums, and that was 1it. When I was making
the demos tor (Rocka™ The Subuibs: 1 was
thinking that the songs mught be for the
band, and 1t was sometimes guitar and drum
machine, like 1t wasn't the same formula. 1
was just domg what [ felt like, really.™
Folds® newtound sitwation not only
expedited him from past hmitations within
a collaborative environment, but the blank
slate ¢reated atter the breakup rejuvenated
the writing process that was almaost spent
atrer Messmer. “I'd wake up in the morning
and go ‘Oh, theres a song.” and I'd see
something happen somewhere and I'd be
wspired to write about 1t. This 15 partially
continued ¢n page 65
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rock and roll part three
[Illength CD

with Enhanced Features:

photo gallery, scrapbook material,
and two music videos.

Stick it in your computer! Ya big Geek!

also checkout the video for the song "Domino Effect”
Coming Soon on KUNGFURECORDS.COM
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superchunk
here’s to shutting up

SUPERCHUNK

Here’s To Shutting Up

& &6 6 6

nce in high school, in a morning’s moment of hurry and haste

1 doused a bowl of cereal with milk conspicuously close to its

expiration date. Malaise throughout first period and a spell of
vomiting during Biology taught me a lesson worth carving in stone—not all
things age with grace. While dairy, trash, employment and label loyalty to
Matador only grow more problematic with time, a rare class of finer things
breaks the golden rule, improving and maintaining as the calendar loses
pages. The list dominated by wine, vintage cars and favorite t-shirts now
welcomes a new addition in Superchunk. Here’s To Shutting Up, the band’s
eighth record, is a testament to longevity and the ability for rock ‘n roll to
evolve while simultaneously adopting and resisting genre guides from punk
to indie to guitar to alternative and beyond. With ...Shutting Up, Mac and
company gets by with some help from friends Chris Lopez (Rock*A*Teens)
and John Weff and Heather Mclntosh from Japancakes. Marked by precision
playing, layers of guitars, intricate melodies and a cinematic grasp of
imagery, essentially Superchunk remains dedicated to the pursuit of moody
pop rock. Recorded at Attanta’s Zero Return Studios under the guidance of
Brian Paulson (Uncle Tupelo, Wilco, Slint), this album marks the band’s first
revisited producer—Paulson previously worked with the group on 1994’s
Foolish. While groundbreakers like Modest Mouse, Call And Response and
Jimmy Eat World draw on godfathers like Hiisker Du and Guided By Voices,
it's encouraging to see some of the pioneers still pushing the edge of the
envelope themselves. (Merge, P.0. Box 1235, Chapel Hill, NC 27514)

—~Chnis Lawrence

track listing

o1. Late-Century Dream

02. Rainy Streets

03. Phone Sex

04. Florida’s On Fire

05. Out On The Wing

06. The Animal Has Left Its Shell
07. Act Surprised

08. Art Class

09. What Do You Look Forward To

10. Drool Collection

For Fans Of: Pavement, Tsunami, Dinosaur Jr.

Ratings: € 6 & € & The Bomb & & & & Highly Recommended & & € It Doesn't Suck & & Better Than Silence € Don't Bother
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THE ACTUAL TIGERS
Gravelled And Green
66666
Soaring with intelligent arrangements
and compositions harkening to the heart
of Paul Simon, Gravelled And Green
scores big with a light rock founda-
tion and impeccable musical perfor-
mances. Every track offers the listener
something to enjoy, be it tasty guitar
work or simple infectious melodies,
topped with vocals complementing the
band’s sound. It is the songwriting
ultimately setting The Actual Tigers
apart from the pack with lyrics, music
and instrumentation working in tandem
to tell a tale. Based on the simplicity
of an acoustic quitar, layers of instru-
ments are added to enhance, enchant
and captivate. The production is the
final element in realizing this gem,
expertly mixing the elements and
completing what was already a fine
piece of work. (Nettwerk, 8730
Wilshire Blvd., Beverly Hills 90211)

—Andre Calithanna

ADAGIO
Sanctus Ignis
666
Another in the growing line of project
bands (where musicians from various

bands combine talents while their
main moneymaker is between albums),
Adagio is French guitarist Stephan
Forte’s baby, giving him the opportu-
nity to strut his progressive metal
guitar chops. He enlisted the services
of Elegy drummer Dirk Bruinenberg,
Majestic keyboardist Richard Anders-
son and Pink Cream 69 vocalist David
Readman to record eight original tracks
plus a cover of Led Zepplin's “Im-
migrant Song.” The music is predomi-
nately mid-tempo and fairly technical.
“In Nomine” begins with orchestral
instruments—including harpsichord—
before transforming into a fleet-fin-
gered exercise where guitar and keys
trade insane speeds. (Limb, Postfach
602520, Hamburg, Germany 22235)

—Mark Gromen

ALFIE
“if you happy with
you need do nothing”
G666
Alfie has provided concrete evidence
proving indie rock can be well-crafted
while remaining true to the artists.
The songs on this album are uplifting
and orchestral with a unique blend of
standard guitar, bass and drums. The
band also includes a full-time cellist,

live horns and violin. A ton of emotion
has been poured into this recording
without losing it to overblown drama.
Each of the five members of Alfie con-
tribute to create an arresting sound
borrowing without stealing from other
musicians. (XL, 580 Broadway, Suite
1004, New York 10012)

—Teil Linn Wise

AMERICAN STEEL
Jagged Thoughts
6666
Although they share crunchy guitars
and So-Cal melodicism (as well as a
producer) with Lookout! favorites MTX
and Green Day, there isn't much casual
snottiness on Jagged Thoughts. These
are tunes about “the ghosts of ex-
lovers” and “constellations of corpses,”
and they crash hard like dropped crowd
surfers before getting right back up in
your face. While this approach may de-
serve some criticism for its dependency
of formula, the dynamic between gen-
tle, barely audible verses exploding into
bombastic, soaring choruses will never
loose its punch. It might get old, but
American Steel proves it has this
down to a science. (Lookout!, 3264

Adeline St., Berkeley, CA 94703)
—Luke O'Neil

THE APPLES IN STEREO
Let’s Go!
&6

Apples in Stereo is a modern band
making music for a different time.
Usually the schism works, but not on
this spotty five-song EP. Taken from
last year's soundtrack to The Power-
puff Girls, “Signal in the Sky (Let's
Go!)" is propelled by infectious synths
and zealous backing vocals. While it is
the ideal anthem for Bubbles, Blossom
and Buttercup to apprehend animated
criminals, those without an eight
o'clock bedtime might not feel the
super power. More palatable is “If You
Want to Wear a Hat,” a two-minute
bubblegum romp about the woes of
learning to dress properly. A live cover
of the Beach Boys’ “Heroes & Villains”
and acoustic takes on “Stream Run-
ning Over” and “Signal” round out the
EP in a ho-hum fashion. Simply put,
this is collectors-only fare. (SpinART,
P.0. Box 1798, New York 10156)

—Neal Romirez

ASHLEY PARK
The American Scene
&6 &
Terry Miles has a lot on his plate. As
the one-man ensemble known as
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Ashley Park, he should sound a bit
ruffled and haggard, but his melodic,
tranquil voice is a terrific contrast.
Sounding much like Neil Young circa
Harvest (Miles even covers “Tell Me
Why"), the simple, acoustic guitar-laden
arrangements provide a picturesque
backdrop to these wandering tales.
Harmonies with Kelly Haugh—notably
on “Return To Me”—break up the
monotony of Miles’ sweeter-than-thou
utterances. Of the 15 tracks, there are
no remarkable standouts. Leading the
pack, however, are “The Last Day In
The Life Of Grand,” “Clear The
Corners” and the closing “I Know I
Love You.” Many of the songs appear
as incomplete snippets, fading out
just as quickly as they faded in. Still,
Ashley Park is definitely onto some-
thing. (Darling, P.0. Box 93559,
Nelson Park, Vancouver, BC, Canada
V6E 4L7)

—Jason MacNeil

AUTOLINER
Be
6 &
The trio known as Autoliner has some
musical abilities, but the various
styles throughout combined with each
member sharing vocal duties makes

the title of the second track (“Mis-
understood”) sound all the more omi-
nous. John Ross, Brian Leach and Tom
Curless have cut their teeth on a sum-
mery Californian wall of sound, but
the end result is a studio experiment
gone terribly awry. “Weakened,” which
opens the album on a high, gets bog-
ged down in melancholic vocals. The
choppy tempo changes sound too
rehearsed and methodical to be given
any credence. “Green Mary” demon-
strates this perfectly, as the har-
monies and Kravitz-ian riff seem stuck
together. If there is one bright spot,
it’s the acoustic-tinged “Lighthouse”—
a Beatlesque ballad soaring high above
the other tracks. Be? Well, maybe a
generous C+. (Parasol, 905 S. Lynn
St., Urbana, IL 61801-5205)
—Jason MacNeil

AVANTASIA
The Metal Opera

&6 éé
A star-studded assemblage by Edguy
singer Tobias Sammet features many
of power metal's best vocalists. While
the word opera is a little misgiving,
the storyline and plethora of voices
make the choice appropriate. Amongst
the 13 tracks are appearances by Timo

Tolkki (Stratovarius), Rob Rock, Kai
Hansen (Gamma Ray/Iron Savior),
David DeFeis (Virgin Steele), former
Angra vocalist Andre Matos and With
Temptation’s Sharon den Adel. The
music is handled by an equally im-
pressive line-up, comprising members
from Helloween, Rhapsody and Gamma
Ray. The entire majestic ride is an
upbeat, pomp-filled celebration of
stratospheric voices, galloping rhy-
thms and beer hall sing-alongs. (Cen-
tury Media, 1453-A 14th St., #324,
Santa Monica 90404)

—Mark Gromen

BABLICON
A Flat Inside A Fog/
The Cat That Was A Dog
666
Squeezing out a sound combining
classical, jazz and rock, Bablicon
cranks out an ambitious double album
on A Flat Inside A Fog/The Cat That
Was A Dog, its third release on Misra
Records. The names of the players and
instruments reads like science fiction,
as Bablicon features Blue Hawaii on
electric bass, melodica, keys and tape
effects, The Diminisher on electric
piano, clarinet, saxophones, oboe, ther-
amin and ghetto duck, and Marta

Tennae on drums, fuzz organ, piano
and electronics. The experimental in-
strumental compositions involve a
myriad of overdubs and hidden sonic
treasures. This album requires some
effort from its listener. Bablicon's
piano-oriented compositions are smart
and trés modern—a perfect sound-
track for those chic late night martini
and mushroom parties. (Misra, P.0.
Box 20297, Tompkins Square Station,
New York 10009)

—Andre Calilhanna

DANNY BARNES &
THREE OLD CODGERS
Things I Done Wrong

6666
Texas native Danny Barnes has been
playing banjo and guitar at clubs for
almost three decades. With the Ter-
minus Records release of Things I Done
Wrong, he continues to deliver a
diverse selection of tunes running the
musical gamut from country and blue-
grass to jazz. As the former frontman
for the legendary Austin bluegrass
band The Bad Livers, he grew up on
the traditional sounds of Flatt &
Scruggs, Bill Monroe, Ernest Tubb and
Jimmie Rodgers. Barnes has teamed
up with bassist Keith Lowe (Zony
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track listing

For Fans Of:

Mash, Bill Frisell, Fiona Apple) and
violinist Jon Parry (Goose Creek
Symphony) to form Danny Barnes &
Three Old Codgers. Things I Done
Wrong departs from Barnes’ most
recent work with The Bad Livers. He
steers away from the punk, but isn‘t
afraid to express himself musically.
Songs like “Hey Baby I'm Falling,”
“Good As I've Been To You” “and
“Everything Fades” show Barnes is
focused on the songwriting process.
Things I Done Wrong boasts 10 origi-
nal tracks and two covers, including
Barnes’ version of the classic “Better
Times A-Coming”—immortalized first
by bluegrass legend Jimmy Martin—
and T. Rex's “Broken Hearted Blues.”
(Terminus, 981 Ashby St., Suite
102, Atlanta 30318)

—Ginny McCabe

THE BIONAUT
Lubricate Your Living Room
& 66
Influential techno artist Jorg Burger—
best known under the alias The
Modernist—compiles his mid-'90s
Euro-only material for the benefit of
spaced-out electronic pop lovers
everywhere. The Bionaut's humming,
minimalist soundscapes percolate like
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the coffee pot atop your office desk.
But Lubricate... is more than just
music to accompany mundane daily
rituals. The record builds and breathes
through the course of its 18 tracks.
Burger’s lost treasures make for a fas-
cinating listen, with a holistic tact
reaching beyond the traditional boun-
daries of electronica. Whether you're
swinging or sitting, Living Room is
downright juicy. (Matador, 625
Broadway, New York 10012)

—John D. Luerssen

CADILLAC BLINDSIDE
The Allegory of
Death and Fame
666

Lead singer Zachary Zrust's voice is
buried in the mix. This unfortunate
circumstance plagues the otherwise
solid album. The Allegory of Death and
Fame is an aggressive modern-rock
set rife with boundless energy and
catchy arrangements. Such songs as
“Premeditated Redrum” and “Where
Will I Sleep Tonight” race on in the

style of Sponge, the band who gave us
the hit “Molly,” and other earnest
modern rockers. A seasoned producer
would do Cadillac Blindside a world of
good. The band has great potential,
despite a few shortcomings in the
production department on The Allegory.
A band as kinetic and moving as
Cadillac Blindside can't really be
grounded by these kinds of set-
backs—unfortunately, an album can.
(Fueled By Ramen, P.0. Box 12563,
Gainesville, FL 32604)

—Liana Jonas

CORPORATE AVENGER
Freedom Is A State Of Mind
666
In recent years, the world has seen
artists blending elements of rap, metal
and electronica. Although the concept
might not be totally new, Corporate
Avenger has taken a fresh approach to
this modern musical hybrid. Ominous
drones, muted guitars and subtle lay-
ers of synthesizer effects all add to
the swell. The most striking feature

on this new album is the lyrics. Songs
like “The Bible is Bullshit” and “Chris-
tians Murdered Indians” portray a
world where religion has contributed
to injustice, prejudice and violence
towards other races. Other controver-
sial topics can be found in “Taxes Are
Stealing,” “Voting Doesn’t Work” and
“FBI Files.” For those who appreciate
heavy music with equally heavy mes-
sages—released by marketing-savvy
corporate record labels—this CD is a
must-have. (Koch, 740 Broadway,
New York 10006)

—~Domenic Dispaldo

SEAN CROGHAN

From Burnt Orange

To Midnight Blue

666

Sean Croghan’s solo turn is evenly
matched with a 12-pack of Yuengling
Lager and a pack of stale American
Spinits. Like the affordable poison
selected, the songs on his nine-track
From Burnt Orange have their share of
intoxicating highs and uneven lows,
sometimes in the very same song.
Croghan’s album gets off to a strong
start on the pensive, adeptly per-
formed “Gweneveire,” but the tune
soon knocks itself off-balance by

name-checking mope-rock has-been
Morrissey and adding some dreadfully
tuneless harmony vocals. Still, Croghan
is mostly on the money lyrically, re-
calling a young Mark Eitzel on lines
like “If you want to hang out with
that bastard, I'll give you enough
rope.” With his heart—rather appro-
priately—in the wrong place, Croghan
reveals both a promising future and a
knack for clever titles like the somber
ballad “Friday’s Face In Sunday's Suit,”
and the punchy, Stones-inspired “Cupid's
Credit Card.” (In Music We Trust,
15213 SE Bevington Ave., Portland,
OR 97267-3355)

—John D. Luerssen

TOM DAILY
The Burlington Northern
6666
Formerly of the band Not Rebecca and
Smoking Popes, Tom Daily offers up
his second solo release, the indie pop-
rock The Burlington Northern. Not even
Daily’s Michael-Stipe style can save
the album’s opener, “The Kids Are Not
Alright,” from sounding painfully lo fi.
The song boasts obnoxious guitar feed-
back (found on most of the disc).
Luckily, the album does get exponen-
tially better. The contemptuous “World
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of Yawns” quickly offers redemption.
This energetic and earnest song suc-
cessfully inspires listeners, while the
winning “Reese Witherspoon” continues
on Daily’s R.E.M. vibe with charming
results. The laid-back “Your Walkman”
offers comic relief. On it, in an entirely
deadpan vocal performance, Daily wryly,
and in great detail, depicts breaking
an ex’s defenseless Walkman. If you
can withstand low production quality,
there’s good stuff here. Daily is a col-
orful musician with much to offer.
(Thick, 409 N. Wolcott Ave.,
Chicago 60622)

—lLiana Jonas

DEAD MOON

Trash & Burn

66666
There is no denying Dead Moon has an
incredible sound. If Neil Young had
cranked himself up high and loud
enough to become a full-blown punk
rocker, he would have made some-
thing like 7rash & Burn. Patti Smith,
Television—the whole ‘70s art scene,
in fact—is heard here without a shred
of pretentiousness. It's natural, dis-
torted, honest music from the heart
and the gut. Long-haired folks make
punk rock, and the result is absolute

genius. Go figure. (Empty, P.0. Box
12034, Seattle 98102)
—~Mark Ginsburg

ELEMENT 101
Stereo Girl
666

Recalling superb—but unfortunately
long forgotten—female-fronted bands
like The Darling Buds and The Prim-
itives, New Jersey’s Element 101 gives
the formula a boost on its vibrant sec-
ond album, Stereo Girl. Incorporating
beefy riffage, punchy drumming and a
lucid sense of melody, frontwoman
Crissie Verhagen and her bandmates
serve up a bold and appealing record.
Blasting Room house producers
Stephen Egerton and Bill Stevenson
(also of Descendents/All fame) give
Element 101 the kind of rich sound
drawing listeners in time and again,
even when Verhagen's lyrics lean
toward the melodramatic (“Intro-
spective”). The hard charging opener,
“To Whom It May Concern,” and the
optimistic “A Wish For You” might be
the obvious standouts, but the bulk of
these songs are keepers nonetheless.
(Tooth & Nail, P.0. Box 12698,
Seattle 98111)

—John D. Luerssen

THE ENEMIES/PITCH BLACK
Split
6666

An interesting marriage of bands. The
Enemies kick out solid hardcore punk
with the usual social and political
themes, while Pitch Black is pure hor-
ror show. True, the tunes address
many of the same subjects with a rip-
ping punk-rock sound, but the lyrics
of Pitch Black’s efforts are tweaked to
express these concepts with a degree
of darkness appropriate to the band's
image. The level of serious intent in
these songs far exceeds the usual
Misfits emulators, setting them in a
class alongside hardcore sickos Ink
and Dagger. Good stuff from both
bands, and a bargain at half the price.
(Lookout!)

—Mark Ginsburg

EX-GIRL
Back to the Mono Kero!
666
Ex-Girl could imaginably pen the
soundtrack to the most disturbing
anime nightmare the world has ever
known. Darting from noise-pop deca-
dence to blissful girl-group harmonies
without warning, Back to the Mono
Kero! shakes its listeners up pretty

well before launching into over-the-
top, “Bohemian Rhapsody”-style oper-
atic moments. The band ties together
these wild extremes with a Nintendo-
punk guitar clinking frantically in and
out of the hidden corners of every song.
If the Keropi and Sanrio characters
formed a Melvins tribute band, Ex-Girl
might very well be the result, throw-
ing absolutely everything a listener's
way without warning, and making it
all sound as if it couldn’t have hap-
pened any other way. (Ipecac, P.O.
Box 1197, Alameda, CA 94501)
—Luke O0'Neil

FANTASTIC PLASTIC MACHINE
Beautiful
666
It won't be a revelation to say
Fantastic Plastic Machine has an
uncanny ability to make the old seem
new—but then again, there’s nothing
particularly unexpected about this
album. If you aren’t familiar with FPM
yet, think Stereolab coos and Pizzicato
Five's kitchen-sink-and-all beats.
Beautiful is demonstrative of the East-
meets-West eclecticism passing for
progressive dance in some circles
these days. This isn’t to say you won't
find it a fun listen. Japanese DJ
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Tomoyuki Tanaka has upped the
groove dial to 11, and the blend of
sweaty, wah-wah guitar and dizzy
Bacharach horns will feel sexy on
either Saturday night or Sunday morn-
ing. (Emperor Norton, 102 Robinson
St., Los Angeles 90026)

—Luke O'Neil

FANTOMAS
The Director’s Cut
6666

The Director’s Cut features 16 retooled
versions of film’s most frightening and
atmospheric scores. The supergroup
Fantomas consists of mastermind Mike
Patton (Faith No More, Mr. Bungle),
bassist Trevor Dunn (Mr. Bungle),
drummer Dave Lombardo (Grip Inc.,
ex-Slayer) and guitarist Buzz Os-
bourne (Melvins). The result is some
of the most chilling and terrifying
songs a band has ever delivered—
aside from the Partridge Family's cover
of “Seasons in the Sun.” Fantomas
knows exactly how to set the mood
with dynamics, carefully placing heavy,
distorted guitars at all the right
moments. As if Bernard Herman’s “Cape
Fear,” Henry Mancini’s “Experiment in
Terror” and Robert McNaughton’s
“Henry: Portrait of a Serial Killer”
weren't scary enough scores already,
the twisted genius of Fantomas raises
the bar. (Ipecac)

—Steve Mowatt

THE FARTZ
What’s in a Name...?
66666

It's 1980 all over again with this
release from Seattle hardcore legends
The Fartz. The new stuff sounds very
much like old stuff, addressing most
of the same topics dominating the
Reagan years. There’s also a Vietnam
song. Listening to this disc, the first
thought brought to mind is how little
things have changed. Domestic and
national affairs are pretty much the
same, people are still being beaten
down for expressing their beliefs, and
a band like the Fartz is still relevant
today. It's a darn good thing they
reformed! (Alternative Tentacles,
P.0. Box 419092, San Francisco
94141-9092)

—Mark Ginsburg

FOETUS
Flow

6666
Wild-eyed industrial pioneer J.G.
Thirlwell revs up his circus sideshow
once more for this new assault on the
senses. His first album under the
Foetus moniker in five years, Flow
alternates between churning metallic
stomps and swinging, maniacal lounge

numbers peppered with incongruous
instrumentation, from harmonicas to
violins. Thirlwell's acidic, pun-ridden
verse runs non-stop through the
musical schizophrenia, leading the
parade straight to hell. With lines like
“Give me librium or give me meth,”
Thirlwell is as sharp and misanthropic
as ever. Look out for a companion
album, Blow, coming soon. (Ectopic
Ents, P.0. Box 1085, Canal Street
Station, New York 10013-0862)
—Curran Reynolds

REBECCA GATES
Ruby Series
6666

In much the same way Mark Eitzel's
The Invisible Man ended up, former
Spinane Rebecca Gates has decided to
go for an ambient feel on this seven-
track EP. The use of marimba, glock-
enspiel, wurlitzer and vibraphone on
gems such as “Lure And Cast” and the
gorgeous “Doos” are a good blueprint
to the path Gates is steering her sonic
vessel. In a style Juliana Hatfield
could only wish for, Gates and her
supporting cast—including co-producer
and engineer John McEntire and Mikael
Jorgensen—are fairly successful through-
out. The only stumbling block comes
with “Move,” which seems to shy away
from something more promising. “In A
Star Orbit” also sounds a bit forced—
like a Stereolab demo. Regardless, it's
a fresh and promising direction. (Bad-
man, 1388 Haight St., #211, San
Francisco 94117)

—Jason MacNeil

THE GRANNIES
The Grannies
X

It seems as if everyone has a gimmick
these days. Whether it's facepaint,
different colored contacts or an elab-
orate stage set, theatrics and gim-
mickry has become an obsession in
music today. Unfortunately, The
Grannies are no exception. The
band—clad in cowboy hats, geriatric
robes and grandma masks—looks a lot
like a punk rock version of Grumpy Old
Men on acid. Although the costumes
are admittedly a bit corny, The
Grannies most definitely rock—incor-
porating blues, punk and straight-up
rock into a Southern-fried stew of
crunchy riffs and mindless lyrics. The
band, no doubt, puts on one hell of a
live show. All The Grannies need are
two scantily clad females who play
guitar and blow fire into the audi-
ence....oh, wait, someone already has
that angle covered. (Dead Teenager,
P.0. Box 470153, San Francisco
94147-0153)

—Dan Pastonius

HADES
DamNation
666

From the aggressive, no-holds-barred
metal attack of DamNation’s first
track, “Bloast,” Hades makes clear its
intention to conquer. The title track
and “Biocaust” demonstrate Hades
speed-metal side, while “Force Quit”
and “California Song” reveal stoner-
metal influences. Whatever the direc-
tion, the band always flows with the
feel of the song. Overall, DamNation
showcases the many songwriting styles
of a very talented metal band. While
it's doubtful Hades would appeal to
many outside the metal set, a band so
skilled at its craft is a pleasure to
hear. (Metal Blade, 2828 Cochran St.,
Suite 302, Simi Valley, CA 93065)

—Domenic Dispaldo

JACK & THE BEANSTALK
Cowboys in Sweden
666
Reading the lyrics doesn’t always pro-
vide a good indicator of how a band is
going to sound. When an entire song
reads “Baby, baby, baby, bah-bah, b-
b-baby/Hey baby, hey girl, hey baby-
girl,” however, it's probably safe to
make some assumptions about what's

fueling this particular rock machine.
Songs like “Heard It All Before” and
“Who Will Save Rock ‘n Roll” betray
Jack & the Beanstalk’s self-conscious-
ness about its simplicity. Still, hearing
it all before, doesn't mean we've nec-
essarily tired of hearing it. (Parasol)

—Luke O'Neil

KIDSNACK
First Steps
66

Kidsnack sounds just like the band
you saw at that college deck party,
pumping out guitar-driven pop with
baseball caps turned backwards and
eyes fixed on their shoes. Everything
about the band sounds amateur and
thin—from the crepe-paper guitar
tone to the sterilized vocals and har-
monies. The production doesn't do
anything to help—burying the guitars,
accenting uninspired vocals and the
piercing snare drum. First Steps plods
along, with forgettable choruses and
boring verses. As the disc continues,
it becomes difficult to discern
between tracks as tempo, attitude
and tone remain static through.
(Double Zero, P.0. Box 7122,
Algonquin, IL 60102)

—Andre Calithanna
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CANNIBAL OX
The Cold Vein
6666

Dark and surrounding, Cannibal Ox's
latest release on the Def Jux label is
more enveloping than a 3-D movie—
and without the clumsy glasses.
Producer EL-P (formerly of Company
Flow fame) has quickly proved him-
self as one of the {and’s most cre-
ative and dexterous soundsmiths,
creating deep, multidimensional tracks
worthy of praise once reserved
exclusively for The Automator and
The Rza. Tracks such as “Real Earth,”
“Painkillers” and “Iron Galaxy”
steam like an ice cube on a stove-
top, with MCs Vordul Megilah and
Vast Aire spitting, hissing, drawing
and cooing their way through some
of the most visceral and clever lyrics
the mic has yet endured. Instead of
Qduttered tirade of profanity and

scatterbrained rage, Cannibal Ox
releases a slow burn—devouring,
cleansing and creating a fresh
space. Megilah and Aire trade off
their verbal volleys, sometimes drop-
ping into a cool, collected spoken-
word documenting their vision of
hometown Harlem in cinematic,
nearly tangible clarity (“I found
compassion/in aerosol cans/and
hands clappin™). The Cold Vein is
not only one of the stronger hip hop
albums of the year, it is unquestion-
ably the sound of quality things to
come. (Def Jux, 199 Lafayette,
#38B, New York 10012)

—Chnis Lawrence

For Fans Of: Company Flow,
Dalek, Mr. Lif

CATINITEAL TR

track listing

01.
02.
03.
04.
05.
06.
07.
08.
09.
10.
1.
12.
13.
14.

Iron Galaxy

Ox Out Of The Cage
Atom

A B-Boys Alpha
Raspberry Fields

Straight Off The D.I.C.

Vein

The F-Word
Stress Rap

Battle For Asgard
Real Earth
Ridiculoid
Painkillers
Pigeon

4

THE LADDERBACK
Introductions to Departure
6 6é
From a whisper to a scream, Raleigh’s
The Ladderback beat the hell out of 11
songs in 29 minutes. Tender moments
like the violin-based “Victoria” juxta-
pose the mountainous clamor of
“Bordering the Metric.” The band is at
its best when coalescing the two
extremes, as on the off-kilter Fugazi-
esque “T.T.T.” In an effort to distin-
guish itself from those bloated by
complex, meandering tunes, a number
of songs end before the two-minute
mark, denying the listener time to
process the trio’s intricacies. Incor-
porating jazz and math-rock elements,
The Ladderback set itself apart from less
adventurous emo bands. (Bifocal Media,
P.0. Box 50106, Raleigh, NC 27650)

—Neal Ramirez

LIAR
Liar’s Hell

666
The Bolt Thrower hessians have cut
their hair, moved to Belgium and
given up meat. It’s all here—the slow,
plodding riffs churning relentlessly,
the triumphant melodic leads conjur-
ing images of battlefield glory, the
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raspy whisper screams and solemn,
spoken-word mumblings. Forget Liar’s
Hell, this is The Fifth Crusade' Yet
while its sound is derivative indeed,
Belgian straightedge vegan crew Liar
is unique within the context of its
scene—where its metalcore contem-
poraries rely on technical wizardry,
clean vocals or Scandinavian melodies
to keep their hardcore current, Liar
opts for lagging tempos, repetitious
riffage, and adamant 4/4 time signa-
tures. With Bolt Thrower as muse, Liar
eschews today's trends and provides a
refreshing, truly metallic alternative
for dispossessed Earth Crisis fans.
(Alveran, P.0 Box 10 01 52, D-
44701 Bochum, Germany)

—Curran Reynolds

LOST HORIZON
Awakening the World
66666
“No Fate/Only the Power of Will.”
Such is the battle cry of metal war-
riors Lost Horizon. Clad in black
leather, archaic jewelry and medieval
war paint, the members of Lost
Horizon stand bare-chested under an
ominous, starlit battlefield in defi-
ance of all who might challenge their
path. Surely they are not the first to
utilize such medieval imagery. Then

again, Lost Horizon takes it to a much
deeper level than the average metal
band. Going beyond mere clothing,
the members of Lost Horizon sport
monikers like “Cosmic Antagonist”
and “Ethereal Magnanimus,” to name
a few. Not to worry, Lost Horizon put
just as much thought and precision
into its well-crafted sound as it does
its image. The songwriting is equally
focused on hooks, melodies, har-
monies, high-octane tempos and finely
executed instrumentation. Awakening
the World is an excellent example of
what European-styled metal should
sound like. (Koch)

—Domenic Dispaldo

NINE LIVES
The Fugitive
6666

Look what the cat dragged in—Nine
Lives, an energetic alternative pop-
rock band gifted at creating infectious
melodies and spirited choruses. Each
of the buoyant 16 cuts on The Fugitive
inspires sing-along participation from
listeners. The disc’s title track and
“Lead Belly, Nine Lives,” a tribute to a
fly car, take a departure from frat-boy
alterna-pop to serve up pure rock ‘n
roll. Lead singer Rob Vitale has a fiery
voice to soar and croon over the

hooks—it’s hard for listeners to not
get excited about this music. In fact,
Vitale comes off as the guy at a party
who'd pull the one wallflower out
onto the dance floor. The obligatory
break-up song appears in the worthy
“No More Tears,” taking the tempo
down a few notches. If you're looking
for a reference, Nine Lives features
former members of Black Train Jack
and can sit comfortably alongside
American Hi-Fi, Weezer and Blink 182.
(Too Damn Hype, P.0. Box 15793,
Philadelphia 19103)

—Liana Jonas

NOCTURNE
Welcome To Paradise
[

Combining the post-industrial stomp
of late-era Ministry with the gothic
sensibilities of Switchblade Sym-
phony, Dallas’ Nocturne vamp up the
nii-metal scene with heavy, metallic
riffs programmed under a tortured
female voice. With its latest release,
sarcastically called Welcome To Para-
dise, Nocturne creates an ethereal,
doomed soundscape with moods rang-
ing from Trent Reznor despair to
Marilyn Manson crunch. (Triple X,
Box 862529, Los Angeles 90086)

—Dan Pastorius

NORTHSIDE KINGS
This Thing of Ours
666
You can take the hardcore outta New
York, but you can’t take New York
outta the hardcore. Three of Gotham's
finest tough guys (ex-members of
Sheer Terror, Cause For Alarm, M.0.D.
and Whiplash) have left their home
turf and relocated to the greener pas-
tures of Arizona. Lucky for us, their
bad attitudes are still intact. On 7his
Thing Of Ours, Northside Kings delivers
a pure, Italian working-class pummel-
ing, NYHC-style. The sound is pre-
dictable as are the rants (the usual
passionate espousals of vague ideals,
for the most part), but it's a joy to
hear these fish out of water holding
true to their hometown style, even
amidst the cacti. (Thorp, P.0. Box
2007, Upper Darby, PA 19082)
—~Curran Reynolds

NOVADRIVER

Void

666
Straight from the streets of the Motor
City comes Novadriver with its debut
release, Void. This is a high-octane
blast of raw power exploding with
songs like “Satellite Night,” “Shoot
continued on page 53
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under the me

by Gail Worley

After being dropped by two consec-
utive major labels in what can only
be called a spectacular run of bad
luck, New York-based pop trio Ivy
resurfaced on Nettwerk America
with its third album, Long Distance.
Comprising French chanteuse Dom-
inique Durand, guitarist Andy Chase
(her husband) and bassist Adam
Schlesinger (from Fountains of Wayne), Ivy's sophisticated,
dreamy guitar pop transcends any Paris-organ-grinder-at-the-out-
door-cafe-in-springtime comparisons, despite
5 Durand’s heavily accented English. While
l.OI'Ig Distance Long Distance is moodier and mellower than
1997°s Apartment Life, Ivy continues with its boiter plate for a per-
fect pop song—deceptively upbeat melodies disguising dark,
heavy lyrics. In this way, tunes like “Lucy Doesn’t Love You” (con-
juring The Velvet Underground jamming with Herb Alpert) and
“Worry About You,” tossing a littte drum and bass into the chorus,
manage to come off as both retro and modern. Imbuing their lyrics
with sensual images from nature (“Undertow” and “Edge of the
Ocean”), many songs deal with various stages of romantic rela-
tionships, and Durand's throaty vocals, punctuated liberally with
oohs and ahhs, add all the right touches. For those who enjoy high
art, ‘60s-style pop, Long Distance is perfect easy listening.

Four years after shoe-gazing, heart-

tugging Toad the Wet Sprocket ceased

to exist, vocalist Glen Phillips re-
leases his first solo album, Abulum,

on Brick Red Records. A gifted, some-
what Dylanesque storyteller, Phillips’
turns Abulum into a slightly tongue-
in-cheek version of Bom In The
US.A. (if you can imagine that).

“My Hometown” becomes “My Own Town,” with Phillips keenly

observing and reporting back on characters he finds living a sort

of “Trailer Park” existence. On the dark side

GLEN PHILLIPS of town, both “Men Just Leave” (a pro-birth

vivm control song if there ever was one) and

“Professional Victim” take sideways glances at the self-perpetuating

cycle of abuse (“It doesn’t get any better/when you've got such an
eye for the bad seed”). But you have to smile when a father and son
bond over milk shakes after unsuccessfully shooting the neighbor’s
dog on “Drive By.” Phillips’ fluid, expressive voice means you don't
necessarily have to catch all the lyrics to grasp his message. Maybe he
isn't setting the stage for a huge increase in popularity, but Abulum

should appeal to TWS's core audience. If you loved Toad, this is

your thing.

This month, Under The Radar has a headache, and will
now kill you softly with gentle rock action.

How does Jason Martin, singer/
songwriter/quitarist for Starflyer
59, really feel about the perpetual
cult-favorite status of his excep-
tionally talented band? Find out
on Leave Here A Stranger, from a
{abel built on Christian punk rock.
Recorded in mono (Just like Pet
Sounds!), SF59's seventh atbum
reveals Martin to be a reluctant John Lennon in Brian Wilson
clothing—not overly ambitious considering
any SF59 album is usually, by definition, the ?TARFLFY'IEBesq
best of the year. Leave Here A Stranger (the cave
title says it alt) is an inter-album referential A Stronger
collage of songs chronicling Martin's nonchatant pessimism re-
garding the validity and viability of his band. Check out the diary
rock of the first three songs—"All My Friends Who Play Guitar”
asks, “Know who we are?/We never go far;” “Can You Play
Drums?” pleads in desperation, “I need a drummer/and I need
one tonight;” and “When I Learn to Sing” makes unnecessary
excuses with “When I learn to sing/T'll change the key of every-
thing.” Self-doubts aside, Martin steadfastly refuses to “Give Up
the War.” As usual, his seductively wispy voice hits like opium, and
the pastoral, semi-psychedelic feel of layered guitars and Farfisa
organ make this astounding album compulsively listenable.

Former members of the late Los
Angeles indie rock outfit Dada—
guitarist Michael Gurley and drummer
Phil Leavitt—morph into Butter-
fly Jones with their Vanguard
Records debut, Napalm Springs.
Reinvigorating a genre long mired
in mediocrity and cliché, Butterfly
Jones knows how to fold sharp
satire and self-mockery into some pretty sweet pop/rock songs

shimmering with brilliant production, UTTE
choruses of chiming guitars, soaring har- ?ONESRFLY

monies and clever lyrical phrasing. .
There’s a good variety of rock styles on Napalm Spnngs
Napalm Springs, but the band maintains a cohesive feel and
never loses track of its identity. Some highlights include the
sweeping strings of “Suicide Bridge,” “The Systematic Dumbing
Down of Terry Constance Jones” with the manic pace and wry
humor of a mock-folk tale and the delirious ecstasy of the
album’s best cut, “Dreamtime.” Butterfly Jones sounds only
vaguely similar to early Beatles (the title cut) and Chad &
Jeremy (“When People Are Mean”) buts seem to have been heav-
ily influenced by these groups just the same. There’s not one bad
track on the disc. Good going guys.
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the Sky” and “Sleep.” Metal influences
mix with psychedelic sounds for a
greasy, ‘70s juggernaut of haunting
guitar grooves and thunderous drums.
The favorable collaboration between
Billy Reedy, Eric Miller, James B.
Anders and singer Mark Miers demon-
strates some formidable chemistry at
work. Vocally, Miers delivers melodies
amidst a thrashing of guitars. Void is
full of energy, inviting listeners to
join the band in the absolute eupho-
ria of a full-throttle live performance.
Whether the distant and sometimes
sterile effect of recording will make
for a convincing invitation remains to

track listing

For Fans Of:

be seen. (Small Stone, P.0. Box
02007, Detroit, MI 48202)
—Ginny McCabe

PATRICK O'DONNELL
Limbo
666
With song titles such as “Love Songs
Make Me Nauseous,” “I Just Wanna
Degrade You” and “Everything About
You Reminds Me of You (Except for the
Look in Your Eyes),” it is obvious
Patrick O'Donnell is a singer/song-
writer who calls it as he sees it. His
vocal stylings rely more on tongue-in-
cheek verbal assaults than melody and
harmony. For all of the dark and vio-

ZENI GEVA

L N

lent content, however, there is an air
of humor present throughout—sort of
a weird Joy Division-meets-Frank
Zappa feel. In fact, track eight,
“Isolation,” is a Joy Division cover.
(Skoda, P.0. Box 77611, Washing-
ton, D.C. 20013-7611)

—Teil Linn Wise

QUIET RIOT
Guilty Pleasures
XX

Pop-metal is as dead as spandex, but
no one told Kevin DuBrow and the rest
of Quiet Riot. Still plodding forward,
Quiet Riot's most recent album has
some of the most contrived and cheesy
tunes stacked right besides some gen-
uinely catchy party songs. The album’s
title, Guilty Pleasures, is truly appro-
priate considering how few people will
actually admit to liking it publicly.
Still, many of us closeted Crue and
Twisted Sister fans can't help but find
some rock-for-rock’s sake re-deeming
value even in this latest batch of rock-
ers. Granted, listeners won't be
singing out loud to the refrain of “Rock
the House,” (“Hey everybody rock the
house/Slammin’ til we all freak out/
Hey everybody rock the house/Rock,
Rock Rock!"), but we just might catch
ourselves playing air guitar. (Body-
guard, 138 Fulton St., New York 10038)

—Steve Mowatt

THE REIGN OF TERROR
Sacred Ground
666

The brainchild of ex-Yngwie Malm-
steen/Loudness/Obsession vocalist Mike
Viscera and guitar wizard Joe Stump is
a dozen neo-classical examples of
‘80s-inspired, Americanized metal.
The opener, “Save Me,” is one of the
stronger cuts, alongside “Undercover,”
with its Ritchie Blackmore/Rainbow
flare. There are also a pair of full-
blown instrumentals—the classical
adaptation “Paginini’s Purgatory” and
the acoustic “Dante’s Danza.” Why
Reign Of Terror sought to cover “Kill
The King,” let alone end the album
with it, is a great mystery, since try-
ing to outdo Ronnie James Dio is not
something Viscera can ever hope to
accomplish. (Limb)

—Mark Gromen

THE RESIDENTS
Icky Flix—Original
Soundtrack Recording
666

It's nearly impossible to rate a record
by The Residents. This band (the term
is used loosely) has been confusing
the masses for nearly 30 years, with
listeners settled firmly in adoration or
complete confusion. Experimental,
no-wave and avant-garde are just

continued on page 55
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ESHAM
Tongues

“He's said to be dead,” declared the promotional
campaign for Tongues. One listen to Esham’s lat-
est proves the MC is anything but. In fact, home-
boy comes across with such a raw delivery, he
could probably wake the dead. With his latest
album (he’s put out over a dozen), Esham show-
cases more of a lyrical rhythm than on his previ-
ous works. A combination of gangsta tales mixed
with spiritual madness seems to work in his
favor. Tnis drastic combination is perhaps most
evident on “Chemical Imbalance.” On “Poetry,”
the album’s high point, Esham shows he truly has
skills to be recognized, while cameos from
rhymestress Heather Hunter and Mastamind add
flavor and diversity to an otherwise dark album.
The beats are hard hitting and bass-heavy, giving
the album an eerie, haunting sound. (TVT, 23 E.
4th Street, New York 10003)

—Ahmad Lawton

I SIEL
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BEANIE SIGEL
The Reason
Regarded by many as South Philly’s best export
since Rocky Balboa, Sigel returns with with The
Reason, the follow-up to his debut, The Truth.
The first track, “Nothing Like It,” automatically
hooks listeners, pulling them into the world
through Sigel's eyes. On The Reason, Sigel deals
with career changes and how he’s come so far in

54 RrockeiLE

such a short period of time. Jams like “Moms
Praying” show a tender side of the rapper, as he
speaks of family issues and hardships. As an MC,
Sigel’s flow is unmatched as he rhymes in pat-
terns Kinkos couldn’t copy. Songs like “Gangsta
Gangsta,” “Get Down” and “I Don't Do Much”
demonstrate the diverse styles Sigel has mas-
tered in his refusal to pigeonhole himself with
one, narrow voice. A rendition of EPMD's classic
“So Whatcha Sayin” and “Think its a Game” will
reach everyone from modern gangstas to old-
school philosophers. The Reason itself is the rea-
son why Beanie Sigel will be a permanent staple
in hip hop for a long time. (Roc-a-fella/Def
Jam, 825 8th Ave., New York 10019)
—Ahmad Lawton

TICIT ContEn

THA LIKS
X.0. Experience

For a while it seemed as though party rap had
been packed up and locked in storage along with
the Beastie Boys' hydraulic stage penis. West
Coast rappers E-Swift, Tash and J-Ro—collectively
Tha Liks—are back with the noise to set the
record straight. The group now sports an abbre-
viated version of its old name, Tha Alkaholiks,
but has lost no love for booze and debauchery.
X.0. Experience proves there hasn't been a loss of
skill, either. From the frenetic grumble of the
album’s opener, “Bar Code” (featuring Xzibit), to
jilting vibes on “40 0z.,” “Goin’ Crazy” and “Anotha
Round” to the smooth flavors of tracks like “Da Da Da
Da” and “My Dear,” Tha Liks deliver a diverse and
highly physical album, just in time for the best
parties of the summer. While E-Swift produces the
bulk of the group’s new album, Tha Liks also enjoy
soundboard magic from DJ Scratch and the infamous
Neptunes. Since its 1992 Loud debut, the Make Room
single, this gang of West Coast party hounds has
enjoyed more than its share of Billboard charters
as well as a fanatical word-of-mouth reputation
and following. X.0. Experience promises to continue
this tradition, ranking Tha Liks as one of the strong-
est forces in California. Keg stands and house
parties never sounded so good. (Loud/RCA, 550
Madison Ave., New York 10022-3211)

—Mike McKee

Hip Hop Newz

By Ahmad Lawton

As hip hop evolves generating new, fresh styles,
it becomes increasingly difficult for old schocl-
ers to withstand the storm. As a result, they
often succumb to vapid commercialism or just
all off completely. One of the exceptions is
gangsta storyteller and pioneer Kool G Rap.
Already loaded with undeniable classics from
the last decade, Kool G is back in the new mil-
lennium with The Giancana Story, courtesy of
Rawkus... Back on the scene with a shortemed
name, Tha Liks (formerly Tha Atkaholiks) have
dropped X.0. Experience on Loud, featur'ng
cameos from Busta Rhymes, Xzibit and some
-egendary Neptunes production work... Jadakiss
‘rom the LOX lights the fire with Long Kiss
Goodbye on Interscope... Matador Records,
known mainly for its indie rock releases, wil
release a new album from The Arsonists...
Underground 'egend and over-achiever Cormega
finally gets his chance with a new album on
Landspeed called The Realness... Tradegy
Khadafi tries to redeem himself with Against 4il
Odds on Gee Street... Wu-Tang Killa Bees strike
with The Flood this fall... Pioneers Q-Tip (A Tribe
Called Quest) and Grand Puba (Brand Nubiars)
both have new albums due out early this fall ..
Cannibal Ox (Def Jux) will be touring through-
cut the summer in support of its new album, Tae
Cold Vein. The record's producer Ei-P (formerly of
Company Flow) is already busy with new pro-
jects, including Aesop Rock’s Labor Days, whick
hit the streets in early September... New York's
indie label 75 Ark boasts upcoming releas2s
from No Luck Club and Mista Sinista («-
Ecutioners). The label is finishing up production
on Party Music, the new full-length from politi-
cal raptivists The Coup. A national tour through-
o4t September and October is expected to fol-
low. Giving Rawkus 3 good run for its money, 25
@rk also proriises an album from Sammy’s
Romanians (a collaborative project from El-P
and Dan The Automator), a second Deltron
record and Music To Make Love To Your Old Lacy
By (October 9), the latest offering from
Nathaniel Merriweather (The Automator) of
Handsome Boy Modeling School. [ ]
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some of the terms used to describe this
gang of enigmatic, tuxedo-clad, eye-
ball-headed conceptual artists who
have never revealed their true identities.
The band’s latest offering, Icky Flix,
might be compared to a psycho-ward
escapee’s first encounter with an
elaborate synthesizer. Crying babies,
ticking clocks and keyboards replace
the normally dominant guitar in The
Residents’ efforts to dismantle rock ‘n
roll. This CD also doubles as a DVD
(providing nearly three hours of music)
featuring some unquestionably odd
videos. (East Side Digital, 530 N. 3rd
St., Suite 230, Minneapolis 55401)
—Steve Mowatt

SHADOW GALLERY
Legacy
66

Inspired by ‘70s progressive rockers
Kansas, as well as today’s premier like-
minded act, Dream Theater, the seven
gentlemen comprising Shadow Gallery
are talented, if not long-winded and a
might boring. Most of the 70-plus
minutes wander at a pedestrian tempo,
and multiple voice choruses are any-
thing but raucous. “Cliffhanger 2,” a
13-minute cut in two parts, opens the
disc, while the 34:14 “First Light”
closes it out. In between, Shadow
Gallery keep things a little more
direct, especially the relatively lively
“Destination Unknown.” (Magna Carta,
PMB 1820, 280 E. 51st St., New
York 10022-6500)

—Mark Gromen

SHIMMER KIDS
UNDERPOP ASSOCIATION
Prairie Prayers
66
Stuck somewhere between The Beach
Boys and Star Trek, Shimmer Kids Under-
Pop Association revels in lo-fi oddness
as confounding as it is entertaining.
It's hard to imagine the sound coming
out of the speakers is the exactly what
the Shimmer Kids intended. There’s a
definite creativity at work, crafting
complex vocal harmonies and arrang-
ing horns and pianos and theramins to
create a bizarre undercurrent of music.
But Prainie Prayers is so deliberate in
its weirdness, it prevents the Shimmer
Kids from establishing the hip facade
required to elevate something this
experimental into something worth

recommending. (Parasot)
—Andre Calithanna

THE SKY CORVAIR
Unsafe At Any Speed
&6
These songs were recorded in 1994
and 1995 and were originally released

on a different label. Unsafe At Any
Speed reintroduces the material to the
public through the Divot Records
label. For those not in the know, The
Sky Corvair features members of Joan
Of Arc, Cap’n Jazz and Braid, although
even the most stalwart of the afore-
mentioned’s fans would do well to
take Unsafe with a grain of salt—or a
spoonful of sugar. The Sky Corvair
remains faithful to the loud-to-quiet
formula, rooted strongly in the tradi-
tions of Midwestern indie rock. All
four members contribute to vocals—
usually in the form of jolted scream-
ing. Unsafe At Any Speed is principal-
ly interesting for its perspective on
the members’ previous and future
endeavors. (Divot, P.0. Box 14061,
Chicago 60614-0061)

—Thomas Shebest

SNAPDRAGON
Family Jewels
&66

Snapdragon has all the pieces in place,
including a raspy yet syrupy female
lead vocal and a guitar pop/rock sen-
sibility crafted specifically for radio
airplay. Each song on Family Jewels
was written as a single, with multi-
layered harmonies on the choruses,
repetitive catch phrases and three-
minute expirations. The production is
fairly expansive but much too stilted
and sterile, raising doubts regarding
Snapdragon’s live capabilities, partic-
ularly as all the voices on the album
belong to one singer. In the end, the
songs are too formulaic and the pay-
off a little too predictable to be
exceptional. Snapdragon lacks grit
and tries so hard to keep its sound
clean it slips right by without raising
eyebrows. (Straight Line, 5 E. 19th
St., 2nd Floor, New York 10003)

—Andre Calilhanna

SUMMER HYMNS
A Celebratory Arm Gesture
§666
Let's get one thing straight—
Georgia’s Summer Hymns is not the
typical indie rock band. Sure, it shares
a kinship with fellow Athenians ELf
Power and Of Montreal, but Summer
Hymns is on the far side of eclectic.
Singer Zachary Gresham barters in
psych-folk, giving impressive nods to
Neil Young (“I Could Give The World
Away”), and even if the Hymn's lean a
little too hard on Apples In Stereo’s
organ pedal at times (“One More
Teardrop,” “Fuzzy Side Of Life”), the
eccentric bunch deserves praise for
exuding such a wide musical aptitude.
There are few retro-flavored outfits
capable of shifting from sugary-pop
one minute (“Something’s Going On”)

to a lap-steel-steered instrumental

the next (“Turn Here”). Arm Gesture?

Sure. High fives all around. (Misra)
—John D. Luerssen

SWELL
Everybody Wants to Know
6666

Swell proves its roots are grounded in
original, guitar-driven rock on its
sixth release, Everybody Wants to
Know. The vocals are casual, yet emo-
tive, and the messages are thoughtful
and introspective. The music runs a
predictable but effective route with
the riffs and grooves each vying for
center stage. Thin Lizzy this is not,
but Swell doles out some winners all
the same. Together, the duo of David
Freel (guitars, keyboards, vocals) and
Rey Washam (drums) create an originat
collection of quality music. Penned by
Freel, “This Story,” “A Velvet Sun” and
“Call Me” are among the atbum’s notable
cuts. (Beggar's Banquet, 580 Broad-
way, #1004, New York 10012)

—Ginny McCabe

THRALL
Hung Like God
66666
0K, this disc has one hell of a fan-
tastic title. The noise inside is even

better. Sick, desperate, hand-wringing
vocals are backed with a wall of
guitar snarl, tribal drums and deep,
throaty bass. From the rock ‘n roll bas-
tard attitude of “Hollowed We Follow,”
to the edge-of-madness slither of
“Remove and Replace,” Thrall goes
out to nail the listener to the cross
with a great big hammer—and suc-
ceeds. (Reptilian, 403 S. Broadway,
Baltimore 21231)

—Mark Ginsburg

THE THUMBS
Last Match
66666
The Thumbs follow up last year's bril-
liant All Lesser Devils with yet another
great collection of smart, fast and
loud songs. Launching furiously into
“Bruno Batta,” the band careens
without pause through a dozen well-
penned, scathing tracks. With several
cuts about recent punk music, the
lyrics possess a strange poetic quality
not detracting from their pure, acidic
fury in the least. Last Match will ring
in the head long after the last echo of
distortion has faded away. (Adeline,
5337 College Ave., #318, Oakland,
CA 94618)
—~Mark Ginsburg
continued on page 57
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ILL NINO

Like Puya and Soulfly, Ill Nino takes musical influ-
erces from its ethnic background and mixes these
sounds with metal. Though the band is from New
Jersey, the members are all South American or
Latin born. Il Nino plays modern, chunky metal
giving way to smooth Spanish guitars and driving
conga drum rhythms. The lyrics alternate between
Spanish and English. “The idea is to be as heavy as
possible and as melodic as possible—with a Latin
twist,” says drummer Dave Chavarri. Chavarri pre-
viously toured with Max Cavalera’s Soulfly as an
interim drummer, an experience giving him the
focus and inspiration he needed to establish Il
Nino. With the mission of churning out devastat-
ing metal while staying true to its roots, Ill Nino
recorded its debut album, Revolution Revolucion,
for Roadrunner Records. Ill Nino definitely brings
aggression to the table, but the percussion parts
and flamenco guitars break up the typical metal
formuta. The band has toured with the likes of
Kittie, Soulfly and Snapcase. With this debut
atbum now on the streets, expect Ill Nino to make
a huge splash in the hard rock scene.

VISION OF DISORDER

After the release of
its last album, 1998's
Impnint, Vision Of
Disorder seemed to
fall off the face of the
earth. Rumors sur-
faced the Long Island
metalcore outfit had
called it quits, but
actually it was just flying below the radar. Vision
Of Disorder has experienced some turbulent times

56 RoCKkPIE

in the past few years, between parting with its
record label and management. Now after writing
and experimenting with new sounds, VOD has
returned with its third full-length album, From
Bliss to Devastation, on TVT records. It's a little
slower and different from what VOD fans are used
to, but the band’s songwriting abilities have grown
tremendously. VOD employs melody and rage in its
songs, still exuding the heaviness it is known for
without conforming to the standards of metal or
hardcore. The music is just heavy, angst-filled rock
in the vein of the Deftones. “As far as I can tell, I
think that our record doesn’t really sound like any-
thing else,” says singer Tim Williams. “It’s got its
influences—what record doesn't—but all in all, I
don‘t think it sounds like anything else out there,
which I'm pretty psyched about.” VOD is currently
touring with labelmates Nothingface a<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>