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TAKING BAGK

UNDAY

THE NEW ALBUM .
“Tell All Your Friends”

IN STORES MARCH 26, 2002

® o

346 N Justine Suite 504
152 CHICAGO, (L 60607

victoryrecords.com
takingbacksunday.com I —
TAKING BACK SUNDAY THURSDAY

Tell All Your Friends wi7e Full Collapse was
In Stores March 26! In Stores Now!

STUDENT RICK
Soundtrack For A Generation w158
In Stores Now/!

SNOWDOGS

Animal Farm wiza
In Stores March 12/




LAND 'OF THE FREE

PENNYWISE THE HIVES PULLEY |

Land Of The Free? Veni Yidi Vicious Together Again For The First A Flight And A Crash
Essential hardcore with melody and a UK sensations, punk rock salvation, Time X Highly emotive intense & driven, A
message. sexy, loud & greasy. 4th release from so-cals skate punk kings,  deeply musical hardcore excursion.

catchy fast & heavy, perfect to shred to.

TIGER ARMY

P
B &Maummmz

.

DROPKICK MURPHYS

A NEW MORNING

THE (INTERNATIONAL) NOISE CONSPIRACY

T(I)NC

Am Thye Bastards 7 7
LARS FREDERIKSEN & THE BASTARDS TIGER ARMY

A New Morning Sing Loud, Sing Proud i Il: Power Of Moonlight
Shake your ass to the sound of the Rousing celtic influenced A new Rancid side project produced by Tim Aggresive American psychobilly an
revolution, sheer punk rock energy! working class street punk. Armstrong, Boots & roots, raw & radical. expiosion of nocturnal power.

HOW X SP h‘f'f
AR A

WVACATIO
THE BOUNCING SQULS ~ DEVIATES
How 1 Spent My Summer Time Is The Distance
~Vacation A supersonic, hook-laden, so-cal sojourn
An inspiring tour de force brought to into new school melodic hardcore.
you by punk rock’s true believers

bad religion - the process of belief - out janvary 22nd 2002
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They Like-A Da
Promo Photos
Just wanted to drop a line to give cred-
it where it’s due. The Afterthought of
the January issue was worth carrying
around just to show to friends. Bands
always look so ridiculous in promo pho-
tos and the amount of genre-specific
showboating that goes on could kill a
horse! If I had to pick my favorite, I'd
vote for Jimmy Eat World walking-
because-they-couldn’t-afford-a-tour-
van photo. Keep up the good work.
Arthur Sellers
Isla Vista, (A

Indie Pessimism
DIY—the letters have faded into histo-
ry, but the hope of a comfy musical
career without big-label backing still
dominates all advice to players eager
for a less rocky road to freedom. It's not
surprising that proof of this myth never
goes deeper than anecdotes, since even
a cursory knowledge of music careers
leaves DIY hobbling on rotten crutches.
In an economy merciless to any worker
without company protection how useful
can independence be when the artist is
overwhelmed by medical bills or venal
club owners? No amount of exhausting
multi-tasking can give atomized indi-
viduals the power that only comes from
a tightly organized community as wide-
spread and cunning as the industry
determined to keep each musician look-
ing out for the loneliest number.

James Hopkins

via e-mail

(Editor’s Note: Apparently bands like

Shellac, The Ex and Fugazi and labels

like Touch ‘N Go, Merge, Dischord and

Mr. Lady failed to receive this impor-
tant memo.)

Better Think of
Your Future
Hats off for the decent story on Jenny
Toomey a few months back, but I was
disappointed to see the brevity with
which you covered her involvement with
the Future of Music Coalition. For those
not in the know, the FOMC is a grass-
roots activist group (co-founded by
Toomey) out to protect artists’ rights in
this brave new world of corporate
restructuring and technological Pro-
metheus. Through her own diligence,
Toomey has sat at the discussion tables
of record executives, CEOs and congres-

sional policy makers, injecting a much-
needed dose of the indie musician’s per-
spective. While many of the Coalition’s
events come with admissions/plate fees
enough to make most indie musicians
run screaming, in true, populist spirit,
most can be viewed ontine or have their
minutes posted on the net. Most recent-
ly, the website www.on-the-i.tv hosted a
series of presentations from various
artists titled “New Models,” including
Toomey, Fugazi quitarist/Dischord
Records owner Ian MacKaye and Indigo
Girl/Daemon Records owner Amy Ray.
Any musician who takes her art serious-
ly—especially those for whom there is
an intersection between music and busi-
ness—ought to be following what
Toomey and company are up to. The
FOMC might not have all the answers,
but Toomey's been engaging policy mak-
ers in some interesting debates.
Saul Campagna
Athens, GA

You Make the Call

I just want to get this straight. You
do a big story on emo music and
interview people from Troubleman
and Jade Tree and they both claim
they're not emo labels? Fair enough.
Now run the story where Radiohead
says they're not pretentious and The

Strokes say they're music is original.
Kurt Evans
Evanston, IL

The Naked Truth
Hey, I'm totally digging March’02.
Amanda, you are such a good writer.
Stinking Liz is honored and lucky to
have your mighty pen behind us. The
picture shocked me. I had forgotten
all about it. It's great. For sure we
don't look like anybody else. Thank
you again and again.
Cheshire Agusta
Philadelphia, PA

DROP US A LINE: P.0. Box 258, Jenkintown, PA 19046

OR E-MAIL US: rockpile@rockpile.net

New Album OQOut
This Summer.
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GEGNAYe FanGLUB

With consistency as both a blessing and a curse, Scotland’s
Teenage Fanclub returns with a hearty howdy!

by Peter Bothum

BILLY Br'dag

Britain’s leftist bard reinvents the notion of Englishness.
by Steve Paul Gibbs

FLOUOING MOLLY

The new kings of Celtic punk release
Drunken Lullabies and wow the Warped Tour
—Danny Boy, the half pipes are calling.

by Chris Johns

LeGter From the edivor .. T Laurence

Gravel PG ——— by Liana Jone
music news and inferviews EEHH Na Na
RCORDS. o bl
Emﬁpf'},iﬂpgﬂfga;sa;ea ., The Moone
Under the Radar by Jonatho S ..
e yody. 90 I]?__U Vi
Hard Rock News ... by Chis S |
A Things ndie... L]
S5raiont From the Edoe. . TPlﬁ[‘lEZ

HFUEI‘UHUUUHU y Ste ibbs.......

the parting shot ...
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THE MAROONS

When John Moen isn't playing drums for indie luminaries like The
Spinanes, The Fastbacks, The Gossamer Wings and Stephen Malkmus, he
can be found fronting The Maroons. The band’s 1996 debut appeared
courtesy of Slo-Mo Records and was followed by some touring around the
Northwest. A regional following soon translated into @ more national affair
as fans and critics attempted to describe the band's unique songwriting with
a myriad of terms—the most creative being “speed Sinatra.” Now, the
respected In Music We Trust label drops You’re Gonna Ruin Everything.
Answers by John Moen (vocals/guitar)

Describe your best strategy to get out of a traffic violation or a
speeding ticket.

You've got to belt out o rousing rendition of “Will the Circle Be
Unbroken,” and pretty soon you'll have that ol’ copper crying and danc-
ing a reel. He'll be singing along—it's a real hootenanny.

What makes you squeamish?
Passats and little, tiny eyeglass frames.

If you'd gone out to audition for Limp Bizkit, what would you have done
to make a lasting impression?
Rousing rendition of “Will the Circle...”

What's your favorite ocean, and why?

The only one | have a real relationship with is the Pacific. | love her
because she is an unforgiving mistress and because of the great film star-
ring Lee Marvin and Tishiro Mifune called Hell in the Pacific. | also love
the delicious Dungeness Crab.

What's the best misinterpretation of a popular song lyric you’ve ever
made? (my high school hooky-partner swore Fugazi’s “Waiting Room”
started off with “I am a Cojun Boy, | sail away away away”)

“She’ll be comin’ ‘round the mountain with a gun...”

Forget “giving at the office” and
drop the protest-folk stereo-
types. Plenty of modern rockers
are using music to help benefit
needy organizations and do-good-
ers around the country. From
pmisoner rights, homeilessness
and anti-violence campaigns,
countless groups working on a
myriad of soclal justice Issues
are finding allles in the music
world. Here's three new releases
filled with artists who put their
music where thelr mouths are.
Product of your environment?
Change your world instead.

VARIOUS ARTISTS
With Literacy
and Justice for All

8 ROCKPILE

Liner notes to With Literacy and
Justice For All document the
alarming growth of the U.S.
prison industry (we spend more
than $5 billion on the construc-
tion of new jails every year).
Personal and informative writing
enclosed within details the bene-
fits of educating and remember-
ing those behind bars—apparent-
ly rehabilitation isnt a forgotten
ideal after all. Benefiting the
Washington, D.C.-area Books to
Prisons Project, this CD compiles
a diverse crew of punk and indie-
rock bands, from the skate-mind-
ed thrashers of Crispus Attucks to
former Smart Went Crazy frontman
and Fugazi/Dismemberment Plan
engineer Chad Clark. Fans of the
angsty emo-pop  supergroup
Thursday ought to take special
note—the band has contributed a
completely exclusive song, “Mass
As Shadows.” A thick booklet

by Mike McKee

included with the (D provides
plenty of places to learn more
bout the bands or the issues. For
tarters, try www.NoMorePrisons.-
org or www.PrisonActivist.org.
(Exotic Fever, P.0. Box 297,
College Park, MD 20741)

VARIOUS ARTISTS
Life and Debt Original
Motion Picture
Soundtrack

If the dominant face of anti-glob-
alization movement in everyone’s
mind is a ski-masked student pro-
tester dodging rubber bullets in
Seattle (or Los Angeles, D.C.,
Prague or Genoa), than perhaps
people haven’t heard the full
story. The legendary Tuff Gong
label (Bob Marley, Peter Tosh) is
out to spread the righteous word
as usual, this time with a sound-
track to the award-winning film
Life and Debt, which explores the
devastating effect of global eco-
nomic policy of the working class
people of Jamaica. Hailed by New
York magazine as the most vibrant
synergy of reggae music, politics
and passion since Jimmy Cliff's
The Harder They Come, Life and
Debt’s soundtrack boasts contri-
butions from big names like The
Melody Makers, Buju Banton,
Peter Tosh and the prophet him-
self, Bob Marley. Proceeds from
the soundtrack benefit the non-
profit group URGE (Unlimited
Resources Giving Enlightenment,
www.unlimitedresources.com).
The group, founded by Ziggy
Marley, is committed to promot-
ing social welfare and poverty
reduction for children and young
adults of lower income in the




Unitea States, Jamaica, Haiti and
Africa. If the smashed-out win-
dows of a downtown Starbucks
fail to affect, the militant poetry
of “the people’s music” is sure to
point out the International
Monetary Fund as dem Babylon I
no wan’ support. Rrrright. (Tuff
Gong, 632 Broadway Ave., New
York 10012)

THE PINE VALLEY
COSMONAUTS &
GUESTS
The Executioner’s
Last Songs

Bloodshot, Chicago’s premier alt-
country label releases this 18-
song anti-tribute to capital pun-
ishment from The Pine Valiey
Cosmonauts—an all-star affair
boasting Jon Langford and Steve
Goulding (Waco Brothers, Mekons)
and Tom Ray (Devil in a Wood-
pile). Since 1989, 13 innocent
men have been exonerated and
released from Illinois’ death row
(the national total is 99). Appar-
ently the odds just aren’t sure
enough for the Cosmonauts,
whose new record benefits Artists
Against the Death Penalty and the
Illinois Death Penalty Moratorium
Campaign (chiefly responsible for
the state’s current halt on capital
sentencing). The cameo cast in
agreement with the band is what
really makes this CD, however,
with appearances from Steve
Earle, New Pornographer/alt-
country superstar Neko Case, Kelly
Hogan, Rosie Flores and Hand-
some Family’s Brett Sparks. Even
Future of Music Coalition founder/
former Tsunami guitarist Jenny
Toomey pops up for a rendition of
Cole Porter's “Miss Otis Regrets.”

Other notable tracks include a
remake of Johnny Cash’s “25
Minutes To Go” from members of
The Aluminum Group, and Dean
Schlabowske (Waco Bros.), Sally
Timms, Tracey Dear and Kelly
Hogan’s take on The Adverts’ punk
anthem “Looking Through Gary
Gilmore's Eyes.” (Bloodshot,
3039 W. Irving Park Road,
Chicago 60618)

VARIOUS ARTISTS
Home Alive

Compilation II:
Flying Side Kick

In 1993 when Gits frontwoman
Mia Zapata was tragically raped
and murdered, concerned friends
and supporters helped found
Home Alive, a community orga-
nizing project providing afford-
able and accessible self-defense
classes to women and girls. The
curriculum of Home Alive is struc-
tured to address the issues of big-
otry, sexism, homophobia, racism
and abuse in our society. Al-
though the group is based in
Seattle, its example and coalition
work connect it with countless
like-minded organizations across
the country. Flying Side Kick
marks the second release in a
series benefiting the Seattle
organization, and compiles songs
from a variety of artists who sup-
port the group’s work. Olympia,
Wash.s The Need delivers a brood-
ing rendition of Metallica’s
“Frayed Ends of Sanity,” while The
Pinkos offer a Joe Hill cover. The
Gossip’s “I Want It (To Write)”
and Amy Ray & The Butchies’ “On
Your Honor” weigh in as some of
the compilation’s heavy hitters,
while The Makers’ “Tattoo for
Julie” is sure to keep the mod-
punks a-smilin’. Assistance from
Dead Moon, Sanford Arms, The
Black Halos, Zen Guerilla and
Songs For Emma helps round out
the collection—a diverse gather-
ing for a good cause. For more
information on Home Alive, point
your fearless browser to www.
Home-Alive.org. (Broken Rekids,
P.0. Box 460402, San Francisco
94146)

“BAND TO WATCH. "= Spix Mscazine., Marci 12002

".staunch hardcore [that| blooms into
mind-erasing emo-esque vibes." — MeT. Enc

y
‘ ADVISORY
ssha s

SELF-TTTLED DEBUT ALBUM FEXTURING
“ADRIANAT AND “SWING HARDER™
IN STORIES NOW.

On tour with Fu Nlwenv i February/March.

WWWHEADSTRONGMESIC COM

Rk TURYER

B

FEATURING “FRIENDS & FAMILY,”
“EXISTENCE” AND “SACRIFICE.”
IN STORES NOW. www.TRIKTURNER.COM

THE RCA RECORDS LABEL IS A UNIT OF BMG « TMK{S} ® REGISTERED »
MAACAIS]) AEGISTRADA(S] wwd ® GEMERAL ELECTRIC CO . USA » BMG LOGO
1S A TRADEMARK OF BMG MUSIC © 2002 BMG

www.FREECD. com
AVAILABLE AT T
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GETTIN’ DOWN (SOUTH)
TO THE NITTY GRITTY

Located in Athens, Ga., The Grit
has been famous for its innova-
tive, vegetarian take on tradition-
al southern recipes, as well as its
unexpected and culturally infused
menu since the early ‘90s. The
playfully reminiscent design of the
book echoes the attitude of the
resturaunt, incorporating some of
the many entertaining chalkboard
designs, which have greeted cus-
tomers with evening specials over
the years. The book features more
than 130 of the spot's most
requested dishes, including many
salads and dressings, soups and
sandwiches, breads and desserts,
sauces and side dishes.

The most interesting thing about
this book (besides its curry split pea
soup recipe) is the fact it features
quotes and commentary from a long
list of well-known indie rockers.
Whether you have heard of them or
not, they all urge you to stop in The
Grit should you find yourself south
of the Mason-Dixon. It seems the

Playing fetch with his cat during o surprise
snowstorm in Georgia, Bill Doss, mastermind
behind The Sunshine Fix, reveals the paradox-
ical inspiration beneath the making of Age Of
The Sun —"to create onother Dark Side Of
The Moon,” he laughs.

Doss, who first gained notoriety as half
the braintrust of psychedelic pop pundits Olivia
Tremor Control, views his solo bow under a
groovy new moniker with measured anticipa-
tion. A studio rat by nature, the spectacled olt-
hippie Svengoli composed the entire song cycle
on keyboards. The abrupt change was promul-
gated by his mom, who gift-wrapped the fami-
ly piono and shipped it from her Lovisiana
home to Doss’ analog laboratory in Athens.

“I sot down and started making up new
chords,” he recalls before lapsing into more
cryptic commentary. “The olbum is o suite,
though not conceptually.”

Haning his chops by playing along fo vin-
tage Ray Charles records, Doss cut and pasted
a series of frippy sound colloges, tempering
his current Pink Floyd infotuation with a dose
of 1970s Curtis Moyfield AM-radio funk. “It
took a long time to make. Often | couldn't tell
if it was good or bod.”

Relying on the advice of anyone who'd
lend on ear, Doss fested demos on friends,

10 ROCKPILE

diverse menu attracts an equally
diverse crowd—from Spalding Gray
to the Jayhawks—the list goes on
and on.

A favorite tour stop for Ian
MacKaye of Fugazi and countless
others, The Grit is credited as one
of the outstanding vegetarian
restaruants in the country, if not
the best. Good, perhaps eccentric,
company and an affordable menu
seem to be a few ingredients keep-
ing the likes of Michael Stipe and
Kate Pierson of The B-52's coming
back for seconds. Poetry dances
and vegan dessert-inspired im-
promptu performances are enough
to keep the locals standing in line.
Again and again, the down-home
atmosphere and generally quirky
patronage of the establishment
are referenced in the list of rea-
sons not to skip a trip to The Grit
when in Athens.

Fortunately for those who aren’t
apt to travel to Georgia any time
soon, all the qualities of this

fovers and other strangers to ensure the
melodies he heard in his head weren't plagio-
rized from songs absorbed while falling osleep
to oldies stations. George Harrison lawsuits
aside, Doss had no reason to worry.

“Will Cullen Hart, my writing partner in
OTC once come in with whot wos essentially
‘Strawberry Fields.” When | hear o melody and
put chords behind it—nobody recognizes it. Ir's
like the sun emerging from behind the douds.”

Bringing Doss’ acid-drenched opus to
fruition was the work of a stellar cadre of local
heroes, including Of Montreal bassist Derek
Almstead, drummers Ryan Lewis of The Four
Corners and Neil Cleary of Essex Green and
Hoyride guitarist Kevin Sweeney. According to
Dass, his compositions undergo severol trans-
formations before he finally presents them in
the studio. Affording his collaborators o tem-
plote allowing free reign to expand on his
original ideas, if's no wonder the results are
nothing short of mind-blowing.

Surrendering so much control to fellow cooks
in the kitchen bespeaks a certain level of clarity
and confidence. Still, Doss insists his household
isn't free of self doubt. Even his pet seems prone
fo schizophrenia, opting for o game of ferch
rather than a siretch of feline lounging.

“Perhops he was a dog in o previous life,” Doss
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charmingly unique place have been
wrapped up into a little book full of
delieious ideas sure to make even
the most hard-core carnivore sali-
vate. Take Dave Schools of Wide-
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says, “If every town had a vegetar-
ian restaurant as good as The Grit,
there would be a lot more cows,
pigs and chickens running around.”
(Hill-StreetPress.com)

—Matthew McGlynn

offers of his pet's apparent identity crisis. “Either that,
or it's ¢ dog in a cat suit that can't get out.”
Luckily, the musician himself is faring bet-
ter than his cat.
“There are times when | walk around osk-

ing myself, ‘whet om | doing?’ | don't have o
job, | don’t have ¢ career,” he admits. “Then n
great song pops w0 my head and | realize this
is what I'm supposed to be doing!”

—Tom Semioli



MIDTOWN

living well is the best revenge

New alhum features:

When Kyle Fischer speaks of his debut disc, he
refers to himself os “we.” Although collaboration
with friends and kindred artists helped fuel Fischer's
latest, the projed was dearly o solo endeavor. As o
gutarist ond songwriter with the emo-pop Irio
Ranier Marig, Fischer hordly has time fo relox
Eetween logging more than 200 shows last year,
the band found time to release the witically
accloimed A Befter Version of Me (Polyvinyl), bring-
ing Roiner Maria to o wider, new audience. In the
midst of all the hype, Fischer stepped away from
the whirhwind of group activity 1o fie up a few louse
ends, which became Open Ground, o collection of
quief acoustic songs.

“There wos no pressure at all,” Fischer
recalls of his newfound incarnation on a cold
Saturdoy morning in New York. “Some of the
tracks were wrilten as early os 1997 when we
were in Berlin working on the first Rainer
clbum. | originally thought they'd be bond
songs but they didn't quite stick.”

Initially conceived os @ side venture with
Ranier Maria cozo-nspirotor Caithlin De Marrais—
who contributes lead votals, bass and piano on @
few wis—Fischer became the headliner by acci-
dent. lronically his presence wasn't required on
“Too Soon To Know,” o De Marrais composition
questioning her wandering spirit.

“Mi of a sudden, | was moking my own retord,

{“an absolute fucking genius” according to the new
solc ortist), Fissher relied on the studio wizord's
kneck for “preserving the innate beauty and deli
cate sound of stringed acoustic instruments.”

When Fischer thought the mixes were perfed
Hawnes would tell him 1o “get lost,” while he con-
finually twiddled krobs ond tweaked the fimbre
until the guitarist returned. The inegular work
method succeeded in conveying the immediote
enargy of the sessions without socrificing intimace.
Hawever Fischer ied o put his foot cown every
pow ond then. During the recording of “The Noan
Day Song," o friend in the control room admoa-
ished him for tecorcing ke “worst song ever” ofter
besic tracking was completed. Fisther held his
ground and the trippy space-rock coflage stonds as
the elbum® ethereal touchstone.

The cover shot of Fischer was tcken by Henvy
Leutwryler, o famaus Swedsh photagrapher who
had recently zompleted the entire Christmos issue
of Newsweek

“| came in fram the rain colé and soaking
wet and hud 1o loop ¢ shoe-lace around my gui-
tar neck becouse the sirap wa too shomt”
remembers Fischet. “! keat shouting ‘no Heary
this is wiong! But he wouldn't [isten. All he
would soy to me wos ‘Feets purrrrfect! Vsee
shoot now!" Heary made me look o lot better on
iflm than | actually em in person.”

“Get It Together” & “Like A Movie”

Fischier plans fo raco:d more sofo albums in
the near furure but declines comment on o male
modeling ccreer.

even though it's somewhat collaborative,” Fischer
says. “The style of these songs is obviously different
than what peaple would expect.”

Enlisting Rawer Mario producer Mark Haines

INDEPENDENT
MUSIC

1 a1
Produced by Mark Trombino www.midtovintock.com [Cotmued STORE S
www.drivethrurecards.com www.mcarscords.com CIMSMUSIC.COM

Avaliable at:

in stores APRIL 16th ﬂ’,, % COALITION

REt RT3 f:

—Tom Semioli Q052 NCA Recmmn
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MUSTACHES EARN CASH
FOR KIDS’ CHARITY

Deciding on a winner for the hotly
contested title of 2001’s weirdest
charity fundraiser was easy this
year. The Indiana Children's Wish
Fund (www.indwish.org) reported
receiving an impressive $5,500
raised by a group of nearly 50
young men from Bloomington, Ind.,
who garnered sponsorship for the
temporary growth of mustaches.
Mustaches For Kids began on
Nov. 1, 2001, as volunteers put
aside their razors and started seek-
ing pledges. According to furry-
lipped do-gooder and recent
Indiana University grad Ryan
Noble, the fundraiser followed the
same model as a typical cancer or
March of Dimes charity marathon.
Instead of asking for money-per-
mile, however, volunteers sought
pledges for every day a ‘stache was
maintained. Pledges were based on
five incremental packages named
after various mustached celebri-
ties—25 cents sponsored a “Tom

Selleck” (the most popular pledge,
according to Noble), $1 a “Burt
Reynolds,” $2 a Wilford Brimley.
For a stout $5-per-day pledge, vol-
unteers cultivated a “Rollie
Fingers,” named after the notori-
ously moustached Major League
baseball pitcher.

Nole and co-conspirator Stuart
Hyatt say they were inspired to
launch Indiana’s Mustaches For
Kids following the success of a
friends’ Los Angeles chapter credit-
ed with raising over $3,000 in pre-
vious years.

Indeed, charitable facial hair
seems to be an infectious concept.
Within the first two weeks of the
Indiana drive, the original group of
volunteers had nearly quadrupled
in size, including growers from alt
across the state. Next year, Noble
says the Indiana crew will renew
the campaign, as will new chapters
cropping up across the country.

The popularity of the campaign

I¥'s a startlingly cold evening when | meet Matt
Pond, purveyor of stringed baraque pop, in a tiny
oriental coffee shop in Philadelphia’s Chinatown.
After o few minutes of conversation with drummer
Mike Kennedy, frontman Matt shows up, slapping
a bottle of Vicks throat spray down on the table,
announcing an illness he’s been wrestling with ol!
week. Whatever his health, this is the some Matt
Pond who somehow managed to make five record-
ings of magnificently sad-eyed pop sketched out in
ornate detail by o cadre of cellos, violins, vibro-
phones and French horn without ever infringing on
any discernible style of music. No country. No rock.
No eclectic French pop. No folksy pining or whin-
ing. tnstead, his songs hove a sert of purity to
them—a kind of internal fogic reveating itself in
melody. He says he prefers the word “pure,” but
it's Kennedy who explains how the trick was done.

“Mott uses these strange, made-up tunings
that he invents himself, and 1 think that's what
mokes the music have such o unique sound,”
Kennedy reveals. “Because they're so different,
they force you to think about the structure of the
music outside of what’s normal.”

Sipping on o cup of oolong from a ceramic
mug, Pond explains how his new ofbum, The
Green Fury (Polyvinyl), is just another step in the
band’s musical evolufion. Though at first glance
much of Matt Pond PA's music may seem a bit dour
or even melancholy, after a few spins you begin to
understand what he means when he describes—
or rather defends—his music as “Saturdoy night

digging in to
the sound of

is also due in part to the savvy
marketing of Noble, whose
Kangaroo Press churned out T-
shirts, posters and buttons for
Mustaches For Kids. A clever blend
of marketing, humor and charity, it

MATT

. POND P

A

Pl

music.” It may not be Saturday night dance party
music in the typical sense, but it does have o cer-
tain airy quality suggesting anything’s possible.

But whether the music makes you wont to
stir things up or just stir a few cocktails and lay in
bed, either way the effect is intentional.

*I did have an ides for the sound,” explains
Pond of the band's origin and pretext. “I don't like
guitor solos. In general, anyone who likes to write gui-
tar solos @ lot is not someone | can relote to. I'm such
o retorded quitar player. Then, | love French horns

]

and strings. Somehow incorporating the two seemed
it would really add backbone to what I wanted fo do.”

Though Pond is steeped in experience as o rock
musician, he says things with his previous bands
never felt quite comfortable. When his lost bond
broke up, Pond set out to find the elements needed
to create the perfect sound, birthing new confidence
on stage. The search yielded the beautifully, absurd-
ly finessed playing found on Matt Pond PA's first
album, Deer Apartments (Lancaster Records).

While only two members remain from the first

seems, has brightened the days of
numerous sick children and their
families in the Hoosier state.
Perhaps the cure for cancer is just
a mullet away?

—Mike McKee

album, the band's sound hos remarkably both
stayed the some ond evolved at the same fime. Now,
after spending so much time performing ond record-
ing with this current incarnotion, Pond says he’s
ready 1o let go of his writing responsibilities and
truly collaborate with the band bearing his name.
“The reason | feel so comfortable with the
whole thing is because everybody s just so fuck-
ing good,” offers Pond. “Now when I'm up there,
1 don't fee! stupid anymore.”
—Allan Martin Kemler
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THE STRATF

products of Fate

Sometimes things are just meant
to be. Just ask Stratford 4's Chris
Streng, who used to play In a
band with equally talented and
like-minded musicians Robert
Turner and Peter Hayes. When the
three ended thelr casual jam
band, Turner and Hayes went on
to form the highly lauded Black
Rebel Motorcycle Club, while

Streng resided In relative obscuri-
ty, bandless.

As fate would have it, Black
Rebel Motorcycle Club began shar-
ing its practice space with a band
on the hunt for a new vocalist.
When the newcomers asked the
BRMC for suggestions, Streng
seemed an obvious reference. Thus
The Stratford 4 was born.

RARE EARTH MATERIAL RE-ISSUED

Some bands create classics destined
to gestate like sleepers, buried in
the underground until some lucky
someone does the digging. While the
band Earth might not be much of a
household name, the outfit helped
establish the experimental end of
noisy, fuzzed out groove rock while
laying the groundwork for peers like
Sleep. As a project of Dylan Carlson
and former Melvin/The Thrones per-
former Joe Preston, Earth’s recorded
matter always remained a bit of a
rarity until now. The newly minted
Philadelphia label No Quarter has
recently unearthed some of the

band’s classic recordings, compiling
them on one CD, Sunn Amps and
Smashed Guitars . Sunn Amps con-
tains both ends of the spectrum in
the world of Earth. What some might
describe as an abrasive annoyance,
others will surely treasure as an
exhumed piece of genius. “Ripped on
Facist Ideas” is 30 minutes of feed-
back and droning guitars culled from
a 1995 performance in Londan. A
close listen actually reveals a unique
rendition of Skynard's “Freebird,”
slowed to a snail’s pace. The four
remaining tracks (bonus tracks for
this re-release) illustrate Earth’s
penchant for extra-heavy riffs
and big grooves, churned at
the speed of the earth’s tec-
tonic plates. These four
recordings are apparently
from Earth’s first recerding
session making for quite an
interesting listen. Grunge
completists—say what?—
will take special interest in
“Divine and Bright, sung by
Nirvana's Kurt Cobain. (No
Quarter, P.0. Box 13462,
Philadelphia 19104)
—Mike McKee

ik

D i

The line-up, consisting of
Streng handling vocal and guitar
duties, Jake Hosek (guitar),
Andrea Cateregli (drums) and
Sheetal Singh (keyboards), had to
go through the normal growing
pains of a band, figuring out who
would write, what to call the band
and how things ought to sound.
While som2 bands wind up driven

by a central megalomaniac, The
Stratford 4 maintains things as a
group effort.

“We tend to have a pretty
good balance where no one per-
son takes over too much,” says
Streng. “We all listen to different
kinds of stuff among the band
members. There are a couple of
records we all have and we all lis-
ten to—we all bring this different
element in.”

The Revolt Against Tired Nolses,
the band’s debut on New York's
Jetset label, is a mixture of shoe-
gazing pop and spacey experimen-
talism. Streng s relaxed vocals lend
tranquillity to the band’s broad,
expansive sound. Just having a
record out on a cool label doesn’t
guarantee acceptance, or poputari-
ty, however. Streng doesn't seem all
that concerned.

“With The Stratford 4, | don’t
think we wil' ever really reach a
point where we are deemed accept-
able,” he says, unfazed. “| think we
are all OK with that.”

—Jonathan Cholewa

Ed Harcourt

Here Be Monsters

“An extraordinary record that allies the sonic wonderfand of
Mercury Rev with the nightmarish imagination of Tim Burton.” - Q

In stores March 26th

wwwedharcourt.com ¢ hollywoodandvine.com 2002 £ Recards Tid

Cuncot - Thoamende #)
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MAKING IT IN THE REAL WORLD:

Rockpile’s Mike McKee Chats with the
Director of The Real World Chicago

Take seven strangers, put them in a
heuse, pay thelr bills, stick cameras in
their faces at all hours of the day and
night, replay the rare tidbits of drama
with a hip soundtrack and show It all
on the network responsible for launch-
ing Adam'Curry into rock ‘n roll history.
Such is the formula for MTV's The Real
World, the vanguard of the recently
exnausted reality TV trend—surprising-
ly people still seem like they can't get
enough. Kenny Hull, an edgy and
accomplished fashion photographer,
directed the show’s recent and contro-
versial Chicago season.

As a director, what were you look-
ing for and/or hoping for in this sea-
sor’s cast?

| was looking to break out of the old
patterns that had been building over
the past few seasons, such as the
Angry Black Man or the Will She or
Won't She Make it Back From
Rehab? While those stories were told
well in the past, | wanted Chicago to
be about fresh ideas. | wanted humor.
| wanted sexuality. | wanted honesty.
| wanted normal kids searching for
themselves without the cliches.

Yeah, we wouldn’t want clichés. So,
to what do you credit the enormous
success of the Real World serles?
And what do you feel makes your
Chicago season so damn special?

I must give most of the credit to the
cast. With our show, you can have the
greatest city and the coolest house,
but if you don't have a good cast you
are sunk. We spent four months
searching for these guys. They aren't
perfect, but that's the point. Secondly,
the crew we employed was the best
ever. If you watch for such things,
you’ll notice that the photography and
coverage of these scenes makes you
feel like there is a threeccamera setup,
but in reality | only had one camera and
operator knocking off a shot list on the
fly, listening to the story, holding for
reaction shots, panning to the room-
mate who just walked in. It's exhaust-
ing and it never stops, but that's what
makes it the most rewarding gig ever.
Finally, summer in Chicago can't be
beat. After that long winter, people
lose their minds. We did as well..

Cara slept with three different people
in one episode. That's tight girifriend
Is so comfortable with getting her

freak on. But can you promise me
nmone of this is coaxed or encouraged
by the staff or writers? Besides, who
was the anonymous rochkstar for
whom she notched her bedpost?
Cara, and all of them, were immense-
ly comfortable with their personal
lives. That also has a lot to do with
the success of the show. Cara acted
not unlike millions of other young
adults do every day. | commend her
for it. Sorry about the rockstar, but no
gossip. | bet you can figure it out.
Search the chat rooms.

No thanks. Anyway, how did you wind
up as a director for The Real World?
1 started as a casting director for
the shows, traveling all over the
world to find new people. Then |
moved into post production and
wrote outlines cf the shows for the
editors. Out of 10,000 hours of
footage, we use nine of them.
Someone has to decide what story
you are telling. | got my start as a
director on the New Orleans series.
After that harrowing experience,
they called me to lead direct. They
sald | could pick the cast and the
house, and | saild yes.

That sounds harrowing.

Why Chicago?

It had always been a place MTV had
wanted to go, but our shooting sched-
ule was always from January to June.
If you have ever been to Chicago dur-
ing those months, you would know not
to try to shoot too much outside. In
2001, the network ordered two sea
sons. One for January {(New York) and
one for July. After 10 seasons of
putting it off, we jumped at the chance
to explore one of the most beautiful,
growing citles in the world.

Are you still talking about Chicago?
Apparently not everyone who lives
there was as thrilled about the show
coming to the ‘hood. Reports of pro-
testers throwing rocks at windows
makes it seem pretty intense. How
aware were you and the cast of these
protests? | guess this explains the red
paint splattered on the door of the
house early in the season?

Yes, it explains the paint. No, we
weren't trying to be colorful that day.
| love abstract art, too, but come on.
Possibty they were drunk and angry
that they weren’'t picked for the show
themselves? We were safe and kept

on with our own business. After
September 11th, | think they felt fool-
ish for protesting a couple of
teenagers living their lives.

(1 doubrt it.)

From what | could tell, the demonstra-
tors were reacting to the gentrification
of the neighborhood. Supposedly, we
had come in with our glitz and glamour
and raised the property values of the
entire area. Thus, the artists of the
neighborhood were being moved out. To
say we started that is ludicrous, but
there were some people who felt the
current status of the neighborhood was
not right and that we were responsible.
That's their opinion and they have a
right to it. We came in for six months
and left—once we move out, the build-
ing Is restored to it's original condition.
Their propaganda and energy, which |
say was alcohol induced, was a cheap
attack on an obvious target.
Simply as a non-participant, what
types of scenarlos/casts would you
like to see on future seasons of The
Real World?

The same as Chicago—brutally honest,
flawed, wonderful people. You pick
them in a casting process and you
think you've asked them every ques-
tion under the sun and you can predict
what they'll do once on the show, but
you are nearly always wrong. You can't
predict life. That's the beauty of The
Real World from a director’'s stand-
point. There is no second take. | can't
yell, “cut!” | want to see the stories
that make me laugh and feel some-
thing personal. | want to relate to the
cast. | want to learn something impor-
tant about the way humans work.

Is there any backstage or behind-the-
scenes drama that never made it to air
that you'd like to share?

Sorry, | am bound by contract not to
say. Please check out The Real World
You Never Saw Video online or at your
local video or book store.

A commercial? A crummy commer-
cial? Rockpile is a music magazine
and we'd like to know what makes up
the Kenny Hull playlist?

Right now, hip hop is running my life—
Mos Def, Talib Kweli, Ja Rule, Snoop
and Dr. Dre, Tu Pac, Outkast. I'm also a
Radiohead geek, and | like Beck, Al
Greene, Marvin Gaye, Stevie Wonder,
Pink Floyd and The Velvet Underground.




THE DEVOTCHKAS

disrupting the pond of punk-

Money, polificians and society’s ills have long
reigned o5 common enemies omongst the
legion of punk rock. But today, the flag beor-
ers of the genre face an enemy for deadlier
than the perils of nudzar worfare, however.
The enemy’s nume is stognancy. Preaching fo
the converted ond putting feshion above the
lethal power of ideas have rendered many o
punk and hordcore omifit complacent, devoid
of the passion of their predecessors. Such
grim opposition only makes it all the more
refreshing 1o see somebody throw a rock into
those waters.

Rebuilt ond reloaded, New York's The
Devotchkas have “thrown the rock” as Jello
Biafra would say. The ll-female street punk
band geared up for its 2001 Live Fast, Die
Young ofbum with o lyrical adjustment, o line-
up change ond a collshorative songwriting
effort re-tooled to indude every bond member.
The result is o collection of songs well honed in
their anger and awareness, yet refaining the
ever important bite of sieet punk’s truest
traits. Driving drumbects and guitar riffs (think
old-school Business and Partisans) drive lyricol
rompoges through songs such as “Pushed to
the Limit” and “Wicked Heart.” No kids, this is
not The Donnas.

A lot hos happened to The Devotchkas
since this time last year, when the bend begon
pursuing o more group-oriented opproach to
songwriting. This collective effort was
enhanced by the oddition of o new front-
womon nomed J.J.—former lead vocalist of
New York's The Relix. Everyone in the band
seems thrilled at the new life .). has brought
1o the band, along with her cothartic brand of
punk vocals.

This new personaity helps solidify the
new foce of on qutfit finding itself in the
minority of the male-dominated street punk
scene. With an oll-femole line-up, The
Devotchkas find themselves tackling ground

even the legends of yesterdoy’s sireet punk
heroines {think Vice Squad and The Violators)
never had to face.

“A lot of times, we're looked upon os
some kind of novelty oct, which we absolutely
oren’t,” Alaine declores. “Some guys fend to
think that we were four blow-up dolls with
instruments ond mics.”

Interestingly enough, gender hasn't been
the band’s only pigeonhole. All too often, The
Devotchkas find themseives framed os the
female version of The Cosualties. There are
worse comparisons—The Cosualties ore
arguably one of the most popular street punk
bands in the underground. All the same, it is a
shallow comparison.

“Our music isn't similar, and our lyrics do not
cover similar subjedts at all,” Alaine expounds.

Although the band recently released Live
Fost, ond had already gornered o level of
nome recognition through rigorous gigging
along the East Coast, the ladies have decided
1o change the name of the group to comple-
ment the past year's occelerated growth. From
naw on, they will be knawn os The 99's. Alaine
exploins the historical source of the new
moniker—a reference to o women's aviation
group from the 1920s.

*They mode the same accomplish-
ments—if not better—os men af the time,
but they never got credited for it just because
they were women,” Alaine explains, insinuat-
ing the already obvious parallels to the band.
*| thought that would make o cool nome for a
gitl band.”

With o never-soy-die oftitude ond o
sirong work ethic, the sky's the limit for The
99s. The newly re-named bond will be ploy-
ing shows around its hometown of New York
throughout the spring and plans to head off to
Europe this summer with former Violent
Society roadie Adrianna.

—Greg Boyle
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drunks—not partyers
By Liana Jonas

An already excited studio crowd at a Jenny Jones taping cheers as the show
cuts to a commercial break. As the applause light fades, the controversial host
addresses fans and the curious casually. In a moment of indiscretion, Jones
drops the bomb, calling Oprah Winfrey—Chicago’s reigning queen of televised
self-love—"a bitch.”

Such heated gossip arrives, not from the fiery typewriter of Liz Smith, but
from singer/bassist Brendan Kelly of Fat Wreck Chords’ The Lawrence Arms.

And you thought Springer was rough.

But recreation is recreation, especially in Chicago. If anyone ought to
know, it's Kelly and his co-conspirators, Neil Hennessy (drums) and Chris
McCaughan (guitar). Kelly describes the band's
social life as being “contingent on
alcohol”—a substance easily ob-
tained from any number of neigh-
borhood bars in the musician’s
working-class Windy City home.
(For the record, Kelly and his
fellow Lawrence Armers fre-
quent a no-frills joint called
the L&L, with plans to visit it
after the interview.)

Now before you go writing
Kelly and his bandmates off as
drunken buffoons, let them
pitch their defense. While there
are many alcohol-inspired ref-
erences on the band’'s new,
pogo-inducing disc, Apathy
and Exhaustion, imbibing the
night away for The Lawrence
Arms is not about getting
wasted simply for the sake of
being an ass or getting laid.

“It's not necessarily the
happy place,” says Kelly of the
standard Chicago pub—a neigh-
borhood institution erected in
droves in the early 20th cen-
tury, when the city was rebuilt
after the great fire. “You come
in from freezing your ass off,
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or you come in from a hot day laboring. We're drunks, not partyers. It's much
more day to day.”

There’s some pretty morose lyrical content atop the speedy music on
Apathy, and Kelly says much of this has to do with Chicago’s extreme climate—
deathly cold and dark in the winter, humid and unbearable in the summer.

“I'd say it's definitely very conducive to writing these sorts of songs,”
explains Kelly of Apathy's black lyrical content and its connection to the
weather. “The extremes here make people feel disgusting—either you're stuck
in the house or soaking in the sheets. The winters and the summers here, they
leave an imprint on you.”

It takes more than blustery days to get a Lawrence Armer down and out,
however. Try living in a basement the size of a closet for more than a year.
This is what Kelly did last year, and four of Apathy's songs (the bleakest of the
bunch, in fact) were written during his subterranean days. For instance, in
“Boatless Booze Cruise Part 1”7 the protagonist begs for someone to slit his
throat (feel-good song of the year?).

“Last summer, all my friends went away, and I was living in a basement on
the floor,” Kelly explains, surprisingly upbeat. “I feel like a lot of my friends
decided to move on and forgot the bond of friendship. It's sort of like being
dead when your entire existence is based on nothing, which is how I felt at
that time.”

After speaking some more with Kelly, it becomes apparent he’s not actual-
ly depressed, or even angry. He's awestruck—not with rock ‘n roll life, but with
tife in general, and in particular, with people.

“There’s so much potential for good and happiness in the world,” he says,
with a hint of optimism. “The problems are all man-made. I recently read that
we grow enough food in Kansas to feed the entire world for three years. The
world is set up to support life and is a great place to be—we just fuck it up.”

So, who's buying the drinks? a

@

rendan Kelly, Chris McCaughan, Ne
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Sean Na Na does not give a fuck what people

think. Critics, peers, the Pope, Whoopi Goldberg— — —

no one. And his manifesto applies to all areas of

life, from his career to his personal and countless

romantic relationships. =
God bless him, because no matter where his L

musical path takes the indie popster, Sean Na Na . y

—— — s ey

either. I'm not ready to dance for anybody.”
T Before I can finish asking Tillmann my next
question, he finishes my sentence, explaining
how if he weren’t a musician, he'd probably be a
music writer. I assure him it’s as noble a profes-
sion as when he left it as a freelancer a few years
back. Despite the annoying stupid-pet-tricks

(a.k.a. Sean Tiltmann) will only have to answer to
himself, something people should be doing more 25 CHe
of in the first place. At 24, it's an impressive les-
son to have learned. e
Just how much does this guy not give a crap?
Well, let's take a look at Har Mar Superstar,
Tillmann's garish, R&B alter-ego, for some insight.

“Har Mar lets me say and do what I want,
without taking responsibility for it,” says
Tillmann with an air of arrogance. “I always
berate the crowd—who are usually a bunch of people wha obviously see two
bands a year—and make them cry. It's hard to say whether they like it—some-
times they like it.”

This is a pretty confident position to be taking with a brand new album,
My Majesty (French Kiss Records), currently on offer. Luckily for Tillmann, his
record—an impressive blend of indie pop, retro ‘50s rock and maximum
swank—justifies his cockiness. Bastard.

“T want to blow up and take over,” says Tillmann, reminiscent of Madonna’s
appearance on American Bandstand (‘T want to rule the world!"). “I want to be
able to do what I want to do easily. I want to be able to call and collaborate
with whoever I want and tour how I want.”

Oh, so that's all.

By now, the following should come as no surprise: Sean Tillmann couldn’t
give a rat’s ass about commercial success. The former Calvin Krime frontman
is steeped in the so-disaffected-with-celebrity-that-I'm-a-rockstar-by-virtue-
of-not-caring culture popularized (intentionally or otherwise) by the Kill Rock
Stars set. Ironically, his take-it-or-leave-it attitude is probably going to be
just the ticket to get the majors excited.

“I don't give a fuck about it,” says Tillmann of making it big in the main-
stream. “I'm not looking to pander to any major labels, but I'm not anti-major,

periphery of the business, Tillmann admits to a
genuine appreciation of pop music.

- “I'm a fan of good records,” he says sweetly,
for a moment abandoning his imperial airs. “I'm
obsessed with good songs and cultural phenom-
enon, and I think it’s interesting that if some-
thing is presented in a way that it’s cool, then
3,000 kids are dressing that way.”

Tillmann's moment of reflection reminds you
there is a difference between being cocky and
just being a cock. The Sean Na Na frontman is far from the latter, as I'll grow
to understand.

Beneath his devil-may-care exterior, the Beck-styled pop man expresses a deep
affinity for close relationships with family and friends, describing himself as a sort
of bastion of strength for those within his social circle. He says he's here “to
amuse people,” noting he’s the guy to go to when you're having a bad day.

When it comes to love, Tillmann has his own specific ideals, some of which
are expressed in “I Need a Girl"—a song he says hits closest to home.

“I'm asking for way too much and being totally unrealistic,” he says of the
flighty song. “I can't settle for one person, and that's why I float around. I
never had a girlfriend and never will. If I have to hang out with one person
for too long I feel resentfut of them, like they're holding me back. I want to
be able to pick up and go whenever I want. The ideal situation would be to
see a girl once a week, and not have her ask me where I've been.”

His is an interesting modus operandi—while he craves personal connec-
tion (“I don’t like to be alone,” says Tillmann)—he is sternly protective of his
freedom and likes to keep moving around, which is one reason why he loves
to tour so much.

My Majesty's chief selling point is diversity. Elvis Costello, Morrissey and
Foreigner can all be cited as influences, with Tillmann executing it all, front



and center with an effortless cohesiveness. Other artists who sport varying
sound. on their records sometimes sound tacking direction.

Tillmann explains his childhood as a ravenous pursuit of music, from R&B
records to Michael Jackson’s Thriller to the Footloose soundtrack. When he'd
aged a bit, Tillmann says he tried the “whole indie-rock thing,” but felt no
one involved was doing anything new.

Ges. ya think so, Sean?

“It Just seems like the people are too into the records for the sake of hav-
ing records, but they're not listening to them,” Tillmann opines. “There are so
many kids out there who are like, ‘T own every 7-inch—does that make me a
geek? People concentrate too much on trying to look like their favorite band,
one song will sound like another. I find it hilarious.”

While commercial success is all about the big dollars, success in indie-land
is mare like, “Hey, I can pay the rent this month.” Tillmann is in tune with
this sll too well. Days before our interview, he had just returned home to
Minneapolis from a three-week tour with The Strokes, and was paying his bills
from the past three months. When I ask him if he had enough to cover his
experses, he's fortunate enough to be able to say yes. So, in many ways
Tillmzrn is already a success.

“Everything I took out loans for, worked my ass off for, is paying off,” he
says, proudly. “I can make more in three nights on the road than I can at a
reqular job. A lot of indie rock bands make the jump to the commercial world.
I think I skate the line, because I could also tour the big tour. However if it
works out for me I'm gonna do it.”

With a bit of math, Tillmann’s beginnings can be traced back to when he
was 7. Young Sean forfeited the whole let's-get-drunk-and-go-to-the-mall
summer plan to tour the country with his bang, Calvin Krime—an abrasive,
rhythmic punk machine eventually landing on the esteemed Amphetamine
Reptite record tabel. Things didn't really take off for Tiltmann until the band
collapsed and he began his semi-solo Sean Na Na. A touring stint as merch
man and whipping boy for the reformed Bratmobile helped further Tillmarn's

infamy through nightly onstage rumpshaking competitions. His 2001 inter-
view with Bright Eyes’ Conor Oberst (dedicated, in part, to handjobs and on-
tour indiscretions) only fueled the fire of the legend. Now, a full-fledged indie
rock celeb, Titlmann muses on fame with a wise and critical approach.

A famous rock musician once said, “I love the music, but I don't want to
be a rockstar anymore.”

“It’s really stressful,” Tillmann concurs. “You see these kids who are awe-
some people and musicians, but they have to hide backstage and have their
tour manager say when it's safe to go out to the bus and sign autographs.
They can't live a normal life anymore. There are definitely pros and cons to
celebrity, but I don't have to worry about that now.”

So remember eartier, when I promised Tillmann wasn't a total cock? Well,
here’s where this is all going to come into play.

The word “hero” has been in liberal use as of late for obvious reasons.
When I ask Tillmann if he has any heroes of his own, the question seems
to catch him off guard. After a bit of stammering, his answer surprises me
even more.

It's Semuel Beckett, the playwright.

“He got me into existentialism, and the feelings he leaves out of his
work—which are pretty much everything except for longing—are so much
more powerful,” Tillmann muses. “His callousness is his passion. It leaves you
a lot more room to think for yourself. It leaves you a lot more time to feel
helpless, and feeling helpless makes you work harder for what you want. At
least for me it does.”

Among the myriad of things Tillmann doesn’t give a fuck about, it seems
most surprising his own vulnerability weuld make the list as well.

In keeping with his true, irreverent spirit, however, this writer feels oblig-
ed to leave you with this slightly more cocksure Tillmannism.

“Better Off Dead is the most-viewed movie in my life,” he declares.

I'm sure he'd prefer this sort of ending, don'tcha think? Maybe, like Sean,
you just don’t give a fuck.
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IRON MAIDEN'S NEW DEFINING LIVE ALBUM
AVAILABLE AS A SPECIALLY PRICED 2-CD SET.

ALSO AVAILABLE.
THE ENTIRE IRON MAIDEN CATALOG REISSVED WITH
ENHANCED CD CONTENT AND SPECIML PACKAGING

-Live At Donington

-X Factor

-Virtual XI

-No Prayer for the Dying
-Fear of the Dark

-A Real Live One

-A Real Dead One

-lron Maiden

-Killers

-The Number of the Beast
-Piece of Mind
-Powerslave

-Live After Death
-Somewhere in Time
-Seventh Son of a Seventh Son

FREE! "17 NUMBERS BY THE BEAST" CcD sampler featuring a track off every album in their catalog and a
track from The Soundhouse Tapes with purchase of any 2 reissues at Rock Dreams, Full Circle
Young Ones & Town & Campus Records. (while supplies last)
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Being a band in New York can be tough, just ask The Mooney Suzuki. You have
to compete with dozens of other bands for gigs and attention, and now some
band called The Strokes comes along and steals the buzz. This can all be a
positive thing, however, as chord-thirsty A&R people flood The City’s clubs in
search of the now sound. For The Mooney Suzuki, this means show time.

One of the hardest working bands around, The Mooney Suzuki puts
blood and sweat into everything it does. So what's up with the funky
name? Evidently the moniker was adopted from the last names of two
members of the art-rock outfit CAN, Malcolm Mooney and Damo Suzuki.

“We would get gigs because of the name,” says Mooney Suzuki vocal-
ist Sammy James (yes, he insists this is his real name). “Then a lot of
people would come to our shows and tell us how much our name sucked.”

With the popularity of fringe bands like The White Stripes and The
Strokes increasing, the odds of another band cashing in—even one with
a bunk name—improve exponentially.

“Wouldn't it be great if there was cool music getting the majority of

the attention?” asks James. “Now labels are more likely to take a chance
on a band like us. I see no reason why The Mooney Suzuki shouldn’t be
as big as Led Zeppelin, but how do you convince someone who has the
money to make that happen? Maybe we can’t convince them, but fortu-
nately there are other bands that are starting to do well, and maybe that
can convince them.”

Maybe this is what Fluid was saying when “Smells Like Teen Spirit”
went platinum.

The Mooney Suzuki has spent a great deal of time concocting the right
formula, mixing the best of ‘60s mod with raw punk energy.

“Our sound came from the idea that, to get your head above water in
New York, someone is going to give you about five seconds of their atten-
tion before they decide to walk out or not,” James says wryly. “We knew
that live we had to make every second as monumentally explosive as pos-
sible, so that if one of those seconds happen to be in the five that you
are giving us, your wig will be completely blown off.” [ ]

THE MOONEY
alicli

—"our name sucks!”
By Jonathan Cholewa
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“They said, ‘Well, when the red light comes on,
you're recording,” recalls 90 Day Men vocalist/
guitarist Brian Case about the band’s memorable
2001 John Peel session.

In the midst of a U.K. tour, the band had
received the occasional hint such a session might
take place, but details were scarce. Case says he
and his bandmates had all but written it off when
they received words of confirmation from
Southern Records’ London offices. Before the end
of the week, Chicage’'s 90 Day Men found itself
walking—and making music—on the same holy
studio ground where legends from Led Zeppelin to
The Beatles to Wire had before—at the board of the respected and selective
engineer John Peel.

“It ended up being the best recording we ever had,” beams Case. “If it
wasn’t so expensive I'd love to buy it and release it, but it costs more than
all our records combined.”

The band recorded four songs at the BBC studio, and the station ran the
session twice on the air. Clearly, it’s still high from the nonor.

For the 90 Day Men—Case, Rob “No Relation” Lowe (bass/vocals), Andy
Lansangan (piano/vocals) and Cayce Key (drums)—the BBC and beyond has
been a slow build. The quartet formed in the late ‘90s in St. Louis and soon
released an interesting rock EP titled If You Can Bake a Cake, You Can Build
a Bomb. Before long, the band followed this up with a self-titled EP on
Baltimore’s Temporary Residence label. Finally, the band caught the atten-
tion of Southern Records, releasing [it (is) it] Critical Band in the middle of
2000. The esoterically titled album served as the band’s large-scale intro-
duction, debuting a twisted atmosphere of jarring No Wave stylings fused
with melodic keys and jagged outbursts. If critics had initially expected
Slint, they soon were adding Sonic Youth to the band's list of reference
points. While the band dropped a split album with San Diego’s Gogogo
Airheart (Boxfactory Records) the same year, it still managed to find time to
tour in support of its Southern debut.

Throughout Y2K, 90 Day Men toured the United States, saving a portion of
the summer to write new material. Finally, after a fairly pedestrian two-year peri-
od, 90 Day Men returns with its sophomore release on Southern, To Everybody.
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analyzing their sound
fresh from sabbatical
By Chris Johns

“It took long enough, huh?” laughs Case.

To Everybody finds Case and company in
Datlas with musical contemporary (and Dallas
resident) John Congleton.

“We wanted to get out of town and really
focus on the record,” explains Case. “Dallas is
definitely not Chicago. Dallas is my favorite
town in the world, but there wasn't a whole (ot
to do, so we were able to focus on the record.”

As Case explains, recording out of town has a
unique set of advantages—no cne receives
phone calls in the studio, no one has to meet
someone else later on, no one falls prey to the
distractions of daily life at home.

“It's really easy to go in and forget about daily living,” says Case. “You
know you've got nothing else to do except sit in that studio. We holed our-
selves up for two weeks and wanted to see what we could get.”

Case describes every release as a step forward for 90 Day Men, with To
Everyone capturing the exact mood and effect the band had hoped to convey.
So, if the band was already excited about its new record, the BBC Peel session
was just the icing on the cake.

Still, the band shows no signs of dulling its pace. The remainger of this
year will find 90 Day Men on the road. After an American tour, the band plans
to hit Europe for a few months before returning Stateside for a small break
this summer. Case aspires to get most of the next record done during this
vacation time—yet another U.S. tour is planned for the fall.

On stage, 90 Day Men finds recreating the organic studio vibe lies in the
moment. According to Case, the band’s music is written in an open manner,
where musicians play off of each other, allowing room for some improvisation.

“It gives us the ability live to change as we feel the song,” Case notes.

The band's hometown lineage, however, is something less susceptible to
variation. Despite the Dallas recording retreat, Case insists 90 Day Men is firm-
ly rooted in its hometown, the windy city.

“I think Chicago is still a really good place for new music,” he says. “Not
everything coming out of here sounds like Shellac and Tortoise. There’s a lot
of new, good music and even those bands are releasing new music and chang-
ing what they're doing. It's a really tight community. ]
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Punk rock might have startea with a bang, but by 1982 it was reduced to a
parody of itself. Shows like Quincy and C.H.I.P.s saw to that, as they twisted
punk’s outer image into easy stereotypes for public consumptian.

But even as punk was being panned as a flameout—tortured on the small
screen opposite Jack Klugman, the same media responsible for turning it into
a caricature was by turns helping to fan its dying embers.

It's simple, really. Television hi-jacked punk’s message, distilled it into a
hastily placed safety pin and then broadcast it over the airwaves as fodder
for the masses—out it backfired. Instead of ridiculing punk into submission,
those transmissions worked like a beacon calling acolytes to prayer, anoint-
ing thousands of searchers in a quest to find the Holy Grail (a.k.a., their local
scenes). Graffito proclaiming “Punk’s Not Dead,” littering countless back
alleys and train trestles across the country, suddenly, now rang true.

Jump back to 1980, where three brothers from Los Angeles are making his-
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tory in band called Youth Brigade. Shawn, Mark and Adam Stern formed the band
in the summer of ‘80 and spent three more years cutting their teeth playing with
legends like X and the Addicts at seedy Hollywood venues lixe the Masque.

But the difference between the old punk rock—standing in a Quaatude-
induced stupor—and the new punk rock, was clear. Whatever was wrong with
the world, the new punk rock was going to change.

Toward this end, the Stern brothers formed Better Youth Organization
(BY0) Records in 1982 and reieased the seminal Someone Got Their Head
Kicked In compilation. Featuring tracks by Social Distortion, Battalion of
Saints, Aggression and Youth Brigade, the comp was nothing less than a spec-
tacular documentary of the SoCal scene during the early ‘80s.

“The reason we did the comp was just to get experience getting the music
out,” explains a now middle-aged Mark Stern. “We threw that thing together
pecause we were friends with all these bands, and we thought it'd be cool. So
that's kind of how we learned.”

For its next trick, BYO released nothing less than a string of punk rock
classics—both 7 Seconds’ The Crew and Walk Together, Rock Together (the lat-
ter recorded on tour in Washington, D.C., with Minor Threat frontman/Fugazi-
to-be Ian MacKaye), S.N.F.U's ...And No One Else Wanted To Play, Youth
Brigade’s The Sound and The Fury and Aggression’s Don’t Be Mistaken.

Nevertheless, for Stern, the compilation was a means to an end.




“The main thing is we wanted to do a Youth Brigade record,” he says. “So
after doing the comp, we had a little more experience so we could do the
Youth Brigade thing. From there it just kinda built. Through touring and meet-
ing people on the road, we'd meet bands and we’d be like, ‘Oh, this is a cool
band, we should put your record out. But no one really knew how to do it.”

By late ‘86, as the Reagan years were winding down, punk rock had once
again fallen on hard times. As Stern explains, many of the original music dis-
tributors willing to work with the new crop of American punk bands had fold-
ed, while many bands called it quits. Gang violence on the West Coast had
reached pretty serious proportions as well, seeping into the punk scene.

BYO wasn’t doing too great either. Punk rock was in an awful state during
that time, a time when speed-metal passed for the real deal, so the label did-
n't sign any bands and handed over its distribution duties to a British label
called Southern Specialty.

But the Stern brothers didn’t give up. Instead, they began hosting big
warehouse parties where bands like the Beastie Boys and Social
Distortion would play.

“Everyone would just come over and that was it, because you'd hang out
with who was cool,” Stern remembers. “It was like, ‘why go to this show
because the bands suck or I'm gonna get in a fight or something?” So we'd
end up having parties.”

By late ‘89, things were starting to get better. BYO still wasn't selling a
ton of records, but the Stern brothers had formed a new jump-blues band
called the Royal Crown Revue, while the punk rock spirit that had evaporated
like so much ether a few years earlier was beginning to coalesce around the
burgeoning swing scene.

In 1991, BYO took back its distribution rights and began shipping RCR’s
debut album, Kings of Gangster Bop. Oh yeah, and a little band called
Nirvana broke—big.

It was Nirvana, says Stern, and MTV, of all things, who helped bring the
music of such stalwart punk bands as Bad Religion and Youth Brigade to the

masses, thus signaling the triumphant return of BYO's place in punk.

“MTV definitely changed a lot of things in independent music,” reflects
Stern. “Green Day and the Offspring getting big definitely helped our label. I
think it helped everybody. It opened up a lot of touring opportunities and
more distribution. It made everything way more accessible to everyone.”

With tons of kids suddenly making a run on Manic Panic, all the labels,
distributors and zines who managed to survive the proverbial 40 years in the
desert were now flush with new bands to package, sell and dissect. After
more than a decade of teaching themselves the ropes and building a solid
distribution network, BYO was poised to take off with “the new wind” (to
quote 7 Seconds).

And they did, by releasing another string of punk rock classics. In
1994, BYO released the Bouncing Souls’ The Good, The Bad and The Argyle
and Youth Brigade's Happy Hour. In 1996, it issued the reggae and ska
stylings of Hepcat's Scientific and another Bouncing Souts barn-burner,
Maniacal Laughter.

In 1999, BYO began offering a series of split full-length LPs, pairing bands
of similar styles and audience.

“We want these records to be something that will be like a definitive
record of a certain era and style of punk,” Stern says proudly. The first two
releases paired England’s Leatherface with Hot Water Music and Youth Brigade
with the Swinging Utters.

Though Stern likens the last 20 years to one long roller coaster ride, things
seem to have stabilized for the best, considering at the time of this interview,
Stern was in the midst of shipping out BYO's biggest release ever—150,000
copies of the new NOFX/Rancid split full-length. These days it seems Stern’s
biggest worry is the possibility of choking (again) at the annual DIY Punk
Rock Bowling tournament in Las Vegas.

“I never thought we'd still be doing this 20 years ago,” he laughs. “The
first record we did kind of became a cult classic, and the next thing we know
we're on the college charts.” ]
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(re) mixing it up with

TRISTEZR

By Steve Paul Gibbs

It's all about perspective. Perspective and hard work.

Even through the murky, claustrophobic windows of a beat-up van, the stars
in the sky can still shine brightly. Although yet another punctured wheel has fall-
en into the gutter, this doesnt mean your heart and mind need to follow.
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Tristeza has spent its innovative and nomadic five-year existence tran-
scending its earthly status, simply by creating shockingly beautiful music
daring to reach beyond our mundane lives, both to find its inspiration
and exert its influence.

“We are a live rock band, and have never done things in a conventional
way,” confirms drummer Jimmy Lehner. “We never have a set pattern of
our life, or our actions as a band. Our vision is unique to our own vision.”

As if to further confound expectat:ons, the band’s lustrous second atbum,
Dream Signals in Full Circles, has recently morphed into Mixed Signals, a vari-
ety of electronic-based makeovers by such luminaries as Marumari, Windy &
Carl and Simon Raymonde of Cocteau Twins. Lehner is excited by this latest



remix release for its unique perspective on Tristeza’s music.

“It allows the different dimensions of our sounds to be interpreted by
others,” he explains, simply enough.

Ranging from experimental breakbeats and glitches to lush, ambient
atmospheres, Signals isn't as much of a departure as it might initially
appear. Fans of electronic music have naturally gravitated towards
Tristeza's chiming, enveloping guitar patterns, while guitarist Jimmy
Lavalle indulges in a beat-driven side project, The Album Leaf.

It is thought by some this progression has already begun. In lulling
the listener into an ethereal hypnosis, Tristeza effortlessly moves beyond
the confines of post-rock to create something universal and vividly cine-
matic. The band is wonderful, stunning proof “instrumental soundscape”
music doesn’t have to be pretentious and cold. In fact, many of Tristeza’s
compositions are imbued with more warmth, humanity and emotion than
many vocalists could ever imagine.

Lehner admits the band maintains an affiliation with cinematic sound-
tracks, but feels this need not affect the listening experience for others.

“It is up to you to decide what you see for yourself,” says Lehner. “That
should be the idea behind music anyway. You feel how you want to feel.”

The band does suggest people listen to its music in new situations,
with a focused and open mind. Ultimately, though, Tristeza simply makes
music for itself, led only where its own minds take it.

“All the songs have some sort of meaning to us in our personal lives,”
Lehner says of the wordless stories he and his bandmates create. “But we
are just playing and doing what we feel like doing. That is the bottom line.”

This is music full of contrasts, despite the delicate flow. A great
weight underpins each song, along with an immaculate innocence and—
perhaps most significantly—an intricate attention to detail. As the
band’s spokesperson today, Lehner agrees nonchalantly, noting, “Detail is
very important to us. If you can catch the detail when you are listening,
then it’s a good thing.”

Dream Signals in Full Circles was itself a marked progression from the

band’s previous releases, such as debut album Spine and Sensory, prompt-
ing some effusive critics to hail Tristeza as the pioneer of a new level of
creativity in guitar-based music.

“We do not play in standard tuning ever,” Lehner offers. “And we are
always trying to do better things, write better melodies with our instru-
mentation. We are definitely experimenting a lot more with sounds.”

This constant drive to add new color and texture to a stereotypically
esoteric genre is one of the essential tenets of the band, grown from a his-
tory of playing in teenage hardcore bands (The Locust and Crimson Curse).

“It wasn't transition, just taste,” Lehner says wryly. “We were 16 or 17
years old. Our past is not really relevant to us at all now.”

Roughly six years since the members’ days of basement punk, one trait
it adheres to is a preference for the freedom to move between indepen-
dent labels—recently the band has made the Tiger Style imprint its home,
although this too is subject to change.

“There’s a lot of good people out there to work with and be a piece of
history in their history and our history,” the drummer explains. “We are
actually moving labels again for our next record.”

Following a well-deserved break (good time for a remix record), the
band says it will soon return to its prolific road schedule and the vora-
cious work ethic for which it is known—writing new material and a few
months of touring are perched at the top of Tristeza’s to-do list.

The ethics of independence remain strong with these five kindred spir-
its, content to go wherever, and however far the music takes them, allow-
ing personal inspiration rather than career savvy to mold their future. One
thing listeners can be sure of, Tristeza will never fall into the rockstar
club. Lehner sees a huge discrepancy in living the life of a musician—sur-
rounded by an underground community of friends—and going the route of
a full-fledged, tantrums-and-tiaras rock star.

“A musician lives a healthy, balanced life, or at least strives to achieve
that life,” he concludes, knowingly. “A rock star has succumbed to the
poorer, darker aspects of one’s career.” [
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BOTTLE ROCKETS ‘Songs of Sahm’
One of the greatest working bands out there

X raise their own bad-ass freak flag and kick out
the grooves. A raucous and reverent love
letter to the great Doug Sahm — the late Texas
redneck hippie punk priest. BS 086 $15

PINE VALLEY COSMONAUTS

‘The Executioner's Last Songs’
Mi-star band consigns songs of murder, meb
law and cruel, cruel punishment to the realm
of myth, memory, and history — all to benefit
anti-death penaity causes. Guest singers
include STEVE EARLE, NEKO CASE, KELLY
HOGAN, EDITH FROST, members of
FREAKWATER and THE HANDSOME FAMILY,
SALLY TIMMS, and JON LANGFORD. A harrowing
record for harrowing times. BS 074 $14

ALSO AVAILABLE:

KELLY HOGAN, ROBBIE FULKS, RYAN ADAMS,
NEAL POLLACK, WAYNE HANCOCK,
THE YAYHOOS and more.

Write us for a free catalog or check in to
www.bloodshotrecords.com
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TEENAGE FANCLUB sticks with the formula.

Too many songwriters. It's been the death of many a good rock band.

The much-ballyhooed Belleville, lll., outfit Uncle Tupelo spawned a universe

of so-called “No Depression” bands—blending the elements of traditional coun-

try with punk and rock—and was just about to break when its 1993 album,

Anodyne, hit the shelves. The climb to near-stardom was made mostly on the

back of one songwriter, Jay Farrar, until Jeff Tweedy also began to emerge as

a formidable songsmith. The group split not long after Anodyné€'s release, with

Tweedy pouring his songs into Wilco and Farrar dumping his into Son Volt.

Too many songwriters, not eridugh space for the egos.

By the late ‘80s, the eclectic post-punk rockers of The Pixies had pret-
ty much revolutionized rock from the underground up, but their influence
had yet to manifest itself in the form of Nirvana and early ‘90s grunge.
The band sprung to cult stardam by combining the songwriting talents of
frontman Black Francis and bassist Kim Deal. But after earning praise
with her early tunes like “Gigéntic,” Black francis, later known as Frank
Black, froze D2al out, providing no space for her songs and even cutting
her out of back-up vocal duties by the time the 1991 swan song Trompe
Le Monde was released.

Too many songwriters, not enough room for the egos.

Some people might remember a little ‘60s quartet called The Beatles,
which had a whopping three songwriters-—four if you count Richard
Starkey. So, as we know, John and Paul took up most of the room on the
records. And George would have to get his. And Ringo would get his cut,
too. But what if Paul dreamt uo more songs? Or what if John felt creative
instead of political? Or what “ George successfully argued his case for
three tunes? Without a doub:, the overabundance of songwriters and
songs helped push the Fab Four down the road to disintegration.

By Peter Bothum

On a whole saparate level, because the power pop rock group Joasts
three excellent songwriters in Gerard Love, Raymond McGinley and
Norman Blake, crities and music aficionados have probably been fore-
casting the d2mise of Glasgow, Scotland’s Teenage Fanclub for the day
before yesterday

Despite the predictions, the band perseveres in the present tense.
Teenage Fanclub formed in 1989 and went on to release five albums and
numerous EPs and singles. The group is still together, still churning out
records, still cranking out power pop jewels in the style of Big Star or
Badfinger, each stamped with the individua stylistic mark of one of the
three songwriter’s style.

Blake says, unlikz2 most bands, the presence of more than one gifted
songwriter Fas acwally helped to keep Teenage Fanclub together.
Besides, neither Blake (usually the group’s straightforward pop-rock
writer), McGinley (who writes off-kilter pop songs filled with word play)
or Love (most likely to shoot for the whimsical or crank out the classic
power-pop balled) are overly productive. Blake says he writes about 15
songs per year. Scme songwriters crank out two or three times this
amount, tossing away the outtakes and forgotten b-sides. »




“We're not massively prolif-
ic,” he admits with a smirk. “We
seem to write what we need to.
The thing is, we look at it as
being a bonus. It takes the pres-
sure off me when it comes to
time in the studio. If I'm maybe
stuck for lyrics, or stuck for
parts or whatever, somebody
else will have an idea. It gives
you that breathing space.”

After the release of the
head-turning 1990 EP A Cath-
olic Education on the then-
unknown Matador label, the
three-headed lead singer ap-
proach worked out amazingly
well. The band was only able
to record and release the EP because
McGinley had inherited a cooker and a
refrigerator from a neighbor when she
died. McGinley sold the stuff, and Teenage
Fanclub was able to use the money to book
studio time.

But the guys wouldn’t need anything
else from the dead lady’s house from there
on out. The buzz from A Catholic Education
reached Geffen Records, and the label glad-
ly inked the band, then including Brendan
O’Hare on drums, to a record deal. Geffen
got its money’s worth right away in the
form of 1991's Bandwagonesque, a 12-
song album stuffed with guitar-heavy, ultra-
catchy rockers (“Star Sign,” “Pet Rock”) and
a few foot-stomping slower numbers (“The
Concept,” “December”).

Every tune on the record had Big Star
written all over it. But unlike Alex Chilton’s
ill-fated, power-pop juggernaut, Bandwagonesque actually took off, land-
ing “Album of the Year” honors from Spin magazine (beating out the likes
of Nirvana's Nevermind and R.E.M.’s Out of Time) and scoring the band
a spot as musical guests on Saturday Night Live.

The 1993 follow-up, Thirteen, was just as impressive, sporting six
unlisted bonus tracks, including covers of Phil Ochs’ “Chords of Fame”
and the Flying Burrito Brothers’ “Older Guys.” Critics, however, largely
panned the record saying it sounded too similar to the group’s first.

What's so wrong with being consistent?

“I'm not entirely sure,” says the 36-year-old Blake. “We were flavor of
the month for a time, and we had some success with the
Bandwagonesque record. There’s not really a great deal that you can do
to determine how successful your record’s going to be. There are a
number of different factors that will affect that. But the last thing you
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fEkWe see each other,
but it’s not like a gang,”
Blake chuckles. “I’'d be
depressed if | was still
hanging about with the

guys in the band.))

want to be doing is be worry-
ing about it."”

Grand Prix, the group's last
album for Geffen, came out in
1995 to, again, lukewarm re-
views (it also featured former
Soup Dragon Paul Quinn in
place of O'Hare on drums). As
before, the foulest cries dealt
with the group’s unwillingness
to alter its recipe. Obviously,
the critics didn’t think Mc-
Ginley’s opener, “About You,”
recalled the sunniest moments
of the Byrds and the shimmer
of Rubber Soul. Obviously, they
could resist Love’s “Sparky’s
Dream,” a catchy speedster of
a tune frantically switching gears like the
race car on the album’s cover. Obviously,
they didn’t care for Blake's rocker “Neii
Jung,” a psychological portrait recalling the
former Crosby, Stilis and Nash partner.

After Grand Prix and the split from
Geffen, Teenage Fanclub landed with Sony
and Creation Records—an arrangement
which never really blossomed. Sony has
inherited the band’s Creation deal (the
small label is now kaput), and the band is
just completing its deal with Creation by
pounding out a compilation album. The
band’s new album, Howdy/, comes to lis-
teners courtesy of Thirsty Ear, a Connecticut-
based label. Blake says Teenage Fanclub is
currently a free agent unless Sony picks up
an option on the group for future records.

Maybe sometime around 1994 Teenage
Fanclub should have ditched the power
chords and distorted guitars in favor of a heavy attack of mandolin, strings
and pedal steel a la Berry, Buck, Mills and Stipe. Maybe before releasing
the chiming, late-British Invasion-influenced records Songs From Northern
Britain and the new album, Howdy!, McGinley, Blake and Love should have
rolled in the beeps, blips and howling artistry of Radiohead.

And while Blake admits the band has made limited ventures into aug-
menting its trademark pop sound, he says the idea of chucking it all for
a new direction has never been a consideration.

“I think it would be a difficult thing for us to do, because there are
three of us writing songs individually,” he says. “You know, Radiohead
are a band that a lot of people have tried to sound like. But nobody does
it as well as Radiohead—they had the original idea. If you want to go
down that route of trying to sound like a band that is successful, you're
always going to be six months behind, aren’t you?”




If Blake and company care little for the fickle criticisms of the press,
they seem to have a softer spot in their hearts for the feedback of fans
and audiences. Blake warmly notes many of the younger bands he meets
on tour claim to have been influenced by Teenage Fanclub.

This doesn’t mean Blake doesn’t have influences of his own—the cosmos
seems to have inextricably linked Teenage Fanclub to the legendary Big Star.

When Fanclub first started playing together, McGinley had fallen in iove
with Big Star’s first two records, #7 Record and Radio City, and would play
them constantly during practice and recording sessions. Teenage Fanclub
even backed up Chilton during a couple of recent shows abroad.

Now, it seems Teenage Fanclub is doomed to endure the same kind
of record label gaffs responsible for sidetracking the brilliant Big Star—
shoddy distribution. Poor promotion. Instability.

Even if the parallel isn’t as apparent to the boys of Teenage Fanclub, Blake
seems to empathize with Chilton and respect a career of such longevity.

“Alex was pretty unlucky,” says Blake. “It's ironic that everyone’s into
him. He's this cult artist—people are raving about him in the papers, and
he’s not making any money. You can really fearn a lot from musicians
that’ve been around the block and done a lot.”

Not only has the group’s sound remained in tact for more than 12
years, the three songwriters of Teenage Fanclub have also managed to
keep the themes simple without aiming for self-importance or over-indul-
gence. They never get political. They never try to save the world. They
never mope about personal problems. “Need a crystal ball to see her in
the morning, and magic eyes to read between the lines,” from Love's
“Sparky’'s Dream,” is about as deep as Teenage Fanclub will get.

According to Blake, this is just a function of the members writing
about what they know—a safe approach in his opinion. Simplicity, he
says, has proven to be a virtue for the Scottish band.

The boys of Teenage Fanclub have kept it simple enough. All four still
love to make music, still love recording and still love playing together.
The band recently recorded an album with Ann Arbor, Mich.’s Jad Fair,
who flew over to Scotland recently for dinner with the guys and some-
how ended up in the studio.

Qutside the band, Blake explains everyone shoots for a healthy dose of
independence. Both he and Love have contributed to records by melan-
choly indie-rockers and fellow Glasgow natives the Pastels. Also, Blake and
McGinley are married, while Love enjoys a steady relationship. The mem-
bers of the trio—essentially Teenage Fanclub in its entirety—don't often
hang out together. Maybe, as one of their songs says, it's better that way.
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