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Been travelling.
To Istanbul, where I DJ-ed immediately after  

a sweet, soporific set from Sweden’s Radio Dept,  
a synth-glistened Field Mice for 2007. Delighted  
in dancing, Egyptian hieroglyphic style, to Shock-
Headed Peters’ tumultuous Eighties dancefloor  
ode to gay love ’I Blood Brother Be’, as the crowd 
danced back at me. Skanked and shimmied to The 
Specials and to Gla*o Babies’ deadpan funk. Hit  
the air, and flipped some to Camera Obscura, Dexys 
Midnight Runners and Ramones (of course) while 
the crowd kept pace. Next day, took the ferry up  
to the Asian side, and teamed up in a Friday night 
bar with a DJ spinning laidback DJ Shadow-style 
instrumental numbers for 10 minutes of the hardest 
improvised vocals I’ve ever attempted. I fell to my 
knees and grazed my thighs leaving the DJ booth. 
Man, that is some fun city.

To Norfolk, for a few days in a caravan, with  
the only musical accompaniment being birdsong  
– doves and wood pigeons cooing: ducks being cute 
– and a Sam Cooke CD, purchased for a few quid 
from a local record fair, softly drifting out from the 
car stereo.

To Rotterdam, where a fine music festival 
(Motel Mozaïque) is taking place, and my mood 
swings between ecstatic and saddened; the DJ  
set is the same as in Turkey but it’s in front of an  
indie crowd (!!! fans) so no one enjoys themselves,  
rightly consigning the people who play the records 
to their secondary status.The venues are friendly 
and organised, though: everyone is paid, everyone 
is fed, and take it from someone brought up on  
UK gigs, this certainly isn’t a given. Silver Mt Zion 
somehow particularly stand out (must be sleep 
deprivation); and it’s nice for The Legend! band  
to play abroad, even if we are cranky, old and 
somewhat bitter, faced with an even smaller 
audience than locally.

To Brussels, for one night of the splendid 
Domino Festival – sadly, not the one when Daniel 
Johnston or Joanna Newsom are playing, but the 
venue is government-funded and purpose-built: 
spacious, sterile and very efficient. Oh, and friendly: 
although the local merch stall dude referring to me 
as ’Man With A Beard’ signals the final few hours  
for that particular bodily adornment. A few hand 
movements are made behind the decks, and people 
nod in approval to a particularly torturous Pere Ubu 
track, but once again the DJ is just the warm-up,  
the rubdown.
Everett True

I’m not too good with festivals because I get bored 
not doing stuff and just watching and listening  
and drinking beer for whole days at a time, but 
that’s my problem really, and one that it’s quite easy 
to get round by wangling DJ slots, offering to help  
out with things and sometimes even playing in 
bands myself – or, as happened at Venn last year, 
somehow becoming involved in a documentary 
about the festival that Plan B illustrator Lady Lucy 
was helping to make…

But anyway, if you do like festivals, you’ll know 
that they’ve got loads better since ATP upped the 
ante back in the late Nineties, and there’s a guide to 
some you should check out in our festivals preview, 
just after the Lives section. Venn, which takes place 
at various venues around Bristol 31 May to 3 June,  
is back this year with another great and odd line-up, 
and I hope to be there again.

Venn 2006 was one of the best festivals I’ve been 
to. It appeared to be run by people who genuinely 
cared about music, and it was consistently surprising 
and spontaneous-seeming, which made you feel  
as if you were doing something participatory there 
even if you weren’t. Running from venue to venue, 
you’d feel a real sense of discovery and urgency and 
fun, which would only increase as you saw what 
you’d rushed there for. High points for me included 
catching Chris Corsano and Mick Flower in the back 
room of a goth pub, with posters advertising 
CAUDA PAVONIS: CARNIVAL NOIR TOUR on the 
dark red walls; chancing upon Matt Williams aka 
Team Brick doing a mid-afternoon slot at the 
Malcolm X Centre with CD rack and shouting; 
getting emotional to Vashti Bunyan in a beautiful, 
stark church building; stumbling into Kode 9’s  
four-dimensional dubstep set at 2am; and, on  
the festival’s final night, dancing to Tony Allen’s 
band in the local church hall. Tony Allen! In a church  
hall! And aside from the music, I also recall good 
conversations with old and new friends, sunny 
weather, and even time to look round the charity 
shops. Venn is a lot of fun. 

This year, Venn hosts a completely different 
bunch of stuff, including KTL, A Hawk And A 
Hacksaw, Jack Rose, Green Gartside, Vladislav 
Delay, Paarvoharju, Cooper Jones, Yellow Swans, 
and (possibly one of the best live bands I’ve seen this 
year) the brilliant and elusive Aufgehoben, all put 
together in an attractively haphazard way. I heartily 
recommend it, along with the really good pie shop 
on Stoke’s Croft. 
Frances Morgan

Silver Mt Zion Photography: Simon Fernandez
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Motel Mozaïque/Domino 07
Rotterdam/Ancienne Belgique, Brussels

Friday night
Posted Sat Apr 14 12.18am
Jerry: I’m in Rotterdam for Motel Mozaïque. Bunch  
of bands playing in different venues across what, must 
be said, is a totally happening city. I was refused entry 
to Ann Liv Young’s rendition of Snow White which 
was – I was informed by a sympathetic doorman –  
the fairytale interpreted with film, naked ballet  
dance, gentle music and dildos. I was gutted to miss  
it: especially as I then had to DJ, and play a set as The 
Legend!, for three hours straight. Dour ex-Tarantula 
AD types Priestbird were kinda fun: if your idea of 
fun is a double-neck bass/guitar, prog-rock metal; and 
a too-serious keyboardist. And Deerhoof confused, 
enlightened and bored in cyclical fashion; moments of 
pop beauty and mischievous female vocals contrasting 
with the elongated drum soloing.

The Legend! set was suitably depressing, old and 
ill-attended; man, we sure cleared that dancefloor! It 
was interesting, seeing the Portsmouth band playing 
straight after us to a full house, The Strange Death 
Of Liberal England, who were the exact opposite of 
us in so many ways – bouncy, hirsute, and brittle with 
ambition to be a new Sonic Youth. I guess we did play 
the same time as The Hold Steady, !!! and sweet-
ass Seattle country singer Jesse Sykes…

Careless Boy: I enjoyed it – the weight of the 
fucking world plonked down on top of the audience.  
I think they didn’t know what to make of it, at all.

Jerry: Well, I’ve found it always works for me  
– being told that one of your mates has died in a car 
crash, 15 minutes before you go on stage. The set  
was kinda – totally – influenced by that. As you 
probably guessed from the way I sang the opening 
song, “There’s a man going round taking names/ 
Death is the name of that man…”

Posted: Sat Apr 14 12:22am
Careless Boy: Silver Mt Zion Orchestra sent  
a shiver right down the backs of my legs – even if they 
did make me wait for that moment. Actually, I call it  
a moment, but it lasted over 40 seconds.

Jerry: Did you see any of the Icelandic ‘bedroom 
community’ rock? I saw the final 30 seconds of Ben 
Frost; a bunch of boys and one man holding guitars 
over their heads, squealing (the guitars, not the boys) 
and with their backs to the audience, facing a screen 
saying there was no picture on the screen.

Careless Boy: I saw someone playing some 
beautiful violin over some Nord Electro organ 
droneage, plus a drummer – Nico Muhly. There was  
a laptop involved, which my companion decided was  
a no go and we left, unfairly saying that they must be 
miming to something knocked up on ProTools. They 
were lovely sounding, though, in that Icelandic way.

Posted: Sat Apr 14, 2007 12:27am 
Jerry: Priestbird were like Julian Cope’s Brain Donor, 
only more so. That is, they – like Deerhoof across town 

– had their Rush moments, with some Sabbath thrown 
in; but were far too serious.  Also, Deerhoof, man. Why 
doesn’t their drummer lighten up?

Oh, we saw Zita Swoon. Man. There’s some bad 
commercial Dutch rock out there. I assume Dutch, 
simply cos why else was anyone watching them?

Hey, we’re staying at the same hotel as Deerhoof! 
Let’s wait up and ambush them for their autographs!

Posted: Sat Apr 14, 2007 12:45am 
Careless Boy: Come on Deerhoof! I’m waiting.

Careless Boy: Zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz…
Careless Boy: Fuck, Silver Mt Zion have just 

walked in. Oh shit, he’s sitting next to me right now. 
Oooh, I’ve just had a fan moment.

Saturday morning
From: Crayola Lectern
Sent: 14 April 2007 07:53am 
An hour-long set from Silver Mt Zion means about four 
songs, I guess. Slow-burning stringcantations whose 
crescendos are so gradual that, come the point of 
release, we are treated to a sustained catharsis. There’s 
a hushed reverence in the audience, as is so often the 
case when classical instruments are involved. This 
leads me to thoughts of crowd manipulation and 
evangelism/brainwashing – which is just what we 
want in our rock’n’roll.

Posted: Sat Apr 14, 2007 10:01am 
Joris Stereo: Zita Swoon are actually Belgian. The 
singer is ex-dEUS. It’s one of the reasons why I don’t 
particularly like these kind of music and multi-arts stuff 
festivals. There’s always a handful of bloody dEUS side-
projects involved.

From: [censored] 
Sent: 14 April 2007 17:20pm
Hi Everett – a quick hello from someone that enjoyed 
your show yesterday. You looked pissed off at the lack 
of audience and rightly so! The people that attended 
the !!! concert got what they deserved. I overheard 
people agreeing that it sucked completely and their 
frontman was described as being blood-suckingly 
arrogant. Loved your ‘I Want To Fuck A Man With  
A Beard’ song. Are you men planning an actual CD,  
or demo, I could obtain from somewhere?

Sunday
Silver Mt Zion, I would have enjoyed a lot more if  
the main guy hadn’t been suffering from a messiah 
complex and possessed of horrendous long hair and 
beard. If I want to listen to Slint, the Edwin Hawkins 
Singers and The Dirty Three I will do so, separately –  
but fuck it, the crowd were close to rapture in Brussels 
last night, and I can’t deny that: plus, I liked the way  
the ‘orchestra’ were sat and stood round in a circle, 
uplifted, singing passionately off-mic (and often off-
key, not that it mattered), plucking and bowing their 
strings with increasing fervour.

Arrive home, and shave my beard off. 
My wife has suffered enough.

benelux blues 
Words: Everett True, Chris Anderson 
Photography: Simon Fernandez
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Top: SIlver Mt Zion Orchestra
Below (l-r): The Strange Death Of Liberal  
England, Nico Muhly, The Legend!
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seefeel
quique
redux edition

Released May14th
A de-luxe re-issue of this groundbreaking album. Remastered and including a
bonus disc of rare mixes and unissued tracks.

www.toopure.com

the new single

D'load out now 3-track Ltd CD/7" out May 21st

Live: LONDON Bush Hall May 21st

myspace.com/scoutniblett     toopure.com   

ELECTRELANE
THE NEW ALBUM OUT NOW ON CD/D'LOAD/2LP
'Electrelane take a contagious, unabashed pleasure in their search for
pop ecstasy, there isn't a duff track here.' - The Wire

www.electrelane.com www.toopure.com
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gowns
            Words: Kieron Gillen

Illustration: Nick White

2005. Gowns had been stared at up and down the East Coast. They’d felt 
out of place throughout; or more specifically, without a place. They used 
noise, but were clearly not Noise. There was folk beneath it all, but uglified 
beyond the genre’s common meaning. Their adherence to the skeletons 
of structure took them away from anything really Free but they certainly 
weren’t anything that could just be filed easily next to Rock. Erika Anderson 
(ex-Amps For Christ and Blue Silk Sutures) and Ezra Buchla (ex-The Mae Shi) 
were feeling a heavy case of the misunderstandings. “I think it’s common 
and possibly healthy for bands to feel that way,” Erika notes. “That they 
don’t quite fit in or that they are doing something different.”

They headed away, recovering, finding themselves splintered in the 
hide of America. South Dakota’s bigger than England, but has a population 
of less than a million humans. Maybe fewer actual souls. It’s Erika’s place of 
origin: “The kind of conservative no-man’s land in the middle of the country 
that has somehow been outvoting the rest of the nation for the past six 
years. It’s kind of scary,” she explains. ”South Dakota is the place where they 
recently tried to pass a law completely banning abortion, with no provisions 
taken for rape, incest or a woman’s health and safety.” 

It was a place where people told them how best to cut meth with grape 
Kool Aid if they were going to shoot it (they weren’t planning to) but where 
the check-out staff didn’t know what tofu was. Among 19th Century 
gravestones with the word ‘Baby’ carved into them, near Indian burial 
sites where stoners were slaughtered by escaped prisoners in the Sixties, 
they hid in a lakeside cabin on the prairie beneath sky slashed with lighting 
and crafted the core of their future. Scared a little in this red state, they 
recorded an album by the same name and of the same feelings.

All they took from Dakota was the half-complete album, which was 
obsessively mixed in the following year. Moving from LA to SF, they found 
themselves in the aging Victorian manse in North Berkley where Ezra was 
born and the band practises today, with newly acquired multi-percussionist 
Corey Fogel…and a master copy.

The later I listen to Red State the more I like it. It’s an invitation to ruin your 
sleep patterns, just so you can nestle up next to something uncomfortable 
and feel it sink its tiny barbs into and p-u-l-l. It manages the trick of sounding 
like both the result of laborious work, while still natural (note: not same thing 
as organic). It’s natural in the way that anything left to decay looks natural; 
ruins as objects that can be stumbled upon and deliver a moment of private 
revelation. It’s formally brilliant. It’s deeply atmospheric. There are even some 
bits you can sing along to.

From the way the band talk about their methods, the songs seem like 
the results of a kind of reverse archeology, the products of obsession. An 
original artefact lies in the heart of each song, and is then delicately treated 
with reiterated patinas before progressing to the next layer. 

“I’ve never felt the need to make some broad stylistic decision,” 
argues Ezra. “I tend to think of style as a statistical structure, as the 
accumulation of many decisions, not as a top-down set of rules for making 
those decisions.”

“When I listen to it, I can hear pieces of almost all of the music I’ve ever 
liked,” Erika says. “Sixties vocal harmonies coming through an AM radio, 
talking, whispers, howling, yelping…low drones, high static. There is an 
aesthetic present that is full of signifiers to me, like the sound of a fuzzy 
walkie-talkie or a distant, feedbacked piano.”

They admit the record’s more psychedelic than their earlier work, but – 
a key point – it’s an over-the-counter form of psychedelia. Cheap booze, 
cheap pills and your surroundings are enough. It’s folk music that admits 
the way to resonate with the modern environment is to echo with the timbre 
and shape and sounds of it. It’s sad voices and stories, sound processes 
eating themselves alive, the cough of old building’s pipes death-rattling 
at night and a sky so big that all your thoughts unravel. 

It really is something.
www.myspace.com/gowns

‘Talking, whispers, 
howling, yelping…low 
drones, high static’
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“I have given up on being the barometer for rap’s 
state of being,” says Regan Farquhar, aka Dadaist 
hip hopper Busdriver.  “I am out of phase with the 
arbitrators of trends – I don’t know what is best 
for any form of music.”

Maybe Farquhar doesn’t know, or maybe he’s 
just tired of talking about it. If you know anything 
about him, you’ll know his music doesn’t fit 

categorically into any genre, least of all hip hop. He’s 
been playing these blindin’ shows lately, getting up 
on stage with Deerhoof, half singing, half speed-
rapping over their psychedelic rock outs. The louder 
drummer Greg Saunier pounds, the faster Busdriver 
rhymes; genres warring in a maelstrom of galvanic 
guitars, propulsive drums and words words words. 
Words bent into sentences like circles into squares, 
eschewing sense for a bombardment of signifiers. 

It’s no wonder then that the precocious hipster 
kids who frequent Deerhoof shows now make 
up Busdriver’s core audience, although he’s not 
necessarily that happy about it. “Just an art school/
It’s a shorn pool/Of well-pruned yuppie scum” sings 
(yes, sings) Busdriver on ‘Sun Shower’, from his 
new record RoadkillOvercoat – a song that wouldn’t 
sound entirely out place on a Postal Service album – 

and while precious fashionistas aren’t the only ones 
who endure Farquhar’s wrath here, they do seem 
to be the ones buying his records. 

Another source of frustration is Los Angeles – 
city of broken dreams – where he grew up, and 
where he still lives. Son of filmmaker Ralph Farquhar, 
who wrote the script for hip hop biopic Krush 
Groove, it’s the Hollywood movie elites that come 
under fire on opener ‘Casting Agents and Cowgirls’ 
(“You did it! You got it!/You wowed the world/Of 
casting agents and cowgirls”). “I thrive on being at 
odds with this city,” he explains. “It has fuelled the 
impetus to write for most of my life.”

If anything, Busdriver tones down the rap in 
his hip hop on RoadkillOvercoat, cashing in his 
trademark wacky vocal style for a more downbeat 
approach and a bit of singing, while garnering his 
beats from DJ Nobody and Boom Bip, who in turn 
utilise an unexpected mix of musical reference 
points. He’s also been hanging out with Bianca 
Casady of CocoRosie, coaxing her into collaborating 
with him on ‘Go Slow’, a pensive tune more akin to 
the sisters’ operatic jams than his own convolutions.  

“We were at [Bianca’s] home in Williamsburg, 
NY, and our day kind of slowly melted into the 
beginnings of this song,” says Farquhar. “Walking 
around her neighbourhood, we stumbled upon 
a secondhand musical instrument store. She got 
an 808 drum machine and some primitive sort of 
guitar, all the while giggling with me about God-
knows-what. It was all quite serendipitous. 

“The song was more the by-product of us 
hanging out than anything. I asked the production 
team to touch it up, even asked Jimmy Tamborello 
(Postal Service, DNTEL) to turn it into something 
other than it was. But at the end of the day, it was 
turned in pretty much unaltered.”

Seems to me like the kids Busdriver’s picking 
on aren’t all that different from the people he’s 
playing with, but maybe he’s not all that serious 
about it anyway. When asked about the overall 
theme of RoadkillOvercoat, he sums it up in one 
short sentence: “Fuck everyone, even me.”

www.busdriversite.com

benga
Words: Melissa Bradshaw
Photography: Andy Whitton

Benga was once not only the youngest but 
also the most mystical of dubstep producers, 
with a hoard of secret dubs, none of which 
ever seemed to come out. But since his 
2006 collection Newstep he’s released an 
indomitable stream of 12-inches, with both 
‘The Invasion’ and ‘The Southside’ EPs at 
the top of last year’s lists (and an album 
forthcoming). He’s also an indomitably 
cheery bloke with a really loud laugh, who 
told our photo editor she could ring him if 
she asked for ‘the king’. 

You’ve let the chicken out of the pen 
with your collaboration with Skream 
for Tempa! Can you give me some more 
details please? 
“Yeah, to tell the truth it’s been busy times with 
me writing my new album and all the DJing 
between us. It’s also mad cos every time we get 
together we mess about and get ideas down but 
never finished. You know how it is when you’re such 
good friends.”

You’re DJing a lot and have also put 
out a slew of impressive releases 
lately: how do you keep the 
momentum going? 
“I don’t lose my head. It all comes down to 
writing for me, I play a lot of my own music, 
I like seeing the reactions. That keeps me going, 
I suppose.” 

I think you have a distinctive sound 
which has become more so lately; 
would you agree, and why is that? 
What sequencer are you using at the 
moment? Other equipment? 
“I still do my songs in Logic although sometimes 
I build drums in FL Studio. I don’t think it’s what 
equipment I use that makes the sound I create, just 
what seems right together in my head. I’ve been 
working recently with Coki, which has made me 
come to that conclusion.”

What can the dubstep music teach 
the world? 
“It can teach the world about peace, love and unity. 
Everyone loves each other in dubstep.”

Why do you dance like a chicken and 
why is Skream a weasel?  
“Well, the chicken dance is the dance from back in 
the day. As for Skream being a weasel, weasels are
 full of courage and are the strong soldiers of 
underground wildlife.”

www.myspace.com/bengabeats

‘I thrive on being at 
odds with Los 
Angeles’

busdriver
Words: Beth Capper
Illustration: Till Thomas
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Some say that mentioning fashion in relation to 
music is wrong. But while liking a band just for their 
shoes is indeed foolish, if their look just adds to the 
aceness of the music, well, what’s the problem?  
The Schla La Las, who look and sound like a Sixties 
garage group, agree.

“Who doesn’t like dressing up? It’s fun!” says 
bassist George. “How bands choose to present 

themselves is incredibly important, and one of  
the most interesting things about music scenes  
is the clothes they inspire, and the gang mentality 
that comes from this.”

They’re not keen on being labelled as 
throwbacks, though.

“The things we sing about are classic and  
will always be relevant like relationships, hanging 
out with your friends, empowerment, heartache, 
working hard, so call us retro if you wish, but  
we prefer timeless,” says singer and guitarist  
Piney Gir.

Their single ‘1234/Put Your Guitar Where Your 
Mouth Is’ has just come out, and as female bands 
continue to cause a flurry of excitement among the 
(mainstream) music press and promoters, The Schlas 
are ready for the usual reaction.

Piney says, “I love being a girl and playing gigs 
with other girls, but there’ve been so many times 
we’ve been put on a line-up with other ‘girl bands’ 
that we’re not stylistically suitable to play with. You 
have to question why being female is treated like it’s 
a genre. It’s a gender!

“Hopefully, we can encourage ladies to start 
their own bands, because the more females that are 
out there, the less of a novelty it will be.”

Is there a temptation to dress down to be taken 
more seriously? 

“The indie scene generally lacks glamour, there’s 
so many boys in T-shirts staring at their shoes,” says 
Piney. “So for me, putting on a pair of stilettos is like 
putting on an attitude. Just because we like getting 
on stage and rocking out doesn’t mean we don’t 
wanna look feminine while we do it!”

And they DO rock out. Guitarist Hannah  
reads Kerrang! for the photos of boys in eyeliner; 
drummer Delia likes to imagine the head of John 
The Baptist on her kit when she hits it, and doesn’t 
hesitate when asked why she makes music. 

“I’d rather play in a band than watch a band.  
I get fidgety if I don’t play for a while, and I join  
a new band. It’s lovely making a noise. I recommend 
it thoroughly.”

Second bassist Katrin reckons, “If we had  
a racehorse, it would be a tall sexy palomino 
wearing a red Dita Von Teese number and it would 
be called Trannie Chops. It probably wouldn’t win 
any races due to its alcohol consumption and 
incorrigible behaviour, but maaaan, it would  
be entertaining.”

Which kind of sums the lot of them up.
www.theschlalalas.com

dreaming is free 

What kind of dreams have you been 
having?
“It’s rare that a dream communicates  
much to anyone aside from the dreamer. 
Although, one time a friend told me that 
she had dreamed that she was an elephant, 
and that she was trying to fit in with the 
crowds on the street, so she leaned against  
a wall and smoked a cigarette. That was  
a good one to tell out loud.” 
(Khaela Maricich, The Blow)

”Sex, fish, angry preachers traversing the 
moat, flying. While on the tour bus in 
Ireland recently I dreamt I was fighting 
Michel Gondry. He had seen my act and  
even had ‘Wowtown’ on the posters.”  
(Thomas Truax) 

“Boring dreams. Like my bag is purple 
instead of green.” 
(Shy Child)

Any recurring nightmares? 
“It’s very similar to the Gondry dream: in  
this dream Beck appears on television with  
a giant rip-off of (my mechanical drum 
machine) Sister Spinster, and I’m yelling, ‘But 
that’s my act!’ But everyone just says ’That 
Beck! What will he think up next!?’ Also,  
I have nightmares about holding babies  
that kick around and slip out of my hands.”
(Thomas Truax)

”I had one where 9/11 was hosted by  
Pat Sajak, the game show host for Wheel  
Of Fortune. It was a combination of the  
two most horrifying aspects of reality.” 
(Shy Child)

Can you ever control yr dreams? 
”Sometimes…it occurs when I become 
aware that I’m dreaming. One time, I saw a 
woman with sunglasses that were changing 
size on her face, they were kind of twitching 
as she stared at me. I thought, “Ha! I am 
dreaming!” And I immediately leapt into 
the air and started flying. I am really good at 
flying in my dreams. One time, on Christmas 
day, when I realised I was dreaming, I went 
to find my sweetheart who lived abroad and 
we started making out.”  
(Khaela Maricich, The Blow)

Have you ever had yr dreams analysed? 
”Yes. But I don’t believe there are standard 
types of dreams that define psychoses and 
such. The same subjects are going to mean 
different things to different people.”
(Thomas Truax)

The Blow photography: Megan Holmes

‘Being female is 
treated like it’s a 
genre. It’s a gender!’

the schla la las 
Words: Natalie Boxall 
Photography: Emily Graham
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Joss Whedon, legendary creator of Buffy,  
has been quoted as saying that there are two 
important components to great drama: emotional 
resonance and rocket launchers. ”Party Of Five”,  
he explained, “a brilliant show that often made  
me cry uncontrollably, suffered ultimately from  
a lack of rocket launchers”. Aa (‘Big A little a’) have 
been taking the rocket launcher approach to drums: 
“Like most of our aesthetic, the multiple drummer 
thing – which was just two at first – wasn’t decided 
on for any formal reason. We just thought, ‘Yeah, 
drums, drums are good, we can play drums’. And 
we didn’t want any guitars.”

Sans guitars and with up to four drummers at 
any given time, then, they have been conquering 
New York’s party scene one loft at a time, playing 
alongside bands like XBXRX, Coachwhips and 
Lightning Bolt. “We’ve only been on the road for  
a total of like two point five weeks in the past two 
point five years. The entire way the band operates, 
from the actual music to the presentation to the 
logistics, has been kind of designed with a loft-type 
environment in mind – a small, packed, sweaty 
room with an overblown sound system and minimal 
lighting. We wanted to make something that would 

be exciting and atmospheric enough to really 
command your attention and set a mood  
despite the kind of physically intense, oppressive 
atmosphere, even if you’ve sweated through your  
T-shirt and feel sick from drinking too much Sparks 
and are only there because you’re trying to get laid 
or whatever. 

“It’s the only kind of show we played for a while, 
and it’s still more or less the only kind of show we go 
to see – there are so few licensed music venues in 
New York that you don’t feel like a total douchebag 
going to…Aa’s been lucky enough to play some 
really amazing shows in a lot of unique locations: 

parking lots, a field out 
on Roosevelt Island, 
behind a train station,  
a former chicken 
processing plant…”

Currently comprising 
Aron Wahl (drums, 
vocals, electronics), 
Nadav Havusha (drums, 
vocals, electronics),  

Josh Bonati (on, you guessed it, drums) and John 
Atkinson (vocals, synths, percussion), Aa belong to  
a new generation of bands – along with Gang Gang 
Dance, for example – happy to throw a variety of 
non-Western sounds into their cauldrons, in a new 
twist on no wave’s incorporation of reggae and jazz.

In an appropriately collective fashion, Aa claim 
that they are exemplars of “the potential for some 
kind of post-state political identity…We’re a kind  
of primordial, DIY example of the internet-era,  
semi-globalised music that has been so exciting to 
see emerge in the past few years. DJs like Rupture 

and Diplo are obviously doing this kind of thing a lot 
better: not only are they more talented and listening 
to even more, better stuff, but electronic music is  
a lot closer to the heart of the contemporary global 
beat-party than a ‘live’ drum circle, post-hippie or 
otherwise. We’re kind of like a maladapted, badly 
evolved product of a really interesting moment in 
the history of human culture”.

Despite often sounding like a random encounter 
between a laptop geek and an acid-dropping cult 
that may or may not end in human sacrifice, Aa’s live 
sets are tightly composed. In recording their debut 
album, gAame, though, they decided to try to be 
less rigid: “The album was about 50 per cent 
improvised, if that makes any sense. While we kind 
of borrow elements of ‘free’ music and noise in our 
set, these are more or less defined segments within 
a whole that strives to be as economical and concise 
as possible – we have pretty short attention spans, 
or maybe we’re just impatient, but we don’t usually 
let ourselves settle into the kind of extended groove 
you need to really jam out on. 

“Conversely, when the time came to record  
the album, we took advantage of the opportunity  
to experiment more in the studio with music that 
we’ve never really given ourselves the luxury to play 
live – quieter, more textural and less composed.” 

We ask if they’re mortified by hippie drum  
circle comparisons or fond of the same. “We’re 
post-mortification generally,” they reply. ”And 
anyway, we’re taking the drum circle back from the 
hippies – at least one of us was inexplicably denied 
admittance to African Drumming class in college 
and this is payback time. White dreads beware!”

www.sleeep.com/aa

‘We’re kind of like a maladapted, 
badly evolved product of a really 
interesting moment in the history 
of human culture’

drum majors 
Words: Pil and Galia Kollectiv

Percussion party squad Aa get their revenge on drum class 
and move Brooklyn’s collective ass in the process 

Von Südenfed is a new group or futurist sound system comprising
The Fall's Mark E Smith and Mouse On Mars’ Jan St Werner and Andi Toma

www.myspace.com/vonsudenfed www.dominorecordco.com

The album out 21.05.07 on CD & 2 x LP

The single out now on 12”

New Moon is a double album of music by Elliott Smith.
The album contains 24 songs recorded 1994–1997, a prolific
time in Smith’s career, when he recorded his self-titled album

and Either/Or. Like his other work, New Moon reflects the power
of Smith’s ability to integrate rich, melodic music with poetic,

multi-layered lyrics.

Available now on 2 xCD and 2 xLP www.dominorecordco.com
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Amerie
Take Control (Columbia)
R’n’b’s Korean-raised, self-identifying 
‘military brat’ is back with a Blow Up-
riffing video, a Tom Zé sample and a guest 
spot from Cee-Lo (who also produced  
the track). MySpace quote: “AMERIE  
Co-CEO Feenix Ent./Pen State Publishing”.
AMP: My leg is swaying. But my leg is easily 
pleased.
Kick: This is nice – really slick melodic blurs in 
the background. 
Alex: My entire body is swaying.
Louis: It’s got a guitar on it. That’s pretty 
indie, isn’t it? Sounds like it’s pieced together 
from a stack of samples.
Alex: “I try best not to blush” is perfectly 
delivered just like there’s a blush in her voice.
AMP: Does it KICK IN at any point or just 
keep being all squashed up and clenched- 
fist quiet?
Alex: “I find him I forgive him I feed him” – 
she says she wants you to take control, but 
listen to that line and you’re left in no doubt 
as to who holds the whip.
Kick: R’n’b has been quiet a while. I feel like 
we’re waiting for a regime change.
Louis: Maybe you should mount a coup.
AMP: I’m bored. He should probably  
take control of her now. Put his hand over  
her mouth.

Peter Bjorn And John
Objects Of My Affection (Wichita)
For those still not sick of Swedes after 
’Young Folks’ spent 2006 soundtracking 
sitcoms, dramas, advertising campaigns 
and baseball games – not to mention 
countless indieful iPods from Stockholm  
to Stockport. 
AMP: Is there gonna be whistling? I want 
whistling!
Alex: These people are my enemies. They are 
also music’s enemies.

Kick: I think Peter and John should change 
their names to be more Scandinavian. In 
support. Bjorn’s doing it.
Alex: I am music.
Kick: C’mon John, call yrself Sven.
AMP: Hey, if I write LOL you won’t put  
it in the article, will you? That would  
be embarrassing.
Louis: More LOLs in Plan B please.
Kick: I put in all the stuff that makes me  
look rad, and others look subnormal  
and perverse.
AMP: That is SO unfair.
Kick: I don’t really. LOL. Look – I can do it, 
’cause I edit it!
Louis: I like this. It’s sort of cute. And usually  
I hate cute things.
Kick: “I cry more often now/I am more me.” 
AMP: Rubbish whistling. I hate boys who  
cry, too.
Alex: I prefer this to ‘Young Folks’ because  
I can ignore it.
Kick: I’d like it if one of the three just 
whistled. Like, that was his thing.
AMP: ‘Young Folks’ was awesome, though. 
Admit it. They will never live up to that. They 
shot their load too early.
Alex: It was insufferable. This is merely 
redundant.

Deerhunter
Fluorescent Grey (Kranky)
US neo-shoegazer Pitchfork faves  
shuffle purposefully closer to our shores  
by accessorising the recent Cryptograms 
album with an EP of all-new material. 
MySpace quote: “The ladness of slaughter.”
AMP: How are Deerhunter different to 
Deerhoof?
Louis: “GRODY HOLE.”
Kick: Elmer Fudd > Bambi. Maybe.
AMP: Why did Louis say “Grody Hole”? Does 
he have Tourette’s? I think we should have 
been warned…

Kick: He’s out of his skull on illegal cakes.
Louis: It’s from that Drawing Restraint 
Director’s Cut video on YouTube. I haven’t 
even touched my cake – maybe that’s  
the problem.
Kick: This is a bit limp, initially.
AMP: It’s nice background music though,  
for when your mum comes round. That’s  
a very important niche market.
Alex: These people do not have enough get-
up-and-go to be successful deer hunters. 
Louis: I can’t think of anything to say about 
this. I suck at Singles Club.
AMP: Say more Tourette’s stuff, Louis, that 
was fun. So, this is basically quite good.  
In a shoegaze-pastiche kind of way.
Kick: But I like shoegaze when it’s intense 
strumming, not…trailing…It sounds like 
they’re getting progressively further away.
Louis: That’s because they went to the pub 
three hours ago.

Ciara
Like A Boy (Sony BMG)
Not only has Texas-born singer, songwriter, 
producer and dancer Ciara had a Number 
One album and won a Grammy, but her 
middle name is quite literally ‘Princess’, 
meaning her parents are like royalty. 
Kick: You love Ciara, don’t you, Alex? Like 
really really.
Alex: I heart Ciara so much. Really really.
Louis: The kickdrum is great. Excellently 
overused.
Alex: I wrote a massive stream-of-consch 
piece a couple of weeks ago massively  
over-analysing the emotional complexities 
delineated in this song.
AMP: It’s pretty boring Alex Macpherson kind 
of r’n’b, folks.
Louis: What are the emotional complexities?
Alex: She wants to switch up the gender roles 
but she can’t because she is too weak, so she 
exhorts all other women to on her behalf.

Kick: There’s a cool screwed-and-chopped 
kinda backing vocal…and it was good when 
she climbed all over it, yelling. But, I dunno, 
fairly sterile pseudo-string sample…
Alex: The kidz on the bus love Ciara.

Busy P
Rainbow Man (Ed Banger)
The owner and CEO of Ed Banger, as well 
as manager of the perennially imitated 
Daft Punk. The cover it comes in is a 
hilarious riff on Da Vinci’s ‘Vitruvian Man’, 
but with multi-colours and a huuuuge grin.
Alex: So bored of Ed Banger now.
Louis: The first thing I notice is it’s a miniscule 
bit slower than it should be, which is a  
good thing. 
Kick: Yeah, it’s really swollen sounding.
Alex: It’s the same things every time, 
distorted overbearing bass and 
DUNDUNDUN tune and it ceased being  
fun so long ago.
Louis: It’s like being on drugs, basically. 
Where your experience of time goes  
a bit woozy.
AMP: Yes. It would be fun to be right by the 
speaker when this was on. Ooh! yes! That 
blurry bendy noise! Can I have this single?
Kick: It’s being pitch-shifted with no regard 
to tune or tempo!
Alex: It’s the same noise as on every Ed 
Banger record ever! All of this happens on 
every Ed Banger record ever!
AMP: *Buys every Ed Banger record ever.*
Kick: The progression of notes = sex 
dominoes (available from www.planbmag.
com NOW!)
AMP: That was BRILLIANT.

Harrisons
Dear Constable (Melodic)
From the same Northern shoal that 
spawned The Long Blondes et al, and 
already drawing some back-pats from 

 Words: Miss AMP,  
Alex Macpherson, Louis 
Pattison and kicking_k 
Illustration: Lady Lucy

In which the Plan B home team play hostess/mostest, 
offering strong tea alongside suspiciously cheap cakes 
(fearlessly consumed), and E numbers are converted to 
rampant LOLs
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broadsheets. ”It’s a good solid groove and, 
unlike a lot of music today, it actually says 
something,” claim the band. 
Alex: My breath is bated as to what this 
something could be.
Louis: Hold on, let me get that first line:  
”The kicking, punching, trigger-happy,  
car-crashing kids”.
AMP: He can see the “lies dancing in  
our eyes”!
Kick: The message is…um…oh no, wait,  
it was around here somewhere…
AMP: Oh God, it sounds like…
Alex: Is he talking shit about us and our shiny 
computer screens?
Kick: ”Sitting at computer screens/Robbed  
of all their dreams”. HE CAN SEE US.
AMP: …who is it, um, Squeeze…The Jam…
some awful band from the past…
Kick: HE’S HERE RIGHT NOW.
AMP: LOL@ how he says blame: 
“BLEEEEEAAAAHHHHHHHEEEEMMMM”
Kick: I think the Tories should use this in  
a political broadcast.
AMP: The Clash, that’s who it sounds like.
Kick: David Cameron all playing bass.
Louis: My girlfriend and my sister are both 
MSN-ing me. I might go talk to them until 
this atrocity is over.

No Age
Get Hurt (Upset The Rhythm)
Super-positive Los Angeles punk/skate/art/
power-pop duo born when their previous 
group, Wives, disintegrated on the road 
last year. This six-song EP is followed by 
their first full-length on Fatcat in June. 
Louis: I put Wives on once. They were 
basically really scrappy, fun hardcore and the 
guitarist got really drunk and hung upside 
down from the rafters.
Kick: A couple of my friends are in a band 
called Husbands. Hey – I wonder if this their 
first time in print? I hear good things. 

Louis: See, this is good.
AMP: Yeah, it’s all right actually. Annoying 
but good at the same time. Which is even 
more annoying.
Kick: I like that they’re wholly battering the 
cymbals and suchlike.
Alex: I guess it does what it does well…?
AMP: Which makes it even better.
Kick: It always sounds like RAGING RAIN.
Louis: It’s recorded so HORRIBLY.

Lottergirls
Bonfini EP (Fourmusic)
Conceived as an answer to Fetisch’s 
Lotterboys electronic super group, 
Lottergirls are fronted comprehensively  
by a resurgent Princess Superstar  
bringing max sass to their noirish  
Eighties sound. 
Alex: This is a bit more subtle than I was 
expecting.
Kick: It rolls in like a civilised storm. A storm 
with long grey gloves.
Alex: Oh no, live drums. Already I hanker after 
a proper dance remix of this.
Kick: It’s got a really warm, analogue thing 
going that I like a lot.
Louis: I’m waiting for it to do something.
Kick: It’s doing something! I dunno why I’ve 
bonded so hard with this record, but I have.  
It just feels really evocative to me. All dusky 
skyscrapers etc. Maybe it’s more for cruising 
than dancing, though.
Alex: A house beat would be a treat at this 
point (OK, I’m jiggling about).
Kick: The hooks aren’t monster claws, but,  
I dunno, baby bird talons, all getting in yr 
weave…well, it gets in mine, at least.
Louis: But then it drags all your skin off, and 
you’re just a dancing skeleton.
AMP: There aren’t enough references to 
weaves in Plan B. See also: false nails.
Kick: Louis Pattison tested for drugs before 
Singles Club. Results: WHAT?

Alex: WE WEREN’T ALLOWED TO LISTEN TO 
THE REMIXES. I MUST PROTEST. I BET THEY 
WERE TOTALLY SUPER AWESOME.
Kick: TELL IT TO YR MP! THEY WON’T CARE! 
WE HAVE DIPLOMATIC IMMUNITY.

The Sword
Freya (Kemado)
Sleep-inspired hipster metallers from 
Austin, TX, via New York retro rawk  
label Kemado. For some reason, the 
merchandise at their site does not (as yet) 
boast melee weapons of any sort, nor furs 
or war-steeds. Perhaps challengers must 
vanquish them in battle?
Kick: What was Freya goddess of?
AMP: The SWORD. This ROCKS.
Alex: I hope no one starts singing. Not  
that I’m particularly enjoying the guitars  
but I fear the type of singing which inevitably 
accompanies them…there we go.
AMP: Me and Frances would like this. This is 
DRIVING MUSIC
Alex: AXE SOLO.
AMP: Not that we can drive. This is cocaine 
music.
Alex: I don’t like axe solos.
Louis: The thing I like about this record  
is the long, repetitive riffy bits that feel  
like they might never end. It could basically 
go on for 20 minutes and I’d be happy.
Alex: It feels like it has gone on for 20 
minutes. All the riffs are…so directionless.
Louis: It makes more sense the longer they 
go on. In 20 minutes you will understand. 
Also, try marijuana.
Kick: What do we think of metal’s new-found 
fashionability?
Alex: I preferred metal when I could ignore it. 
Now it’s fashionable I have to vocalise my 
dislike of it.
Kick: I predict Viking-style flaxen beards  
in the pages of fash mags in 2007. And 
tankards.

AMP: Yes, it’s utterly pointless. But that’s ace! 
Whoa, and that twiddly bit. Oh man, I wish  
I was a boy and I could play guitar like this.  
I wanna be a teenage boy with acne in an 
Iron Maiden T-shirt with my hands bloody 
from constant axe-riffs and RSI from 
masturbation and that’s how this makes  
me feel and that’s good. Right?
Louis: Metal doesn’t need to be revived.  
It will live forever, regardless of whether 
anyone likes it, like a lonely troll in a  
remote cave.

Foals
Hummer (Transgressive)
Young math-rockers from Brighton, with  
a nice Don Caballero complexity to the 
guitar sound. Unusual for Transgressive, 
who are normally on more of a slightly fey 
art-rock edge.
Louis: I can’t spell Don Cabalero.
Alex: Can anyone possibly guess what I don’t 
like about this?
Kick: That it’s neither indie or dance, but 
indie-dance?
AMP: It’s good. BLEEPS! BLEEP ALERT.
Louis: I think shredding and finger-tapping is 
going to be this year’s thing. See also: Marnie 
Stern, Battles.
AMP: It would be even acer if it gradually got 
faster and faster and faster.
Alex: I liked the middle bleepy bit but I’m 
scraping the barrel for praise there. Why is 
being unable to sing considered a positive 
attribute in indie circle, instead of for, you 
know, incompetence and uselessness?

These people do not have enough 
get-up-and-go to be successful 
 deer hunters

singles of the month

Kick: Lottergirls – Bonfini EP
AMP: Busy P – Rainbow Man
Louis: The Sword – Freya
Alex: Ciara – Like A Boy
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Behind the myriad pop hooks of Marnie Stern’s 
critically adored debut album In Advance Of The 
Broken Arm there’s a constantly shifting pattern of 
shimmering guitar glissando. She is finger-tapping, 
the accursed technique of Eighties big hair 
guitarists. It’s a hallucinogenic texture that hooks 
the listener’s ears on the snagging rain of notes;  
she then takes advantage of their hypnotic effect  
to howl random images into their brain. When 
Eddie Van Halen did it was “like masturbating”.  
It was ALWAYS a good noise.

It’s unlikely that this obscurity on kill rock stars 
will make eight-finger-tapping cool again, but it 
does emphasise the sheer abstract-ness of guitar 
solos. Guitar solos are meaningless, non-literal – 
there is no logical reason in any rock or pop song 
why this instrument should suddenly arc out in  
a furious scribble of widdlywiddlyneoewwreeogh!!

Other than as pure texture, which can be 
exaggerated by dislocating that pattern of guitar 
and using it as miasmic audio wallpaper, like Marnie 
Stern – or Eddie Van Halen in ‘Eruption’ – guitar 
solos are purely functional. I like guitar solos that  
are used to throttle-up a piece of music, that fuel-
inject. One band took that premise and used it to 
tear music a new soul: Slayer. 

The Slayer tag team of Kerry King and Jeff 
Hanneman spent years trying to imitate Judas 
Priest’s duelling guitar leads. They never really learnt 
how to play according to the musical theory of their 
heroes – y’know, scales and all that jazz. So they 
made up something else instead. People still don’t 
quite get Slayer.

Slayer songs are whirling, almost mathematical 
grids of noise that are sliced up and down by serial 

killer solos. When the BC Rich guitars lash out  
across Reign In Blood, it’s like a flick-knife to the 
face. Drummer Dave Lombardo described the guitar 
leads as being power points that trigger his rhythms. 
When the music skids into a guitar solo his pace 
picks up, instinctively releasing a flurry of beats that 
splits Slayer’s sound into a cryptic maze, constantly 
rearranging and patrolled by circular saw-blades.

Dragonforce play their solos like video-game 
power-ups. The point where the solo screams in  
is the bit where you get an invincibility shield, or 
where Sonic turns into SuperSonic. In one video, 
‘Force guitarists Sam and Herman are even shown 
‘playing’ themselves on a console controller as they 
battle in a Mortal Kombat guitar duel.

People laugh, but I want my guitar heroes  
to be Merlins who believe that if they play fast 
enough they can pull Randy Rhoads’ aeroplane  
back through space-and-time like a fingers-aflame 
Donnie Darko. The way that Steve Vai almost 
certainly knew he was the devil’s guitar player  
when he ran pentagrammatic rings around  
Ralph Macchio in Crossroads.

When Vai plays it straight, though, it’s boring.  
It’s like the incidental music from Top Gun. It’s guitar 

as soulful melisma, as diva. A priapic wail  
purpose-built to soundtrack stars and stripes  
scaling up flagpoles, fluttering with indefatigability. 

The devil’s real guitar player is Morbid Angel’s 
seven-stringer Trey Azagthoth, a man who 
reportedly sees visions when he solos from,  
“The other side…something that is definitely  
not human.” Death metal solos are senseless 
strangling of notes that seek to invoke more  
than blithely evoke. 

A good guitar solo drags out what the lyrics  
can’t quite voice. In Brian Eno’s ‘Baby’s On Fire’, 
Robert Fripp’s solo makes Eno’s cubist tune into 
wreckage. It melts down whatever the lyrics leave. 
Funkadelic’s ‘Maggot Brain’ is just spiralling fractals 
of solo growing like alien fauna – chiming with the 
eco-warning spoken introduction.

Perhaps the reason why this pseudo-
synaesthesia works on guitars and doesn’t on,  
say, saxophones, is almost purely because of the 
extreme sense of physicality you get from the sound 
of a writhing guitar. 

I love metal because the playing is so locked-in 
that I find it affecting my breathing, my pulse  
and my whole physical constitution. It’s like having 
guitar strings threaded through your veins. When 
the solo scythes in it can rip you right apart or 
transcend you – like Kirk Hammett’s dash for 
freedom in ‘Fade To Black’, the frantic flurry of  
notes Mastodon conjure to ward off evil, or the 
psychedelically sad, inconsolable harmonic screams 
of the late Dimebag.

And all the while Kerry King shreds at the  
strings – as I twitch, helplessly – and laughs like  
the damned.

why i love: guitar solos 
Words: David McNamee 
Illustration: French
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Yes! I have dreamed about writing this column  
for ages! Years ago…oh, the stream of invective  
I could have showered upon the latest sensation 
engineered and foisted on us by middle-aged  
men musically reliving wasted youths spent  
sniffing glue to The Clash or The Slits. 

The Strokes? Kill! Kill! Hulk smash! 
Yeah Yeah Yeahs? Kill with guns! 
The Libertines? Just die already. 
Arctic fucking Monkeys? 
Let me guess…another gang of young, white, 

skinny jeans-clad males with guitars are going to 
’save rock’n’roll?’ Oh, yawn! Gimme a break. 

Where did my bile go? The turgid slabs of  
NME/Carling rock have not grown any less 
ploddingly, retro-fetishistically tedious, but  
I can barely rise above a ’meh’. It’s not like I’ve 
mellowed with age – I can still summon up 
obscenities to make Julie Burchill blush when  
faced with Lambeth Council, bendy buses or bolshy 
estate agents. I’m still passionate about music – 
catch me down the front of Sonic Cathedral, 
shaking my fringe to the new School Of Seven  
Bells single.

CDs that actually drive me from the room 
screaming are as rare as those that have me dancing 
about the flat. What changes my opinion from  
a mere ’meh’ to ’KILL! SMASH!’ is not actually  
the music, but the sensation of it being shoved  
down my throat with a pitchfork. Not mere  
hype, but total oversaturation, counting the pages 
in magazines before Pete Doherty’s fat fucking  
face appears.

I had to stop reading the music press completely. 
I unplugged from the media mainline. Chucked  

out my radio and TV, and moved without leaving 
any PRs my forwarding address. But like a relapsing 
recovering addict, I plugged straight into the 
internet – the blogosphere. 

A site called I Love Music (www.ilxor.com) 
proved to be my downfall. Somewhere around the 
800th hysteria-pitched post about MIA or Annie, 
the screaming noise started again…

How on earth was I supposed to form cogent 
opinions of my own with all these voices chattering 
in my browser? How could I approach music freshly 
with someone else’s ideas clogging up my head?  
I hate being told what to think.

It’s worse than conventional media because 
there’s exponentially so much more of it, especially 
from the sort of psychotically ranting loonies  
you’d move away from on the bus. 

One of these fuckwits with an agenda can 
destroy discourse on a message board faster  
than Franz fucking Ferdinand can get me  
off a dancefloor. Gatekeepers exist for a reason, 
even though the existing gatekeepers may  
be corrupt.

Maybe I’m a Luddite; maybe I’m nostalgic for  
my own youth of mixtapes and static-y college  

radio stations. My relationship with music  
is something like that early Protestant reformers had 
with God – intensely personal, an emotional electric 
connection between me and a song, rather than 
something mediated through authority and the 
endless scholarly analysis of ‘experts’.

It’s the classic indie dilemma: music just feels  
more special when it unfolds its secrets to you alone, 
like discovering an unexplored part of yourself.  
I don’t get that from a hundred Swedish bands 
wanting to be friends on MySpace.

So I disconnected from the blogosphere; 
committed cybersuicide in some small sense.  
I found more of a sense of community and 
connection reading posts about gardening  
in Martha’s Vineyard or bike repair shops in 
Newcastle. I find music the old-fashioned way,  
by chance and personal recommendation.  
An amazing album on a friend’s stereo.  
Unexpected support bands. Trusted sources  
like my mate in Scotland emailing to urge ”Check 
out The Sons Of TC Lethbridge”, or Finnish Prog,  
or whatever.

I’ve had to change my attitude, step away  
from the fetishisation of novelty, surrender that 
competitive urge to be the first person to discover 
that next big thing, ignore the tyranny of a pop 
record masquerading as cultural event. 

I sometimes wait weeks or even months to  
listen to feted artists, letting the nausea pass before 
hearing them. I have to be free to judge music on  
its own merit, rather than how far their publicists’ 
cocks are down my throat. 

I’ve become out of touch and unashamed. 
I love music. I hate hype.

why I hate…hype 
Words: Fiona Fletcher 
Illustration: Chris Summerlin
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16 March, Austin
There is an important decision to be made when 
faced with an early morning flight: two or three 
hours’ sleep or stay out clubbing? Andy and  
I chose the former option and Peter chose the  
latter (though, granted, he was DJing). I think this 
made Peter’s day slightly more uncomfortable –  
but only by a sliver.

I’d joked in the weeks preceding this tour that 
once we stepped onto the plane there would be 
nothing more to worry about and I might actually 
enjoy it. I even started to partly believe it once we’d 
handed over our gear to be shipped, but gradually 
reality crept in and has kept creeping in for the 
duration of the trip. 

Still, at this point it seemed as if we’d done  
all we could to insure against disaster. My checklist 
included booking hotels, reassuring our Austin 
hosts that we would actually turn up, car hire 
reservation, flights confirmed, travel insurance 
sorted, Visas approved, paid for and collected, 
customs documents for our shipped gear all  
present and correct, US electricity transformers 
bought, keyboard mixer ordered (they delivered  
the wrong one so that was one area where  
I was prepared to try to wing it – a mistake),  

US equipment hire ready to go on arrival in Chicago. 
I’d even booked Peter and myself vegetarian meals 
for the plane. 

And then, once you’re within the aviation system 
there’s not much else you can do except watch films, 
remove your shoes and belt (for the metal detector, 
not for in-flight comfort) and respond affirmatively 
whenever someone asks you whether you packed 

your own bag. 
We arrived in Austin (from Newcastle via 

Amsterdam and Memphis) at 10pm central US  
time, each in one piece plus a bag and a couple  
of guitars. Once I’d familiarised myself with a left-
hand steering wheel to drive on the right, and  
a complete lack of clutch to control, I was very  
much ready for a few hours’ kip.

17 March, Austin
Ah, South By South West. Unhindered music 
industry bollocks. Wristbands. Registration. 
Hundreds of venues, hundreds of bands. People 
always talk about a band’s ’buzz’. Horrible word.

Well, in ‘South By’ (as the locals call it), the  
sheer force of music industry types willing there  
to be a buzz actually makes it happen on a grand 
scale If you like that kind of thing you might  
describe it as intoxicating. In our case, it’s  
a pain in the arse. Sick, sickly and sickening in  
equal measure. 

Last year we played four gigs in two days, each 
one with a different set of borrowed gear. One of 
the gigs was pretty good. The other three were 
moderately shit in different ways. The plus points 
were that the people we were staying with were 
lovely, and showed us the best ways to have  
an Austin-style good time (shuffle board and  
frozen margaritas). 

This year, we really didn’t want to play here so 
the compromise was one gig and one gig only. In 
retrospect I think that even this was a compromise 
too far, given the bullshit and exhaustion entailed. 
At least our shipped gear arrived in the right place 
(though not the right time – a day early!) and we 

Join Field Music as they 
lug errant equipment 
from SXSW to Chicago

This diary is making 
another shitty tour 
seem even worse

 
Tour Diary: David Brewis 
Illustration: Vincent Vanoli
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Dan Beirne
Frog Eyes – Reform The Countryside 
(Absolutely Kosher)
Like all Frog Eyes songs, it’s a raging tide, 
you’re pulled by a ripping power, with 
occasional footholds and twigs to grab 
onto. ”Oh baby, oh baby, I…”

Casiotone For The Painfully Alone – 
Tonight Was A Disaster  
(Daytrotter Session)
A thumping, twinkling flicker of red and 
blue lights, out of focus, a tiny slip on the 
way out of the cab, and fumbling for keys.

Crystal Castles – Alice Practice 
(Merok)
Like a scouring pad to your palate or being 
woken up by a scream in the next room, 
this song is my most desired danger.

Jordan Himmelfarb
Terry Jacks – Concrete Sea (Bell)
Jacks’ salvo against the day-to-day grind 
of urban living is so good that it almost 
offers absolution for the crime of ‘Seasons 
In The Sun’. The perspicuous production 
and Platonic chord progression call  
to mind fellow-Canadian Neil Young,  
while the song’s aesthetic ethos can be 
summarised thus: ”Boogie-woogie!” 

Nat Baldwin – Within Walls  
(Broken Sparrow) 
How something even remotely funky could 
emerge from a bowed contrabass, hand 
claps and monastic vocal incantations is  
an enigma worthy of Sherlock Holmes’ 
older, smarter brother Mycroft Holmes. If 
you’re reading this in a small fishing town 
in Maine, and you see an Abelard-looking 
dude with a giant upright violin, and you’re 
Mycroft Holmes, I think you might be very 
close to an answer. 

Mahmoud Ahmed – Tezeta  
(Buda Musique)
Like a rosebud dried in a leather-bound 
edition of William Blake, ‘Tezeta’ is 
uncomfortably romantic. How’s your 
Ethiopian? Doesn’t matter. What Ahmed 
says with fluid organ chords, pentatonic 
flute, and pained guitar reggae cannot be 
communicated with natural language. 

Sean Michaels
Soko – I’ll Kill Her (Overseas Rock)
So someone steals Soko’s boy and she 
spends a night watching her ceiling fan, 
listening to Herman Düne, trying to figure 
out where she can get a knife. Then she 
remembers who she is, where she is, what 

she’s listening to; and she sharpens her 
French accent, picks up an electric guitar.

Sandro Perri – Dreaming 
(Constellation)
On Sandro Perri Plays Polmo Polpo he 
plays his own songs over again, shaking 
the chords to see if new rhymes come  
out. ‘Dreaming’ is bass-drum thump and 
stray acoustic, but mostly it’s Perri’s voice 
winging it in the same skies Antony flies  
– softer, calmer; on its way home.

Basia Bulat – Pilgriming Vine  
(Rough Trade) 
She has a voice to climb towers for, the sort 
of hot wistful want that brings the princes 
for miles around. They’ve got drum rolls 
and garden-party violins and ladders that 
reach right to that sweet girl’s window.

www.saidthegramophone.com

playlist: said the gramophone 
Words: Dan Beirne, Jordan Himmelfarb and Sean Michaels 
Illustration: Gemma Correll

How’s your 
Ethiopian?

stayed with the same wonderful hosts as last year, though this time round we 
hardly saw them.

We struggle with festival gigs at the best of times (as anyone who witnessed 
our technical-hitch-hell sets at Electric Gardens or Reading will tell you), so when 
the festival venue is basically a beer garden and – despite our emails – no one 
has seen our stage plan or channel list and we have 20 minutes for the previous 
band to clear off and to set up all of our gadgets (and see if they’ve survived the 
flight over), well…We managed about 25 minutes of a slightly ropey but not 
terrible Field Music set, spending more time setting up and packing up – and 
we’d been incredibly quick at both. If you haven’t seen us at a gig before, we  
are an extremely roadie-less band (by choice as well as financial necessity),  
but I’m sure it’s slightly more entertaining to watch us play instead of looking 
bemused, plugging in midi leads and berating a misbehaving fuzz pedal.

18 March, Missouri
An early morning trip to the airport to return the faulty car. Attempted to swap 
for a larger car, realising we were in for serious space problems once we hit the 
amp and drums rental place in Chicago (more on that later). This was by now 
taking a substantial bite out of a day when we knew we had more than eight 
hours of road-trip still to come. That didn’t stop us enjoying one last Texas 
breakfast though. We knew we’d be on free hotel breakfasts for the rest of  
the trip so we thought it would be prudent to indulge, and indulge we did. 
Tacos, pancakes, oatmeal, bagels, endless refills of coffee. Two hours behind 
schedule, but at midday, finally ready to hit the road.

And what a long road! Austin to Dallas alone took four hours and they’re in 
the same state! Another hour in traffic and then circumventing the city. I was 
surprised to find that in Texas we basically didn’t see any countryside. Just miles 
and miles of retail parks on both sides of the road. Outside of the big, old cities, 
there seems to be very little in the US which bears any relation to what it might 
have been 30 or 40 years ago. By the time we got to Tulsa (isn’t that a song?) 
 we were flagging physically but still had over two hours of driving to go. We’d 
booked a hotel in Joplin, Missouri expecting it to be a strange, bible-belt kind  
of place. Instead it was our first example of a Missourian-style retail park. 

20 March, Chicago
The day began with euphoria of a sort but then ended as a damp squib.  
I’m writing this two days down the line but am still so pissed off that I’m going  
to have to stop writing. This diary is making another shitty tour seem even 
worse, as if I’m wallowing in the shit but without any accompanying relief of 
tension. Improbably, we managed some outrageous packing manoeuvres with 
our little SUV and – thanks to the help and skill of our friend at Andy’s Pro Hire – 
managed to fit in a guitar amp and a drum kit (along with the guitars, keyboards 
and samplers we already had with us). That left us short of a keyboard amp, but 
incredibly we managed to find a studio equipment wholesaler just a few blocks 
away and bought a tiny mixer which would acceptably sub. 

We finally had some lunch that didn’t involve melted cheese and even 
managed a short stroll around the park and marina on the Michigan lakeside. 
We arrived half an hour early at the venue and 
met our touring mates, Menomena of 
Portland, Oregon and Land Of Talk from 
Montreal. It was at this point that we 
discovered that, while we would be given 
the privilege of a soundcheck here, we 
wouldn’t necessarily get such treatment at 
any other gigs. Given what I’ve already said 
about festival gigs, this was – to be as polite  
as I can manage – a pain in the arse.

The gig itself was, for us, as flat as a pancake  
– despite our soundcheck, the onstage sound was 
distractingly odd and quite a way removed from how 
it had been earlier. I think our collective attitude in 
order to get through the next two weeks will be simply 
to switch off, enjoy the drives and wait for it to end.  
We have so little control over the experience we can 
give to the audience, regardless of how hard we try  
to make it work. As a audience member, if you simply 
want to watch us run through ‘If Only The Moon  
Were Up’ just for the thrill of recognition, then maybe 
this kind of thing is acceptable, but it can’t be what  
I would ever make music for. It’s not enough to just 
move my fingers around as I know I should (given all 
that rehearsal and repetition) when I can’t hear the 
music and when I feel like I’m a million miles away 
from the stage and even further from the 
songs and further still 
from the people 
we’re there to 
entertain. I 
should learn  
to fake it.

plan b | 23
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It’s in some ways the classic American success story – 
immigrants come to New York City and astound the 
world (or some part thereof) – though Horatio Alger 
probably didn’t have a Japanese woman and male 
Italian twins making rock music in mind when he 
wrote his tales. Blonde Redhead’s latest album,  
23, their second for 4AD and the first they produced 
themselves, is another fine chapter in their own 

adventure, an often surprising collection of art-pop-
leaning explorations long removed from the rough 
sound of their earliest years that still kicks with a 
sharp and beautiful energy.

Singers Kazu Makino and Amedeo Pace 
addressed the long and the short of it – sometimes 
quite literally – when talking about the records that 
had shaped their own musical lives along the way.

What was your favourite album when you 
were growing up?
Kazu: “I wasn’t allowed to listen to any music 
besides classical music in the house. Even with 
classical music, I had to listen to it very softly. It  
was crazy and weird if I think about it now.”
Ame: “It was a single by The Rolling Stones which 
had ‘Angie’ on it.”

What album, if any, made you decide  
that being a musician was what you wanted  
to be?
Kazu: “Again, I just practised classical piano 
growing up. I did not have any ambition whatsoever 
to become a classical pianist. But anything else  
was not even an option.” 
Ame: “None. It wasn’t an album which made me 
decide to be a musician.”

What album or albums did you bond over 
when you first formed Blonde Redhead? Do 
you still feel the same towards those albums?
Kazu: “The Future Of What and New Plastic Ideas  
by Unwound. We were all crazy about it and we still 
love them.”
Ame: “We all had very different taste and liked 
different things. We fought about it.”

Is there a particular album that totally divides 
the band – one member’s total favourite and 
the others’ least favourite (or vice versa)? 
Ame: “Not any more.”
Kazu: “I think Simone [Pace] kind of likes Keane  
and I wouldn’t even go there, but I don’t think it 

would be fair to say it is his total favourite. 
Sometimes I get sucked into listening to Japanese 
pop crap but I normally come to my senses when  
I come back to New York.”

Talk a bit about 23 and how you feel about 
listening to it – what strikes you the most 
about it as an album experience?
Ame: “I think it is a good and solid album.  
It is a strange one. I feel quite detached from it  
in a healthy way. It was hard to make, lots of work.  
I think it will be an important album for us.”
Kazu: “It sounds great, but making it was not  
that exciting. We had to be very patient. I did not 
have the intuition that it was going to make me  
feel this way at the end, or did I? To be honest it’s 
hard to remember how I felt exactly. I think of the 
experience as more like, ‘What was that all about?’  
I do remember feeling deeply frustrated many  
times over.”

What does 23 remind me of in turn? Some claim 
My Bloody Valentine but I’d say that’s only the  
first song (thanks to the tremolo abuse). It’s 
something else that resists an easy connection, 
something simultaneously elegant, angry  
and haunted. 

The alternate histories of what pop and rock  
is meant to be find a new echo here – I could play  
it alongside AR Kane’s i, Disco Inferno’s DI Go Pop, 
Barbara Morgenstern’s The Grass Is Always Greener, 
all treasures in my own collection. It’s nice that 
there’s a new one to join them.

www.blonde-redhead.com

personal geography: 
blonde redhead 
Words: Ned Raggett 

Plan B tries to talk landmark records 
with the perennial indie wallflowers 

‘It wasn’t an album 
which made me decide 
to be a musician’
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SHY CHILD
DOWNLOAD SINGLE Out 6th May
7” SINGLE Out 14th May
ALBUM Out 21st May

“Shy Child are to Human League, what the 
White Stripes are to Led Zeppelin” NME

“an astonishing album of pure electronic 
spunk rock.” One Week To Live

“They  make your feet twitch, your head nod 
and..make you throw up some shapes your 
body never knew existed” Dazed & Confused

ON TOUR WITH KLAXONS THROUGHOUT MAY
and loads of other dates being added check the site for details

www.myspace.com/shychildmusic

DOWNLOAD THE 1ST SINGLE NOW 

‘ROCKETGIRL’
Bundle available to download from 7TH May

WIREDAISIES
SENSATIONAL NEW ALBUM

‘WIREDAISIES’
Out : Download 30TH April / CD 14TH May

www.wiredaisies.com

E

NEW SINGLE - MAY 21ST
FORMATS INCLUDE VERSIONS BY JOHN CALE, FRANZ FERDINAND AND HARVEY
PLUS COVER OF JOY DIVISION'S “NO LOVE LOST” AND BRAND NEW LCD TRACK

SOUND OF SILVER - NEW ALBUM - OUT NOW
WWW.LCDSOUNDSYSTEM.COM

WWW.DFARECORDS.COM

LCD SOUNDSYSTEM
ALL MY FRIENDS

LCD Soundsystem_Plan B Ad  19/4/07  10:29  Page 1
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The odd thing isn’t that Kemet exist, that they’re 
independent and brilliant, or that they seem to 
know every entrail of the UK rap scene and how to 
milk it for class tunes like Klashnekoff’s ‘Murdah’, 
Kyza’s ‘Devil In A Dress’ and Mr Ti2bs’ ‘Inner City 
Rap’. That’s all standard. And I suppose it isn’t totally 
unknown for people running indie labels to be 
nice people, as the folk at Kemet reputedly are. 
Not standard, but fair enough in a game where 
the work is hard and returns are low.

The odd thing is: they do a lot of great work, 
but they don’t want to talk about it. Or at least, 
not publicly.

SuparNovar laughs. His debut album From The 
Beginning, released last autumn, sums up where the 
label is at right now. Taut, angsty soul from Brit hop 
leaders such as Firstman, C Swing, Joe Buddha and 

Novar himself, gruff words running the gamut from 
assured to confessional to defiant. “Yeah,” he says, 
“that’s what I like about them: it’s all about the 
music. They handle the business.”

Novar, a former member of Skinnyman’s 
MudFam, released the first 12-inch on Kemet back 
in 2001, ‘When SuparNovar Explodes’, before 
leaving to release a series of tracks for other labels. 
“I shouldn’t have left, really,” he admits, before 
rethinking a bit: “it’s good to see how other people 
do it – makes you realise how good they are.”

Mr Ti2bs agrees. “They’re really on a level. I 
think a lot of the independent labels is like rich kids. 
Whereas them guys [Kemet], they really love it, and 
they know their music. If I’ve got any problems I can 
just phone them up, no matter what time of the day. 
I deal with them on a mate level.”

Ti2bs is the label’s other current marquee name 
– also formerly of MudFam and Sway’s old running 
mates the One crew – currently nursing both a 
cold and press for his remarkable debut Nobody’s 
Perfect. It’s more confrontational than Novar’s 
album: Ti2bs is the guy who “don’t feel those 
who tiptoe round issues” , who spits honest like 
“too many white boys want to be black” and writes 
a song “in memory of Tupac Shakur, Kurt Cobain, 
and my uncle Justice” .

Once again the soul is in full effect, though this 
time it’s augmented notably by the Y7K technoid 
stylings of cockney Timbaland and future megastar 
producer Dat G Gav. These music and lyrics are 
acute enough to make you hope for the future; 
even (whisper it) patriotic.

Ti2bs contrasts Kemet’s successes with major 
labels’ inept attempts to crack the urban scene: 
“They know a lot more about the music than some 
A&R guy who signs people nobody knows about 
on the streets.”

The label’s current roster is rounded out by the 
enjoyably vulgar Wan Cee and new signing, London 
Irish rapper ‘Thugsy’ Malone who raps about 
libertarianism, anti-capitalism, humanitarianism, 
uniting the proletariat and, in one memorable 
freestyle over the ‘Black Republicans’ beat, 
Irish republicanism.

“A young warrior, fighting the British monarchy,” 
is how he describes himself on the track, following 
through with: “Their foreign policy’s genocide/Our 
tax pays for bombing the innocent”.

“When my album drops,” he promises, “I’m 
going to have proper, in-depth tunes about these 
subjects.” Do you think a major label would release 
stuff like that? “I think at the moment the answer 
to that is no. It could change, but at the moment it 
don’t look like it.”

And that’s what’s special about Kemet, what 
makes any oddities refreshing in a world where 
publicity is all. So they don’t want to talk to us? 
As long as they’re giving artists as honest as that 
a voice, it’s cool.

www.kemet-london.com

Music and lyrics acute 
enough to make you 
hope for the future

read the label: 
kemet entertainment
Words: Ringo P Stacey

i’ve read it in books

Tell us the book(s) that changed your 
life, and what you’re reading now.
“The writers I hold most dear at this 
moment in time are all from the mid-20th 
Century: Faith Baldwin, Carol Ryrie Brink, 
Carson McCullers, Mildred Walker, Elisabeth 
Sanxay Holding. Also, William Faulkner. A 
book that changed my life is The Beatles by 
Hunter Davies. It showed the beauty and 
romance of a local scene, and how useful 
it can be to travel abroad to establish an 
artistic identity.” 
(Calvin Johnson)

“Pranks! Re/Search #11, by Andrea Juno and 
Vivian Vale. As a teenager I really felt like 
there was no way for me to fit into this 
world, fucked up and locked up as it was, 
so this was one of the most genuinely 
helpful self-help books I ever read – and 
it’s not a self-help book. It’s about misfits 
and iconoclastic artists, not really about the 
pranks themselves so much as the disruption 
to the repressive, boring world out there 
at the time. A pig’s head on a platter gets 
delivered to a president’s wife, someone 
gets a record contract by convincing the 
label that he was going to commit suicide 
if he didn’t get signed. Amazing, hilarious 
stuff, often unbelievable but there’s loads 
of pictures and such to document it.

”I get stuck in the encyclopedia a lot, 
looking something up and then getting 
hooked. I like the dated ones, where you get 
everything from the perspective of say, the 
Sixties – a vintage perception. For fiction, 
Roald Dahl, Henry Miller, Gabriel Garcia 
Marquez. Often I’ll take in a few poems in at 
night before bed. Poetic thoughts make for 
poetic dreams.” 
(Thomas Truax)

“The most recent book that has changed my 
life is Another Country by James Baldwin. 
The ideas and the characters seem so current 
that it really blew my mind – a book written 
in 1960 that was filled with people exactly 
like me, maybe just a little braver and more 
successful. There are relationships between 
people of different races and relationships 
that really challenge even current ideas 
about homosexuality. It made me realise 
that hipsters like me have existed for a real 
long time, that maybe we have something 
to offer, but that we’re nothing new.

”Right now I’m reading two books about 
Medieval times. I could feel the themes 
affecting me today as I ran on the treadmill, 
but don’t know yet to what effect.” 
(Khaela Maricich, The Blow)

Calvin Johnson Photography: Sarah Lee

Mogwai*/ Slint / Patti Smith / Wilco*
Modest Mouse*/ Explosions In The Sky*
Echo & The Bunnymen / Yo La Tengo*
The Go! Team*/ THE APPLES IN STEREO*
Shellac of North America / Battles* / Les Savy Fav* / Trans Am* / Annuals*
The Books / Micah P. Hinson / The Thermals* / Clinic* / Okkervil River*
Band of Horses / Isis / Grizzly Bear / Current 93 / Capricorns / Two Gallants 
Cornelius / Edan & MC Dagna / Daniel Johnston* / Ghost / Notwist
Tall Firs / Alexander Tucker / Sparklehorse / Bat For Lashes* / Built To Spill 
Akron Family / Death Vessel / Brightblack Morninglight / Do Make Say Think
Plus : ATP DJs /         Stall & Club Night / Drowned In Sound

For Tickets, Full Line-up and event information : www.atpfestival.com  Tickets also available now from : www.seetickets.com  /  www.wegottickets.com
Butlin’s at Minehead is a National Express coach stop for travel to and from all over England, Scotland and Wales.  Tickets are available to purchase in pairs, Tickets must be booked in 2, 4, 5, 6, 7 and 8 berths.
New improved accommodation. A proper cinema! / 3 venues / 4 bars and sandy beaches nearby.

The World Famous ATP™Festival presents: 

All Tomorrow’s Parties 2007
Weekend Two:

ATP vs YOU!*(The Fans)

18th-24th May 2007
Butlin’s Holiday Resort, Minehead. Somerset.
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Dot Dash Duck
Thank Odin for improv loons, in their naff pubs  
with their cheap drinks and their squeaky morse-
based stabs at Beethoven’s 5th Symphony with  
duck calls and brass. Most kinds of this so-called 
’made up’ music temporarily rewires how  

one approaches sound – it’s only the select  
few manage to make you laugh as well.  
www.myspace.com/dotdashduck

Les Petits Pilous
Perpetual acceleration from this wildcat’s cradle  
of electro/techno. If the French continue dancing 
along the arc of increasing violence, one can only 
imagine that we’ve got 12 months tops before 

they’re tripping the light fantastique to random  
acts of terrorism. ‘Jolie Fille’ cuts the red wire, then 
the green wire, then thinks baisez-le and gnaws  
at the mechanism. Translate as: drastic explosive.  
www.myspace.com/lespetitspilous

Man Aubergine
If you think ’prog meets bluegrass’ is the kind  
of over-laboured stylistic shorthand designed 
specifically with summarising ’new band’ 
paragraphs such as this one in mind, then get  
eating that hat. Man Aubergine should have you 
whooping cowboy-style to each unaffectedly 
baffling rhythmic proggism, bathed as it is in  
nearly-there brother harmonies and catchy  
hooks (yes, hooks) about…well, ’twincest’,  
for one. www.myspace.com/manaubergine

Pheromoans
Pheromoans have a cavalier approach to the  
band as an instrument. Everyone seems to  
get a go at everything, with an admirable disregard 
for whether they can play it very well or not. 
Somehow this approach translates into stomping 
garage’n’rock, graced with some of the finest titles 
around. A band with a self-penned destiny: ”This is 
going nowhere, right? Nowhere and beyond…”  
www.myspace.com/pheromoans

Those Dancing Days
On MySpace since a few days before Xmas 2006, 
Those Dancing Days are a five-girl high school  
band from Stockholm who make instinctually 
sophisticated pop songs where others might 
flounder in a hormone rush. If ‘Discho’ is  
a furrowed-brow and slightly awkward but  
inch-perfect dance moves, ‘Hitten’ is the most 
bittersweet, best-articulated sigh you’ll hear this 
month, most ‘specially Linnea’s tone of resignation 
sawing at its root like a bowed cello. These kids have 
grown up so fast they’re in the process of lapping 
themselves. www.myspace.com/thosedancingdays

Trackademics
If hyphy’s emphasis on accessorised bass sometimes 
gets a little look-no-hands constricted, Trackademics 
is right there in the SanFran mixolopolis throwing 
stoopid electro off-cuts together to push stuff over 
the fault line into straight merit. Start with his 
unbelievably addictive refix of ‘Tell Me When To  
Go’ and slalom thru the shuffling parallax of Yummy 
Bingham’s ‘Come Get It’. Get in yr scraper (vintage 
American car), put on yr stunnna shades (oversized 
glasses) and prepare to thizzle dance (a dance 
imitating drunk people best not performed when 
actually drunk). Now see how long you can ghost 
ride yr whip along the endless geometric roads of 
Milton Keynes. Yadadamean?  
www.myspace.com/trackademicks

Tripping the light 
fantastique to random 
acts of terrorism

when we meet 
words: Dan Bolger and kicking_k

Plan B says it’s OK to speak to these strangers

Sweat X
Sense-defying South African multi-tracked 
Baltimore (beats) via nu rave (clothes) crew 
as championed by Diplo. Or, like they say 
themselves, “Giraffe-riding, slush-puppy-
slurping, spear-chucking, fashion-trashing 
Afrikan Bass Music! The black sweat thing!” 
Words may fail but pray yr ears hold out long 
enough to allow them unrestricted access to 
yr personal backstage area.  
www.myspace.com/sweatx

We Are Soldiers We Have Guns
Pitch for world’s most pretentious car advert, 
take three. A funeral cortege consisting of 
solemn children carrying a coffin half their 
size again, with some dignified difficulty, 
through long grass, flaring sunbeams, 
dragonflies etc. Pretty guitar notes plus 
voice, raw drum machine flickering like  
a distant glock. A shot from grave, their 
serious faces, freckles, stray curls and food-
stains. And now, the POV clambers over their 
shoulders, wriggles through the earth they 
heap on the coffin lid, and penetrates the 
casket to track slowly along the metal 
entrails of a polished hearse lying prone on 
its roof. www.myspace.com/wearesoldiers

Eats Tapes
While Camden Market forces are pushing 
the nu rave envelope by advertising slightly 
colourful clothing in the back of the NME, 
there are still fellows out there as dedicated 
to bleepy-ravey ’actual’ dance music – 
sweaty basslines and all – as they are 
unruffled by anything Babylon cooks up as 
the next big ding. Eats Tapes bang and bang 
and BANG on equipment older than most 
neon sixth-formers and, by gum, do they  
get you going. www.eatstapes.com

Yeborobo
When science finally gives us the control  
of the genome we crave, what’s currently  
a fairly coherent species will expand to 
accommodate every breed of customised 
humansize creature who’ve pimped and 
tricked out their fundaments in much  
the manner of a garish MySpace page. 
Yeborobo’s proud mess will resonate 
accordingly and rocket them to number one 
with every confused/ing missive. Until then, 
one suspects they’ll continue to practice in  
a cave, nibbling radioactive spiders from 
each other’s fun fur.  
www.myspace.com/yeborobo
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The brand new album 
from the original 
Dinosaur Jr.: 

J Mascis, Lou Barlow 
& Murph

MOJO ****
UNCUT ****

WORD “A thing of absolute joy”

www.dinosaurjr.com
www.myspace.com/dinosaurjr

THE FALL
Limited by our smoking jacket culture, 
lug and trug, etcetera, offer you, dear pals, 
the following for your delectation

The Fall’s three Fontana albums now available as 2CD sets, 
each with a disc of b-sides, rarities and Peel Sessions.

Extricate
“a fine album glittering 
with brilliance”
NME

Shift-Work
“Not a duff track out of 12 pieces 
of prime Smith sloganeering 
and needle”    
NME

Code:Selfish
“A triumph of the imagination”    
NME
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music that time forgot: the frogs 
Words: Louis Pattison 
Illustration: John Gambino

Here is a list of song titles by The Frogs. ‘Suck Me Off 
(It’s The End Of The World)’, ‘Children Run Away 
(The Man With The Candy)’, ‘Fetus (It Rhymes With 
Venus)’, ‘Grandma’s Sitting In the Corner With a 
Penis In Her Hand Going ’No, No, No, No, No’. We 
learn a lot about The Frogs from their song titles. We 
learn that The Frogs really like to use parantheses.

The Frogs are Jimmy and Dennis Flemion,  
two brothers from Milwaukee, Wisconsin. They 
formed in 1980. When Jimmy takes to the stage, 
which he still does on occasion, he does so in a pair 
of six-foot bat wings.

The Frogs write songs about rape, paedophilia, 

murder, homosexuality, geriatric sex, race war,  
dead goats and men of the clergy with infected 
genitalia. Sometimes they sing in prissy, serious 
deadpan voices. Sometimes they sing in a gravelly 
croaks, like an inebriated vagrant. Their songs  
are never funny, exactly, and never touching,  
exactly, but often weirdly vivid, like a narcotic  
high where you watch your friends’ faces melt like 
wax and you suddenly come to, only to discover 
you’ve been having a lengthy conversation with  
a garden gnome.

Highlight of The Frogs’ second album It’s  
Only Right And Natural (1989) is ‘Homos’, a sticky, 
salacious confessional penned by a high school  
boy in lust with the locker-room jocks, delivered  
in curious singsong, as if gay people were strange 
elves from some murky netherworld: “I’m in the 
shower/And I drop the soap, every time”. 

The Frogs’ most controversial album was Racially 
Yours. The pair posed on the sleeve dressed as black 

and white minstrels. On the surface, songs like ‘My 
Slave’ were The Frogs at their most deliberately, 
calculatingly offensive. Given repeated listens, 
however, gently Beatles-esque songs like ‘Sorry  
I’m White’ emerge as off-kilter hymns to equality, 
delivered as if The Frogs were aliens that had just 
touched down in a spaceship. “Black is white is right 
is wrong/Humanity sings such a sad, sad song,”  
they chorus, tearfully, on ‘Blackman, Blackman’.

The Frogs were never popular with the public, 
who distrust any sort of humour where they can’t 
see the punchline coming – what if, suddenly,  
you’re the butt of the joke, suckered by these two 
smirking, snickering snake-oil salesmen? But they 
did win several celebrity fans. Kurt Cobain voted 
their It’s Only Right And Natural his 15th favourite 
LP of all time (The Frogs would later write a song 
about him, ‘Lord Grunge’). Pearl Jam, whose  
career was apparently built on the premise they 
didn’t even know what a smile was, invited  
Jimmy and Dennis into the studio to cover their 
‘Rearviewmirror’ (it was released as the B-side  
to their ‘Immortality’).

Perhaps the band’s biggest fan was Billy Corgan, 
who produced The Frogs’ ‘Starjob’ EP under the 
pseudonym ‘Johhny Goat’, released a short film 
about the band on Smashing Pumpkins’ Vieuphoria 
DVD and appeared with The Frogs onstage at 
Lollapalooza. “Here’s a young gentleman trying  
to break into showbiz,” announced Jimmy,  
wings flapping in the wind. “He picked the right 
platform,” deadpans Dennis, who is done up in full 
blackface. They played a song called ‘I Only Play 4 
Money’, which is all about rock stars being assholes, 
and during the guitar solo, Jimmy pushed Corgan 
over and tied him up with a microphone lead.

The Frogs remain a footnote. “I keep likening  
us to…I’m not trying to get racial here, but old 
bluesmen, where everybody takes their material, 
and they’re kind of shunned and shunted over to 
the side, and nobody cares,” Jimmy told The Onion 
in 1997. That The Frogs were never successful is not 
surprising. But in a world that gets its hyucks from 
South Park and Tenacious D, it’s still unfair. 

kavinsky 
Words: kicking_k

An empty stretch of the 
Périphérique that loops 
central Paris, still dark, 
the hard shoulder of 
the morning, and 
I’m back and forth, 
back and forth, re-
reading the notes 
in my notebook – 
Connection to Ed 
Banger crew? Why  
his dance music is  
so filmic (favourite 
soundtracks?)  – 
killing minutes 
counting off the 
38, 490 lights 
bowed over the 
road, and now 
two swoop toward 
me, my late interviewee’s Ferrari 
Testarossa gulping down the distance 
in a cartoon jump-cut.

 Without a breath, he’s shaking 
my hand, gesturing towards the 
crash barrier where he settles like 
it’s a chaise longue. I’m too freaked 
by the icicle chill of his pale grey 
fingers to fire a question straight 
away, but, OK, OK, take a healing 
breath, open notebook – ask about 
the YouTube video –

Is the ‘Testarossa Autodrive’ video – 
which I assume is actual footage of your 
much-publicised and very fatal crash back  
in 1986 – painful to watch?  
“I don’t exactly remember what happened. I’ve had  
to put up with violent flashbacks, which I can’t explain. 
I hope to one day understand the reason I died. Maybe 
with the help of the next videos…” 

Now that you’ve returned to life, would 
you classify yourself as a zombie? Is it true you 
therefore hunger for brains? 

“I’m a zombie, but I didn’t lose my sense of humour 
by dying. I still like good food…”

Did this experience give you any special 
powers at all?  

“I don’t have superpowers, unfortunately, but my 
car seems haunted in a way – she developed a life of 
her own since the crash and I don’t have complete 
control of her. The reflections on her body change with 
no apparent reason, for instance. We are clearly bound 
together in some way…” 

Zombies used to have a really bad 
reputation, but I go out nowadays and see 
them everywhere  in clubs, shopping malls,  
etc. Do you feel like a spokesperson for the 
undead, or do you try and distance yourself 
from that scene?  

“Hangin’ out with zombies is pretty boring, 
drooling and bawling incomprehensible stuff… 
no, I prefer the company of the living.”

I suspect that your motivation for making 
music is a way of dealing with the trauma 
caused by your death. Is this theory true in  
any way?  

“I don’t think dying traumatised me. It actually 
brought me interesting things – for instance,  
and weirdly enough, my dead side appeals a lot  
to women…”

What was your car stereo playing when 
you had that crash in 1986?  

“I have a vague memory…I think it was ‘Flash Of 
The Blade’ by Iron Maiden.”

www.myspace.com/kavinsky

Geriatric sex, race war 
and dead goats
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MODESTMOUSEMUSIC.COM

“FORMIDABLE” ALBUM OF  THE WEEK - INDEPENDENT
“A FANTASTIC VOYAGE” Q MAGAZINE ����

“A GREAT ALBUM” TIMES ���� “A JOY THROUGHOUT” UNCUT ����
“A WINNER” MOJO ����  “THRILLING” GUARDIAN ����

NEW ALBUM OUT NOW
INCLUDES THE SINGLE DASHBOARD

Plan B 1/2 page

Album Out May 7th
www.holyghostrevival.com
www.myspace.com/holyghostrevival
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Willkommen zur Touristinformation. 
Stereo Total are ein girl (Françoise), un guy 

(Brezel), one Francais, one Deutsch (lyrics in both 
plus English, Japanese and Italian); instruments 
including ”vocals, synthesiser, drumatix, pocket-
sampler and spezialeffekte”. 

They meet in a bäckerei, she the snarl of a garage 
band called The Lolitas, he the one-man ”copyright-

ignoring-tapeloop-project” The Sigmund Freud 
Experience. They annex each other and spend  
a decade flirting with yé-yé, rockabilly, garage,  
eight-bit Amiga sampling, typewriter solos, self-
made instruments, writing novels, playing art 
galleries and cinemas. 

Deep-sixing false modesty, they proclaim 
themselves Grand Prix Eurovision 1997. 

Q) But how to summarise seven albums of 
perverse polyglot pop, the giddy procession of 
shameless hybrids that embody the unlocked 
potential of a continental music without borders? 

A) Party Anticonformiste: The Best Of/Hits (The 
Bungalow Years), the cheerily inelegant compound 
title marrying up the totalising instinct of German 
grammar and the wild stylistic sprawl of the  
24 songs represented. Spurning the narrative 
oversimplification of chronological listing, tracks  
are instead sorted into four laughably arbitrary 
categories: Chansons/Eighties-Electro/Rock’N’Roll/
Disco. Pass notes, courtesy of Françoise, follow…

Schön Von Hinten 
“This song is a song about beauty: ’You look good 
from behind’. When you think about good-looking 
people, you always think of them looking good 
from the front. So now, it’s another perspective,  
and it can also mean – what a pity! – you look good 
when you’re gone. The refrain means: ’How could  
I miss you if you are always around me’?”

I Love You ONO
“This is a cover from my favourite Japanese band: 
The Plastics. Their English was not the best, but  
they didn’t care! Originally, the song was called  
‘I Love You, Oh No!’ but I changed it as a homage  
to Yoko Ono.”

Les Chansons d’A 
“My favourite song – about love songs (‘A’ means 
love, amour). It says something like: ’My songs are 
all about love, I know, it’s a boring theme’. But the 
song is built on word-games. If you say ’un sujet 
bateau’, it means ’a boat-subject’ (a boring subject). 
But then the song plays more and more with words, 
and at the end, you are flying with a love-jet.” 

Sweet Charlotte
“This is a song about Charlotte Gainsbourg. She is 
not really a traditional beauty, but really charming. 
So the song says: ’Hush, hush, sweet Charlotte, how 
beautiful you look now. Your nose is still looking like 
a cucumber, but the way you’re smiling!’”

Dactylo Rock 
“Sometimes it’s really difficult to write songs. This 
day, I was sitting in front of my writing machine  
and had no inspiration. But suddenly, I saw all  
these signs: ( ) ” ” ! … And then I got this idea of  
a secretary who is in love and who sees in all these 
punctuation marks other, loving meanings.”

Lunatique
“This is a song about moody guys. I don’t know why 
all my boyfriends were so moody! I had to suffer  
a lot – but suffering inspires you to new songs!”

C’est La Mort 
“I’ve lived a long time in Berlin. But I am an 
employee from the French Embassy. So I went to  
all kinds of bars and asked everybody what they  
can say in French. This song is the result.”

“OK, originally, we didn’t like this idea of a Best  
Of record,” say Stereo Total. They didn’t much want 
to talk about it either, but I traded them some talk 
about the future (see below) for the words about 
the past (see above). 

And so, lo – summer 2007 sees their new 
communiqué, titled (tidily enough) Paris-Berlin.  
I requested some descriptive words. Happy? Sad? 
Day? Night? Winter? Summer? French? German?

“The new album is a rock’n’roll and chanson 
album. It is rough and romantic at the same time, 
like the cover, where Brezel and I are shown as 
naked lovers. And the lyrics are all about love, 
rebellion and nostalgia.”

www.stereototal.de

guided tour: stereo total 
Words: kicking_k 
Photography:Sim Gil

Nothing is forgotten. Everything is 
translated. Plan B presents its glorious 
visitors with a key to the old school 
trans-europa pop underground…

‘At the end, you are 
flying with a love jet’
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A man is talking to me. “How about you get 
your own shelves for your own house and  
I’ll get mine and I won’t come to your dinner 
party,” he suggests. “I’ll buy my shelves DURING 
your dinner party down the street so I know 
you won’t be there buying shelves. Actually,  
I will try, but they’ll be closed.” Earlier, he 
retched, unable to articulate his disgust that 
this situation of sickened non-communication 
has even been reached. It’s what happens  
to relationships. 

It’s a track called ‘Complete Consumption Of 
Us Both’; the choking centrepiece of ex-graffiti 
writer and visual arts magazine editor Brendan 
Fowler aka Barr’s current record Summary, 
which speaks through diary-entry notations 
and chinks of atmosphere left reverberating  
by fusty drums like a reaper rapping on your 
deadwood door. 

There were fears that this slow-motion x-ray 
of a track, “Was potentially going to ruin the 
chances of the album, because it would just flip 
out reviewers too hard,” Brendan types. “I felt 
like I was in the Metallica documentary, going, 
‘But what about artistic integrity, what about 
making music for people who are driving 
around in their car and want to die?’” 

Streams-of-consciousness and anxious, 
meagre accompaniments document the 
progress of a body figuring out what it means 
to be in that state. But while Barr’s second full 
LP is at once rammed with splintered speech 
patterns pinned to jolting pianos, it also echoes 
with unfinished sentences, disbelieving pauses 

and gagging sighs. “Words aren’t sad enough, 
music isn’t sad enough, how could it dare  
to be?” he gasps; later, he’ll wheeze himself 
into silence. Is language always insufficient  
in conveying what we’re trying to say, or can  
it sometimes manage it perfectly? 

“That is so rad to hear you say that,” he nods 
virtually. “In a lot of ways the process is kind of  
the point, and totally taking the process apart 
never fails to interest me. Part of anything is 
the failing, and so in talking about a language 
(verbal, written, musical), how can you leave 
out the acknowledgements of its failings?  

They can be so beautiful; a lot of the time more 
beautiful than the intended results. I guess the 
line between ‘failure’ and ‘success’ gets a little 
blurry, but that’s a nice thing to see as well.

“I have to tell you that [Summary] is the  
first thing I have ever made that I am fully 
proud of,” he beams, justifiably – it sure smacks 
powerfully. On the one hand, the sparring 
voices urgently, sardonically, brutally face up  
to love and death (pretty much the same thing, 
right?); then, other times, they give up trying to 
comprehend them and stand back, shocked. By 
confronting these issues, whether through wry 
eloquence or speechlessness, does he feel he’s 
been able to come to terms with them? 

“They are kind of amazing because they will 
always hit you as hard the second, third, fourth 
times as they did the first,” Brendan considers. 
“Or hopefully that is the case, unless you have 
been very desensitised. Which maybe in certain 
professions is necessary, but I feel like thinking 
about them helps prepare you. Or at least 
appreciate their hugeness.

“The ‘dark’ thing is kind of new for me,”  
he says of the recent work’s moods. “Everyone 
used to say that I am just this total motivational 
speaker. I was beginning to feel like a parody  
of myself. I’m not going for ‘dark’ to throw 
people, but, you know, life is complicated  
and if you are making very honest and at least 
minimally bare art, sometimes it is going to  
get kind of heavy.” 

Summary is a man’s feelings etched onto  
a record and the record is, in turn, mapped  
to every facet of his optimism and pessimism, 
positivity and negativity. Wires solder nerves  
to rhythms; if you tweaked one the whole 
thing would flinch like a delicate anatomy. Thin 
snares pulse like a ventricle and a one-note bass 
is the constant, sturdy bloodstream that keeps 
the fragile voice heading forward; script-like, 
he scrapes through the recesses of diseased 
love, then bursts into glorious lines like, “There 
is so much space on this earth that is FULL of 
whatever you’re looking for.” I mean, god. Just 
when did this guy take a magnifying glass to 
your guts’n’organs, ‘cause surely, surely, you’d 
have noticed?

www.barrbarr.com

indefinite article 
Words: Lauren Strain 
Photography: Simon Fernandez

Geek-out snugglebunny 
Barr is back to fill all yr 
awkward silences

‘The “dark” thing is 
kind of new for me’
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Jagjaguwar 1499 West 2nd Street, Bloomington, IN 47403 USA     Distributed in the UK by Vital.

ALSO AVAILABLE:
PINK MOUNTAINTOPS “Single Life” b/w “My Best Friend” 7”

LADYHAWK  Fight For Anarchy 12”
WWW.JAGJAGUWAR.COM

PARTS & LABOR

MAPMAKER
CD/LP

THE BESNARD LAKES

THE BESNARD LAKES
ARE THE DARK HORSE

CD/LP

ALEX DELIVERY

STAR DESTROYER
CD/LP

LIGHTNING DUST

SELF-TITLED
CD/LP
(OUT JUNE)

FEATURING AMBER
AND JOSH OF
BLACK MOUNTAIN

WORD OF MOUTH. WE DEPEND ON IT.

T H E  Y O U N G  G O D S
S U P E R  R E A D Y  /  
F R A G M E N T É

N E W  A L B U M  O U T  7 T H  M AY
PRODUCED BY ROLI MOSIMANN

“A TRIUMPHANT RETURN TO THEIR 
  ROCK ROOTS” 9/10 ROCK SOUND

LIVE AT CAMDEN DINGWALLS, LONDON
15TH MAY. WITH SUPPORT FROM SHY CHILD
WWW.BARFLYCLUB.COM / 0870 907 0999

WWW.YOUNGGODS.COM

prinzhorn dance school

up! up! up!
hamworthy sports and leisure centre

7" / download 
released may 14th

www.prinzhorn-dance-school.com
www.dfarecords.com
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we can create

album out 14th may
includes the single, 'it will find you'
cd, ltd edition 10" gatefold vinyl & download

"one of british music's brightest hopes 
for 2007" - nme 

"some of the sweetest, darkest, most 
heart-meltingly beautiful melodies you will 
ever hear" - guardian guide

"you will find the maps record utterly wonderful" 
- the word

www.myspace.com/mapsmusic 
www.mapsmusic.com  www.mute.com
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“Once I was a serene teenaged child/Once I felt your 
cock against my thigh/You said you were a poet, 
man/Your poetry wasn’t obvious to me” 

– ‘Once I Was A Serene Teenaged Child’

She’s confident. I like that.
So…why do you it? Why do you perform?
“Umm…I like it. I enjoy it.”
What made you want to do it?
“I’ve been performing since I was a child, like in 

church or school. I was always the one who got to 
sing the solo parts. And I like to sing a lot because  
I have a voice that I can sing with. It wasn’t really 
doable when I was younger because I was scared  
of being in front of people. But I was so tempted for 
that reason, because I wanted to challenge myself. 
Yeah, I think it’s so childish that I wanted to get up 
onstage and sing in front of people.”

She’s very striking. Possessed of expansive 
gestures and a propensity to dribble wine down  
her chin. A voice that can carol up to the ceiling, call 
down errant lovers and same-sex protégés while she 
thumps on the piano, untrammelled by expectation, 
theatrical in execution. Swedish, with a Finnish 
grandparent. Forthright in her use of English – the 
songs feel intimate yet disposable, as if emotions 
and relationships are luxuries for the ordinary. Has 
an ability to switch from stark, jazz-textured Laura 
Nyro patterns to working with violins and brass. 

I’d imagine she’s travelled a lot; drunk a lot; 
exchanged confidences a lot and then wondered 
quite how personal those confidences are. First  
saw her supporting The Concretes in Brighton  
two years back, and her presence sent the first 10 
rows reeling, staggering with the lurid nonsensical 
realness of it all. Obsessed with New York, but who 
hasn’t been? Scores brass with a natural ability that 
indicates she could easily be the next Robyn, the 
next Stephin Merritt, the next Luis Buñuel – if only 
she wasn’t so easily diverted. Unlike most artists, 
maturity sits well with Frida – hear the opulent 
sweepings from ‘NY’ from Until Death Comes, her 
2005 debut album; experience the operatic, lavish 
‘This Night I Recall You’ from this year’s Pudel, music 
from a dance performance arranged for a small 
orchestra, piano and voice. She can sing soft rock  
– yes, like Rita Coolidge – but with an unashamed 
Evita-like passion that far transcends its confines. 

Don’t be fooled by the mannequin on the sleeve. 
This experience goes far beyond dancing ballerinas.

Your performance is quite theatrical.
“Really…? I don’t see it like that, but maybe I am 

a bit theatrical as a person. Maybe it’s because I have 
long arms?”

You do a lot of sweeping gestures. 
“Yeah, yeah…”
Do you think you play to your strengths?
“What does that mean?”
If you know you’re good at something, then…
“I don’t think it started that way. It’s just the way 

it came out. I felt that people would expect me to be 

a very introverted and silent person, and I wanted  
to burst out of that, by moving onstage, or not just 
sitting absolutely still and being scared.”

Are you from a religious family?
“Not really. My grandmother was religious, but 

no, you know what it’s like. You use the church 
when you have a wedding or a funeral and you sing 
Christian songs but they don’t mean anything. It’s 
more that you like music and you want to sing.”

Recently, I was reading an article about children’s 
author Beatrix Potter…

“Yeah, I’ve read her books, I think. It’s about  
the mouse?”

Yeah. Her tales are quite scary because a lot of 
the time the animals get their tails chopped off, or 
somebody ends up in a pie. Do you have a tradition 
of storytelling like that in Sweden?

“Not really. Something I read as a child, that  
I really liked and was horrified by, was Roald Dahl. 
He’s English, right? I read the book The Witches 
when I was too young, maybe five years old.  
I was convinced for half a year that my mother  
was a witch. I would cry myself to sleep and nobody 
knew what it was. I looked at her and she fitted  
the description. I think it’s a more English tradition.  
I don’t think our stories are harsh like that. We have 

Astrid Lindgren, who wrote about Pippi 
Långstrump, Pippi Longstocking? Although this  
is Finnish, Tove Jansson is really popular, with The 
Moomins. Those were the most popular children’s 
stories in Sweden. Not a lot of tail-chopping.”

I saw a film that claimed 70 to 80 per cent of 
Icelandic people believe in elves. Is Sweden anything 
like that?

“No. Politics are more rational than that.  
Up north, where I’m from, my grandmother’s 
generation used to go to wise old people who  
had a foot in with the devil and they would do these 
shamanistic things. But that’s dying out. There’s 
nothing like that now. That’s a shame. The elves,  
for example, they’re the nature. You are careful with 
the ‘elves’, but you are careful with nature actually. 
There’s a respect for nature which is beautiful. And 
also for the spiritual aspects of life, which is probably 
beneficial. The Christian myths about hell and 
heaven are less nuanced, and probably worse. But 
elves…you never know if elves are good or bad, 
they’re sort of in between and you have to play 
along with them.”

Have you always sung in English?
“No, but I didn’t write music much in Swedish, 

ever. I write some poetry in Swedish, but…”

Is your poetry similar to your lyrics?
“No. English and Swedish are such different 

languages. When you speak English, it feels less  
self-conscious. Swedish has self-consciousness 
embedded in it. It’s in our culture. Have you heard 
about ‘Jantelagen’? The Jante Law? It’s an unspoken 
law that the worst thing that you can do is to think 
that you are better than anyone else, that you can 
actually do something…”

“It feels freer to sing in British English, even  
more than American English. Swedish is really bad 
to sing in, believe me. It’s a great language to write 
in and to read, but as soon as you sing in Swedish  
it sounds ridiculous.”

“One day I wasn’t drunk/And the sun was shining 
straight/I went blind and ran my fingers on his face/
See, I have made him pregnant!” 

– ‘The Modern’

She’s candid. I like that.

Some of your lyrics are quite naughty…
“That depends on how you see it, I think.”
How do you see it?
“What are you thinking of? Is it the ‘Once I felt 

your cock against my thigh’ line? It’s not really. It is 
so strange. People sing about genitalia all the time, 
but it depends on what music style you use. No one 
would be shocked if I was a hip hop woman doing 
it, like Missy Elliott. But when you are a Swedish 
singer-songwriter English people seem to be…quite 
shocked about it. 

“I just wanted to describe a certain situation that 
appears a lot in people’s lives; the whole difficulty 
with sexual power when you’re a girl and you don’t 
want to be seen that way. I used that word because 
that’s how it happens. But when I play that song 
sometimes people will laugh and guys will go, 
‘Woo-hoo!’ I’m like, ‘What? Don’t you get what  
I’m saying?’ I’ve gotten a lot of response from 
women on that song. Like, ‘Oh I’m so happy, I felt 
this but I never knew how to describe it’. I feel like  
I almost did a social service with that song.”

That’s funny.
“I didn’t write music because I want to change 

the world, but it felt great to get such a response.”
I think the reason that song stands out is because 

the use of that word is so open, un-self-conscious. 
There’s a theory that art can’t be great art unless it’s 
a little bit embarrassing. Maybe that’s why people 
react so strongly to that song.

‘Swedish has self-consciousness 
embedded in it. It’s in our culture’

 Words: Everett True 
Photography: Cat Stevens

Swedish songwriter Frida Hyvönen is footloose, funny and fearless – just like her songs, in fact
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“It’s mostly men that react to that word, while 
women usually just recognise themselves in that 
song. Of course, for a man to recognise himself  
in that song, that’s very embarrassing probably,  
to be the cock against someone’s thigh.”

I’m trying to think if I’ve ever been in that 
situation…I’m not really that kind of person. Maybe. 
And that’s interesting. Do people react to other lyrics 
in a similar fashion?

“Yeah, but nothing as clear as that one. A lot of 
people like the lyrics of ‘I Drive My Friend’. It’s a nice 
song of how she loves someone. I’m happy when 
people comment on my lyrics.”

Why do you write lyrics?
“I like language and I like finding new ways to 

express myself.”
When did you start writing lyrics?
“I always liked to write. Some of the first songs 

that I wrote came out of letters or emails that I wrote 
to English-speaking friends. They were very poetic. 
That’s when I started – after I left school and I started 
travelling around.”

Where did you go?
“I went to Hamburg and New York, and Majorca 

one winter on my own, it was very strange. And  

I made friends there. I like forcing myself into doing 
things that I didn’t dare to do, like travelling on my 
own, or being up on stage. 

“Now, I travel around a lot but I meet so many 
people that’s its hard to let them in, knowing that 
I’m going to meet another person the next day.  
I never have time to take care over those relations 
because I always travel.”

Does it make you wonder about love?
“A lot. I mean, I don’t even want a home. It’s  

a mystery to me, actually.”
It seems to me that when people didn’t travel 

much anywhere it was a lot easier to love, or  
to believe that you were in love with someone; 
because you’d only meet a certain number of 
people in a year, like maybe a hundred people.  
And now how many? 5,000? How can you say 
you’re in love with just one of them?

“But also the concept of love doesn’t fit in with 
your lifestyle when you travel a lot because a love 
relationship is like a package, and you are supposed 
to sleep together, or be boring together, or make 
plans and have demands on each other. It’s really 
hard for me to ask for that from someone. I choose 
to do the music now.”

So why do you play piano onstage?

“It’s the only instrument that I can play…and  
I really like it.”

Are you classically trained?
“I tried but I can’t read sheet music easily, so  

I thought it was too difficult.”
So you don’t have any sheet music for any of 

your songs?
“No. I did record an album with string 

arrangements last fall [Pudel], and we made sheet 
music, but it takes me a long time. I usually just sit  
at the piano and figure it out. I would love to be 
classically trained; it’s a dream I have to be a good 
classical pianist.”

Are there any particular musicians who influence 
the way you play piano?

“No, no. I love the compositions of Satie. But 
that’s not a piano player. That’s a composer. I feel like 
I’m just beginning with music. I’ve only been doing 
it for about 10 years, and professionally for three. 
There’s so much…”

…to discover?
“…to discover, yeah. I feel that when people like 

one of my songs, I’m like, ‘Just wait, I’m going to 
write much better songs, I’m just starting here.’”

She is herself. I really like that.

‘People sing about genitalia all the time, but it depends 
on what music style you use. No one would be shocked if  
I was a hip hop woman doing it’
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Who the hell does Chris Corsano think he is? 
OK, so he helps kickstart the whole free-folk 

revolution on early jams with Sunburned Hand  
Of The Man and MV/EE Medicine Show. Fine,  
we understand that. Then he gets all ‘Fire Music’ 
on us, hooking up with free-jazz outsider Paul 
Flaherty. All right, we get it, maybe he wants to 
burn a little. Now he’s playing with Burning Star 
Core and Thurston Moore, making a big noise in 
the global avant-rock playground. We can handle 
that. But then he moves to the UK, and not only 
has the balls to muscle in on our homegrown noise 
scene, turning up at tiny word-of-mouth gigs with 
bands like Dylan Nyoukis’ Ceylon Mange, he even 
manages to inveigle his way into the heart of 
Britain’s heavy free improv brotherhood, taking  
the drum stool in the legendary Evan Parker’s trio. 
And then, just when you think you’ve got him 
tucked away nicely in some dingy little venue, the 
sonofabitch lands a high-profile gig touring and 
recording with Björk. Is there no end to this man’s 
hubris? What’s the deal, Corsano? Why don’t you 
slow down a little and give someone else a break?

Or, at least, that’s what you might be forgiven 
for thinking if there were any other drummer  
who even came close to what Corsano does.  
The simple fact is, dude’s in demand for a reason.  
If you’re playing improvised music and you want  
a drummer who can effortlessly turn up the heat  
in any setting, instinctively transforming a freak-
out into a meltdown with endlessly inventive, 
blisteringly energetic explorations of the standard 
drum-kit, there’s really no one who can touch him. 
It also helps that, when you meet him, he turns out 
to be one of the most modest individuals you’ve 
ever encountered, with a genuine, overriding 
desire just to play. 

The idea of genre doesn’t come into it. It 
doesn’t matter to Corsano whether you call 
yourself noise, jazz or whatever. It’s all the same  
to him just so long as he gets to blaze.

in the ascendant
“I think that most people that get into music  
in any kind of record-nerd way – in the way that  
I did, in terms of just trying to find out more stuff 
and being eager to see what else is out there  
– are not just going to like one predetermined 
genre,” Corsano explains with characteristic  
self-deprecation. “You end up liking a bunch  
of different stuff and if it’s improvisational in  
nature then that frees you up to play with a lot of 
different people.” 

In a sense, musicians like Corsano represent the 
epitome of the file-sharing generation, digging 
everything by everyone all the time. Certainly, his 
own route into outsider territory has followed  
a path that many would recognise – metal to punk 
to hardcore, to noise to free jazz – but it’s not  
every musical omnivore that ends up jamming  
with veteran free jazz originals like Evan Parker  

and Noah Howard, especially when they don’t 
even see themselves as playing jazz. 

“I would never, ever call myself a jazz 
drummer,” he says. “I never thought I had the  
right to pass myself off as anything other than 
what I was, which is a hardcore kid that loved free 
jazz when he heard it and wanted to play with 
people in a high-energy, freely improvised style.” 

Whether or not Corsano thinks he plays jazz, 
he’s clearly part of a lineage of out-musicians who 
have identified energy as the key. As long ago as 
the mid-Sixties, trumpeter Donald Ayler was telling 
audiences that the way to understand the music  
he and brother Albert were making was not to, 
“Focus on the notes and stuff like that. Instead,  
try to move your imagination toward the sound.  
It’s a matter of following the sounds.” 

The advice holds just as true for today’s most 
extreme noise music, and seems to strike at the 
heart of Corsano’s intuitive approach. 

“Noise is a really all-encompassing thing. I’m 
always trying to go more for pouring out a ton of 
sound out of the drums and getting these drones 
happening just with the quickness.” 

It’s simple really: don’t try and figure out what 
time he’s playing in, don’t look for where the snare 
roll ends and the cymbal crash comes in. Just give 
yourself up to the brutal beauty of the onslaught 
and ride it to its exhausted conclusion.

under the volcano
Witnessing Corsano play as part of an extreme  
‘fire music’ trio with Paul Flaherty and C Spencer 
Yeh at the ATP Nightmare Before Christmas last 
December was to experience a scalding eruption  
of pure, ecstatic energy. 

Taking centre stage, Corsano seemed to enter  
a different space-time reality, becoming a blur  
of raging action that those present could barely 
perceive in the usual ways – not so much seeing 
and hearing him play as just feeling the excitement 
emanating from the stage as primal, visceral 
power. But what makes Corsano such an 
important player is that this kind of testosterone-
drenched showboating only emerges when 
it’s appropriate. 

Fast-forward a few months to find Corsano 
sitting in with Ceylon Mange at the West Hill 
Community Centre in Brighton – a low-key noise 
gig with maybe 50 people present – and it’s like 
seeing a different musician altogether: hardly 
touching the drums at all, drawing great 
shimmering resonances out of bowed cymbals, 
lurking in the textures, restrained and subtle.

In a way, it’s inevitable that, despite his 
acceptance into the turbulent heart of free jazz, 
Corsano should shrug off the accolades and be 
continually drawn back to noise. It’s not just natural 
modesty, either: punk to the core, he just happens 
to like the environment underground. For anyone 
with an unshakeable fuck-you, DIY attitude, it’s  

the obvious place to be because, let’s face it, noise 
is never going to make the mainstream, is it?

“There’s no one really pushing for it,” he 
agrees. “To draw maybe a tenuous analogy, in the 
Eighties a few of the hardcore bands made it but 
most bands like Big Black didn’t go huge. In the 
same way, noise is never going to change the 
mainstream, Billboard-style music, but who gives  
a fuck? There’s no point in trying to make noise  
like the next big thing. But then there’s also  
no point in just sitting in your room and being 
pissed off because somebody’s got a record on  
Sub Pop.”

Obviously, no one can accuse Corsano of just 
sitting in his room. As his endless collaborations 
show, he’s burning to play with anyone who has 
something original to say. 

“I like it when it’s solely about doing your own 
thing,” he says, “and then meeting other people 
who are also doing their own thing, and hopefully 
expanding your own sound because of these  
new contacts.” 

At bottom, it’s this intense need to 
communicate, to converse through musical 
experimentation that brings him into the orbit of 
such diverse musical mavericks, from hard-nosed 

Improv with Evan Parker to recent psychedelic 
collaborations with Vibracathedral Orchestra’s 
Mick Flower. For Corsano, there’s no conflict here, 
just different conversations. 

“It would be like you have some friends that 
you talk about music with, and then you have  
other friends who don’t give a fuck about what 
music you like so you talk about other things.  
So, with a guy like Evan Parker, we’re talking  
about a certain thing, but with Mick we both  
love a lot of Asian music so we’re talking about 
something else.” 

The result of the latter conversation is one  
of this year’s stand-out releases: Flower-Corsano 
Duo’s The Radiant Mirror – a deeply lysergic 
investigation into the possibilities of a drum-kit  
and an amplified ‘shaahi baaja’, or Japan banjo, 
actually a primitive lap steel guitar. 

It’s a unique masterpiece of intense, Eastern-
tinged improvisations that captures Corsano falling 
in and out of great boiling, rolling rhythms, while 
Flowers flicks around hypnotically simple harmonic 
clusters, creating a wall of pure in-the-red sound 
energy, one moment keening like a bagpipe, the 
next burning like a Stratocaster. 

‘I would never,  
ever call myself  
a jazz drummer’

A quiet moment with compulsive collaborator and blazing free jazz-noise-punk rhythm  
magus Chris Corsano, between engagements that range from basement improv to Björk’s  
latest album and tour
 Words: Daniel Spicer 
Photography: Brian Sweeney 
Live photography: Simon Fernandez
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As far as Corsano’s concerned, though, it’s  
just one more example of his back-door route  
to discovery. 

“We both have a love for Indian classical  
music but without feeling we can do it ourselves  
– maybe in the way that I ended up being a free 
jazz drummer without being a free jazz drummer.  
This is even more removed.”

stellar regions
You get the feeling that Corsano would be happy 
to spend the rest of his life delving into this kind  
of subterranean meeting of spirits, producing  
cult albums, playing gigs for audiences of 20 
people, living off a spiritual diet of authenticity  
and spontaneity. So it was a surprise when rumours 
surfaced earlier this year that he’d accepted  
a high-profile invitation to record and tour with 
Björk for her new album, Volta – not least for 
Corsano himself. 

“I got a MySpace message from somebody, 
then months went by without hearing anything 
from them and I didn’t think anything of it. I was  
as shocked as everybody else.” 

Yet we probably shouldn’t be too surprised  
to find Corsano naturally drawn to another of 
modern music’s great mavericks, and Corsano’s as 
intrigued as anyone to hear his own contributions.

“I haven’t heard how it got mixed so I don’t 
know if I’m going to be played straight through  
or if I’m going to be chopped up – that’s one of  
the things that makes her great. Her voice is an 
amazing instrument: that’s what excited me at first, 
and still does, about playing with her. I haven’t 

really played with too many vocalists. She’s got  
a set of pipes on her.” 

Sure, this could well be something of a step into 
the limelight for Corsano but, as you’d expect, for 
him it’s primarily the chance to have another type 
of conversation and broaden his vocabulary. 

“I didn’t know all her records or anything,  
so I kind of had to do a little research to ease my 
nervousness and then just reading stuff about her, 
like what she’s into – Stockhausen’s a big thing  
for her – and the other people she’s used on the 
record. Konono No 1 and [Lightning Bolt’s] Brian 
Chippendale are on it, so it was like, ‘Wow, we like 
all the same stuff.’ It gets back to that thing of what 
you talk about with different friends. The dialogue 
with her at this point is really undefined in a nice 
kind of way.”

Predictably, there’s already been professional 
fall-out from this engagement – and some 
disappointment, too. Corsano was originally 
booked to occupy the drum stool for the 
Contemporary Music Network’s Free Noise tour,  
a project that finally recognises and makes explicit 
the aesthetic links between high-energy free jazz 
and noise. Of course, with his unique position in 
both camps, it was a gig that Corsano was pretty 
much born to play but he was forced to turn it 
down to make the date with Björk. 

“It was actually really hard for me to decide,” 
he reveals. “It might sound weird but I was kind of 
agonising over it – I mean, Evan Parker and Spencer 
Yeh and John Weise and Metalux?” 

For such an uncompromising musician, this 
kind of bargain must cut deep. Does it mark the 

beginning of a slide into compromise? Now that 
he’s hit the big-time will Corsano have to give up 
the intimate two-quid-on-the-door gigs? Have we 
missed our chance to witness his intense forays 
into pure energy in their natural environment –  
up-close and deep in the underground? Don’t 
worry, there’s not a chance. 

“I hope I’m not going to become all Hollywood. 
I way prefer to play acoustic with no PA and I  
don’t think I’ll ever lose that. If I ever got to a point 
where there was a restraining order on me and  
I was not allowed to play small places it would  
be a total, total bummer. I would never, ever want 
that to change.”

‘Noise is never going to change the 
mainstream, Billboard-style music, 
but who gives a fuck?’
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On Tour Now: 
May
Sat 19 Reading Fez Club

Sun 20 Minehead All Tomorrows 

  Parties
Tue 22 Sheffield Leadmill

Wed 23 Nottingham Rescue Room

Thu 24 London Scala

Built To Spill is back after 5 years with their 
most impressive release to date, available 
everywhere on May 14. 

www.rykodisc.co.uk  www.builttospill.com   www.myspace.com/builttospill

NEW ALBUM OUT NOW
CD WITH BONUS DISC.  LTD SPLIT COLOUR VINYL LP WITH

SCREEN PRINTED SLEEVE + EXTRA TRACK. DOWNLOAD

Wed 2 May  HERTFORD, Marquee - 01992 414 242
Thu 3 May  CAMBRIDGE, The Loft - 01223 511511

Fri 4 May  PRESTON, Bad Apple Club @ The Adelphi
Sat 5 May  GLASGOW, Barfly - 0870 907 0999

Sun 6 May  EDINBURGH, SECRET SHOW
Mon 7 May  YORK, Fibbers - 0870 907 0999

Tue 8 May  LIVERPOOL, Academy 2 - 0871 771 2000
Wed 9 May  LEICESTER, Square - 0116 233 2929

Thu 10 May  TAUNTON, Cafe Mamba
Fri 11 May  BRISTOL, Bar Academy - 0871 771 2000

Sat 12 May  MANCHESTER, Satan's Hollow - 0871 424 4444
Sun 13 May  BIRMINGHAM, Bar Academy - 0871 771 2000

Mon 14 May  LONDON, Spitz - 0870 169 0100
Tue 15 May  GUILDFORD, Boiler Room - 01483 440022

Wed 16 May  CARDIFF, Barfly - 0870 907 0999
Thu 17 May  SOUTHAMPTON, Joiners - 02380 632 601

Fri 18 May  BRIGHTON, Great Escape @ The Arc
Sat 26 May  BRISTOL, Dot To Dot Festival

Sun 27 May  NOTTINGHAM, Dot to Dot Festival

TICKETS: seetickets.com wegottickets.com ticketweb.co.uk ticketmaster.co.uk           helpshecantswim.com FANTASTICPLASTICRECORDS.COM
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“When we write songs, we have these charts on the wall, big pieces  
of easel paper, and we take a magic marker and write down names for 
the sections,” says Battles guitarist and keyboard player Ian Williams. 
“Instead of it being traditional notation, we write down words to 
describe the parts, so ‘Tij’ starts with – what was the first thing?

Drummer John Stanier declares, “‘Wooh!’”
“Huh?” says Ian.
“‘Wooh!’” the rest of the band say. At least, that’s how it sounds  

on the tape.
Ian continues: “Then it goes into – “
Dave Konopka (guitar, bass) interrupts: “‘Tij loop’, ‘Burkina Faso’…”
“‘Burkina Faso’, yeah. Then it goes into, I think, Can –“ 
“‘Can Melody’. Then ‘Fela In Berlin’,” Dave elaborates.
“ No, first it goes to ‘Crouching Fela’,” Ian corrects him. “Then ‘Fela 

Goes To Berlin’.” 
“Before the percussive bit it’s called ‘Loveboat’, and then ‘In Brazil’…”
Ian concludes. “So we think of the music as concepts that aren’t as 

normal as bars of music, and I think that creates a weird effect.”
“On ‘Tonto’, there’s this weird descending vocal line, and it sounded 

kinda of creepy,” says Tyondai Braxton, whose treated vocals weave 
through the mix as he too takes turns on guitar, keys and electronics.  
“It sounded like The Addams Family to me, so we called it ‘Anjelica 
Huston’. Ian came up with this line that sounded like a galloping animal, 
so we called it ‘Brer Rabbit’. So you look on the chart, and it says: ‘First 
section: Anjelica Huston to Brer Rabbit’, and it’s funny, but it has a nice 
energy. The characters have such dominant identities that it’s easy to 
feed into that. It’s fun.”

So out of marker pens, art paper, funny muso 
references and colour/sound associations springs 
the music of Battles: hyper-aware, conceptual, 
precise and organised as a flow chart or record 
collection. Nice. Neat.

Except that Battles’ music is nothing  
of the sort – or, if it is, the organisation  
and precision are gleefully derailed by 
mischief, and skilfully disguised by hooks 
and beats, by electronic shrapnel and 
synth whimsy, by chirping vocals and 
larger-than-life melodies that’ll spiral 
out into a minimalist, multi-hued 
mesh one minute and then march 
all over a song like an army of 
cartoon animals the next. 

New York avant-rock quartet Battles are all tooled up for serious fun with  
a prismatic new album full of brainiac body music and pointillist party tunes. 
They tell Plan B how it’s done – with mirrors, not maths

SHEER 
ART 
ATTACK

 Words: Frances Morgan 
Photography: Mattia Zoppellaro
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The first song on Battles’ new album on Warp 
Records, Mirrored, is called ‘Race: In’, and it does, 
with frantic percussion, pitter-patter guitar and a 
whistly keyboard line. Everything’s sharp, tiny, 
precise like a tattoo needle, increasing volume and 
colour until the song breaks out into a baroque 
stomp. Then it’s back to the beginning, but this time 
with added call-and-answer vocals, a vague virtual 
choir embellished with more keyboards, more 
guitars as the song’s two stages pile into each other 
and you see suddenly how they fit together. You get 
to stand back and admire the structure for about a 
minute before the track evaporates, leaving the next 
structure to rise like a time-lapse film of a termite 
mound springing up in a desert. And hey, we all 
know how cool that is to watch. Did you know some 
of those things are over 13 metres high, the termite 
equivalent of a 100-mile high skyscraper?

Mirrored is well named. Its structure is prismatic, 
designed to allow maximum colour and light. It’s a 
brain-pop record that art-rocks, a record designed 
to exercise mind and body. This latter claim was 
made for Battles’ last release, a collection of their 
EPs to date, but while there was no knocking their 
infectious, tight guitars and Stanier’s powerhouse 
drumming, EP C/B EP’s sense of joy was cerebral 
rather than physical, from Steve Reich-ian beginning 
to skronky end. Song titles were abbreviated  
and abstract (‘IPT-2’, ‘TRAS 2’), and even the  
track entitled ‘DANCE’ was so frenetic, pixellated 
and splintery it would likely only fill the floor in  
a nightclub for ants. 

In contrast, Mirrored is both monolithically 
together and totally all over the shop, qualities that, 
combined, inspire both feet and head. It takes the 
tight melodic and rhythmic interplay of the  
EPs and reconstructs it via a cast of sounds and 
characters drawn from all over an imagined, 
synthesised musical world: from Burundi drummers 
to electric guitar orchestras to Sun Ra’s Arkestra to 
Viking re-enactments to samba troupes to 
minimalist composers to beatboxers to headbangers 
to a hardcore band in a Lagos highlife club 
transposed to late-night Cologne via Canterbury 
1974 and then back to an eclectic, experimental 
New York City, which is where the four members of 
Battles began playing together in 2002.

choral fixations
It’s the start of the decade, and Ian Williams is 
playing solo shows after the dissolution of his  
long-standing, influential band Don Caballero, 
unsure, he says, “if I wanted to be in a band. I had 
run into Ty and we talked about doing some loosely 
structured one-off shows, and over a year or so it 
grew a little more serious. I knew Dave because he 
was in Lynx, and Don Caballero had played with 
Lynx [in Boston, where Lynx were based].”

When Konopka showed up in New York, 
Williams was keen to work with him. “Somebody 
asked us to do a show at the Knitting Factory, so it 
seemed to make sense to ask Dave to play with us.”

As John Stanier, veteran of spartan hardcore/
metal outfit Helmet and the band’s rhythmic driving 
force, completed the lineup, Williams had an idea 
he needed to get out of his system.

“The only thing driving me to want to start  
a band was the idea of playing with a chorus of 
singers, and it was almost like the quixotic nature  
of that quest that drove me, ” he relates.

John interjects: “A chorus of girl singers…”
Ian: “Of lady singers, yeah.” He sighs. “It was 

very logistically challenging. We did try.” 
Dave: “We did one show without a drummer 

and three girls, pre-John, and then we did two 
shows with eight girls each.”

Ian: “We did one show, we called it Press 
Conference, and we set up a long folding table, like 
a conference table. Each girl had a microphone…

Dave: That was cool, that was the closest Battles 
has ever come to doing a cover. We had the girls go 
“ah-ah-AHHHHHH-AHHHHHH!” [sings the vocal 
intro from Led Zeppelin’s ‘Immigrant Song’], and we 
just kept looping that…

So where did this idea come from, Ian? 
Williams seems a little embarrassed. “I had some 

vague idea of funky music like The Meters playing 
behind 12 Iggy Pop females, like ‘Wargghhhh!!!’,” 
he demonstrates with an Iggy scream. “I don’t 
know…I had that idea for a long time…”

Konopka picks up the story. “Ty was working  
at The Onion, so he put an ad in for girl actors to 
audition. We hung out at the practice space one day 
and had different girls coming by, actresses, 
students and stuff. It was really bizarre.”

“So we had all these conceptual challenges 
defining what the band was at first,” Williams 
continues. “At first, it was like we were tackling a lot 
of material – the concept of a girl singer band, the 
press conference at a rock show…there were so 
many ingredients. Eventually two things happened 
at the same time: we focused a lot on playing by 
ourselves, and we got offered a tour playing in 
Japan. We got the chance to play 12 shows in a row. 
That was the first time I felt like this was going to be 
a good band. So we shed the girl singer thing and 
became a tightly functioning band.”

effect/affect
Although it’s kind of a shame the ladies’ choir didn’t 
work out, the treated vocals that now comprise an 
important part of Battles music seem more in 
keeping with the band’s methodology. Occasionally 
heard on EP C/B EP, Braxton’s voice, layered and 

effected, adds a disconcerting texture to Mirrored. 
Frequently, call-and-response is used to create the 
impression of massed, genderless, almost ghostly 
singers. A real choir might perhaps have had too 
many cultural signifiers: as it is, Braxton’s freedom to 
manipulate his vocals sits perfectly with Battles’ 
interest in the pure sonics of a musical style, rather 
than what it ‘means’.

Braxton seems to agree. “I feel like a lot of  
the music we make is pretty neutral, so to have 
traditional vocal lines makes a song lean in one way, 
and it reduces the song to have vocals up front and 
the rest of the song at the back. When your 
instrument is literally explaining something,  
in a language that people are translating, it takes 
you out of – ”

“ – a musical realm,” says Williams.
“ Yeah – especially with a band like this where 

you’re relying on the colours and the characters of 
the music interacting with each other.”

Braxton is well versed in vocal manipulation:  
pre-Battles he worked as a solo artist using loops 
and layers to create mini-orchestras – and choirs – in 
the ether. “It’s about finding a way to – I don’t want 
to say obscure it, but to use the vocals to match the 
quality of the music,” he says. “In my solo stuff, I’ve 
always played with my vocals through effects, so it’s 
just a matter of trying to find a musicality with the 
effects, to turn vocals into something they’re not.”

work in progress
People hear a lot of things in Battles’ music.  
When they played at London’s Luminaire last year, 
while I was thinking nice things like ‘Fela Kuti’ and 
‘Black Dice’, my gig companion tried to distract me 
by speculating that Battles sounded a hell of a lot 
like Seventies progressive rock dinosaurs Yes: “It’s 
just like ‘Roundabout’!” he whispered, gleefully, 
during one song. 

Part of me knew he just said it to make me laugh, 
because Yes are funny, and that it was a joke on the 
fashionable audience as much as the band. But 
equally, the comparison bugged me, because I could 
hear how Battles’ web-like, note-filled instrumentals 
might form a weird Venn diagram between a 
number of genres, those acceptable and those 
’unacceptable’ – perhaps through this very process 
of obscuring what those genres or styles represent, 
so that we appreciate their form rather than focus 
on their extra-musical baggage. 

I’m not trying to call out Battles for being noodly 

prog-heads – when asked, Stanier is happy to cite a 
youthful liking for Yes, Rush and King Crimson, but 
cautions: “I would never want Battles to be 
perceived in that way. Most of those bands were 
viewed as ‘serious’ musicians, and a lot of that stuff 
isn’t very fun to play or to listen to. We are very 
passionate, but we don’t take ourselves too 
seriously.” Williams admits, “I know I’ve always had 
a bit of the Fripp in me, but the goal has never been 
to mine that stuff”; while Braxton sees it as just 
another label, “As fair a comparison as any other 
genre people have associated us with.” 

Konopka says, “I don’t comprehend too many 
parallels between Battles and prog, other than the 
fact that there’s an apparent challenge of traditional 
musical composition. I think The Mars Volta is a way 

‘We created this infinite hallway of 
mirrors and reflections, playing off  
the repetitive call and answer stuff in  
our music’ – Dave Konopka

under the stylus: current 
sounds from the battleground

“As a band we don’t agree on much, but all of us like Black 
Dice, Grizzly Bear’s Yellow House and the new Blonde 
Redhead record,23.”
(John Stanier)

“Dirty Projectors is probably the most unbelievable artist on 
the scene right now. Check out his records Slaves, Graves 
and Ballads, The Getty Address and New Attitude. He has a 
new record coming out soon too. Total genius.”
(Tyondai Braxton)

“As far as contemporary bands go, I would have to go on 
record for Black Dice being the cream of the crop. Liars put 

out an amazing album last year – I was really into Drum’s 
Not Dead. Terrestrial Tones’ Dead Drunk got me, especially 
the song ‘The Sailor’. Animal Collective always do great 
stuff. Panda Bear’s new solo album is super fun to listen to. 
Gang Gang Dance is sweet-ass. Four Tet is always bustin’ 
out some sick shit. And finally, whoever wins American Idol 
next, you can bet your savings that I will be all over that,  
it doesn’t matter who it is, I just respect the fact that they 
were voted in as America’s next idol. No questions asked, if 
it’s good enough for America, it’s good enough for me!”
(Dave Konopka)

“Frochot Music’s Discothèque 72: Guinée, Mbuti Pygmies 
of the Ituri Rainforest, and Thomas Mapfumo’s Spirits To 
Bite Our Ears: The Singles Collection 1977-1986.”
(Ian Williams)

plan b | 47

battles

044-051 BATTLESfmmET 2.indd   47 24/04/2007   16:12:15



more accurate depiction of a band carrying the prog 
torch. Don’t get me wrong, I love the shit out of Yes, 
particularly Close to the Edge and Fragile, and I’ve 
had an extremely healthy diet of progressive rock in 
my life,” he continues. “But intentionally sounding 
like a progressive rock band is something that is not 
really on the Battles radar.” 

What intrigues me is not really that Battles’ set 
reminded my friend of a Yes song; it’s more that,  
by drawing upon prog’s rhythmic adventurism, its 
opening up of song structure and eclectic approach 
to sound sources, Battles remind us how much fun 
ambitious rock music can be, on its own terms.

Much of Battles’ music, for me, audibly 
addresses the issue of influence, of how music ‘uses’ 
material from disparate sources. As well as mining 
its own history, popular music has a long tradition of 

plundering other cultures and genres for exotic 
effect, but this decade has seen the process become 
seamless and confident to the point where it no 
longer seems so loaded as ‘plundering’, and feels 
more like navigation or observation, with music  
as a fast-flowing stream of pure information.

This is possibly what Tyondai Braxton implies 
when talking about ‘neutrality’ in music: the 
freedom to divorce source material from its cultural 
context. Battles’ music does this a lot, throwing 
referential curve-balls from all over pop culture 
without ever actually directly quoting – something  
is always off or skewed; something about the 
resulting sound is always intrinsically Battles-ish.

“I’ve been saying that this band is a very cool 
example of what the modern band is today,” 

Braxton considers. “With the ease of access that 
you have to different types of music – via iTunes,  
via media in general – we have so much more of  
a bee line to more bizarre and harder-to-locate art. 
There’s not as much of a stigma about referencing 
something that you might not totally have studied 
or understand. I feel like we’re just able to grab from 
this pot unabashedly and present what we like. 

“But there’s an honesty in that too, because 
we’re not trying to sell it to you that we’re masters 
of all these things. What we’re showing, I think,  
is that we love all this music and we’re trying to 
incorporate it in ways that we think are interesting.”

all that glitters
This decade has seen musicians from Timbaland to 
DIY ethnomuiscological crews like Gang Gang 

Dance and Aa recontextualise far-flung sounds with 
dizzying speed. Everything is permitted; nothing is 
‘real’. The internet increasingly enables musicians to 
use recorded sound as a kind of huge lending library 
whose collection seems to increase both spatially 
and temporally every day. Battles are in no way 
unique in their pluralist approach, then: but their 
tightly honed musicality allows them to take their 
source material truly forward by knocking it 
sideways, as the Nigerian-style guitar riff that flits in 
and out of ‘Tonto’ is buffeted by angular, avant-rock 
picking, slicing in at an unexpected angle. 

“When the band started, one advantage we had 
was that it was four people who already had a pretty 
serious past,” Williams reminds me. “It’s not like  
the band started from scratch and at the same time 

were leaning how to play our instruments. That 
allows you to concentrate on doing something 
unique and not having to worry about playing.”

“But there’s still this fine line,” says Stanier.  
“It’s very easy to overplay and get like, ‘We can  
do anything, so now we’re gonna play an Egyptian 
song meets whatever’…”

Do you think it ever happens by accident?
“Maybe. I don’t think you can get too 

comfortable or else you get carried away and it 
becomes uninteresting. It still has to be sort of naïve. 
This band still enters with a total blank canvas, in  
an almost childish way. That’s where the humorous 
aspect comes out.”

Battles’ emphasis on playfulness and humour  
sits beside a preoccuption with their own process, 
which is informed by a kind of constant awareness 
of where music is right now, where they fit into it 
and how to externalise this. Of course, that sounds 
boring as shit, but what emerges is thrillingly 
irreverent weird fun party music. 

‘Atlas’, Mirrored’s first single, is a case in point. 
Its genesis was Stanier’s fascination with schaffel, 
the techno sub-genre spawned by Kompakt DJs  
in Cologne earlier this decade, which was based 
around the dumb clunk-thunk of the ‘glitterbeat’, 
as popularised in the Seventies by  
Slade and Gary Glitter (and itself a sort of sci-fi, 
supersized take on Fifties rock’n’roll rhythms). 

On one level, you don’t need to know anything 
about schaffel, or even Slade, to dig ‘Atlas’. It starts 
off tense and spectral, disembodied, pitch-shifted 
alien-baby vocals winding around the relentless 
robo-stomp beat and stiff, brutal guitar stabs, then 
builds via small, cheeky, skronky increments into a 
monster, Godzilla trampling an office block and 
doing the Ace in the rubble. Simple as. 

While artists like T Raumschmiere took the 
schaffel sound semi-live, giving it a funny, sleazy 
persona in the process, Battles’ take is somewhat 
more considered and exacting. 

Stanier explains: “If you think about it, it’s gone 
completely full circle. In the Seventies and Eighties, 
you had to hire a string section if you wanted 

‘When the band started, one 
advantage we had was that it was 
four people who already had a pretty 
serious past’ – Ian Williams

Ian Williams John Stanier
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strings. The Nineties and 2000s came along, and 
you can make an album on your laptop. These days, 
the virtual strings are so good that if you tweak it 
enough you can’t tell. And now that’s getting tired, 
the sampling and all that. So now we’re a band 
that’s trying to take that, but to do it live, to write  
it and create it live on stage. We might be the first 
band to actually look at it in that kind of way. 

“I’m not saying we’re trying to bring it back to 
the roots of rock’n’roll by playing live. We’re trying 
to recreate live what is being taken for granted 
now,” he states, as Konopka adds that, while 
Battles are not an electronic band, as many think on 
first listen, there are certainly “traces of electronic 
ideals” in the way their music is constructed.

Stanier continues, “[‘Atlas’] started out as, ‘Let’s 
write something that’ll sound good on a 12-inch 
and we’ll get someone to remix it on the other side’ 
[appropriately, Kompakt’s DJ Koze]. It’s also funny 
because it goes back to that cycle: it’s like we’re 
being influenced by techno guys who were 
influenced by rock guys…and there you go. It’s  
our take on someone else’s take on something else 
that happened in the Seventies.” 

Stanier’s claim that Battles are the first rock band 
to approach electronic music in this way is a big one 
– and it’s certainly a moot point. You could argue 
that the live performances of LCD Soundsystem  
and !!!, if not their records, are both exercises in 
how to filter forms such as Afrobeat, Krautrock, 
funk and synthpop through a dance consciousness 
and back out the other side, drawing attention to 
the live musicianship onstage. 

At another extreme, British band Aufgehoben 
make industrial and experimental electronic music, 
but as a blinding guitar/drums/synth ensemble, their 
tight-wound, exhilarating rock an intriguing but not 
dissimilar counterpoint to that of Battles. The early 
releases of Animal Collective showed a weird ability 
to recreate the feel of homemade techno and 
electronica via incredibly lo-fi materials, and 
excellent Ann Arbor, Michigan label Ghostly 
International navigates the channels between 
synthpop, songwriting and club beats with aplomb. 

Where Stanier is right, however, is that Battles 
are one of the few bands to illustrate the ongoing 
conversation between electronic and rock music so 
literally: they bypass the crass signifiers that ‘indie 
dance’ often uses to show its allegiance to both 
camps, choosing instead to explore the more subtle 
qualities of musical language and vocabulary. 

One way in which they work hard to keep that 
dialogue going is via a presence at electronic 
festivals, with varying results. While the band’s 
appearance at Sonar 2005 caused such a tsunami  
of geek excitement that I had to listen to their set 
from outside the packed venue, Ty remembers a 
Belgian festival where, “There was a whole bunch 
of DJs and we were the only live band.”

“That was like the first time we ever cleared a 
room,” recalls Konopka. “It’s almost like it was  

too abrasive. There was too much shit going on.”
Braxton laughs. “We were absolutely 

unwelcome.”

infinite regress
The following night, at London’s seated, sedate 
Purcell Room, Battles rattle through Mirrored for  
an audience composed mostly of music writers and 
curious industry types. There’s no question of either 
a dance party or a cleared room, and Battles give  
an appropriately huddled, intense but relaxed 
performance, facing inwards around Stanier’s 
drumkit as if at a rehearsal, with Braxton, Williams 
and Konopka moving to their own patterns within 
each song, prowling on the spot. In Tim Sancetti’s 
video for ‘Atlas’, Battles adopt almost identical 

positions – the difference being that in the video 
each musician is reflected to infinity via the mirrored 
walls, ceiling and floor of a glass cube.

It’s the same mirrored box that appears on 
Mirrored’s sleeve, on which it contains just the 
band’s instruments: formidably clean and bright, 
like an architectural scale model. Once the band  
are in it, though, the room springs into life, the 
musicians’ reflections bouncing infinitely in time  
to the music and Stanier’s beats literally wobbling 
the plexiglass, in the process puncturing the song’s 
ultra-modern sheen and allowing its mischievous 
groove to come to the fore.

“We figured if we built this thing we should  
get the most out of it we can, so we shot the video 
in it,” Konopka explains of the structure, which 
measured only 12 feet by 12 feet by eight feet.  

“At the same time it was important to us to give  
a little keyhole glimpse into the workings of the 
band and how we actually play.”

In contrast to the leafy cover of EP C/B EP,  
says Konopka, the band wanted to, “Void  
ourselves of any organic visuals and create this 
mechanical environment…that could somehow 
visually match some of the tricks that we do audially. 
Like the repetitive nature of loops: let’s recreate this 
infinite hallway of mirrors and reflections playing off 
the repetitive call and answer stuff in our music. 
There’s no deep meaning behind it other than 
matching the music visually – and creating a new 
identity for ourselves so that we didn’t get 
pigeonholed as this band that has trees on their 
covers all the time.”

‘There’s not as much of a stigma now 
about referencing something that you 
might not totally have studied or 
understand’ – Tyondai Braxton

Dave Konopka Tyondai Braxton
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“On the inside of the cube it was pure reflection: 
you couldn’t see out at all,” Stanier recalls. “Imagine 
looking in every direction and seeing yourself, 
infinitely – it was a panic attack in a box!”

“You could look up and it looked like five stories 
up and you could see yourself from the bottom 
again…it was pretty surreal, but it was fun,” smiles 
Konopka, although the video did leave him with one 
worry. “Did you see me in the video at all?” he asks. 
“I’m the one who sticks his butt out when he 
dances! I didn’t even realise I did that!”

the time the place
Battles are a band who build a hall of mirrors to 
illustrate loops and layers, and then boing about in 
it, wiggling their arses, to emphasise the tangibility 
of what they do, showing you at every step how 

each ingredient of ‘Atlas’ is added: a chord here,  
a stab there. Even at its densest, their music always 
open-plan; complexity never impedes impact. 

This openness is one of Battles’ most potent 
weapons, and the factor that should see their 
appeal reaching further than the usual hermetically 
sealed, clued-up audience for ‘avant-rock’. They’re 
the kind of band you could come to young, fresh 
and dissatisfied from mainstream indie, like I did to 
post-rock in the mid-Nineties, and have your entire 
aesthetic realigned and broadened – while still 
feeling as if you understand what’s going on. 

It often seems as if the alternative music industry 
is as stuck as any other in a cycle of novelty and 
reinvention, and critics should be always be wary of 
their part in that. But equally, there are times in that 

cycle where you feel a necessary leap forward taking 
place; times when the music steps away from its 
myths and personality cults, dispenses with 
‘meaning’ and looks instead at deconstructing and 
re-examining the form – as on Marnie Stern’s recent 
‘Patterns Of A Diamond Ceiling’, on which she 
literally, audaciously explains her guitar technique as 
the song builds up. As on Mirrored, where pretty 
much every track is like a gateway drug into other 
sounds, other ideas, other green worlds. 

It feels like now is one of those times, Battles are 
one of those bands, and if Warp is seeking to 
reassert its reptuation as a pioneering zeitgeist 
definer, it has made a step in the right direction.

Battles themselves, though, rightly eschew such 
responsibilities. While their name sounds macho – 
like MCs, soldiers or revolutionaries – theirs is the 

good-humoured conflict of role-play gamers; or the 
exhilarating push and pull of music itself.

Williams muses: “Doing this kind of music, 
there’s such a fine line between turning into a prog-
rock mess, all super-serious and pompous. But if you 
have a sense of humour it makes all the difference  
in the world. It’s fun making it, it’s fun for us to play, 
and it should be fun to listen to as well. I don’t like 
music that you have to wear glasses and take notes 
to understand what’s going on.”

“Not that there’s anything wrong with people 
that wear glasses,” Konopka assures me.

Stanier glances at my notebook: excited pink 
scribbles, ideas generated at lightning speed by 
Battles’ music, linked up with arrows, outlined with 
glitterpen circles. “Or people that take notes.”

‘The song ‘Atlas’ is our take on 
someone else’s take on something 
else that happened in the Seventies’ 
– John Stanier

why we hate: math rock

“I started playing in Don Caballero in 1992, which was a 
band that was branded math rock, although at first, you 
barely ever heard it. The idea was playing with time 
signatures. It always had a humour to it, because it was 
done in the punk rock lineage. By the time that band 
made its third record, it wasn’t about counting anymore.  
It was more of a fluid thing, where it was hard to even 
know where the one in the measure was, and then 
punctuated with a few spikes that interrupted a flow. The 
last Don Caballero album we made was American Don, 
which was all loop pedal guitar riffs. A rhythmic monotony 
– that’s the opposite of math rock. And Battles is based on 
that. The only reason I can see we’re ever called math rock 
is because of the first two Don Caballero albums.

”Now people just use the term to describe 
complicated music. But I still don’t like it, because 
’complicated’ sounds like the easy way out of 
songwriting, like just slap a ton a shit on top of it, and 
then something’s bound to happen.”
(Ian Williams)

“What does ‘math-rock’ mean? Good question!  
Math in rock? Music that doesn’t consistently rely on 
common time? Polyrhythm? Music with guitars and  
amps and drums that have polyrhythms? What music  
do you know that doesn’t incorporate math and time?  
I guess what’s the most frustrating about that kind of tag 
is that the reductionism classifies what you are and 
completely ignores other elements. It’s like calling a chef 
salad ‘lettuce’.”
(Tyondai Braxton)

”All music is math, there are just some bands that 
delibrately construct their music to mathematically 
impress the listener. We don’t do that: if we have mathy 
time signatures, they happen naturally. For me, the term 
has such negative connotations. It’s something that I 
automatically assume is going to be void of feeling. In an 
age of media oversaturation, when it helps to have a 
reference point for people to get a sense of what this 
band may sound like, I’m sure that ’math rock’ may be 
good for some people, but it could potentially scare 
people away as much as it could interest them. The term 
’math rock’ for Battles bums me out a bit: in my opinion,  
it tends to sell us short of all of the other wonderful 
attributes that we have to offer.”
(Dave Konopka)

“I personally cannot stand that word…I call it ‘the M 
Word’. Math rock equals no fun, and we are four fun guys 
who love making interesting music for people to enjoy.”
(John Stanier)
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In these archival pieces, you’re supposed to start  
by wondering how some specific seminal track 
sounded back in the dark days of 19-blahdy-blah. 
Not necessary here. I’ll bet you the debut seven- 
inch by The Normal, ‘TVOD/Warm Leatherette’ – 
released in an initial run of 500 in 1977, on what at 
the time was somewhat ambitiously named Mute 
Records – surely sounds as stark, and as terrifying, 
and as exciting today as it ever did. 

On ‘TVOD’, primitive percussion cracks like  
a chain across your back, as a desiccated voice 
relates a Tetsuo-style body horror nightmare:  
“I don’t need a TV screen/Just stick the aerial into  
my vein”. ‘Warm Leatherette’ is better still. Based ~ 
on JG Ballard’s 1973 techno-porn novel Crash, it’s  
a landmark in electronic deviancy: human coitus 
conducted in the cocoon of a mangled vehicle,  
a fantasy salvaged from the wreckage-strewn  
lay-by of the human unconscious. 

The voice of The Normal was a film school 
graduate from London named Daniel Miller.  
Miller, a twentysomething Krautrock fan, was  
not your obvious candidate for a road-to-Damascus 
punk conversion. More accurately, the creation of 
The Normal can be attributed to the collision of two 
independent factors: the new economy of DIY 

labels, as practised by The Buzzcocks, Scritti  
Politti, et al; and the new availability of a budget 
synthesiser, the Korg 700. The Normal would only 
last the one single, but the shockwaves from  
‘TVOD/Warm Leatherette’ reshaped Mute Records 
from conceptual fantasy to production line reality.  
It became the home of several early synthesiser 
visionaries – Fad Gadget, Robert Rental, occultist 
noise villain Boyd Rice – and, come Mute’s second 
generation, a broader dynasty of extremists, rock 
refuseniks and eventually, global pop stars.

Late March 2007. Sat in a fresh office overlooking 
the soon-to-be-demolished Hammersmith Palais  
in west London, the 56-year old Daniel Miller 
appears – as any still-successful label boss must – 
not overly preoccupied with the past. Right now, 
he’s enamoured by London’s Underage Club, an 
under-18s club run by Barry Seven from Add N To X 
and his 14-year-old son Sam at the Coronet Theatre 
in Elephant And Castle. 

“There’s this band called Pull In Emergency  
who are just about to put out a seven-inch record,” 
he beams. “They’re 13-, 14-year-old kids, and 
they’re in touch with bands their age all over  
the world.” 

Unusually for a committed forward-thinker, 
Miller doesn’t see a kid picking up something as 
lumpen as a guitar and yawn that it’s all been done 
before. Rather, he’s fascinated in the power of 
generational shifts – or more accurately, knows  
the real future is slippery and uncharitable: it  
shapes itself. 

“Kids don’t seem to care about when a record 
was made, or how old the band is. They don’t care 
what genre it is or how the people in it met.” He 
grins. “You know, Suicide always goes down really 
well in the clubs. I’m serious. It’s very encouraging.”

So that’s the future. Let’s talk about the past.

You put your address on The Normal sleeve. 
What sort of mail did you get? Did anyone pick 
up the deviant, sexual angle?

“Sadly, no – almost from day one, I got fucking 
demos! That was the shocking thing, because I 
didn’t see myself as a record company. I was a bloke 
who put out a record.” 

But presumably in some way it appealed?
“Initially, no. I thought I was going to press 500 

and go round a few shops like Rough Trade and 
Small Wonder and just sell them a couple of boxes 
each. But I went into Rough Trade, saw Geoff Travis 
and Richard [Scott, of Rough Trade’s distribution 
arm] and played it to them to see if they wanted to 
buy it. They offered to distribute it, and they said  
I should press 2,000. There was a writer called Jane 
Suck who worked for Sounds. She got hold of one 
of the white labels I’d left there, and reviewed it as 
Single Of The Century, and I was just like ‘Fucking 
hell, what’s going on?’ 

“Then I met a guy called Robert Rental at  
a Throbbing Gristle gig. I’d heard his single and 
somebody introduced us. Separately, we were  
both offered a gig on the first post-punk electronic 
bill with Throbbing Gristle and Cabaret Voltaire. 
Neither of us felt like doing a solo gig, so we 
thought we’d do it together. A while later, Edwin 
Pouncey – or Savage Pencil, the cartoonist at the 
NME at the time– introduced me to Fad Gadget, 
who shared a flat with him. His demos were the first 

In 1977, a London film school graduate acquired a budget synthesiser and made a record that 
would plot a vector for the future of electronic pop. Plan B meets Daniel Miller, voice of The 
Normal and Silicon Teens, and architect of Mute Records

under the geodesic dome 
Words: Louis Pattison 
Daniel Miller Photography: Alice Rosenbaum

Daniel Miller

The Normal
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that I thought were really special and different.  
I guess Mute became a label when I decided to  
work with someone else. When I went into the 
studio with Frank [Tovey, Fad Gadget] to record 
‘Back To Nature’, it was the first time I’d been in  
a recording studio.”

Was there a schism between the people 
who wanted to use synthesiser technology for 
synth-pop, and the people who wanted to use 
it to explore, for want of a better word, noise?

“I think there was more of a schism between 
people who wanted to use synths in any format, 
and people who hated them. There was a big 
schism at Rough Trade in the late Seventies. There 
were two journalists who represented each camp, 
John Savage and Ian Penman. On one side was 
Penman, and that musically intricate Scritti Politti, 
This Heat side of things. And then on the other side 
was Savage, and Throbbing Gristle and all that. 

“There’s always schisms, though, isn’t there? 
Because everyone is libertarian and left-wingish, 
and that area of thinking is always prone to splits. 
Boyd Rice [of noise outfit NON], for instance, was  
a huge pop fan. Loved pop music. Throbbing 
Gristle, those guys – there were never any issues 
about it. I did the Silicon Teens project [Mute’s 
teenage synth band, actually a Miller pseudonym]; 
we also had Depeche Mode – and they thought  
it was fucking great. They may not have liked the 
music particularly, but they were like, this is cool.  
If we’d been doing jazzy bass lines and reggae 
rhythms, there would have been a problem.”

William Bennett of Whitehouse credits you 
with giving him his first synth…

“I met him while he was still in Essential Logic 
while I was on a Rough Trade package tour with 
Essential Logic and Stiff Little Fingers. He really 
wanted to learn about electronic music and stuff 
like that. Shortly after the tour finished he left the 
band and made his first record [Come’s ‘Come 
Sunday/Shaved Slits’], and I played some synth on  
it. I’ve followed their career, on and off. I remember 
him as looking like Marc Bolan, or something – a bit 
of a flower child, with long curly hair. It was a very 

out-of-place look at the time. He was very young, 
still finding his way.”

industrial revolutions
The early Eighties was the era of Rock Against 
Racism, but bands like DAF and Laibach 
purposefully played with Fascist or political 
iconography. Did you have pressure put on  
you by movements like RAR?

“I didn’t really. Obviously, we weren’t part of 
Rock Against Racism. And obviously, I supported the 
principle of it, if not necessarily the method. Later 
on, there were people who demonstrated outside 
NON gigs, and they handed out leaflets which were 
full of lies, and they actually managed to get one  
gig closed down. I generally have a very libertarian 
view. Rough Trade, at one point, got very politically 
correct – overly politically correct for my tastes.  
I think they banned a Whitehouse record. It was 
their right to do so, of course, but I didn’t agree  
with that at all.”

It’s hard to explain the appeal of something 
like Whitehouse, I think…you either get it or 
you don’t.

“Well, yes…what can you say? [gestures up at  
a poster of Laibach, done out in Fascistic regalia].  

I suppose it was definitely an anti-corporate thing  
– at the time we were militantly anti-major. Which  
I think was healthy at the time, and maybe is still 
now. Obviously I’m not anti-major because I’m part 
of a major, but it’s probably still a good attitude to 
take, as it’s how you forge your own path.”

So what are the politics of Mute?
“It’s complicated. I came from somewhere 

politically that didn’t necessarily relate to how Mute 
was politically. I was very involved with student 
politics. I’ve been political all my life. I was a member 
of Anti-Apartheid when I was 12. I went to college 
at the time of the student uprising, and we were  
on strike a lot of the time. But I didn’t carry a lot of  
it forward with me. You know, I haven’t necessarily 
figured out a lot of it myself yet.”

You never really do, do you?
“I have very strong political beliefs, and they’ve 

developed over the years. What’s that thing Ken 
Livingstone said? He came up with a great quote 
along the lines of, ‘It’s a really good thing to change 
your opinion’.”

That’s good. It shows flexibility of thinking.
“Sure. The whole political side is interesting, but 

I haven’t really talked about it that much, not to my 
contemporaries. It’d be interesting to look at figures 

‘Depeche Mode were kids who had 
£100 and bought a synthesiser, not a 
guitar. That, to me, was revolutionary’

Depeche Mode

Einstürzende Neubauten
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like Tony Wilson and Geoff Travis, and have that 
political discussion again, because I’m not so 
conscious of it any more. I’ve become more 
politicised in the last 10 years, simply because of  
the change in the political climate. All the debates 
are about nothing these days. There are only two 
political parties, and the difference between them  
is slight nuances in their green policy, which is so 
abstract anyway.” 

very friendly
How close are you to your artists? In the 
Eighties, a lot of Mute’s bands – The Birthday 
Party, Einstürzende Neubaten, for example – 
were people on the fringes of society. How did 
you equate that with the responsibilities of 
being a label boss?

“The bands that came through that period, that 
were on the edge, always had members of the band 
that were more grounded. I don’t think The Birthday 
Party could have really existed without Mick Harvey, 
who was kind of the rock – he was Nick Cave’s 
collaborator, they’d known each other since they 
were kids. Even Blixa [Bargeld], for all his kind  
of outsiderness, he’s actually a very pragmatic, 
practical German businessman. Me personally,  

I’m often in the same space as those people on  
a personal level – I would find it pretty rigorous to 
hang out with some of them, but on a professional 
level somehow we’ve managed to get through.” 

When you first met Depeche Mode, did you 
anticipate their future trajectory?

“Of course not. They were obviously a pop band, 
and I suppose I thought they could be successful. 
The thing that appealed to me, they were part of the 
next generation. There was the generation that was 
me, The Human League, Cabaret Voltaire – we’d 
been to art school, we’d read Ballard and Phillip K 
Dick, we were knowing. But this lot were 17, 18, 
and their references were The Human League, The 
Normal. They were kids who had £100 and bought 
a synthesiser, not a guitar. That, to me, was 
revolutionary. I’d imagined it – that was the idea of 
the Silicon Teens, and Depeche were the realisation 
of that idea. They were a great pop band, I thought. 
But obviously I had no idea – you don’t beyond 
getting the next lot of records pressed.” 

Which Mute artists do you feel were 
overlooked?

“Fad Gadget was overlooked, really. He was 
known, but the commercial success he could have 
had passed him by. Maybe it was too early. Maybe 

he changed too quickly. He was reinventing all  
the time, too fast for the audience. Yazoo certainly 
weren’t overlooked. Nick Cave certainly wasn’t 
overlooked. Boyd Rice was probably looked at just 
about the right amount.” [laughs]

Are you still often in contact with Boyd?
“Oh yes, he’s still on the label. He’s a tiki 

consultant now. ‘Tiki’ – it’s this sort of Hawaaiian, 
South Sea islands aesthetic. He took over the bar of 
the Radisson hotel in Denver and turned it into a tiki 
bar, everyone drinking out of coconuts and really 
bizarre cocktails. Boyd still makes tons of music  
and he’s a great guy. He hasn’t changed really – he’s 
a sweet guy with a great sense of humour.” 

That’s funny to hear, given his public 
persona…

“When people are performing, they aren’t 
always themselves. That’s not the point. I mean,  
it’s part of them, it’s not acting – that’s important, 
there’s some artists who you get the impression  
are just acting – but that’s not Boyd. I’ve always said 
that people’s sense of humour is always in direct 
proportion to the darkness of the music they make. 
You can have such a laugh with Laibach, and with 
Boyd, and with Nick. The dark, bone-dry Australian 
humour, the Eastern European prankster-ish  

DAF

Silicon Teens

The Birthday Party
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word-play – you’ve got to remember Laibach grew 
up under a Communist regime, so they’ve learnt  
all about how to use words, play with words, twist 
things in a funny way.” 

You can still get away with stuff in literature 
that’s forbidden in music.

“That’s because it’s considered low art. Pop 
music is, anyway. People can’t always see those 
extra dimensions. If it’s pop it’s got one dimension, 
so therefore if you’re wearing a Nazi uniform you 
must be a Nazi. But if you’re an actor standing on  
a stage in a Nazi uniform, you’re not a Nazi. You 
know what I mean?”

It’s also to do with rock’s obsession with 
authenticity, being ‘real’…

“Like, authentic to what? It’s bollocks really.  
For me, my family were all refugees to this country 
before the war. They came from Austria, they were 
actors, and they were very into satire. That had a bit 
influence on me. My father was a Jew, but he had 
no qualms about putting on a Nazi uniform, if it was 
an acting job, and he did it with humour. I hate 
authenticity. I think we were going to do some sort 
of ‘Inauthentic for 25 years – Mute Records’ logo.”

Mute are releasing a 10CD compilation, Mute Audio 
Documents, which compiles the label’s first six years 
of singles. You get a weird feeling listening to it: not 
how much the label has changed, but how much it’s 
stayed the same. How echoes of viciousness and 
lust, fizzing wires and the strange frequencies still 
ripple through the most recent Mute releases – 
Throbbing Gristle’s The Endless Not, Maps’ We Can 
Create, Motor’s Unhuman. 

This, here, is fake DIY: inauthentic ‘til death. 

‘You can have 
such a laugh with 
Laibach, and with 
Boyd Rice’

Laibach

Boyd Rice
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pants on fire  
       Words: David McNamee 

Photography: Andy Whitton

         She smacks her
snare like it’s
                 Peaches’ arse
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Ill Ease/Peepholes
West Hill Community Centre, Brighton
The atmosphere in this little community  
centre – where people are told off for standing 
up or talking – is so wearyingly reverent that 
we could be in church. It’s the aggravating 
dogmatic downshot to Ladyfest’s indie  
girl-empowerment – that all art here is of  
equal value, everything’s amazing and if  
you’re not with us you’re against us. Which 
makes giving an honest assessment of the  
first – middle-aged, all-male, Goth – band,  
who are awful, awkward.

Thank god then for Peepholes. A boy 
banging a drum and Katia – all frocked-up 
mentalism, smacking the crap out of anything 
that makes a noise and fixing yr ears with the 
best scream we’ve heard in ages. It’s dance-
your-guts-out HAPPY.

Ill Ease hates DRUUHM MACHEENS she 
hates DRUUHM MACHEENS! She smacks her 
snare like it’s Peaches’ arse and makes summat 
joyous out of a (tongue-in-cheek?) indie girl 
Ludditism. You think: has she never heard 
Stephen Morris’ kickdrum rise up, flare its 
nostrils and whinny in ‘Blue Monday’? Has  
she never had even the beats of The Blow 
punch little holes in her heart? Yeah, probably, 
but Elizabeth Sharp looks and sounds amazing, 
deliriously slapping about a noisy drumkit over 
bass and guitar that she’d looped on the fly, 
minutes earlier. I think I hate drum machines 
too, and I love drum machines.

It totally sabotages all the usual being-in-a-
band image bullshit. There’s nothing but her, 
some noise-making things, and a machine that 
lets her layer the noises like a little kid who 
swapped friends for tape-recorders, and made 
up new, better mates by multitracking herself 
into a gang. There’s no posing, it’s all clatter.  
I wish everyone would do this – just make  
up A Thing and get up onstage and have  
a bit of a shout and stuff, I bet it feels ace.

Everyone thinks Ill Ease is amazing, 
especially Katia Peepholes, dancing onstage 
like a ragdoll throughout. But sometimes,  
for me, it lacks the immediacy of the ace All 
Systems A-Go-Go! album. And she opens  
with her weakest idea, the one about models 
where she sarcastically drawls, “New York, 
London, Paris/Tokyo/MILAAAAHN” and grins 
knowingly, cos like models are bad and stuff.  
“I don’t give a FUHHHK!” she drawls, like  
the Southern gent she is. “Just gimme the 
DRUUHHGS!”

Then ‘The Two Party System’, which you 
think it’s about how, like, politics is bad, until 
the chanted outro “We aall get FUUUHKED!/ 
We aall get FUUUHKED!” and it turns out to  
be about getting fucked again.

But when you think she’s just pissing about 
with one-note songsketches, she brings out 
something like ‘One Hell Of A Bender’ – 
another bloody drugs song until you actually 
listen to it and you find the sweetest little love 
story hidden away right inside of it. It’s elegant 
little Pavement-y songs like this and the 
gorgeous ‘Power Turns Me On!’ that I wished 
I’d heard more of. Songs that make lying in bed 
all day with a pocketful of pills and a best friend 
in a clothes-free summer sound like the best 
thing ever, sung in a clatter of drums.

Like the best Ladyfest gigs, tonight proved 
brilliantly that anyone can get up onstage and 
have a bit of a shout. But Ill Ease proved that 
there’s no point in doing it if it isn’t a noise 
clever enough to drop your pants for. 
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Blurt
The Sub Club, Glasgow
When Ted Milton raises his hands, the 
invisible strings he’s pulling are stretched  
to breaking point, so taut, so spry, crisp and 
dry are ex-Bang Bang Machine guitarist 
Steve Eagles’ all-angles licks and Cardiacs 
drummer Bob Leith’s metronomic snare-
breaks whip-cracking things along. After 
almost 30 years in the No Wave skronk sax 
saddle, judging by the action on Optimo’s 
dancefloor, Blurt has finally found its people.

Part Prospero, part puppeteer hangover 
from his former guise as Mr Pugh’s Velvet 
Glove Show, saxophonist/vocalist Milton 
looks like Stewart Lee’s dad. He’s a punk, a 
mod and a rocker all wrapped up in the same 

spivvy suit. The alchemy he conjures looks to 
Beefheart and James Chance, its incessant 
babble a less frenetic Metal Box-era PiL with 
extra scat theatrics thrown in. Neither as 
manic nor as loud as you think it ought to be, 
there’s a louche melancholy at Blurt’s heart. 
It blows because it has to. Hot. And cold.
Neil Cooper

iLIKETRAiNS
Dingwalls, London
Black armbands, black ties and white shirts 
are donned. Post-rock mourners en masse 
they are: over the assassination of a British 
Prime Minister and the anti-restructuring  
of the national rail network. Behind them,  
a screen. Screens sometimes act like algae 

dishes of complacency. Not here. Simplicity 
reigns, but it’s graceful and informative. 
Tonight’s opening lyric: “This town is burning 
down”. On screen: brightly glowing flames. 

Aside the colossal ‘A Rook House For 
Bobby’, a chess game plays out. ‘We All Fall 
Down’, about the plague, is joined by a list of 
the dead. All this, and David Martin has what 
I imagine the voice of Orwell’s Big Brother to 
be: unique, deep, soothing, trustworthy.  
Tom Howard

North Sea Radio Orchestra
Saint Martin-in-the-Fields, London
The North Sea Radio Orchestra are about as 
English an ensemble as you’re ever likely to 
hear. An assortment of polite eccentrics 

singing in harmony and playing classical 
instruments, they fill Saint Martin-in-the-
Fields’ pretty alcoves with a lush sound that 
blends folk harmonies with the Romanticism 
of Elgar and Vaughan Williams, and verses 
from Yeats, Tennyson and Hardy. It’s all 
combined with a rich and idiosyncratic 
harmonic sensibility that draws a coherent 
line between ancient folk song and modern 
innovators such as Cardiacs and William  
D Drake (the latter being an integral NSRO 
member). But what dazzles most are the 
melodies – gloriously full, sweeping lines 
that carry the listener’s heart up towards  
the beautifully embellished roof and let it 
flutter there, suspended, for long breathless 
moments, before descending to quiet with 

old, still cold 
Words: Noel Gardner 
Photography: Mei Lewis

Kreator/Celtic Frost/ 
Legion Of The Damned
Solus, Cardiff
Getting Precious About Reunions is one of  
those habits that spans the genres and unites 
disparate fans of ‘alternative music’. It’s also  
lame and cringeworthy to have to listen to. Sure, 
everyone understands that teenage impulse of 
arriving at music without any context but flushed, 
unconditional love; wanting a band all to yourself, 
and so badly that you’d preserve them in amber  
to ensure it. None of which means it’s decent or 
dignified for adults to lambast other adults for 
exercising their right to perform art that they 
created. The phrase “If you don’t like it, stay at 
home” rings especially true here. Most notable 
reunions in the third millennium have been sorta 
meh, though, due to the bands in question having 
no interest in coming up with anything new.

Celtic Frost buck that trend. Celtic Frost  
virtually exist to buck trends: that ‘coming from 
Switzerland’ thing for one, that was pretty against 

the grain, as was fucking off the speed-über- 
alles thrash tempo as soon as it became at all 
widespread. Turning into a pastel-shaded glam 
rock band in the late Eighties wasn’t the done  
thing either, though we don’t talk about that  
now because Frost are back not just for the 
redux’n’bucks, but have an incredible album, 
Monotheist, that was one of the highlights of 
2006. It’s a credit to the enduring vitality of a band 
without whom there’d be no Mastodon or Isis or 
Khanate or thousands of others. 

“So finally it has come to pass that Celtic Frost  
is playing in front of Celts,” intones de facto 
frontman Tom Gabriel Fischer. There should be 
some relief detectable in that ’finally’, as this gig 
has been a howler so far. The venue has a 9.30pm 
curfew, which necessitates doors opening at 5.30, 
openers Legion Of The Damned (unmemorable  
if harmless perfunctory Eighties-styled thrash) 
onstage at six, black metal Swedes Watain not 
getting to play at all (if you don’t feel bad for 
people here in Watain shirts and full corpse-paint 
getup, who shelled out close on 20 quid for  
this, your heart’s not only black, it’s fuckin’ necro) 
and Frost themselves on at 7.15. It’s not even  
dark outside.

By a minute into the first song ‘Procreation  
Of The Wicked’, it’s been imposed on us how little 
this band ever shared with their nominal thrash 
contemporaries: slow, ugly, basically doom metal. 
You can say much the same about ‘The Usurper’  
or ‘Necromantical Screams’. I always wondered if 
the uncanny similarity of ‘Into The Crypts Of Rays’ 
to Bad Brains was based on its slender, punk-
budget production. Hearing it live, this is not so: it’s 
that same conglomerate of syllables crushed into 
one other, lab-rodent hyperactivity and glutinously 
heavy riffage belying a megadeft touch.

There’s a bare minimum of reliance on the new, 
only ‘Synagoga Satanae’ making an appearance 
near the end, but this still comes off as anything 
but a nostalgic preen. It was out of anyone’s loop  
in ‘84, it’s still out of it now, and even in moments 
of highest pomp and grandstanding Celtic Frost 
are a model of metal dignity. There’s still an  
hour of lagered-up Teutonic thrashers Kreator  
– co-headliners on the tour, actual headliners  
tonight – which bounces along cheerily enough, 
and probably elicits a more vibrant crowd response. 
Unshifting orthodoxy tends to do better than  
anti-compromise dark-star extremity, though, 
doesn’t it?

Even in moments of highest pomp, Celtic 
Frost are a model of metal dignity
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perfect grace. Like the Malvern views that 
were Elgar’s greatest inspiration, NSRO’s 
beauty is the kind that bewitches totally and 
leaves you in a charmed, peaceful silence.
Robin Wilks

The Rebel/Skill 7 Stamina 12/
Socrates That Practices Music
West Hill Community Centre, Brighton
Man, it’s a relief to get back to a venue 
without security: handmade merchandise; 
piano; church hall seating. It’s appropriate 
for local label Junior Aspirin’s showcase 
tonight: a trio of DIY post-punk bands (2007 
version, imagination over style) that confuse 
boundaries with ease, fuck with vocal styling 
and…man, make a fine racket. 

Socrates That Practices Music 
gabble and scratch, something akin to a 
brittle but danceable1979 band (The Gla*o 
Babies) being fronted by a self-consciously 
literate wordsmith (Mark E Smith or David 
Thomas). Melodies are taunted then spat 
out, loop around themselves in rhythmic 
abandon; hibernate in bearded acclaim.

Skill 7 Stamina 12 are more oblique,  
in a Faustian, stream-of-consciousness, 
chuckling birdsong kind of way: everything  
is patterned around Ashley’s drum teasing, 
the bass and guitar engaging in call-and-
response with Maaike’s disturbing, semi-
improvised vocals. Nice. 

The Rebel parade their two-piece, 
minimal art in front of banners that subvert 

Nazi and Buddhist imagery; a flurry of 
unmannered drumming here, a squirrel of 
abrasive keyboards there. Is that a bread roll 
Ben is singing through, or a pint glass? Either 
way, it refuses to be mic-ed properly. Guitar 
lines are picked out, nastily. Words are 
lingered over, glassily. All desire is satiated.
Everett True 

Sami Sänpäkkilä
Helbaard, The Hague
Sami Sänpäkkilä of Fonal Records makes 
short films, each one a study of a certain 
condition; a description in repetitive image 
and sound, ’trances’. The first piece starts 
and ends with a woman trudging endlessly 
through snow. The crunches can’t be heard 

for drone, and outside thoughts spiral into 
the white. The pace shifts dramatically for 
‘Hämeenkatu’, where buildings flash past  
to loops of two warped tones. The facades 
are viewed as if they were a tree encircled 
from below, and we are attached to  
a spinning swing. The next moment we are 
on the edge of a forest. ‘She Puts Out The Fire 
In Her Heart With Her Tears’ illustrates the 
portrait of a melancholic, grey pine forest.  
We hover slightly above the tips of the trees, 
banished to its perimeter, doomed to pivot 
back and forth. Sänpäkkilä’s films speak  
of an overbearing natural world and its 
impenetrable physicality: a mesmerising 
accompaniment to his sound experiments.
Miranda Iossifidis

mess of fun 
Words: Lauren Strain 
Photography: Greg Neate

Grabba Grabba Tape
Fuel Café, Withington
Grabba Grabba Tape smell bad. No, reek.  
“On this tour, our costumes have not been 
washed!” Lol-OH!-Vot confesses jovially in 
adorably stilted Spanglish. “I am sorries. Is bad  
for you, think how for me!” 

His mouth gurns beneath the fuschia lycra  
like the movements of one of those weird rubber 
massage things department stores try to sell you; 
saliva seeps through the shiny elastane into a little 
oval stain that expands with each syllable. It can’t 
be nice for him. It’s not very nice for me. He 
manages to drink a bottle of Carlsberg through  
the mesh, though. “Show off!” someone shouts. 

But. You don’t really care about the nausea 
when you’re faced with the Madrid duo 
shrinkwrapped into hot pink catsuits frilled with 
matted white fur, looking like jelly’n’ice cream  
and spazzing onto two tiers of keys, barking into 
vocoders about magic dolphins (they carry children 
through the seas to the promised land) and 

hamsters, which are superior to rats, and of course, 
“We are not rats, we are HAMP-STAIIRRS!” 

Stories of sparkly sea creatures and fuzzy 
rodents seem pretty innocent, however, for a band 
who’ve taped the effigy of an inverted crucifix to 
the blood red wall behind them and choose Satan 
over God because Satan is groovy and celebrates 
“dark love and stuff”. Lol stands akimbo on his kit, 
making an upside-down cross with his sticks before 
wrestling each crowd member into a pungent 
Chewbacca-hug. Meanwhile, their songs are 
banana splits of tinselled tinnitus and bastardised 
beats – strawberry splurges of keyboard are like  
a hundred chipmunks laughing scornfully in your 
face while the clattering junkshop drums sound far 
too strong and scary for a bloke wearing what is, 
essentially, a big girly leotard with extensions. 

Too endearing to be terrifying, too beastly to  
be cute, Grabba Grabba Tape are a mangle of  
pre-school nightmares with gooey melodies, 
gunky gack attacks with Hubba Bubba and baby-
sized hands. They’re also big globs of rotting sweat 
with balaclava faces; indeterminate, blank and 
potentially petrifying. If you were five years old  
and you met one of these dudes at a holiday  
camp you’d be over the moon with dribbling 

happiness because they’d be way better than 
anything your mates’ imaginary friends could think 
up and because if you licked one of them it would 
probably taste of cherry cola and coconut and  
have American cream soda for brains. If you were 
about 60, however, you’d start trembling that now 
you were finally going mad and these two minions 
of Hell had risen up from the flaming jaws of a 
sulphur underworld to punish you for your sins and 
transport you to a purgatory of industrial beep-
noise and computerised migraines, all while one  
of them fixed you with his vacant non-expression 
and the other used your spinal cord as a xylophone.

As it is, I’m somewhere in the middle; too old  
to think they’re all about unicorns with rainbow 
manes and glitter tails and basically just lifesized 
Jelly Babies; too young to be flailing around for my 
glasses in a bid to locate the quickest route OUT  
OF HERE. I’m 60 per cent googly-eyed, 30 per cent 
quivering with indistinct fear and 10 per cent 
gagging for oxygen. Being as this is pretty much 
how I always feel when enjoying myself (‘drunk’), 
we can thus deduce that Grabba Grabba Tape  
are, in short, like feeling euphoric, then feeling 
marginally disturbed, then being ever so slightly  
on the verge of vomiting. Yay!

Banana splits of 
tinselled tinnitus and 
bastardised beats
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Surgeon
Clwb Ifor Bach, Cardiff
That reader’s survey from a couple of Plan Bs 
ago turned up some surprising results, not 
least all the requests for more coverage of 
the South Wales techno scene. But seriously: 
in a region where it’s proved all but 
impossible to propagate anything but the 
most pat, generic dance music, this night  
is an occasion for principled joy, regardless  
of your taste. Anthony Childs aka Surgeon, 
the Birmingham DJ/producer who’s been  
a riotous ambassador for UK techno for  
the last 15 years and still looks about 20,  
is making his Cardiff debut. 

Inside Childs’ laptop sits two hours of 
chrome-plated, driving, forceful loops and 

bass meltdowns, ineffably raveable and 
industriously uncompromising. Amid the 
finest in neo-European tackle sits his recent 
Autechre teamup, ‘Whose Bad Hands Are 
These?’, and a last-ditch appearance for one 
of his major inspirations, Whitehouse (‘Why 
You Never Became A Dancer’). That it’s mixed 
seamlessly into the barrage without seeming 
incongruous tells you all you need to know 
about this brilliantly draining rinseout.
Noel Gardner

Times New Viking
Circle Bar, New Orleans
Right, so this was the dead centre of the tour 
I was on. SXSW has just ended and we’ve 
driven seven hours to New Orleans, broke 

but reeling from our successes. I dropped  
a piñata filled with about 15lbs of flour and 
condoms on the crowd at Clockcleaner and 
Times New Viking’s showcase, ruining the 
night for some unlucky Peaches fans. So  
let’s just call this one what it was, then: the 
beginning of the end, an otherwise incredible 
start of a gruelling week of non-attended 
shows throughout the American South.

Times is right in the middle tonight, and 
though keyboard/vocalist Beth Murphy has 
pretty much lost her voice, this is – for me – 
the best show I get to see them play of the 
whole tour. There is a tiny bit of room, I am 
sloshed on about three Bushmills, and am 
pogoing around like mad. The band makes 
this easy; Jared Phillips’ lefty guitar riffs are 

simple and telegraphic, Adam Elliot’s 
drumming starts with one of the same  
two rhythms before exploding into strong, 
hopeful underlines to the blaring pop in front 
of him. Theirs is a simple sound, rubbed raw 
with Messthetics/Killed By Death jawdrop 
and the no-rules aspects of our finest 
hometapers, but they make certain to explore 
and blow out every corner of their sound. 
They speak their own musical language, like 
The Dead C trying to translate Guided By 
Voices songs, with all of the brevity and 
tunefulness of the latter and chaos of the 
former intact. At this very moment, they are 
my favourite band in the world. Someday 
they may be yours as well.
Doug Mosurock

dual controls 
Words: Louis Pattison 
Photography: Simon Fernandez

Four Tet and Steve Reid/ 
Alexis Taylor and Green Gartside
Koko, London
Alexis Taylor’s brow furrows in concentration. 
Perched on the lip of his organ is a toy wrestler, 
riding its casing like a plastic Sacred Heart Of Jesus 
stuck on a Mexican cab driver’s dash. Wrestler’s  
tiny wrestler boots are caked in big blobs of 
plasticine, but he just won’t stand. Alexis props  
him up proudly, but over and over he sags down,  
a lucky charm knocked out for the count.

“Alexis?” prompts Green Gartside. Several 
hundred pairs of eyes stare up at the stage.

Slowly, deliberately, Alexis gazes up at Green 
through his moon-shaped aviators. And they  
start to sing.

Green and Alexis met first at last year’s Mercury 
Music Prize, where their respective bands, Scritti 
Politti and Hot Chip, lost out to the Arctic Monkeys. 
They’re an odd pair, separated by generations: the 
Derrida-inspired DIY deconstructionist turned 
reclusive Eighties soulboy, the wan electro-pop 

cherub in the homemade sweatshirt that reads, 
simply, ‘Terry Riley’. But they share a sensibility. 
There’s a knowingness, yes, because Green and 
Alexis are nothing if not knowing; but also a belief 
that soul can be writ small, can be a cerebral force 
as well as a primal one, that there are archetypes 
beyond the sweaty-faced Commitments belter or 
the cheeseball Lothario. Voices ascend, vulnerable, 
but buoyant on hope and optimism. Drums beat 
out a fluttering heartbeat, synthesiser and guitars 
gleam and diffuse like tossed gold dust. “I wanna 
read you like Braille, baby,” they chorus, avant-
loverboys out to dissect your affections and run 
their fingers across your pleasure receptors. It’s 
early days for Green and Alexis, but theirs could  
yet be a match made in heaven.

Another intergenerational partnership still 
building a head of steam is the collaboration 
between Kieran Hebden of Fridge and latterly  
Four Tet, and Steve Reid, a percussionist who first 
showcased his chops in the Motown studios of  
the Sixties (that’s him on Martha Reeves And The 

Vandellas’ ‘Dancing In The Street’), but in later 
years settled into a role as a fiery free improviser,  
a broiling storm of sticks and beaters behind 
everyone from Fela Kuti to the Sun Ra Arkestra. 
Flanking a huge gong, facing inwards in 
communion, the pair begin a long ascent. 

At first, the going is easy, Reid loosing deft 
bunnyhops of snare and tapping into long, 
billowing peaks as Hebden’s laptop squawks  
out strange whoops and ambient trills. As we  
get deeper, though, shit’s getting Promethean, 
Reid hammering out a 4/4 kick-drum rhythm  
like metal hammer on sparking anvil, Hebden 
unleashing spirits that whiz round Koko’s walls  
in shrieking surround sound. 

For Hebden, surely, this is validation – a chance 
to be taken as something altogether more serious 
than a hard drive egghead trolling for a new 
culture to jock. But it’s Steve Reid, you feel,  
that’s really having fun tonight: a one-man  
weather system, spitting lightning, speeding 
towards the horizon.

Reid is a one-man weather system, spitting 
lightning, speeding towards the horizon
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atp vs the fans
Reliable avant-indie fest unfurls the bunting for the third 
shindig at Butlins Minehead. Built To Spill, Sparklehorse, 
Shellac, Akron Family, Patti Smith, Modest Mouse, Battles, 
Explosions In The Sky, Mogwai, Wilco, Slint, Grizzly Bear, and 
more. Oh, they’ve built another stage too. 
Butlins Holiday Resort, Minehead (May 18-20)

beardstock
Facial hair-inspired Scots fanzine sorts kick out the jams for 
one weekend, with music from The One Ensemble, Shining, 
Napoleon IIIrd, Wounded Knee, Team Brick and Guanoman 
plus DJs. beardmag.blogspot.com
Glasgow Regal Social Club (May 19)

evolution
Nine-day urban festival set on Newcastle quayside and 
venues around toon. Catch the likes of Maxïmo Park, Larrikin 
Love, Hot Club De Paris, Kano, Your Codename Is: Milo, Patti 
Smith, Apples In Stereo, Nouvelle Vague, Simian Mobile Disco, 
Seasick Steve, Chromeo, Shy Child, Bonde Do Role.
Assorted venues, Newcastle Gateshead  
(May 20-28)

primavera
Barcelona superfestival, this year with added ATP content. 
Acts playing include Alexander Tucker, Apostle Of Hustle, 
Beiruit, Black Lips, Blonde Redhead, Brightblack Morning 
Light, Comets On Fire, Diplo, Dirty Three, Explosions In The 
Sky, Fennesz and Mike Patton, Herman Düne, Hot Chip, Isis, 
Justice, The Long Blondes, Low, Maxïmo Park, Melvins, Of 
Montreal, Patti Smith, Pelican, Slint, Sonic Youth, Spank Rock, 
Ted Leo And The Pharmacists, The Good The Bad And The 
Queen, The White Stripes, Wilco and more. 
Parc Del Forum, Barcelona (May 31-June 2)

venn
Venn goes astral, pulling in acts of the very highest calibre 
from divergent musical constellations. Performances from 
Faust and Colin Potter, KTL, Luke Vibert, Spring Heel Jack  
with Mark Sanders and J Spaceman, Vladislav Delay, A Hawk 
And A Hacksaw with the Hun Hangàr Ensemble, SJ Esau,  
and Ghostigital. 
Bristol venues (May 31-June 3)

dissonanze
Rome’s electronic music and digital art festival hits its seventh 
year. Apparat, Battles, Digitalism, Ellen Allien, Fennesz and 
Mike Patton, Pole, KTL and many more. 
Palazzo dei Congressi, Rome (June 1-2)

homefires IV
The fourth central London folk-fest, organized by Domino 
Records type Adem and enterprising promoters Eat Your  
Own Ears. Bat For Lashes, Nina Nastasia, Richard Swift,  
Emily Haines and the Soft Skeleton and Adjágas are  
among those playing. 
Conway Hall, London (June 2-3)

faster than sound 2007
Fearsome sound experiments conducted on a Cold War air 
base. Haswell and Hecker, Mu-Ziq, Murcof, Plaid, Mira Calix, 
Philip Jeck, DAT Politics, and an installation from Throbbing 
Gristle. www.fasterthansound.com
Bentwater Airbase, Suffolk (June 9)

galvanised!
Three day festival of ‘other’ music, featuring performances 
from APATT, Goodiepal, Signals, Isambard Kingston Brunel, 
Stuckometer, My Ambulance Is On Fire and more, and panel 
discussions on experimental music and DIY labels.
London Empire Studios (June 8-10)

sonar
Back to La Rambla for Barcelona’s famed festival of 
’advanced music and multimedia art’. This year’s event 
features Beastie Boys, Altern-8, Clark, Devo, Dizzee  
Rascal, Jeff Mills, Junior Boys, KTL, Matthew Dear, Simian 
Mobile Disco, Wolf Eyes, Ed Banger Records feat. Justice,  
and Kode9 and the Spaceape. 
Barcelona venues (June 14-16)

O2 wireless festival
A tale of two cities, as Wireless squeezes some mega-sized 
bands on some patches of grass in between high buildings. 
White Stripes, Daft Punk, Queens Of The Stone Age, Kelis,  
Air, LCD Soundsystem, CSS and more.
London Hyde Park (June 14-17),  
Leeds Harewood House (June 15-17)

expo plymouth
South coast event that promises to step outside traditional 
venues into the spaces that lay at the heart of urban 
landscape. Sonic art, disused military installations, late  
night DJs, and cruising on the Sonic Ferry, with music from  
the Splicegirls, Evan Parker and the Behaviour Ensemble, 
Semiconductor, and Icarus. www.sonicartsnetwork.org/expo
Plymouth venues (June 22-25)

accelerator
Scandinavia’s premier indie festival, sponsored by Plan B  
for the third year running. Bright Eyes, Jamie T and Isis play 
the launch night in Gothenburg, with affairs shifting to 
Stockholm for the second leg, featuring José Gonzalez,  
TV On The Radio, Interpol, Modest Mouse, Frida Hyvönen, 
Electrelane, CSS, The Hold Steady, Digitalism, Jens Lekman, 
Peter Bjorn and John, Bright Eyes, Danielson, Junior Boys,  
The Gossip, Brightblack Morning Light, and Jamie T.
Stockholm (June 29-30), Gothenberg (June 28)

exit
Serbia calling! It has a fine-looking festival bill to tell you 
about. South East Europe’s biggest music festival, starring 
Wu-Tang Clan, Beastie Boys, Richie Hawtin, CSS, and many 
more names pending. 
Petrovaradin Fortress, Novi Sad (July 12-15)

supersonic festival
Plan B-sponsored Brum avant-fest, this year with added 
doom. Headbang round a swimming pool to the likes of  
Sunn O))), Mogwai, Om, Zeni Geva, Pharoah Overlord, 
Jazkamer, Drop The Lime, Modified Toy Orchestra, and  
David Yow’s new band Qui.
Birmingham Custard Factory (July 13-14)

latitude
Music, cabaret, and multicoloured sheep as Mean Fiddler’s 
Latitude return to the Sussex countryside. Wilco, The Magic 
Numbers, The Good The Bad The Queen, CSS, Clap Your 
Hands Say Yeah, Arcade Fire, The Rapture, The National, and 
Explosions In The Sky are among the names getting pastoral.
Henham Park, Southwold (July 13-15)

indian summer
The only 2007 UK festival appearance from The Flaming Lips, 
plus Clap Your Hands Say Yeah, The Rapture, Annuals, Optimo 
(Espacio), and more TBC.
Glasgow Victoria Park (July 14-15)

input
The No-Fi crew destroy with the avant-bill from your 
nightmares. Wolf Eyes, Om, Skullflower, Colin Potter,  
Hush Arbors, Vibracathedral Orchestra, and Vialka are  
among the highlights, with more to be announced.  
mail@no-fi.org.uk
Newcastle Gateshead venues TBC (July 14-15)

truck
The 10th consective Truck festival, hoping to build on the 
charitable feats of the 2006 affair (£27,000 for good causes, 
sucker). Bill TBC, but get involved at www.thisistruck.com
Hill Farm, Steventon (July 21-22)

the secret garden party
Unbranded, anti-corporate fest in the idyllic Cambridgeshire 
countryside. Promised are floating dance floors, a moving 
stone circle, plus sets from The Noisettes, New Young Pony 
Club, Echo And The Bunnymen, Rilo Kiley, Isobel Campbell 
and Mark Lanegan, I’m From Barcelona, Of Montreal, The 
Whip, and Fujiya And Miyagi.
Huntingdon, Cambridgeshire (July 26-29)

plan b recommends: festival special

Festival season approaches. Plan B helps ensure you don’t end up in a field listening to The Proclaimers

What’s the absolute worst debauchery 
you’ve seen a festival reduce people  
to? The most life-affirming act of  
kindness you’ve seen in the face of  
rolling carnage?
“I’ve never seen either. Anytime I’m at a festival, I’m 
just sitting in some backstage area hovering around 
the free catering.”
What are yor top  tour bus entertainment 
items? How do you reduce boredom in 
airport lounges/train stations/backstage?
“I’ve got a new game thing on my computer, which 
lets me play Galaga all the time. On the bus, we  
all like to play a game called ‘Sit on your bunk and 
see who hates life the most’.”
Who’d headline the three nights of your 
fantasy festival and why?
“Jesus, who knows? How are these supposed to  
be answered? ’Night one would be Zeppelin, man, 
and then night two would be The Doors…’ Who 
cares? I’d just choose my friends and do it in 
northern Ontario.”
What are your favourite summer 
cocktails?
“Coca-cola.”

at sonar: 
jeremy greenspan, junior boys 
Photography: Simon Fernandez
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green man
Rural fun with a wyrd folk undercurrent. Joanna Newsom, 
Stephen Malkmus And The Jicks, John Renbourn, Alisdair 
Roberts, James Yorkston, Six Organs Of Admittance, Robert 
Plant, Bill Callahan, Dead Meadow, Gruff Rhys, Vetiver, The 
Earlies, Vashti Bunyan, Euros Childs, The Lilac Time, North Sea 
Radio Orchestra and more. Expect campfire ceilidhs, DJing, 
and a film bill selected by Plan B’s Frances Morgan.
Glanusk Park, Brecon Beacons,Wales (August 
17-19)

tdk cross central festival
Rave around a North London courtyard. Line-up TBC, but Plan 
B team can report it was very good last year, if a little overfull 
in the main room.

King’s Cross Freight Depot, London (August  
25-26)

rowf rowf rowf!
Manchester promoters Golden Lab strip the chairs out  
of a local café and squeeze in a dozen-odd outer-limits 
experimental/improv sorts. Names like The One Ensemble, 
Towering Breaker, David Thomas Broughton, Ashtray 
Navigations, and Astral Social Club mean anything to you? 
www.myspace.com/goldenlabs
Fuel, Manchester (August 25-26)

bestival 
Rob Da Bank’s three-day music festival rocks up again  
on the Isle Of Wight. Adjágas, Bat For Lashes, Beastie  

Boys, Billy Bragg, Bonde de Role, Electrelane, Foals, Fujiya  
And Miyagi, The Gossip, Kode9, Primal Scream, Robyn,  
The Bobby McGees, The Chemical Brothers, Xerox Teens  
and ‘The Night Of The 100 Ukes’.
Robin Hill, Isle Of Wight (September 8-10)

end of the road
Some guy called Simon sold his house last year to start this. 
Presumably he’s still in a caravan because this year End Of  
The Road returns for its second year, with sets from Super 
Furry Animals, The Broken Family Band, Darren Hayman, 
David Thomas Broughton, Euros Childs, Herman Dune,  
Howe Gelb, Seasick Steve, and Viking Moses. Organic/local 
food and family camping.
Larmer Tree Gardens, Salisbury (Sept 14-16)

also recommended 

deerhoof
Art pop pandas romp back into your life.
London Koko (May 2), Cardiff  
The Point (June 23), Liverpool 
Barfly (24), Glasgow ABC2 (25), 
Sunderland Independent (26), 
Leeds The Irish Centre (27), 
Nottingham The Polish Centre 
(28)

the lemonheads
Oh Dando: Evan and friends plug  
new, eponymous album at the following  
UK nitespots.
Newcastle Cluny (May 7), 
Edinburgh Liquid Rooms (8), 

Aberdeen Lemon Tree (9), 
Sheffield The Leadmill (10), 
Cardiff Solus (13), London  
Koko (14)

black lips
Mad, bad Georgia outlaws, back in the UK.
London Proud Gallery (June 2), 
Glasgow ABC2 (4), Leeds The 
Faversham (5)

jesse sykes and the sweet 
hereafter
Gothic country queen and sometime  
Sunn O))) collaborator sweeps through 
town like a tumbleweed.
Bristol St. Bonaventures (May 8), 
York Fibbers (9) London Bush Hall 

(10), Coventry Tin Angel (11), 
Winchester Railway (12)

akron/family
BeardPentacostal rock cloud-walkers  
on Michael Gira’s Young Gods label  
play London show ahead of  
ATP performance.
London Cargo (May 16)

Plan B and Unluck Recs 
presents:  
Maher Shalal Hash Baz 
Understated heroes of Japanese lo-fi 
loveliness visit a hidden north London 
improv theatre with guests Naoto Kawate, 
Shiu-Yeung Hui, Koji Shibuya and Brighton’s 
Hamilton Yarns.

London Red Rose Club (May 30)

you are hear presents:  
pram/germlin/bohman 
brothers/xylitol
Online radio show launch their new 
compilation, Sessions 2002-2006, with 
DJing from Magz Hall, Jim Backhouse,  
and Jonny Trunk.
London Cargo (May 31)

tony conrad/paavoharju/
richard youngs/islaja
London avantmeisters [no signal] beckon 
experimental devotees to a mass with  
a difference. www.no-signal.net
London St Giles In The Field  
(June 1)

at green man: gruff rhys
Photography: Cat Stevens

What’s been your favourite Green Man 
experience so far?
“Playing a cave above The Green Man. Then winding my 
way out and emerging the other side of the mountain.”
What’s the absolute worst debauchery you’ve 
seen a festival reduce people to? The most life-
affirming act of kindness you’ve seen in the 
face of rolling carnage?
“After winning tickets to the Reading Festival in 1989  
and hitchhiking there with 34 pence in our pockets,  
myself and Daf from Super Furry Animals were reduced  
to begging. 

”We were swiftly furnished with beer from some 
Cardiffians, a load of cider from a random Devonian and  
a fiver from our friend Llyr. Thank you to all the above for 
their generosity.”
What are yr top tour bus entertainment items?
“There’s a general consensus among touring bands that  
if you play music loud and bring a bag of pills even the most 
mundane of journeys will be sorted out in no time. A word 
of caution! Do not step out of a moving vehicle for some 
fresh air.”
Who’d headline your fantasy festival?
“The Butthole Surfers live on the sun should be  
a hot ticket.”

at venn: einar Örn, ghostigital
What can people expect from Ghostigital, 
and in what way is this outfit different from 
performances you’ve been involved with in 
the past?
“Something challenging, an ever-changing set of 
songs. Our concert is structured but always goes astray, 
as I can never go from A to B as intended. This is 
different for the simple fact that there is only one 
vocalist, whereas over the years I have worked with 
other co-vocalists, so it is left to me to carry the story.” 
What are yr top tour bus entertainment 
items?
“A hammock, a blanket and fresh air.”
Best music to soundtrack the journey?
“Listening to the CB radio.”
Who’d headline the three nights of your 
fantasy festival and why?
“Purrkur Pillnikk, The Sugarcubes and Ghostigital. 
Because I would have enough to entertain myself with 
over the whole weekend. I don’t know why in my mind, 
Emerson, Lake And Palmer are wanting to be on this 
list, though!?”
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HYDE PARK LONDON   HAREWOOD HOUSE LEEDS
Tickets and festival updates at www.o2wirelessfestival.co.uk 
Credit Cards Tel: 0871 230 9840 and in person at Stargreen, Harewood House and all usual agents
o2 customers get mobile tickets call 0871 230 5440
Single and multi-day tickets available. Leeds camping tickets - £25 per person for the weekend. 
Limited number of lockers available for pre-booking at both sites. 
Shuttle buses from Leeds Railway Station - £5 return 
For VIP hospitality: 0207 009 3484 or visit www.LiveNation.co.uk/experience 
Lineup subject to change. Subject to licence.

o2wirelessfestival.co.uk DAY TICKETS 
AVAILABLE 

£40
PLUS BOOKING FEETHU 14 JUNE - London     FRI 15 JUNE - Leeds

SAT 16 JUNE - Leeds    SUN 17 JUNE - London

EDITORS    THE RAKES THE CRIBS   THE TWANG   
PIGEON DETECTIVES    MUMM-RA    DUKE SPIRIT     POLYSICS     
LOS CAMPESINOS    YOU SAY PARTY WE SAY DIE 
THE FILMS    UNDER THE INFLUENCE OF GIANTS    THE LITTLE ONES    RIPCHORD

FRI 15 JUNE - London

MARK RONSON KELIS BADLY DRAWN BOY JUST JACK     CAT EMPIRE

SAT 16 JUNE - London    SUN 17 JUNE - Leeds

LCD SOUNDSYSTEM    
KLAXONS    CSS

PLAN B    MARK RONSON*    CALVIN HARRIS      
NEW YOUNG PONY CLUB     SIMIAN MOBILE DISCO     DIGITALISM 
(*LEEDS ONLY)

THE WHITE STRIPES
QUEENS OF THE STONE AGE     AIR     SATELLITE PARTY (PERRY FARRELL)

THE BEES    DETROIT COBRAS    THE SOUNDS     DREDG    NEW PORNOGRAPHERS

GHOSTS    POLYTECHNIC    KISSAWAY TRAIL     THE LEA SHORES  

plus many more acts to be announced over four stages

THE WHITE STRIPES
Plus Special Guests
MAY
26 BRISTOL Dot To Dot Festival 08713 100 000
27 NOTTINGHAM Dot To Dot Festival 08713 100 000
JUNE
4 LONDON KCLSU 0870 400 0688

Credit Cards Tel: 0870 400 0688 (24hrs)
Buy online at LiveNation.co.uk
Ticketrush.co.uk: Free pre release alerts to your mobile
Presented by Live Nation in association with Luger

jarvis cocker’s

MELTDOWN
16–23 June

tickets 0871 663 2520
www.southbankcentre.co.uk

Media Partner:

Photo: Paolo Roversi

062-67 LIVE previewfmmETREAD.ind64   64 23/04/2007   20:59:33



HYDE PARK LONDON   HAREWOOD HOUSE LEEDS
Tickets and festival updates at www.o2wirelessfestival.co.uk 
Credit Cards Tel: 0871 230 9840 and in person at Stargreen, Harewood House and all usual agents
o2 customers get mobile tickets call 0871 230 5440
Single and multi-day tickets available. Leeds camping tickets - £25 per person for the weekend. 
Limited number of lockers available for pre-booking at both sites. 
Shuttle buses from Leeds Railway Station - £5 return 
For VIP hospitality: 0207 009 3484 or visit www.LiveNation.co.uk/experience 
Lineup subject to change. Subject to licence.

o2wirelessfestival.co.uk DAY TICKETS 
AVAILABLE 

£40
PLUS BOOKING FEETHU 14 JUNE - London     FRI 15 JUNE - Leeds

SAT 16 JUNE - Leeds    SUN 17 JUNE - London

EDITORS    THE RAKES THE CRIBS   THE TWANG   
PIGEON DETECTIVES    MUMM-RA    DUKE SPIRIT     POLYSICS     
LOS CAMPESINOS    YOU SAY PARTY WE SAY DIE 
THE FILMS    UNDER THE INFLUENCE OF GIANTS    THE LITTLE ONES    RIPCHORD

FRI 15 JUNE - London

MARK RONSON KELIS BADLY DRAWN BOY JUST JACK     CAT EMPIRE

SAT 16 JUNE - London    SUN 17 JUNE - Leeds

LCD SOUNDSYSTEM    
KLAXONS    CSS

PLAN B    MARK RONSON*    CALVIN HARRIS      
NEW YOUNG PONY CLUB     SIMIAN MOBILE DISCO     DIGITALISM 
(*LEEDS ONLY)

THE WHITE STRIPES
QUEENS OF THE STONE AGE     AIR     SATELLITE PARTY (PERRY FARRELL)

THE BEES    DETROIT COBRAS    THE SOUNDS     DREDG    NEW PORNOGRAPHERS

GHOSTS    POLYTECHNIC    KISSAWAY TRAIL     THE LEA SHORES  

plus many more acts to be announced over four stages

THE WHITE STRIPES

062-67 LIVE previewfmmETREAD.ind65   65 23/04/2007   20:59:41



MEAN FIDDLER
PROUDLY PRESENTS

“A WEEKEND TO REMEMBER”
UNCUT

“ONE DAY, ALL FESTIVALS WILL BE LIKE THIS.”
INDEPENDENT ON SUNDAY

FRIDAY 13TH, SATURDAY 14TH & SUNDAY 15TH JULY
HENHAM PARK, SOUTHWOLD, SUNRISE COAST, SUFFOLK

TICKETS ALSO AVAILABLE AT SELECTED HMV STORES
FREE ADMISSION TO CHILDREN UNDER 13 ACCOMPANIED BY AN ADULT

PLEASE VISIT THE WEBSITE FOR MORE DETAILS AND THE LATEST LINE UP NEWS

WEEKEND CAMPING TICKETS AND LUXURY CAMPING PACKAGES AVAILABLE FROM:

0870 060 3775 * LATITUDEFESTIVAL.CO.UK * SEETICKETS.COM

MUSIC * COMEDY * THEATRE * CABARET * LITERATURE * ART * FILM * POETRY * CHILDREN’S ART & THEATRE
FEATURING

The Magic Numbers * Clap Your Hands Say Yeah * The Rapture
Patrick Wolf * Rodrigo Y Gabriela * Albert Hammond Jr * Explosions In The Sky

Gotan Project * Midlake * Tinariwen * Annuals * Cold War Kids
The Kissaway Trail * The Rushes * The National * Au Revoir Simone

COMEDY ARENA

Dylan Moran * Alan Carr * Stewart Lee * Mark Steel * Lee Mack
Russell Howard * Jeremy Hardy * Brendon Burns * The Early Edition with Marcus Brigstocke, Andre Vincent & very special guests

Jason Manford * Russell Kane * Michael McIntyre * Mike Wilmot * Shappi Khorsandi * Kevin Day * Cole Parker

INFO LINE: 020 8963 0940 MON-FRI, 10AM - 6PM (NO BOOKINGS ON THIS LINE). BILL SUBJECT TO CHANGE. CAMPSITE OPENS 2PM THURSDAY. *THURSDAY ONLY.

LITERARY ARENA

Robin Ince’s Book Club
with guests Including:

Stewart Lee, Simon Munnery,
Josie Long & Jo Neary

Vox ‘N’ Roll
Book Slam

Horror Fiction Half Hour

MUSIC AND FILM ARENA

BAFTA Films & Talks
THEATRE ARENA

ROYAL COURT THEATRE
DJs

Guilty Pleasures
IN THE WOODS ARENA

Rob Da Bank

POETRY ARENA

Roger McGough
John Hegley*

Lemn Sissay
Murray Lachlan Young 

Luke Wright * Crisis
Polar Bear * Scroobius Pip

• PLUS MANY MORE ACTS ACROSS 10 ARENAS •

lat_PlanB_pg_7-5_2  19/4/07  15:24  Page 1

do something different

Thu 10 May

Syd Barrett
Madcap’s  Last Laugh
An evening in homage to the eccentric genius of Pink Floyd’s founding
member, Syd Barrett whose creative legacy and quintessential English
vocal delivery has proven remarkably influential.

This special event curated with Barrett’s first producer Joe Boyd features
many special guests performing Syd’s songs as well as rare film footage,
lighting effects and spoken word – for the latest line-up visit
www.barbican.org.uk/contemporary

0845 120 7541 Box office Tickets from £15
www.barbican.org.uk/contemporary

Exclusive Video Download 
Don’t miss our very first Barbican contemporary 
music video download featuring interviews 
with Maxi Jazz, McCoy Tyner + many more 
visit ww.barbican.org.uk/contemporary to view.

Media partner for 
Only Connect  
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beat connection 
Words: Frances Morgan 
Illustration: Frances Castle

Björk
Volta (One Little Indian)
Writing about the peripheral detail of music journalism  
is the lamest. All those diversions about how long you 
waited in the lobby, or what the food was like at the 
playback: it’s media literacy for beginners, masking a  
banal 10-minute interview or a bad, over-hyped album. 

So I listened to Björk’s Volta on headphones in  
a fashion PR’s office; what’s my excuse? It is certainly  
not bad, or over-hyped. It’s just – I get this thing in offices 
sometimes, when it’s grey outside and sick electricity  
hums in the air, where I want to become a boulder in an 
avalanche, tearing through the building, shaking it to dust. 
I got this thing, when I listened to Volta in this office, where 
I remembered how Björk’s music could, when you’re 
trapped in a prosaic routine, be that avalanche. How her 
voice could be a sympathetic divine hand reaching down 
to fingerpaint blood-red stripes across your nose. How  
she creates via disparate, often esoteric influences the 
impression of a fully liberated soul. How that answers a 
need in people, to an extent that I don’t always appreciate.

Volta, like all of Björk’s work, is full of this freedom, 
while being built on meticulous conceptual and 
compositional foundations. It springs, as Vespertine  
and Medulla did, from a small number of central sonic 
concepts. The buzz around this one has centred around its 

percussive focus, Björk’s ‘drums album’, but this is a red 
herring: Björk has always used fashionable beat-makers, 
and live drummers Chris Corsano and Lightning Bolt’s 
Brian Chippendale contribute to only one track each. 
Rather, the concept is percussive in mood: a forceful, blunt 
feel that’s matte and earthy; bronze the way Vespertine’s 
‘colour’ was wintry silver-white. Timbaland and Mark Bell’s 
beats are flinty and muddied; the 10-piece Icelandic horn 
section is harshly atmospheric and even the ostensibly 
‘light’ sounds of kora, pipa and clavichord have a rounded 
strength and slight, disconcerting overtones. 

So what does Björk forge from these materials? First, 
she goes for fighting, mythical fun, with single ‘Earth 
Intruders’, whose buoyant beat is like a Boredoms warm-
up fed through a pop mincer. As befits a track involving 
Corsano, Timbaland and Konono No 1, it’s monstrously 
together and delightfully ragged. Björk sings as if running 
on the spot, twisting every word into tribal Technicolor. 

But this exuberance slows and deepens thereafter  
as if, after their conquering triumph, Björk’s intruders  
are embroiled in the more serious business of survival.  
Aside from the ill-advised Chicks On Speed DIY techno  
of ‘Declare Independence’, the ass-kicking spirit of ‘Earth 
Intruders’ only really re-emerges in ‘Innocence’. One of 
Timbaland’s best contributions to the album, its beats 
seem fashioned from sound effects of videogame fighting 

while a grimy synth sounds as if it’s played with knuckles 
not fingertips. Björk’s vocal is quick-witted and audacious: 
rarely coasting on her well-known tricks and tics. The 
songs overrides its lyrics (a solipsistic meditation on fear 
and neuroses), yet meshes with them to great effect when 
the street-smart delivery fans out into a multi-tracked 
spectrum: “Let’s open up: share!”

Björk’s lyrical self-absorption endears her to some,  
but I find it problematic except when, as above, she 
alchemises it into surprising sound. Sometimes she almost 
gets in the way of her own songs. The inspired beginning  
of ‘Wanderlust’ – as the brass mimics ships’ horns – gives 
way to a soaring but ultimately empty refrain, while 
Tounami Diabate’s kora parts on ‘Hope’ seem tacked on 
and incongruous the minute Björk starts to sing, so weirdly 
misplaced do they sound amid the sustained vocals and 
vague moral/ethical lyrics. It’s only on lonely, skeletal 
show-tune ‘Pneumonia’ and the fearsome ‘Vertebrae  
By Vertebrae’, where she engages with the physical, that 
the self-as-subject works. On the latter, massed horns like 
the wolf’s theme in Prokoviev’s Peter And The Wolf, the 
fractured hip hop beats and bursts of white noise evoke  
to a pent-up, savage femaleness still too rarely depicted.

Björk’s songs often work best when she invites another  
into the frame. Her songs about love and sex are almost 
embarrassingly beautiful, portraying both as something 

brave, to be proud of. ‘Dull Flame Of Desire’ is the  
album’s romantic triumph, not least because its lyrics are 
archaically formal. This language suits both Björk and co-
vocalist Antony Hegarty, checking their excesses. The horns 
are layered like bracket fungi while Brian Chippendale’s 
drums build to a thrumming gallop. The song slowly 
unravels to the point where all participants appear to be 
pushing against one another, as if beset by lustful demons.

Volta closes with Antony dueting again, on ‘My 
Juvenile’. A clavichord sounds a wise tone, as Björk softly 
addresses a child moving away from her into adulthood 
and Antony reminds her that her decisions were made in 
good faith. Björk shouldn’t be afraid of this honesty and 
maturity. She wears it as well as she does her freewheeling, 
beat-splicing, joy-whooping “lioness fireheart” persona; 
she addresses the long-term and the eternal even as she 
manifests herself as goddess of spontaneity. Whether 
Björk’s stylistic caprices are an end in themselves, or 
indicative of a preoccupation with her own identity and  
a tireless quest for selfhood, is still unclear, and as long  
as this is so she’ll continue to be our free spirit, pulling us 
out of our quotidian patterns like a cyclone, an army, a one-
woman pack of wolves. But with Volta it’s as if she’s turned 
the tables, somehow; checked the sheer compulsive joy  
in her creative process for a moment in order to ask us,  
and herself, what it means to be free, and at what cost. 

She’ll continue to be our free spirit, 
pulling us out of our quotidian 
patterns like a cyclone, an army,  
a one-woman pack of wolves
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The Detroit Cobras
Tied And True (Rough Trade)
Patti Smith 
Twelve (Columbia)
I love karaoke when done properly – unashamed, 
unabashed; not because someone has bullied the 
singer until they perform, picking on a timeworn 
favourite because at least then people will applaud 
no matter how badly they suck. It doesn’t matter  
if the notes are hit, if the rhythm’s a little off;  
what matters is the feeling, the heart. Sometimes,  
a listener might luck out – hear a song or three  
they’ve never encountered before, suckered under 
by the performer’s love for the material. (Don’t 
scoff. Happened to me when I saw Brit-lad comedian 
Frank Skinner sing Johnnie Ray’s ‘Cry’ on TV. Opened 
a whole ‘nother world to me.) Very rarely, the 
performer will add new dimensions to the original: 
a startling, untutored voice, a range of expression 
never dreamt of before. More often, it’s a laugh;  
at worst, a talking point (as in: “I didn’t know Patti 
even listened to any music, post-1978”).

These two records fall either side of the dividing 
line. No prizes for guessing which falls where. The 
Patti Smith album features the same tired old names 
(The Beatles, Jefferson Airplane, Neil Young, The 
Rolling Stones…oh god, Bob Dylan…yaaaaawn) 
and a couple of ‘new’ ones (Tears For Fears, Nirvana 
– I use the description ‘new’ advisedly). Guess which 
Tears For Fears song she covers? Guess which 
Nirvana one? Yep, done bluegrass like REM, like the 
only time Patti encountered Nirvana was on MTV 
Unplugged, the only time Nirvana weren’t Nirvana. 
Nothing is added to the songs, nothing is taken 
away. Imagine Patti Smith singing ‘White Rabbit’. 

You got it. Imagine Patti Smith singing Paul Simon. 
You got it. The only two stand-outs here (and I used 
the description ‘stand-out’ warily) are the Stevie 
Wonder cover (‘Pastime Paradise’) and the Nirvana 
one, for its middle section of babelogue that Patti 
can spew out like none other. Where’s the vitriol, 
the circumstance? She has her own songs. They 
sound better than this. She should stick with them. 

The Detroit Cobras, on the other hand, have 
made a career out of unearthing obscure Sixties  
soul classics and reinventing them in their own 
image, reverential but not so it hides the passion 
and melody. Detroit Cobras songs sidle up on you: 
they don’t offer instant gratification. First couple of 
times you hear their albums – and yes, this new one 
is all classy, sultry floor-fillers like ‘Nothing But A 
Heartache’, ‘Leave My Kitten Alone’ and ‘Try Love’  
– you think, “So…?” It’s only after you catch yourself 
listening to the record for the 23rd time you start 
thinking, “Hmm, maybe they do have something 
special going on here”. Plus, in Rachel Nagy – 
untrained yet totally commanding – they have  
a tempestuous, gutsy soul singer who can out-
emote anyone this side of Bettye Lavette; while 
guitarist-with-attitude Mary Ramirez sure knows 
her way round a greasy-ass rock’n’roll number. 

Ultimately, however, to call Detroit Cobras  
a covers band is like saying Andy Warhol was an  
OK silkscreen printer. The ability to write a song 
does not mean you have soul. Soul comes from what 
you do with the words and notes you’re given. The 
song does not exist until it has the voice to give it  
full reign – and the guitars to give it heart. 

And The Detroit Cobras certainly have both the 
voice and the guitar. 

Brit-lad comedian Frank 
Skinner opened a whole 
‘nother world to me

world’s a stage 
Words: Everett True 
Illustration: Laurie J Proud

65daysofstatic
The Destruction Of Small Ideas
(Monotreme)
Thus far, I’ve only ever viewed Sheffield’s 
65daysofstatic from a distance – admiration 
gleaned from others’ glowing reviews,  
a sycophantic partner, gushing after a gig, 
hearing them thudding through walls and 
seeping tinny noises through someone  
else’s headphones.

Up close, they’re a frightening and 
awesome prospect. 

There is never a dull moment, no 
vertebrae left un-tingling. Timid pianos  
give way to playful guitar arpeggios, and 
then subside under the weight of some  
artful glitching. This is not entirely unlike  
the musical equivalent of Labyrinth: one  
second a xylophone tinkles forlornly in  
the foreground, like a tired jewellery box 
ballerina spinning endlessly round; next 
thing you know, some great behemoth of  
a drum-beat is pummelling your senses, 
seemingly from within your own gut. Handy 
lacerations, courtesy of knife-edge guitar 
lines complete the attack.

The volume of the tracks dips and soars 
and sepia Polaroids pass your closed eyes. 
The entire album is engaging, spontaneous 
and alive.
Hayley Avron

Aa
gAame (Gigantic)
From the depths of a strange wilderness 
called Brooklyn come Aa (Big A Little a).  
I wonder what haunts them? What drives 
them, in the shadows of concrete towers  
and polluted air, to thrust this brutal joy  
of sound upon us? This is feral dance music 
to stamp feet and beat weary city-dwelling 
hearts to, like Coughs and Animal Collective 
locked in joyful ceremony, leaping around  
a campfire, howling to the sky with smog-
filled lungs. It weaves its way confidently 
through hyperactive peaks and texture- 
rich troughs.

This is the real euphoric trance. The  
real new rave. A tribe I would join at the  
drop of a hi-hat. Pounding rhythms, twisted 
electronics, shrieks and cries. The ancient 
future. Drum’s not dead.
Dr Swan

Aardvarck
Cult Copy (Rush Hour)
So many records influenced by the first  
wave of Detroit techno pioneers have 
plodded flatly; but Holland’s Aardvarck  
has captured an echo of the austere grace 
of those originals, as well as their robotic 
funk, while also sounding totally fresh.  
These machine anthems contain plenty  
of moments to sustain a peak-time 
dancefloor, but they’re also doused in  
an icy, reflective calm. 

The centrepieces are ‘Cult Copy 1–3’, 
originally released as a jaw-dropping  
series of 12-inches: part one fizzes and 
percolates as it builds over synth washes  
that act like cool water on burning rocks; 
 part two develops from invigorating  
bursts of static into a ‘French Kiss’- 
style slow burner; and the third keeps  
a heightened state of suspense for five 
intense minutes. Elsewhere a downbeat 
dramatic feel provides perfect thematic 
material for the accompanying arty DVD  
by Michal Butink.
Robin Wilks

BE THE FIRST TO HEAR THE BEST INDEPENDENT MUSIC
AT YOUR LOCAL CWNN STORE
FOR A FULL SHOP LIST PLEASE LOG ONTO WWW.CWNN.ORG
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INNOVATIVE CREATIVE INDEPENDENT

ALBUM OF THE MONTH
ARCTIC MONKEYS
Favourite Worst

Nightmare
Out now on Domino

The killer follow up to their classic
debut. Faster, leaner, meaner &

keener than it’s predecessor, ‘FWN’
will set the standard this year.

THE BISHOPS
The Bishops

Out now on 1234 Records
The Bishops’ debut album states

their undeniable claim to the crown
of the new beat revolution. It’s a
record which brims with energy,

depth & drive; a razor sharp
distillation of classic 60’s pop.

BATTLES
Mirrored

Out 14.05.07 on Warp
The most exciting album of 2007!!! 

“The sound of post punk genius
at play” NME

“Utterly spellbinding, absolutely
unpredictable & completely

unforgettable” DROWNED IN SOUND

BLANCHE
Little Amber Bottles

Out 14.05.07 on Loose
A mesmerising trip through the old
weird America, evocative of snake
oil peddlers & preachers drunk at

the pulpit. Featuring Little Jack
Lawrence of The Raconteurs
& Isobel Campbell on cello.

TIGA
Sexor

Out 28.05.07
on Different / Wall Of Sound

Special collectors edition includes
a second CD of unreleased tracks,
videos & hard to find remixes from

the likes of DFA, Morgan Geist
& Bookashade.

NINA NASTASIA
& JIM WHITE

You Follow Me
Out 28.05.07 on Fat Cat

A stunning collaborative album with
Jim White, drummer of Dirty Three.
A fantastically focused record - a
taut, raw document of incredible

musicians in deep dialogue.

DINOSAUR JR
Beyond

Out now on PIAS
The first studio release in

18 years from the original line-up
of the legendary Dinosaur Jr.

which sees them back to their
ear-shredding, distorted best. 

THE SEA & CAKE
Everybody

Out 07.05.07 on Thrill Jockey
The band’s first full length in just
over four years, hot-buttered pop
music, sheets of glowing guitar

tones, funky, instrospective bass
lines, all adorned by breathlessly
delivered lines of lyrical poetry.

CLIENT
Heartland

Out now on Loser Friendly
Electro trio Client’s new album

is produced by Youth & Stephen
Hague. Collaborators on the album
include Tim Burgess & Simon Tong,
& the album features a cover of the

Adam & The Ants classic ‘Zerox’.

VON SÜDENFED
Tromatic Relexxions

Out 21.05.07 on Domino
Von Sudenfed is the mighty

bastard offspring of The Fall’s
Mark E. Smith & German
electronic wunderkids

Mouse On Mars.

MAHOGANY
Connectivity!

Out 27.05.07 on Track & Field
Futuristic shoegazing from

Brooklyn’s Mahogany with a little
help from Robin Guthrie & family.
‘Connectivity!’ embraces Factory

Records’ chill, the Cocteau Twins'’
radiance & Brian Wilson’s optimism.

JAMES YORKSTON
Roaring The Gospel

Out 04.06.07 on Domino 
‘Roaring The Gospel’ is a welcome

rattle bag of laments, cover
versions & traditionals that reveal

the various sides of Yorkston.

THE NATIONAL
Boxer

Out 21.05.07 on Beggars Banquet
‘Boxer’ hits as high as ‘Alligator’

but is a different record -
just another classic album from

a band on top form.

ELLIOTT SMITH
New Moon

Out 07.05.07 on Domino
‘New Moon’ is a new collection of
music by Elliott Smith, containing

24 songs recorded 1995-97,
when he recorded his self-titled

album & ‘Either/Or’.

ARMAND VAN HELDEN
Ghettoblaster

Out 07.05.07 on Southern Fried
An incendiary call to arms,

from the unambiguous title to the
thrilling sounds contained therein,

an unapologetic throwback to dance
music’s joyous infancy. A time

before house ate itself.
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worth the weight 
Words: JR Nelson 
Illustration: Tom Eastland

The Eternals
Heavy International (Aesthetics)
As a band name, The Eternals inevitably brings  
to mind one of those old Studio One or Treasure 
Isle rocksteady vocal groups, like The Gladiators, 
Paragons or Uniques. Or a gospel-funk showband 
with rapture on the tongue and damnation in the 
feet. That makes sense, since this band traffics in  
a similar vibe, if not form, as those touchstones.  
As pure listening experience, Heavy International 
come on nice and slow, worms its way around your 
head for a while, and takes some time to sink in. 
Wayne Montana’s bass, booming like a new heart 

in the womb, establishes a melodic frame; a few 
scratches of sample grab or synth jiggle from 
Damon Locks nice up the progression, and Tim 
Mulveena’s hustling, jazzy kit work establishes  
a driving rhythm. Locks’ voice comes in; a bark, an 
exhortation, a demand, a jeremiad. Or it doesn’t, 
and waits until the next verse. Or he busts out a 
jaguar screech and lets you feel that for a minute.

Know that this record works itself out, and this 
is an intrinsic pleasure to hear through the course 
of an album, from a band that doesn’t rub your 
nose in obvious intent.

Fact is, The Eternals constantly get 
misinterpreted as a ’funk’ or ’reggae’ band  
all the damn time, which is a bit tiring to them,  
I’m sure. Elasticity and the real musical ability to 
stretch genres willy-nilly and basically not give  
a fuck about your preconceptions takes a lot of 
work, and sows a dash of confusion. 

Within 10 minutes of hearing most bands these 
days, we can all tell not only what they had for 
breakfast on 26 September 1997, but when they 
shit it out. This is not the way things have to be.  
Ten songs into this record, a song or bass fragment 
or snatch of lyric has wrapped itself around the 
fiercest tiny helix in your DNA, and your mind is  
set to ’recombine’. 

The Eternals say Heavy, and they mean on the 
one. Step to the mark.

The Eternals say Heavy,  
and they mean on the one

Fred Anderson and 
Hamid Drake
From The River To The Ocean 
(Thrill Jockey)
Recorded by John McEntire at Soma studios 
with Jeff Parker on guitar, there’s a Tortoise 
connection on this confluence of Chicago’s 
avant-jazz and post-rock communities. But, 
make no mistake, this is a deeply Afro-centric 
affair, as you’d expect of anything featuring 
saxophonist Fred Anderson – the legendary 
78-year-old proprietor of Chicago’s free-jazz 
temple The Velvet Lounge. 

With the help of bassist Harrison 
Bankhead, Drake and Anderson dig deep 
into jazz heritage, setting up a heavy, 
Latinate swing with Elvin Jones-style 
polyrhythms on ‘Planet E’, and a lowdown 
urban blues stroll on ‘Strut Time’. From there, 
they’re ready to make a trip even further back 
into the music’s roots, with Drake’s North 
African vocals and hand-drums on the title 
track laying down a hypnotic, pan-spiritual 
groove that’s both thousands of years old 
and as modern as your iPod. 
Daniel Spicer

Apostle Of Hustle
National Anthem Of Nowhere 
(Arts And Crafts)
Toronto’s Broken Social Scene have always 
been among the most open-ended indie-
rock bands, playing an unpredictable  
collage of styles. Guitarist Andrew 
Whiteman’s solo project is a more laidback 
take on this approach, with the same  
spirit of experimentation, but less frantic  
and more spacious. 

Like his debut, Folkloric Feel, this second 
album also has a heavy Cuban influence,  
and some great Latin percussion. There are 
blissful acoustic Neu!-grooves, as on ‘The 
Naked And Alone’; but for all its stylistic 
cleverness, National Anthem Of Nowhere 
stands out foremost as a great summer pop 
record. There are truly memorable choruses, 
as on ‘Justine, Beckoning’, which after  
three-odd minutes of guitar-led moodiness 
emerges into triumphantly sunny harmonies; 
and ‘Chances Are’ is the greatest ballad 
Dexys never recorded. Deserves to be  
heard in an open-top car on a hot day.
Robin Wilks

Asobi Seksu
Citrus (One Little Indian)
A product of gleaming New York style,  
Asobi Seksu (in Japanese, it stands  
for ‘playful sex’) combine the trebly 
lovelessness of My Bloody Valentine’s  
electric glide and the glazed-groove  
of Galaxie 500. 

Singer Yuki delivers peach-sweet 
lullabies in Japanese/American, while 
otherworldly guitars ooze shoegaze  
charm and supernova synthesisers  
bring more texture than lava lamps  
at optimum resplendence. ‘Strings’ is  
a space capsule teleporting The Concretes, 
Camera Obscura and Acid House Kings  
to a forbidden place armed with little  
more than steel guitars and vocals dripping 
pure, Popsicle-sweet, pop pleasures.  
‘Nefi + Girly’ evokes a spillage of pastel-
uniformed high schoolers out onto the  
front steps, their big hair hyperactively 
bouncing, as textbooks get launched in  
a celebratory fashion. Proverbial last-day- 
of-school music. 
Shane Moritz

Bark Bark Bark
Haunts (Retard Disco)
This record, my friends, is worth the  
pennies for the track ‘Dead Ghost’ alone.  
The fact that it has other tunes as well,  
makes it the best half hour of bassy, 
electronic pleasure-seeking you’ll have  
had in ages.

The song in question, ’Dead Ghost’,  
is dirty. It’s dirty sanchez (sexual move,  
not TV show) dirty; unkempt moustache  
dirty; base, not speed, dirty. To surmise:  
it’s filth. It makes me want to say ‘yowzers’  
in an American accent and pump my crotch 
back and forth. Mucky. 

Its 13 disc partners on Haunts kick  
ass too. Full of sketchy beats, weird samples 
and full-on young, American ‘tude, the  
tracks swagger along like they were  
made by cool kids that know they’re cool,  
and subsequently aren’t scared to be a  
bit…odd.

Bark Bark Bark is one guy, Jacob  
Cooper, from Tuscon, Arizona. The desert 
strikes again.
Tom Howard
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Nina Nastasia You Follow Me (Fatcat)
Basia Bulat Oh, My Darling (Rough Trade)
Valet Blood Is Clean (Kranky)
Pantaleimon Cloudburst (Durtro Jnana)
Thee, Stranded Horse Sometimes On Churning 
Strides (Blank Tapes)

What does folk music mean to you? When I was  
a child and the world of adults was puzzling and 
tiresome in equal measure, it meant people with 
colourful waistcoats and greying plaits, and Sixties 
survivor names like Finn or Dr Burke’s Remedy. You 
might see them busking in town on Saturday, every 
raucous, knees-up dance number weighed down  
by a ballad drawn out to tedious length. It made 
more sense later, with long summer evenings on 
deserted beaches and Fairport Convention on the 
stereo, exploring piss-stinking concrete pill boxes  
as Sandy Denny’s sorrow drifted out to sea.

That’s folk, all right, but as much as it was 
abundant in Dorset (a place where liking The 
Levellers wouldn’t get you laughed out of town),  
it’s not my folk. Those tales of 18th Century 
smugglers or murder among the wheat sheaves 
were as exotic to hear about as the characters  
on Lou Reed’s Transformer, another childhood 
favourite. So now I’m faced with a clutch of albums 
that are all, in some way, considered ‘folk’ – at  
least the internet says so – and I have no idea what 
that means anymore. No one here seems to really 
get their cues from Harry’s Smith’s Anthology Of 
American Folk Music or Sacred Harp singing, and 
even if they did, chances are it would be a product 
of a trip to the record shop rather than wisdom 
learned at Grandma’s knee. No longer tied to the 

land, songs and people move around, wrenching 
folk’s head from its body. And what then? At worst, 
you’re left with an empty skull around which words 
and notes rattle rootlessly, in empty reverence to 
‘tradition’. Alternately, you take a kind of rawness 
and directness of spirit, plant it in new earth and  
see what emerges.

Nina Nastasia does just that, in music 
seemingly squeezed fresh from David Grubbs’ 
immortal “cold washrag of a morning”. A 
collaboration with regular drummer Jim White,  
You Follow Me meets the usual harshly beautiful 
standards, her dry, bitter voice and the astringent 
Albini engineering offering a fast-acting emotional 
purgative with no comfort food for afters. White’s 
drum lines swell and skitter, cutting across the 

resolute guitar or sharing its martial stomp, while 
Nastasia sings like a scornful little lighthouse holding 
out against the storm, blinking implacably with  
a blazing yet oblique lyrical beam. You can look 
straight into the heart of her songs, but it will leave 
you blinded and none the wiser.

Springing fully formed from the Rough Trade 
catalogue like Athena from Zeus’ skull, Toronto 
singer-songwriter Basia Bulat could be considered 
the bounteous summer goddess to Nastasia’s wintry 
Persephone. OK, no points for the mixed myths,  
but Bulat flourishes strings, handclaps, breathless 
strumming and a touch of Latin shimmy over places 
Nastasia would leave bare, while the two share  
a boldness and economy that cuts through the 
speakers. Despite that, her voice is, well…nice.  
Not nice-as-in-inoffensive, or nice-as-in-little-girl, 

but genuinely nice, like Natalie Merchant with  
the weight of putting the world to rights replaced  
by the weight of her heart. In the wrong hands such 
a voice could be a showy millstone, but her band 
sweep along with no room for lingering, except for 
the heavy-headed ‘Birds Of Paradise’, a quavering 
bar-room bawl kept for the moment when self-pity 
comes in double measures. 

Valet is a solo project from Honey Owens, 
sometime guitarist for Sacred Harp-loving musical 
quilters Jackie-O Motherfucker. Blood Is Clean sees 
her bypass the chants and gospel themes to tap  
into a pulsing artery of galactic resonance. The title 
track rouses itself to a Velvets-esque throb of heart-
thumping toms and cauterising guitar, but for much 
of the album Owens is the guardian of a primal 
sleeping force, cooing refractive lullabies and 
bubble-kisses of guitar over an uneasy cauldron  
on the edge of stirring. There’s probably too much 
of this stuff in the world already, but hey, that never 
stopped people writing hymns.

For one track at least, Valet leaks across the  
astral plane into Pantaleimon’s ‘Cloudburst’  
EP, as Andria Degens’ soft vocals echo onto  
a wiry, see-sawing drone. The rest, however, are 
instrumental tracks, a collection of pieces recorded 
for the Soundtrack For An Exhibition installation  
by Band Of Susans’ Susan Stenger. Degens’ guitar 
pluckings inhabit a Japanese water garden realm  
of mannered simplicity and loaded silences, where 
every finger squeak and droning bass note takes  
on a sculptural significance. 

’Cloudburst’ is pretty, but those arpeggios  
get a better deal in the hands of Frenchman  
Yann Encre, who crafts guitar and kora into songs  
of quiet insistence as Thee, Stranded Horse. 
Sometimes on Churning Strides he lets the 
fingerpicking run away with him; more often it 
trickles from his fingers with the nimbleness you’d 
expect from a man who mostly sings like more 
worldly José González, but occasionally as though 
he has Neil Young stuck up his nose. And as Louis 
Armstrong said, “All music is folk music. I ain’t never 
heard a horse sing a song”.

spread seeds 
Words: Abi Bliss 
Illustration: Emily Twomey

Outside folk’s garden, roots music is 
sprouting o’er hill and dale

No longer tied to  
the land, songs and 
people move around, 
wrenching folk’s head 
from its body
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Barr
Summary (Upset The Rhythm)
Where are the lyricists who will document 
scenes as they rise and fall, who will  
catch new slang in amber, who will mimic 
conversations so perfectly the whole 
relationship of the speakers springs up like 
the scenery in a pop-up book? Where are  
the singers who will let the words shape their 
sound, the music recede, who will emerge 
from tropical foliage metaphorically naked, 
who don’t need a cake (these are musical 
metaphors) to spring out of? Where are the 
mouthpieces able to change their minds mid-
sentence, to add a director’s commentary, 
doodle in their own margins, acknowledge 
the medium between singer, song and 
audience? Where are the scribblers whose 
unseen hands fall like dying birds onto piano 
keys, whose drums tick like a constant reset 
to this present moment, which is all we have, 
whose voice is as close to unclothed thought 
as the headphone is to the ear? Here’s one.
kicking_k

The Cribs
Men’s Needs, Women’s Needs, 
Whatever (Wichita)
The stand-out is the Lee Ranaldo spoken 
word track, ‘Be Safe’, dripping nonsense  
and venom and coruscating, corroded guitar 
lines over strained backing harmonies 
reminiscent of (Calvin Johnson and Doug 
Martsch’s anti-authority side project) The 
Halobenders: William S Burroughs meets 
NME scenester pop in a head-on collision, 
and by some distance the finest song 
Wakefield’s own have been involved in. 

Not to slag The Cribs, you understand – 
the rest is fine in a bouncy, anguished, chirpy, 
thin kind of way, especially caustic, neatly 
arrogant, opener ‘Our Bovine Public’; and 
‘Men’s Needs’ – just to indicate a preference. 
This is the sort of album that needs to  
be mixed high up in the treble because 
Dansettes no long exist, and pretty much 
everyone has forgotten The Frank And 
Walters. Not me, though. 

I loved The Frank And Walters.
Everett True

Crippled Black Phoenix
A Love Of Shared Disasters (Invada)
Perhaps, after our very British apocalypse, 
those of us remaining will retreat to  
small farmhouses. Our future will be that 
envisioned by Day Of The Triffids, Quatermass 
and Children Of Men. In these isolated 
outposts, while our cities and cattle 
smoulder, we will blink in dismay and 
wonder of the years ahead. And perhaps 
Crippled Black Phoenix will be there waiting 
for us. They’ll be surrounded by rusted guitar 
strings, oil lanterns and ancient maps to  
a forgotten England. They’ll be listening to 
Godspeed You! Black Emperor’s first LP and 
Pink Floyd’s The Final Cut. They’ll forget their 
collective doom metal backgrounds and 
instead sing shanties and laments for their 
grandfathers’ times, mournful ballads from 
100 years before, while outside gulls will 
peck at corpses and once prosperous,  
noble industries will darken and crumble. 
And we’ll be glad to be there. 
Euan Andrews

Danava
Danava (Kemado)
From the label that brought you Sleep 
überfans The Sword and hysterical 

shapeshifters Tarantula AD (now Priestbird) 
comes the self-titled debut from Danava, 
four dudes whose grasp of Sabbath,  
Blue Cheer, King Crimson and the rest is  
firm to the point of being squashed into  
a chrome corset via a perverse, super-
compressed production job by Johnny  
‘Glass Candy’ Jewel. 

There are some pretty tasty riffs,  
a whole lotta strangulated Ozzy-vox, solos  
so fruity you can actually compost the album 
after listening, furious tempo changes, twin 
leads, pulsing’n’purring synth oscillations 
and an inner sleeve photo that reveals the 
band’s impressively old-school approach  
to personal care, with frontman Dusty 
Sparkle sporting a Nigel Tufnel fringe  
and a bare, sallow chest beneath his 
bestudded jacket. As the US prog-metal 
juggernaut continues to trundle through  
the countercultural consciousness like  
a giant steel armadillo, Danava seem  
to have it all sewn up – albeit in a slightly 
wrong way that puts one in mind of Rush,  
or a Hawkwind tribute band made up of 
holograms – but you kind of wish they’d  
rip it apart a bit more. 
Frances Morgan

Death Vessel
Stay Close (ATP)
What’s up in them hills? A young boy,  
name of Joel Thibodeau, wandering dark, 
wooded passages between outposts of 
falling down timber shacks, playing his songs 
to the god-fearing folks living there, singing  
with a voice like Mo Tucker channelling  
a castrated angel. With his plucked guitar, 
lonesome fiddle and solid basslines, Death 
Vessel’s music is in the style of Basement 
Tapes, The Band and Neil Young in country 
mode. There’s a twist of American Gothic  
too, which, if you hear it whistling in softly  
on the night air, will make you consider  
that even ghosts need a hootenanny now 
and then.
Euan Andrews

Digitalism
Idealism (Kitsuné)
Digitalism have already released more 
fantastic electro-acid floor fillers than most 
manage in a career, and they could have 
constructed their debut entirely from them. 
But there’s a great fresh to old ratio here and 
most of it is of pupil-dilating, skin-caressing 
might. When they venture into the arena of 
‘real’ songs, something a lot of dance artists 
feel they have to do for some reason when 
they release an album, the results are more 
of a mixed bag. ‘Pogo’ demonstrates an  
avid love for early New Order, but when  
your lyrics are basically “We could get so 
wasted” you know that even Bernard 
Sumner can sleep easily in his bed. 

However, for the most part, this is a 
collection of bullish dancefloor righteousness 
that even their French counterparts Justice 
will struggle to outdo. 
John Doran

in the studio: digitalism
We listened to: “Quite a lot, as we have 
material included in our album which is 
nearly three years old! But we had some 
soundtracks by the composer John Williams 
on the stereo.”
We watched: “I don’t watch TV, and 
instead of going to the cinema I preferred 
watching time passing by near our lake here 

in Hamburg. Or earth from above, from  
the airplane.”
We ate: “Lots of Turkish express food I’d say. 
It’s near the studio! And Portuguese and 
yummy hot and spicy Thai.” (Jence)

The Durutti Column
Sporadic Three (Kooky)
Completism gets bad press because it’s 
hoarding without discrimination. This is  
a collection of outtakes, demos, and home 
recordings dating back 16 years or so, and 
there’s a reason they weren’t released then. 
As much as Vini Reilly’s gentle washes of  
ice guitar and delay pedals are always 
recognisable, and usually welcome, there  
are songs here that sound like Mark  
Knopfler and Sarah fucking MacLachlan. 
Reilly’s sleevenotes explaining that he’d  
been helped by “heroic amounts of ganja” 
don’t make it OK. 

You’d expect more from a guy who  
put out his first album in a sandpaper  
sleeve so that each play would wear down 
the sleeves of whatever albums were  
next to it on the shelf. Each time you listen  
to something, that’s something else  
you’re not listening to. This album is the 
reason that editors and curators and critics 
exist: our lives are short enough, and we 
deserve better. 
Emily Bick

The Gasman
The Love Connection (Planet Mu)
Much like his prior output, Christopher 
Reeves’ particular brand of chugging, 
frenetic wrongbeat is her firmly entrenched 
in the mode of the Nineties post-Artificial 
Intelligence halcyon days, when the first IDM 
(ugh) pantheon really started to play silly 
buggers with time signatures, BPMs and  
the like. Given the grey uniformity of much 
current electronica, this is no bad thing,  
but this set offers little to engage with  
once you’ve scratched its malevolently 
gleaming surface and been battered by the 
attendant barrage of rhythmic complexity. 

‘Vigor’ begins as a brief, shuddering 
collapse into a slick, queasy smooch  
before reassembling itself into a vaporous 
phantom rave juggernaut. The paranoid  
hive chatter of ‘Overlord’ and the Gothic 
delirium waltz of ‘Flounce 2’ throw up 
tantalising hot-spots where technique  
takes a back seat to atmosphere.  
Ultimately though, it’s all very clever  
but frustratingly barren. 
James Papademetrie

Githead
 Art Pop (Swim)
Githead is Wire’s Colin Newman, Robin 
‘Scanner’ Rimbaud and Minimal Compact’s 
Malka Spigel and Max Franken. While 
sporting the same brightly jagged guitars, 
gloriously elastic Wobble-esque basslines 
and curiously suburban creepiness as 2005’s 
full-length debut HeadGit, this is a more 
playful affair. Adept as it is at conjuring 
occasionally surreal atmospheres in bold 
strokes, a precise dreampop inventiveness 
pervades: the chilly, stellar funk of ‘Space 
Life’ is stalked by a malignant, mangled  
vocal and spidery electronics and ‘Drive By’ 
further reconfigures the art-punk possibilities 
explored on Send – Wire’s superb last album 
– which is no complaint, because this patent, 
machine-honed militarism works just 
splendidly. On ‘Jet Ear Game’ a beatless 
layering of spectral guitars hovers about  
a vocodered reading of the band’s previous 
reviews and ‘Lifeloops’ is a hypnotic 
latticework of acoustic alienation. 
Meanwhile, the slick, lolloping ‘All Set Up’ 
again recalls the parent unit, but this time 
evoking the highlights of their unjustly 
overlooked Eighties output. 

Another expertly skewed missive from  
a parallel pop dimension. 
James Papademetrie

Gowns 
Red State (Cardboard)
“We stayed up for days in the summer/ 
On merazine and ephedrine and benadryl, 
dramamine and ketamine…/And the 
light…” Gowns are all about intimacy.  
The unadorned confessional, clouds of 
secondhand nouns snaking from bit lips, 
throats bruised from the inside, dead air 
swallowed and spat back. Gowns are all 
about presence. Real songs so barely 
decorated that their careworn and self-
abused textures betray wrinkles and stress 
fractures in the convulsive oscillations of  
the synthesisers, themselves recalling and 
recalled by the grain in the singing, barely  
a breath beyond whispers, sometimes as  
all alone as a secret prayer, sometimes the 
call-and-echo of lovers abed. Occasionally 
the palest of beats will be reinforced by 
compressed screams, panicky passages 
looped to tape like quarantined ghosts. These 
small swells, of emotion, surface noise and 
tempo, soon enough ebb again, and you’re 
alone with these words, a window. “Was it 
white like heaven, or black like space?”
kicking_k

CocoRosie
The Adventures Of Ghosthorse And Stillborn (Touch And Go)
I’m probably not alone here in being both enchanted by 
CocoRosie’s music, and deeply irritated by Bianca and Sierra 
Casady, the two sisters who make it. The title of David 
Kleijwegt’s freak-folk documentary in which they can be 

seen riding around their hipster bubble on undersized bikes says it all: The 
Eternal Children. Musically, however, such slappable behaviour sees them 
transformed into adorable My Little Ponies, cantering excitedly around  
a world where everything is fruit-flavoured, nibbling at each bittersweet 
syllable while music-box raindrops shake from their manes. Ghosthorse  
And Stillborn gives this heady realm of the senses a more coherent frame, 
producer Valgeir Sigurdsson anchoring the whimsy in fuzzy hip hop and 
electronics, while toning down the rusty washerwoman/grating opera diva 
vocal tics. As seductive as it is, however, the luxuriant textures only seem to 
draw an emotional veil across the songs: the sweetest, most wistful track, 
‘Sunshine’, features just Sierra and doleful piano, which makes you wonder 
how CocoRosie would sound if playtime ended.
Abi Bliss

plan b | 75

albums

068-85 ALBUMSfmmETREAD.indd   75 23/04/2007   20:50:33



azure rays 
Words: Joe Stannard 
Illustration: Supermundane

Wilco
Sky Blue Sky (Nonesuch)
Well…who saw this coming? After the brave, 
counter-instinctive sprawls of Yankee Hotel Foxtrot 
and A Ghost Is Born, the only band you’ll find in  
the Americana racks worth two shits have gone 
and done something entirely unexpected. Sky Blue 
Sky is a collection of songs almost entirely devoid 
of eccentricity, save for Jeff Tweedy and Nels Cline’s 
admirably quixotic guitar interplay. It’s a traditional, 
rootsy, songwriterly affair…no fuzzed-up 
electronica, no exercises in ersatz Krautrock and 
certainly no 15-minute drones. Some considered 
the previous two albums over-produced, 
alienatingly so. But the layers of noise on those 
records seemed to erupt directly from Tweedy’s 
soul, bringing about a communion between 
listener and songwriter that few current bands  
are able to achieve. Here, Wilco have been  
glossed, coated in FM slime, making it difficult  
to get anywhere near the emotion that might  
have inspired the creation of the music. And yes,  

that does matter. To me, anyway. Wilco matter to 
me. Because it really is rare that music made today 
can really speak to the heart in a direct, personal 
manner. And for me, Wilco were one of the few 
bands capable of such a feat.

Every song on Sky Blue Sky is good, well 
composed, highly listenable. There are songs  
here, such as ’Either Way’, ’You Are My Face’  
and ’Sky Blue Sky’, with which I can’t help softly 
harmonising like the house-husband I’m not (yet). 
But only a philistine could consider the perfection 
of this record an improvement on the distressed 
pop of Yankee Hotel Foxtrot or the detourned  
trad of A Ghost Is Born. Wilco were cherishable 
precisely because they overreached themselves 
and often fucked up in the process. Sky Blue Sky 
sounds like an exercise to me. An experiment in 
getting things right for a change, or even worse,  
a dry-run for a new line-up (this is the first album  
to feature guitarist Cline and percussionist Pat 

Sansone). Though I’m convinced Tweedy didn’t 
intend it this way, Sky Blue Sky sounds like a sop  
to the lazy idiots who thought the band lost  
their way after 1996’s Being There. But even that 
album, with its blatant steals from the Stones,  
The Beach Boys and Leonard Cohen, endeavoured 
to transcend its impeccable influences. Little Feat 
and Television are truly righteous, but I never 
wanted Wilco to sound like a straight, seamless 
fusion of the two, as they frequently do here.

And yet…when someone you love does 
something objectionable, do you dismiss them  
out of hand? Change the locks, pack up their 
belongings and throw them on the pavement, 
without even allowing them the opportunity to 
make amends? Only if you’re an emotional fascist. 
And Wilco have remained true to themselves,  
in their way. Tweedy’s songs are still helplessly 
beautiful, and his band have caught me off guard, 
again. Which means I can’t help but love them still. 

When someone you love does something 
objectionable, do you dismiss them out of hand?

Help She Can’t Swim
The Death Of Nightlife 
(Fantastic Plastic)
Casiotone and other bleepy toys have been 
relegated to the scrap heap, eschewed for 
more bursts of spiky guitar punctuated by 
gunshot drumming. This precocious little 
brat-pop child has matured without losing  
its razor punk edge: Help She Can’t Swim 
remain loud, brash and spiteful, but with  
a more reflective take on personality issues 
and the crisis of modern nightlife. Leesey 
Frances and Tommy Denney vocalise these in 
couplets of suburban boredom: “You’re less 
exciting than my ringtone,” splutters Leesey 
on ‘Just Be Social’, while ‘Hospital Drama’ 
spits out, “We’re going to a party spelt  

P-I-T-Y”. The band are bursting with energy 
and visceral musings, packing their caustic 
concerns into a sassy half hour of discontent 
for those in search of a disco uprising. 
Thilini Gunaratna

Arve Henriksen
Strjon (Rune Grammofon)
The title of Henriksen’s third album refers 
both to streaming waters and to the 
medieval name for his home village, on 
Norway’s west coast. Although in reality  
it’s probably a place of dinky log cabins  
and lingering sea fog, Strjon evokes a kind  
of New Town utopianism: dignified and  
airy, its stark yet humanistic architecture 
gleaming in the pine-scented air. Technically, 

Henriksen is a jazz trumpeter; yet there’s no 
blaring fanfares or spit sprays here. He barely 
sounds like he’s playing at all, each breath-
gentle yet perfectly placed note rising lightly 
from his instrument or layered over wordless 
chanting. Supersilent buddies Helge Sten 
and Ståle Storløkken back him on keyboards, 
guitar and rattles and chimes, creating 
worlds where the plangent optimism of 
Open University themes meet the eerie 
isolation of Bowie’s Low.
Abi Bliss

Matthew Herbert
Score (Accidental)
Herbert’s abilities as a remixer and 
experimental techno blaster are well 

documented, but Score draws attention to 
his staggering ability to write and produce 
film scores. Herbert enforces two rules; one, 
that all the music must be played or made  
(ie no presets) and two, the film scores 
should be made in the country in which the 
film is set. This leads to a wonderfully fluid, 
warm collection. From the opening music 
from Vida Y Color, which basks in orchestral 
sunlight, to his masterful compositions with 
a big band (including a Cornelius-tinged 
rendition of ‘Singin’ In The Rain’) there’s such 
a display of chameleon-like talent here that  
it is sickening. Fortunately,though, the music 
is wonderful, leaving you short of breath and 
marvelling at its beauty.
Jonathan Falcone
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Lichens The Psychic Nature Of Being (Kranky)
Battles Mirrored (Warp)
Semiconductor Worlds In Flux DVD (Fatcat)
Volga Pomol (Lumberton Trading Company)
Hanne Hukkelberg Rykestrasse (Propeller)
Stylus Listen, Time Passes (Stylus Recording 
Company)
Orange Can Exit Chasing (TOC)

Lichens (or ‘Lchns’) is Rob Lowe, who also provides 
bass and vocals for 90 Day Men. His solo vehicle is 
appropriately named, as the organic, slow-growing 
improvisations on The Psychic Nature Of Being 
testify. Richard Youngs, with his wordless, circular 
vocal incantations, is a contemporary across the 
Atlantic, and ‘Vevour Of Agassou’ proves that if 
Lowe and Youngs haven’t hooked up already,  
they perhaps need to. The intricate picking of John 
Fahey’s early work mixes with Windy & Carl’s drone 
on ‘Faeries’, sometimes recalling ‘Things Will Never 
Be The Same’ by Black Dice, but without the falling-
down-stairs electronics. The Marshall overdrive of 
‘Bune’ summons Loren ‘Mazzacane’ Connors and 
his fizzing, instrumental folk and free jazz. This 
music opens up a space of pure potential, the  
likes of which haven’t been felt since label-mates 
Godspeed! became active. The album also comes 
with a half hour DVD of Lowe improvising live. 

‘Math rock’ has become an under-examined 
term, in the same way ‘intelligent’ was blithely 
applied to stoned, un-focused Nineties dance 
subcultures. Sure, the complex brain nutrition  
to be found in Steve Reich and his immediate 
influences could make a pseudo-positivist case,  
but when applied to four blokes with some effects 

pedals and a Neu! album it tends to sound silly.  
However, I’m extremely keen on Battles, who have 
sadly had the term flung into their studio more than 
once. Mirrored kicks the dirty pigeons out of their 
hole with the Eighties funk of ‘Leyendecker’, before 
justifiably embodying the calculus with ‘Prismism’. 
‘Ddiamondd’ has clearly plundered the Need New 
Body and Bablicon back catalogues, while the 
machine-tooled guitar of ‘Race : In’ nods towards 
Tortoise’s Jeff Parker. The Zappa structures then  
give way to ‘Atlas’, a kind of cartoon world music 
amalgam by David Sylvian. And anyone who names 
a track ‘Tonto’ is OK by me. 

To the question, ”Is avant-rock the new prog?” 
we must perhaps look to media artists such as 
Semiconductor to provide us with at least part  
of the answer. Worlds In Flux detects quantum 
crevices which encompass entire nebulae in 
themselves. The Promethean adventures in code  
are tempered with a playfulness which is sometimes 
grounded, sometimes catalysed, by the likes of 
Antenna Farm, Thomas Dimuzio, Ensemble and 
Max Richter. This is a dizzying visual and audio tour 
through some of the meta-narratives of our era. 

The kind of progressivism assumed by  
mixing folk with loops and beats has become  
a globalisation soundbite, or at least muzak  
for documentaries on borders and their issues.  
This strange idea, that hybridity or cultural 
wandering are new phenomena, is reflected  
in attendant musical discourses: even if you’re 
always going from here to there, you’re never  
not in a locale. Getting beyond such sociological  
nit-picking, Moscow-based Volga have released 
Pomol, and it is wonderful. Ancient Russian texts  
are cooed over jig and reel forms which tease and 
reciprocate the electronica and rhythms. ‘Corn’  
is downright sinuous, with even-further-east 
inflections. The loops and beats will undoubtedly 
stitch the album’s older organs firmly to a time  
and place, while being folk forms already (albeit 
relatively recent ones). We’ll probably only be able 
to see an outline when the album is covered with  
a new layer of cultural snow. 

Perhaps in the same spirit, Oslo’s Hanne 
Hukkelberg starts out in ‘Berlin’, on her new 
album, Rykestrasse 68 before shifting musically  
to Merrie England on ‘Fourteen’. She then turns 
‘Break My Body’ by the Pixies into a tender ballad,  
a la Müm. 

Stylus is Dafydd Morgan, who mixes  
Dylan Thomas snippets with stunningly anaesthetic 
guitar on Listen, Time Passes, on which Sonic  
Boom of EAR remixes ’Exposition’. The album  
is a compilation of fragments and remixes, and  
is actually one of the best Stylus releases to date, 
matched only by 2002’s Archif:01 compilation 
(Ochre), should you have the windfall to disperse. 

The Spacemen 3 genealogies were highly fertile 
up until a year or so ago, when museumification 
began, an inevitable, but in this case positive thing  

– the back catalogue has been lovingly curated  
and the extra material largely begs for re-inclusion.  
So, Enraptured have just released the Slipstream 
single ’AEIOU’, a shot in the arm for lovers of the 
Rugby sound. (Slipstream’s Mark Refoy and Jonny 
Mattock were members of Spiritualized in the early 
Nineties.) This is closer to Sonic Boom’s work than 
Jason Pierce’s, though, mixing Manuel Gottsching’s 
E2:E4 with Bryon Gysin’s dream machine patterns 
and a Nineties pop sensibility. 

Finally, Orange Can take the pastoral B-side  
to Floyd’s Meddle and fuse it with Julian Cope’s 
German rock grooves from Peggy Suicide and 
Jehovakill on Exit Chasing. The outer edge of  
this aspect also touches on Funkadelic and the  
Happy Mondays, perhaps recalling the fusions  
of Regular Fries, if that’s of any help.

doppler shift 
Words: Steve Hanson 
Illustration: Jussi Brightmore

Strange velocities: transmissions from 
the avant-rock outer limits

This music opens up  
a space of pure 
potential
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play dough 
Words: Doug Mosurock 
Illustration: Marcus Oakley

1990s
Cookies (Rough Trade)
Not so much a review as a collection of thoughts on 
Cookies, writ large.

1) Back in 1975, Peter Hammill released Nadir’s Big 
Chance, ensuring that his base of ’enlightened’ prog-
minded fans would have something to hate about  
him. Didn’t exactly matter what the artist was trying to 
accomplish, nor did it faze generations of beardos that 
punk rock was waiting to invert their musical utopia. 
Cookies shares some of these qualities, as fans of Nineties 
frontman John McKeown’s previous band, The Yummy 
Fur, tend to be on the fetishistic side of things. As they 
rightly should be – The Yummy Fur were perhaps the only 
band to successfully improve on The Fall’s golden ratio by 
futzing with its measurements. So what if they ended up 
like Pulp? Please go and dig out a photo of yourself from 
10 years ago. See? 

2) Cookies succeeds where The Hold Steady fail. It’s 
the right response to Boys And Girls In America’s Catholic 
harping of overdose threat and possible herpes infection. 
No chillout tent here; ‘Enjoying My Self’ boasts this year’s 
permission slip: “I’m here with my friends and we’re 
taking some drugs/It’s such fun! We’ll be taking some 
more soon”. Hard to argue when it’s spelled it out like 
that, and everybody knows you can’t get there on the 
backs of faded Eddie Money riffs anyway.

3) Fun. Fun fun fun fun fun. Fun! Don’t you like having 
fun? You do, don’t you. A good 75 per cent of Cookies 
will help you get there. Unless you’re already having fun, 
in which case, that solid three-fourths will keep it going.

4) The Yummy Fur’s musical cult had a certain 
demeanour about it that implied exclusion, fringe-
dwelling and object worship of all things that might fall  
in between those concepts (Pasolini, Candy Clark, etc). 
But it’s been my experience that eventually, everything 
you’re into will be discovered and turned out by a larger 
group of people. 1990s sound comfortable with this 
sentiment, perhaps in anticipation of such an event.

5) 1994 was the best year of my life. I lost my virginity, 
started college, saw GBV, Shellac, Pavement and Polvo 
twice each, and ran through the rain screaming like  
a banshee. I got away with more shit than you could 
possibly imagine back then. Any band that will celebrate 
this magical decade in name and deed (and from their 
sound, they do) will forever hold my respect, even if three 
of their songs kinda suck.

6) If ever there were a record that had learned from 
the mistakes of its peers, this is it.

7) Americans have been hearing ‘You’re Supposed  
To Be My Friend’ – unwittingly, as I might be one of the 
relative handful that even recognised it in the first place  
– in a Nissan commercial for the past couple of months.  
If that don’t prepare John Q Flagfucker, what will?

Sure, I have some problems with this record: ‘Arcade 
Precinct’ is kind of lame, that ill-conceived Tom Verlaine-
wannabe solo in ‘Situation’, the sluggishness of ‘Weed’. 
That’s kind of it, though. Everything else on here rules in 
that sort of listen-to-it-a-hundred-times-‘til-you-can’t-
stand-it-any-longer mode. 

I’m gonna party with these guys next week. They 
seem to know what’s up.

I’m gonna party 
with these guys 
next week. They 
seem to know 
what’s up

Hoodz Underground
Bringin’ It Back (Trackshicker)
You know how urgent an album sounds 
when it’s been 14 years in the making? This 
urgent. Hoodz Underground came together 
in the youth clubs and streets of Sheffield in 
1993 when most were barely teenagers, an 
eight-man crew reared on a diet of Wu Tang 
in a cheesy house world. The album’s a fitting 
tribute to their ambition, a portrait of the 
artists at that exact point they realise they’re 
not teenagers any more, they’re broke, and 
the world doesn’t give a fuck about their 
talent. Or won’t, unless they shout.

It’s the urgency which turns this from an 
exercise in trad boom bap to a whole other 
beast. So when ‘Pass Da Mic’ shoots by with 
a beat so in awe of Breaking Atoms you half 
expect Nas to drop a guest verse, you’ll 
forgive them for the transparency of their 
broad Sheffield accents: through them you 
can see the streets and the pumping beat  
of the youth clubs they’re probably still 
reluctant to quit. 
Ringo P Stacey

HTRK
Nostalgia (Fire) 
Recorded live in 2004 with (it says here) two 
microphones and an old tape deck, this slab 
of wonder is less a breath of fresh air than 
cold blast of subterranean spite. All dazed 
and barely decipherable, Jarboe/Nico-esque 
vocals bludgeoned by great globs of Stygian 
bass, shrieking sheet-metal guitar and a 
cavernous drum machine death-stomp 
seldom heard since early Schoolly D or 
Pornography-era Cure, Nostalgia inhabits  
a reverb-drenched tomb of psychedelic 
nihilism so unremittingly dank it’s almost 
camp. I’ve been trying to kick the habit  
of invoking other bands, but this really does 
come on like a self-flagellating MBV, or 
Swans on MDMA. Their name is pronounced 
’hate rock’ and Rowland S Howard of The 
Birthday Party has produced the first album 
proper, which comes out later this year. 
James Papademetrie

Ill Ease
All Systems A-Go-Go (Cochon)
On record, one-woman band Elizabeth  
Sharp can sound a little testy: malicious and 
depressed in her constant repetition and 
deadpan complaining – “Fuck everyone,” 
she whines on ‘Walking Pneumonia’, before 
going on to name every American state;  
“I hate drum machines,” she yells on the 
Dinosaur Jr grunge of ‘Too Much Sucky’ 
(although this sentiment is later reversed  
on the Napoleon IIIrd remix of ‘I Love Drum 
Machines’). The lo-fi distorted guitars are 
nasty and acrid; the basic, thumped drums 
are fuzzed all over; the toy instruments only 
serve to irritate and aggravate, like Peaches 
or Devo on severe downers. Weird: because, 
live, her music engages immediately, upbeat 
and uplifting in a flurry of intoxication. But 
these recorded grooves sound infused with 
sickness – ill at ease, indeed.
Everett True

Calvin Johnson And The Sons
Of The Soil
Calvin Johnson And The Sons Of The
Soil (K)
Calvin Johnson, overlord of the (truly) 
independent K records, is joined by 
labelmate friends . Together they take bare, 
spare Johnson songs of old, and flesh them 
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out in remarkably standard style – bass, 
drums, guitars. Yet the heavy peat of their 
musicianship allows the seeds of Johnson’s 
songs to branch and blossom without 
undermining his voice: as monolithic and 
expressionless a drone as ever, but given a 
little more swagger with arrangements that 
allow playfulness, joy and humour. A live 
track ‘Cattle Call Pt 1’ even allows Calvin to 
reel off some of his wry wisdom:”Someone 
vaguely close to me asked, ‘What are you 
running from?’ and I say ,‘I am not running 
from, I am running towards’”.
Rachel Cawley

Khan
Who Never Rests (Tomlab)
Berlin-based Can Oral, aka Khan, is the party 
animal in the middle of the dancefloor who 
doesn’t give a fuck, larger than life and 
always impinging on your personal space. 
That sort of thing is only fun sometimes – 
and, to be fair, when it’s fun it’s really fun,  
as on the spazzed-out groove of ‘Take It Out 
On Me’. But the album’s highlights come 
when Khan takes the time to be subtle: the 
louche Bond-theme pastiche of ‘You Like  
To Party?’, the paranoia of ‘The Shining’. 
Elsewhere, he shakes his schtick like a dog 
with a bone, each song designed to hammer 
his dirtysexysleaziness home, which would 
have been effective were it not for two 
things. One, the guests which made the  
last Khan album, 2001’s No Comprendo,  
so awesome, have disappeared. Two, he’s 
abandoned moody electronic experiments in 
favour of a cross between LCD Soundsystem 
at their rockiest and Jon Spencer Blues 
Explosion, and consequently too much of 
Who Never Rests plods rather than fizzes. 
Alex Macpherson

Kiss The Anus Of A Black Cat
An Interlude To The Outermost 
(K-RAA-K)
Unwholesome image suggested by their 
band name aside, the acoustic strumming, 
portentous militaristic drums and twinkling 
droning tones here are of the sort the likes of 
Sol Invictus and Current 93 used to summon 
up of a dark, stormy night. 

It’s exciting enough on its own terms. 
Listening to this music is like attending a faux 
witches’ sabbath on ketamine, with angry 
chanting choruses and doomy guitar chords 
sweeping all before them in a half-pompous, 
half-exhilarating miasma of mordantly epic 
theatricality. One track nods wheezingly 
towards anarcho punks Rudimentary  
Peni, while swinging shanty ‘Salt’ and its 
companion ‘You Will Reap A Whirlwind’  
are alternately delicate and brutalist,  
veering from apocalyptic to operatic folk  
and interrupted by unsettling scribbles of 
noise and metallic scrapes. 
Richard Fontenoy

Kylie Minoise
Junky Erotica (Black Gap Death Trap)
KMVSNI
Swollen Recepticle/Hybrid Benylin 
(Giant Tank)
White Against This Sky
The Last Refuge Of The Coward 
(Volume 1) (Lefthand Pressings)
Three reliably grotesque dispatches from  
the Scottish underground, linked by the 
renaissance figure of Lea Cummins, owner  
of noise imprint Kovorox Sound. Cummins’ 
best known incarnation is stripped-to-the-

waist noise pirate Kylie Minoise, whose Junky 
Erotica – limited to 50 copies – is the most 
punishing of the set: the likes of ‘Painful 
Diving-Board Head Split!‘ is relentless 
analogue noise, harsh like power electronics 
but without even the brief respite of the 
creepy build up. Swollen Recepticle/Hybrid 
Benylin, his link up with Nackt Inseckten, 
performs the discipline with more distance 
and space, pained shrieks and mega-
amplified latex groans, seemingly blasted 
from the far end of a hospital corridor. White 
Against The Sky, meanwhile, links Cummins 
with guitarist Alistair Crosbie for five tracks 
of Sunroof!-style guitar drone that entrance 
as they assault. 
Louis Pattison

Love Of Diagrams
Mosaic (Matador)
They’re from Melbourne, but could be from 
Berlin or Williamsburg or Shoreditch or 
anywhere else with a broadband connection 
and a local branch of H&M. Love Of Diagrams 
have been writing songs like this since about 
2001 and they do it well, but maybe they’re 
getting bored? Listen again and songs hint 
at Eighties Flying Nun opiate jangle, B-52s 
dance party, Kim Deal’s menstrual cramps. 

‘The Pace Or The Patience’ is the 
catchiest song here, and it’s as wonderful  
as it is obvious. It actually sounds like Kaiser 
Chiefs, but it’s itchier, like a boil about to 
burst but one you need to scratch anyway. 
This is the sound of disaffection bouncing  
off global chainstore changing room walls: 
cubicle as chrysalis. Still trapped inside, but 
that close to bursting free, and morphing into 
something amazing. Hopefully playing on 
Topshop radio, in heavy rotation. 
Emily Bick

Malajube
Trompe-L’oeil (Dare To Care)
Awash from the pale winter sea, Malajube 
arrive from French Canadian shores. Their 
second record contains a myriad of surprises, 
a maze of twists and turns, gleefully cluttered 
and crammed full of contrasts. Simple piano 
melodies fall into skewed power chords, 
waltzes are offset by disco and doo wop, 
exuberant yelps explode into rock‘n’roll 
rampages and frantic percussion bounces 
into guesting rap vocals.  Trompe L’Oeil is 
implicit with adventure and misdemeanour, 
bursting with vigour and mischievousness,  
as deliciously blissed out melodies are 
smeared and splattered with lyrics of  
shit and skeletons, dogs talking like cats, 
hallucinations, blood and broken bones. 
Beneath it all is a syrupy simplicity in their 
woozy, infectious harmonies that will set 
Malajube in collective hearts and minds. 
Emily Graham

Maps
We Can Create (Mute)
Falling out of the grey Northampton skyline 
of factories and high street stores, James 
Chapman, aka Maps, washes the city in 
gentle static waves. His album is a fuzz of 
elation, mottled electronics that break into 
glorious soaring strings, his voice breaking 
through as little more than a whisper.  
Songs are dizzy melodies; guitars, violins  
and synthesised drums chug and purr as 
percussion pulses and drones.  They blur  
and blend into one another, showing 
moments of vulnerability where the 
painstaking moments of composition are 

revealed:16-track recordings spliced 
together on a bedroom floor.  Maps’ wistful  
and bittersweet atmospherics, woozy  
with narcotics and bright morning light,  
have saturated my stereo and guide  
me through twisting city streets on the 
darkest of nights.
Emily Graham

Maxïmo Park
Our Earthly Pleasures (Warp)
“We used to talk about guys with missing 
spines!” sings Paul Smith on ‘Girls Who  
Play Guitar’. Did we? Plan B consensus is  
still out on whether Maxïmo are Futureheads 
copyists or Warp’s token indie band or lanky 
twats with terrible hair, but I’m writing  
this review and I rather like the fact a  
band can get away with rhyming the word 
“hypothetical” not just with “alphabetical”, 
but also “theoretical” and “dialectical” (‘A 
Fortnight’s Time’) without breaking a sweat. 
Add this to the fact that Lukas Wooler’s 
synthesiser shows up here with added farty 
bass power and we find ourselves with a 
band who are, determinedly, more Sparks 
than Wire (not essential, but it makes a nice 
change). Also, cream off the clever-cleverness 
and ‘Books For Boxes’ is a tremulous acoustic 
song reminiscent of Eighties REM that 
ruminates on a collapsing love affair with 
artful detail: “Rain explodes at the moment 
that the car door closed/ I feel the weight 
upon your kiss ambiguous”.
Louis Pattison

Megadeth
United Abominations (Roadrunner)
Dave Mustaine was last sighted ‘round these 
parts wearing a bad jumper and having a bit 
of a sniffle in Metallica’s phenomenal rock-u-
drama-dey Some Kind Of Monster, and as 
that film evidenced how impossibly far up 
their own anal cavity of doom that band had 
gone, the Mustaine footage indicated that 
Megadeth were surely in worse shape.

United Abominations, with its cheerily 
naff title, is what ’classic rock’ journalists  
will call a return to form. I won’t vouch  
that Megadeth were ever off form, but  
can happily report that the bad sweat pants 
from Some Kind Of Monster appear to have 
been sacrificed in some unholy gift to the 
metal gods. In return, said Gods have been 
kind and gifted Megadeth with a vicious 
beast of a record in tight pants. Ageless,  
po-faced and pummelling, with more songs 
about mushroom clouds. Metal manna.
The Corpo

MIA
Bittersüss (Sub Static)
Not to be confused with poverty  
tourist MCs, 50 Cent-dissing r’n’b divas, 
Nineties Eurocheese vocalists or any of the 
other MIAs, Mias and Mayas plying their 
trade in pop music, Michaela Grobelny  
is the big bosswoman of Berlin’s Sub Static 
label and, as her second album illustrates,  
an increasingly formidable force in the  
world of minimal techno. You get the 
impression that Grobelny went on a lot  
of late-night insomniac city walks while 
recording this: it’s restless, ceaselessly 
mobile, constantly changing direction,  
but as sharply focused on the beats and  
bass as the nocturnal perambulator is on  
the path directly ahead.

Bittersüss is an album which wears  
its innovation elegantly: cut-up vocals 
provide fragments of half-heard paranoia, 
while irresistible arpeggiated riffs and 
machinic grooves show the way forward  
is in the comfort of losing your mind  
on the dancefloor. Each listen reveals  
a new shade to the album, a subtly  
different variation – the sinister hum of 
‘Chateau Mandourelle’, the cavernous 
rhythms on ‘Datalover’ – resulting in 
techno’s finest statement of the year  
so far.
Alex Macpherson

Earth
Hibernaculum (Southern Lord)
Earth’s last album, 2005’s Hex, Or Printing In The Infernal 
Method, was sublime, world-weary Spaghetti Western 
dronerock that sounded like sunrise on tired eyes, its 
opiated languor so effortlessly hot’n’sticky that it prompted 

a Loose Lips interviewer to ask Dylan Carlson about his own personal sex 
music (Hawkwind, apparently). Hibernaculum breathes in the atmosphere of 
Hex and applies it to older tracks ‘Ouroboros Is Broken’, ‘Coda Maestro In F 
(Flat) Minor’ and ‘Miami Morning Coming Down’, teasing out the inherent 
physicality of all Earth’s music by stripping away the noise and distortion, 
leaving the tracks’ structures shining like burnished bones and winding up as 
hazily, wordlessly erotic as the previous album. 

Hex’s desert ambience – twanging guitars, slowed-pulse drums, vague, 
emotive keyboards and stern trombone – works wonders with Earth’s earlier 
material. Without the patina of noise and feedback, the trademark Carlson 
riff (always on that downward spiral) now takes on an attractive, stately 
fatalism, where once it seemed to represent mostly abjection and loss. 
Throughout, the tracks’ structural simplicity is to their advantage: combined 
with a luminous, detailed recording, they take on a deliberate and strangely 
moving aspect. New track ‘A Plague Of Angels’, previously only available as 
12-inch on the 2006 tour where Earth showcased their new, widescreen 
sound, slows the pace still further: it consists of just two meditative three-
note riffs, underpinned by barely-there drones and mellotron and redeemed 
by a sudden and brief scrap of major-chord country blues.

Within Drone, the accompanying DVD on which tour footage is cut with 
Carlson talking about his e-bow and so on, doesn’t add a great deal, except 
that it made me wish the album had a bit more of Steve Moore’s trombone 
on it on it. Hibernaculum, though, is one of the most satisfying recordings 
I’ve heard this year. It’s only 36 minutes long, but I’d recommend you just  
stick it on repeat and both of you take the day off work or something.
Frances Morgan
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check your ed 
Words: kicking_k 
Illustration: Simon Peplow

Various
Ed Rec Vol 2 (Ed Banger)
Paris 2007 is not about old school Montmartre DIY,  
but poised and very public Sadean couplings of turntables 
and laptops, not high fashion but street swagger, not 
communes but crews, and neither revolution nor 
resistance but terminal hedonism and hardcore fusion. 
The cinematic city of the auteurs trades frames with the 
grim pseudo-CCTV print of La Haine, until both are 
supplanted by phone movies struggling to contain the 
new wild beasts in huge strobe-lit rooms. In Paris 2007, 
people are more interested in breaching the brittle walls 
of the ego and sacrificing any remnants of consciousness 
to the night-long black mass than they are building 
ideological barricades in the streets. At least, if you buy 
this, the Second Gospel of Ed Banger.

It begins, conveniently enough, with a clumsy laptop 
voice namedropping the Ed Rec massive over even bigger 
beats recalling a humvee taking out an entire lunch 
queue of obese schoolkids at 60mph. Over the next 45 
minutes, we quest to the malfunctioning extremities of 
dance music – from SebastiAn’s constricted cross-cut 
glitch play to Mr Oizo, doing his ultimate brutalist thing. 
This shameless extremism and anti-purism is reason 
number one why the gang have blown up so entirely.

The fortunate assemblage of tributaries which mash 
to make the aesthetic is reason number two – MySpace 
portraits combining manes, beards, bubble-writing tees, 
glow-stick spectacles, tracksuits and chains demonstrate 
the inescapable influence of both rock and rap. If Justice 
spawned a breed of dance that appropriated rock 
dynamics via almost churchlike overwrought distortion, 
Mr Flash, DJ Mehdi and Feadz inflate hip hop loops into 
elephantine neon graffiti. All of which is echoed by label 
co-founder So Me’s house style, generating dayglo 
cartoons and record sleeves like open diaries full of street 
art as a cool riposte to white labels, faceless dance music. 

Reason number three is Justice, obviously. Their 
contribution here, ‘Phantom’, retains the callous 
disregard for house’s lumpen soul/funk flirtation, 

progressing instead via an array of dyspeptic beeps and 
intestinal growls. On a similarly instructive note, the other 
label CEO (and Daft Punk manager) Busy P’s ‘Rainbow 
Man’ is a vastly satisfying regurgitated bass snippet, 
slowed down to half-speed like some stoner epiphany, 
before being sped up again like nothing’s happened.  
The audacious simplicity of the manoeuvre is totally punk 
and – paired with the maverick arrogance to assume 
fashion will follow them – a pleasant respite from the 
stylistic uniforms prevalent in other nightlife hotspots.

The fourth and final reason can be found on their 
homepage. Where previous avant-gardisms agonised 
over manifestos, Ed Banger simply posted a video. 
Whether dressed up as M&Ms and heroically drunk, 
DJing naked, riding tiny motorcycles, dancing round 
daytime apartments, baring stomachs and blowing 
bubbles, the basic fact is that they’re out there having 
more fun than any other motherfucker in the game. 
Consider this yr RSVP: it’s never too late to self-destruct.

kicking_k talks to Pedro Winter, aka Busy P
Is there an Ed Banger philosophy or house style? 
“I had no business plan when I set up my label. I just put 
out the music I like and I try to push new kids. The whole 
Ed Banger energy is coming from the fact that we don’t 
take it too seriously. Fun and love are the secret.”
How has the French music scene responded to  
your success?
“France is always late. We travel the world, sell  
more records in US than France, get magazine covers 
everywhere, and France still thinks we are just another 
hype label. I was there in 1996 with Daft Punk, I’m here  
in 2007 with my Ed Banger crew. I want to be here in 
another 10 years.”
How about outside of France?
“The thing that makes me proudest is doing DJ shows in 
North America. We did a tour recently and all the shows 
were sold out two or three weeks before. When we’re on 
stage we really give a show, we’re not there just to push 
the play button.”

Neither revolution nor resistance but 
terminal hedonism and hardcore fusion

Napoleon IIIrd
In Debt To (Brainlove)
“One for Everett,” Reviews Ed sagely 
remarked. Why? Is it too irrelevant for the 
Plan B hive mind: complicated, layered with 
electronic wizardry and psychedelic flotsam 
for sure, but pop, not prog enough, a little 
too much Clangers and humming mischief, 
not enough pontificating over meta-metal 
chord sequences? Influenced by The  
Flaming Lips and glitch-core and DIY brass 
ensembles, but afflicted with agoraphobia, 
the knowledge that the day after always 
follows the night before and…even 
worse…hails from England? (Wakefield,  
to be precise.) “One for Everett.” Is that 
damning with faint praise, the knowledge 
that, for all of Napoleon’s wall of reels-to-
reel and playful imagination and way  
round a symphonic Sixties pop melody,  
he’ll never reach the heady cult status of  
Pentangle, say?

Bah! Reviews Ed is right. This music runs 
me Rory ragged raw.
Everett True

The National
Boxer (Beggars Banquet)
Matt Berninger has that voice – deep and 
unhurried, a little slurred, a little unclear – 
that you get an hour after you stop drinking 
and 10 minutes before you fall asleep. The 
voice that says private things neither of you 
will remember come morning. His lyrics are 
similarly blurred, full of loose connections 
and slightly odd images: “Walk away now/
And you’re gonna start a war”.

Around that voice and those words, 
there’s a sense of muted urgency on the 
faster tracks, of shivery stillness on the slower 
ones. Hints of orchestra, here and there, 
strings and horns sharing space with the 
plucked guitars and skip-racing drums. It 
smoulders, burns, sits on your shoulder and 
kisses your cheek, and it’s worth your time.
Ben Hoyle

Oppenheimer
Oppenheimer (Smalltown America)
I can’t help but view Oppenheimer as a  
band intent on reversing the cultural-trend 
balance of this planet, out to tell Japanese 
kids to stop wearing torn denim, and instead 
forcing us to appreciate how Eastern culture 
is increasingly influencing us. Oppenheimer 
reverberates in clinical, airtight, cartoon-
theme fanfares. Manga must be mystical for 
this Belfast-based duo. ‘Breakfast In New 
York’ is a lullaby for droids, while ‘Orchid’ 
and ‘This Is Not A Test’ hum therapeutically 
with electro-clicks. When bands sound like 
they’re living in the wrong continent, the 
strange becomes alluring. Oppenheimer 
propels this idea beautifully.
Jonathan Falcone

Other Men
Wake up Swimming (Robcore)
Rob Crow, man of a thousand bands, and 
records. You’ll most likely know him from  
his outings in Pinback and Goblin Cock, but  
for us older fans of spazz-tastic rock he’ll 
always be fondly remembered for Heavy 
Vegetable, who pretty successfully married 
Beefheart with your favourite pop turn  
in the early Nineties. Seemingly displeased 
that no band since has managed to make 
records as startlingly brilliant as they 
managed back then, Other Men sees  
Crow finally re-unite with his HV bandmates 
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pop cauldron 
Words: Robin Wilks 
Illustration: Overture

Gang Gang Dance
Retina Riddim (The Social Registry)
Skeletons And The Kings Of All Cities
Lucas (Ghostly International)
Is New York the centre of the universe? There 
certainly seems to be an infinite flow of ideas 
floating around this massive coastal cleft of  
a city, and there are men and women alive 
who know how to channel this charge to 
inspire similarly infinite-sounding art. 

Listening to Gang Gang Dance feels  
like fast-forwarding to a final phase of 
civilisation, when all ideas and cultures  
merge into one tight white molten star  
and are then spewed out in unimaginable 
new combinations and mutations. Techno, 
free jazz, noise, folk musics from around  
the globe and avant-electronics copulate  
to produce dazzling and ever-changing  
new constellations in this glorious mess.

For their last album, 2005’s sublime  
God’s Money, GGD managed to impose  
a coherent structure on this elemental  
flow, creating pieces that sounded no less 
appealing by being held back by conventions 
of form – it only added to the appeal, in  
fact. But the equally wonderful thing about  
Retina Riddim, a new DVD and CD package 
put together by band member Brian Degraw, 
is how all this goes out the window in one 
defiant Fuck You to these limitations. 

Subversion of the medium is key – on the 
DVD, sounds and visuals interact on a fluid, 
unpredictable plane; live footage (some  
of the most captivating improvisations  
I’ve heard) bleeds into sounds from field 
recordings; kaleidoscopic effects mess with 
real-life visuals; nothing is linear. “Before you 
can build, you have to destroy,” a line drawn  
from a band interview and presented here  
in deliciously chopped-up and mangled form, 
sums up Degraw’s approach to the project; 
GGD are wiping the slate clean, casting off  

all the bullshit that dilutes the creativity of 
bands, and redefining their position as artists 
in one grand statement.

The accompanying CD fulfils Gang Gang 
Dance’s own prophecy (in an interview last 
year) that they are mutating into a dance 
band; the rhythms are as jerky and all-over-
the-place as ever, but somewhere in this hectic 
collage is a universal pulse that brings out that 
irresistible urge to lose yourself in dancing. 

That primal rhythm is there, too, in Lucas, 
the second album by fellow New Yorkers 

Skeletons And The Kings Of All Cities.  
It’s another record that makes you want  
to move despite the complexity of its beats 
and the crowded flow of sounds. But unlike 
Gang Gang Dance, these are ’proper’ songs, 
which could even be described as ’poppy’  
– but this itself is a miracle given the billions  
of things that are going on at the same  
time on this very singular record. Opening 
track ’What They Said’ alone contains  
folk melodies, free-jazz squall, highlife  
guitar, great loud boom-bap drums,  
squibbly electronics, and a lot more besides. 
And yet it all sounds strangely coherent  
and focused.

Lucas is an incredible feat of production,  
at times recalling the feel of a minimal techno 
record (no mean feat for such crowded music), 
and at others like a great cavern of sound, 
with a pulse in the centre and all the other 
elements spiralling out from it. On ’Fake  
Tits’, dubby electronics, turntable scratching,  
a huge chorus of percussion and woozy slide 
guitar meet in what could be the bottom of  
a mineshaft.

The lyrics on Lucas supposedly tell some 
very involved story about a beauty-obsessed 
king and a hairy child. But as fascinating and 
confusing as that sounds, it’s just one more 
part of the overall cacophony, and doesn’t 
detract from the overwhelming impulse to  
let yourself loose in the fathomless stream  
of sounds and ideas emanating from this  
wild cultural melting pot on the other side  
of the world. 

Like fast-forwarding  
to a final phase of 
civilisation, when all 
ideas and cultures 
merge into one tight 
white molten star

to sort things out, and it’s only deadly. Never 
afraid of a fancy time signature in the past, 
playing catch up with the music as it squirms 
about is like chasing cobwebs through a 
snowstorm. It pulses with beauty and smarts. 
They’ll say it’s proggy for sure, but it’s never 
indulgent, just indecently fine.
The Corpo

Papercuts
Can’t Go Back (Gnomonsong)
Jason Quever, the guy behind Papercuts,  
has been recording his enjoyable take on 
understated synth/pop/rock for a while,  
so it’s nice to see him get some broader 
attention for his work. Deservedly so with 
Can’t Go Back, which calls to mind the 

headier days of acts like Orange Cake Mix  
as well as the occasional hint of anthemic 
drive that goes down well with folks who 
think The Hold Steady invented music.  
Songs like ‘Dear Employee’ and ‘Found  
Bird’ are two highlights among many, with 
Quever’s high, slightly breathy voice hinting 
at Anglophilia without beating the point into 

the ground. Winsome touches like  
the keyboard-as-flute on ‘Unavailable’  
and the beautiful lead piano of ‘Outside 
Looking In’ catch the ear, while the gentle 
barrelhouse rollick of ‘Take The 227th Exit’  
is both unexpected and, as it turns out, 
perfectly suited to the album.
Ned Raggett
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The DT’s
Filthy Habits (Get Hip)
Here are some names for you. Make of them 
as you will. It’s your stereo, your time. Tina 
Turner. Janis Joplin. That woman with the 
fiery hairdo from LA’s Bellrays a few years 
back. MC5, loud and bustin’ loose and tryin’ 
to tackle the establishment with a handful  
of well-meaning manifestos and a loud amp. 
The Stooges (of course). Someone mean  
and sorted and belligerent and childish  
and Australian – Bon Scott, say. Mudhoney, 
minus the incredibly large nose. Blue Cheer, 
which is the same kinda thing as the previous 
sentence, only a decade earlier and without 
the mischief. Raw Power, ‘Season Of The 
Witch’, some of those bruised feral late 
Nineties Detroit sorts. Joplin, again. The 
Mono Men. The Mummies. Dead Moon, 
particularly barnstorming epic ‘Fire In The 
Western World’. 

Shove them all together in a studio with 
Seattle’s garage warlord Jack Endino and  
a belligerent Bellingham, WA hard rock outfit 
called The DT’s and…stand well clear! This 
album kicks ass, but hard.
Siobhan Marshall

Parts And Labor 
Mapmaker (Jagjaguwar)
People never ask: “Kick, what were yr 
favourite records of 2006?” forcing me to 
shrug slowly, and say, “I don’t know. Lists are 
stupid. I hate music.” However, I can reveal 
that Parts And Labor’s Stay Afraid was 
number three in the list (of three) I managed 
to make before losing interest in the project. 
Here’s their next album! I don’t like it as 

much! Why? Well, where previously the 
fusion of facets made for gemlike intensity, 
now the looser arrangements strain for focus, 
and an increased emphasis on vocals (and 
thereby lyrics) risks pushing their politics – 
previously infusing their work with symbols 
and mood – that bit closer to obviousness. 
Oh sure, there are moments when they 
combine like rad acids and fizz in six different 
colours, enough textures and invention to 
shame a hive of lesser musicians but…I like 
to think this is a tactical move I just don’t get 
yet. I’ll keep listening and let you know.
kicking_k

Pharaoh Overlord
Live In Suomi Finland (Vivo)
Stretching to five long unnamed tracks, 
Pharaoh Overlord’s live collaboration with 
Hans-Joachim Irmler of Faust is squarely in 
the locked-groove style of their alter-ego 
Circle. Their take on stoner rock is less  
one of Black Sabbath worship, more of 
extended riffs taken to extremes, overwritten 
by Irmler’s droning, occasionally snarling 
organ work – and sometimes that sounds  
so reedy it’s forgivable to assume that there’s 
a deeply-placed saxophone honking away  
in the increasingly dense mix. 

There is a neat variation of mood across 
the session, with a couple of milder melodic 
sections intervening to provide soothing rest 
breaks. Other tracks are not for the faint of 
patience, with time soon pummelled into 
submission by single-minded drumming and 
the thick fug of distortion made increasingly 
intense, like doom metal sped up.
Richard Fontenoy

The PoPo
The PoPo (Buddyhead)
Edwardian painter Louis Wain loved cats but 
obviously they were incapable of giving him 
love back. It is entirely probable, however, 
that they did infect him with toxoplasmosis, 
which gradually pushed him into the arms  
of schizophrenia, so the pictures of his pets 
became more defracted through the prism of 
chaotic thought. A particularly bracing Wain 
adorns this cover and the Philadelphia four-
piece have chosen well, given that they 
sound quite tapped themselves. They’ve 
broken into Martin Rev’s house with wild-
eyed mania and stolen not his best keyboard 
but his oldest. On ‘Apples & Rings’ it is  
joined by the kind of screeching theremin 
that would be used to signify psychopathy  
in movies of the Fifties and there’s even more 
funny, skronky, slightly brilliant electro punk 
funk bedlam on ‘London Falling’. Madness, 
madness, we call it madness. 
John Doran

Patrick Pulsinger
Dogmatic Sequences: The Series 1994-
2006 (Disko B)
Recollections of music press scribblings on 
Austrian techno lord Patrick Pulsinger in the 
mid-Nineties dredge up a blurry sense of 
sleaze. The guy had a label called Cheap,  
a project called Sluts’n’Strings’n’909s and  
a debut album entitled Porno. But, as with  
a lot of decade-or-older techno, the message 
behind the medium isn’t always obvious 
across these tracks (the CD debut of three 
12-inch EPs, released in 1994, 1994 again 
and 2006); you’re often unlikely to parse 
much more than a yen for hard dancefloor 
precision from Pulsinger’s constructions.  
Not that ‘Rouleur’ and ‘Agom Drag’ don’t 
comprehensively smash it. ‘Numb Thrust’ is 
more greasily evocative of all that smut-talk, 
interlocking raw drum loops, robotic animal 
purrs and sounding like blood vessels fit to 
burst. Never especially ahead of the game  
or prone to sounding dated, thanks to  
a perpetual commitment to shifting genres 
with every move, the ‘Dogmatic’ of the title 
can only be attributed to self-deprecation.
Noel Gardner

Rand And Holland
Caravans (Spunk/Inertia)
On a four-year quest for a certain exquisite 
sound, these calm, Sydney romantics seem 
content having crafted a sonic sister to Yo La 
Tengo’s whispery love-in ‘And Then Nothing 
Turned Itself Inside Out’. Caravans is nine, 
gentle storms in a collection of neat tea cups. 

Muted trumpets, a feathery chug, unadorned 
basslines that buzz with naked grace, strums 
and drums careful not to disturb too greatly, 
a Strokesy guitar zigzag that certainly 
sweetens the proposition of ‘Let’s Get 
Together’. The few slow, yet picturesque 
ballads at journey’s end fail to block 
Caravans’s ever-so-delicate momentum. 
Rand And Holland’s second album is music 
for swish, dinner party denizens on roof 
garden ciggie breaks. Someone let the others 
know the barbequed kangaroo is ready. 
Seriously don’t knock it, it’s lean and tasty. 
Like Rand And Holland. 
Shane Moritz

Rio En Medio
Bride Of Dynamite (Gnomonsong)
Gnomonsong is of course the boutique 
record imprint of Devendra Banhart and 
Vetiver’s Andy Cabic, and Bride of Dynamite 
is exactly what it says on the label. Diffuse 
scraps of song by Danielle Stech Homsy, 
ukelele and glockenspiel at the ready, lyrics 
borrowed from dead poets and wistful 
dreams. Naturally her voice is often off-key; 
naturally there are cameos by Cabic and 
CocoRosie’s Sierra Casady; naturally it’s all 
quite pretty, with muffled handclaps and 
soft-voiced harmonies. But it also seems to 
encapsulate all that’s wrong with releasing 
music by friends-of-friends, by paying more 
attention to ’sounds like’ than ’sounds’. 
Because these songs are mediocre, they’re 
directionless and so-so, the same stuff as the 
thousand unsigned MySpace kids who don’t 
get to party at Devendra’s Manhattan loft.
Sean Michaels

The Scientists
Scientists Live (ATP)
As teenage discoveries go, stumbling  
upon a knackered old copy of The Scientists’ 
Blood Red River was one of the ones 
destined to have a lasting impact. To virgin 
ears, it sounded like The Gun Club filtered 
through mud, yet electrifying: heaven sent  
on a lightning bolt. It sounded a world apart 
from a suburban upbringing.

Recorded in 2006 on a Mudhoney 
support tour, and side-stepping the deep-
seated fear of reformation-disappointment, 
this live set is electrifying. Tony Thewlis’ 
guitar sounds, gratifyingly, like the strings 
haven’t been tightened since he first picked  
it up. When they sing of Swampland, you can 
hear it, audibly, choking the electricity that’s 
trying to worm down the wires. Kim Salmon’s 
voice has neither aged nor waned; it’s equal 
parts menace and wry humour. He howls, 

under my stylus: andrew weatherall

Various
Scream Loud! The Fenton Story  
(Way Back)
“For the last week I have 
inadvertently been in West 
Michigan. I travelled there via 
the music of Del Shannon with 

his 1968 album Home And Away and Tommy James And The 
Shondelles with their Cellophane Symphony record. However the best 
tour guides turned out to be Fenton Records, or more specifically their 
three-vinyl compilation entitled Scream Loud! The Fenton Story. Sixty-
one prime slabs of mid-Sixties Michigan teen punk, it’s a collection  
of raw rock’n’ roll on a par with anything from the other side of the 
state (that being Detroit). If I were a crass reductionist reviewer for  
a wanky download mag I’d nominate ‘12 O’Clock July’ by The Mussies, 
a life-affirming, fuzz-based racket. However, you know better than  
to download. Buy the vinyl: it comes in a lovely box with pictures and  
a potted history. So much more than a mere file.”
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growls, lets out a hiccup laugh and yelps. 
There’s a fire in his lungs and thank god he 
never thought to put it out. If the Tardis can’t 
take me back to 1983, can we please just go 
back to last year?
Hayley Avron

The Sea And Cake
Everybody (Thrill Jockey)
Everyone’s second favourite Chicagoan post-
rock supergroup returns after a break of four 
years with an album that sees them moving 
away from their earlier jazz-inflected sound 
and closer to the bubble-wrapped heart of 
pop. There’s something oddly touching about 
a bunch of guys pushing early middle-age 
turning out these sunshiney two- or three-
minute guitar-pop ditties with such apparent 
conviction. For the most part, these are 
simple ideas, stated simply, seeming to float 
by with an agreeably insubstantial air, like  
a summer’s afternoon spent half-drunk by  
a riverbank – mostly thanks to Sam Prekop’s 
dreamy, mummy’s-boy vocals. Things get  
a little heavier towards the end of the album 
– ‘Left On’ is a dark, rumbling riff; and ‘Exact 
To Me’ even brings a little Afrobeat to the 
party – but if it’s slickly produced, faux-naïf 
indie-pop you’re after, this is the one for you.
Daniel Spicer

Elliott Smith
New Moon (Domino)
Since his death in 2003, the floodgates  
to Elliott Smith’s vaults have remained 
respectfully closed. So if From A Basement 
On The Hill equalled touching posthumous 
hurrah, New Moon provides tear-jerking 
memorial re-reminding what was lost.

When set against his sextet of studio 
albums, digging through this goldmine of 
fractious and disorganised curios gives a 
deeper personal insight into Smith’s troubles 
and tribulations. One constant remains: an 
unmatchable ability to communicate as if 
your ears are listening alone in the world.

The potency peaks, perhaps inevitably, 
with whispers to obstacles ahead. ‘Riot 
Coming’ requires scant explanation; the 
haunting ‘High Times’ bleakly declares “I’m 
so sick and tired trying to change your mind/
When it’s so easy to disconnect mine”. 
Ultimately, as a beautiful book-end to one of 
contemporary America’s greatest musical 
talents, New Moon brutally brings home that 
no new album will follow. It’s a crying shame.
Adam Anonymous

Soulsavers
It’s Not How Far You Fall It’s the Way 
You Land (V2)
Been thinking about God a lot recently and 
redemption and the lack thereof. Soulsavers 
have been trying to argue the point with me 
for the last few weeks. Their follow up to 
2003’s Tough Guys Don’t Dance meshes 
country and gospel meshed with post-club 
atmospheric beats, with Mark Lanegan 
providing the majority of vocals. It’s eclectic 
and coherent. You can’t see the seams.  
It’s well furnished. Which is a great quality 
~for a living room, but not so much for  
a record. I don’t feel any redemption or 
damnation. I just feel quality; the sort of 
album which feels self-satisfied in its good 
taste. It’s ‘soulful’ in a way that makes me 
hear the quotation marks. It’ll probably  
win awards. I can’t imagine ever wanting  
to hear it again.
Kieron Gillen

Axolotl
Memory Theater 
(Important)
Axolotl sacks psyches 
and flays minds. Unlike 
many of his noise 

brethren Karl Bauer threads his densely 
constructed compositions with melodic 
strands that wrap the listener in cotton 
candy while they hurtle through the 
confines of time and space. Bliss. (SG) 

The Bird And 
The Bee
The Bird And The 
Bee (Blue Note)
Piano man seeks jazz 
chick for lounge 

project. We could be magic: Tropicalia for 
people who’ve never heard any, couple 
music for couples who don’t do sex, a  
UK tour with Lily Allen, and a record that 
sounds like Dubstar and looks like IKEA’s 
spring range. No time-wasters please. I’m  
a professional. (FM)

Call Me 
Lightning
Soft Skeletons 
(French Kiss 
Records)
This Milwaukee trio 

flail around restlessly trying to capture an 
indie rock record, songs of love and alcohol 
stifling against catchy guitar riffs and 
grunge drums. It’s let down by Nathan 
Lilley’s grating vocal, seemingly incapable 
of catching the simplest melody. (TG)

Ectogram
Fluff On A Faraway 
Hill (Klangbad)
Welsh Kraut-psychers 
stage something of  
a departure from their 

recent extended fuzz workouts, swelling 
into the interstellar realms of muscular, 
multi-layered psychedelic rock and avant-
dreampop. The eight songs flicker with 
lysergic effects and Ann Matthews’ stream 
of consciousness lyrics. (RF)

Figurines
Skeleton  
(Strange Feeling)
As far as stripped  
back guitar-pop  
goes, this Danish  

indie quartet do it damn near perfect. 
Simple, tight and melodic in a minor-key 
way, this is a lesson in awesomeness  
from an unlikely source; which in my 
experience, is the very best lesson one  
can learn. (TH)

Grails
Burning Off 
Impurities 
(Temporary 
Residence)
Previously inconsistent 

Portland psych-rockers get with the opium 
den and achieve unprecedented heavy 
sleaze: ‘Silk Road’ is desert/temple prog, 
chiming’n’clanking like Popol Vuh, then 
busting out a belly-dance motorik that’s 
just dirty. Grails have upped the sensual, 
emphasised the modal and toned down the 
post-rock; if this record doesn’t get them 
laid, nothing will. (FM)

Charlotte 
Hatherley
The Deep Blue  
(Little Sister)
This album is so unlike 
you’d expect it to sound 

– all dreamy soundscapes, splooshy synth 
noises and helium vocal hooks – that it’s 
momentarily all rather stunning. Then the 
phrase ‘poor man’s Kate Bush’ comes to 
mind and things go a bit downhill. (AL)

Essie Jain
We Made This 
Ourselves  
(Ba Da Bing!)
Essie Jain’s take on 
moody country-tinged 

psych/folk is a great one; her lovely voice 
has a calm twang in it, while the slow, often 
piano-led arrangements are down to her 
singing and an instrument or two, 
minimalism that makes a big impact. (NR)

Lau
Lightweights And 
Gentlemen (Reveal)
Folk (guitar, accordion, 
fiddle) as opposed to 
new/freak/whatever 

folk (guitar, beard, Wicker Man soundtrack). 
As trad as you like but starkly gorgeous in 
parts, warming and wonky in others; like an 
epic lock-in somewhere suitably remote, 
peat-smelling and rain-lashed. (JP)

Loney Dear
Loney, Noir (Regal)
Loney, Noir is old 
woollen jumper music, 
thick, warm, fuzzy and 
worn. Hand-hewn and 

passed down, it’s for comfort not style, a 
real treasure – even if there’s a whiff of 
seventies MOR that won’t wash out. (RC)

Blake Miller
Together With Cats 
(Exit Stencil)
I’m all for some 
homemade creativity,  
in fact I love it. But this 

creator (only 19) should get out more, or 
buy more records, because although he’s 
evidently pretty freakin’ talented, he ends 
up sounding so much like Devendra 
Banhart it’s scary. (TH)

Aleksi Perala
Project V (Rephlex)
Rephlex went quiet for 
a while, but there’s 
signs of new activity in 
Braindance’s cerebral 

cortex. Here, Perala – intelligence behind 
former ‘Phlex pseudonyms Ovuca and 
Astrobotnia – makes ticking, layered click-
dance with a strong, psychedelic ambient 
undercurrent: bright, lucid dreaming for 
paraplegic ravers everywhere. (LP)

The Rakes
Ten New Messages 
(V2)
Same nervous energy, 
jittering guitars, 
stammering vocals…

But on The Rakes’ second album, reality 
comes with larger implications than  
a hangover. ‘Suspicious Eyes’ is about 

prejudice after the London Bombings,  
while ‘Down With Moonlight’ is a tale of 
inner city crime.  (LM)

Lush Rimbaud
Action From The 
Basement  
(From Scratch/
Sweet Teddy/
Bloodysound)

Galloping past Trans Am and Oneida, Lush 
Rimbaud buzz up a billowing duststorm of 
staccato punkified electro in full-throttle 
collision with math rock precision. Angular, 
shouty and fun lurching music which 
suggests crowd surfing as a suitable 
response. (RF)

Alexander 
Robotnik
My La(te)st Album 
(Hot Elephant)
Quite right that 1983 
Italo gem ‘Problems 

D’Amour’ has oft had the ‘seminal’ nod 
from techno deities such as Carl Craig and 
current electro bods like I-f. Great shame 
that this comeback concoction is doused  
in vile synth stylings and a late Eighties, 
bargain-bin acid house garnish. (JP)

Michael J 
Sheehy
Ghost On The 
Motorway  
(Red Eye)
“Life without trouble 

really ain’t no life at all,” gasps Michael J 
Sheehy on ‘Bloody Nose’. The ex-Dream 
City Film Club frontman and misery have 
long been familiar bedfellows. Little 
changes here, though gospel-toned  
uplift suggests hope for the future. (AA)

Tangerine 
Dream
Madcap’s Flaming 
Duty (Voiceprint)
If the antifreeze-green 
jewel case and X Files 

typography don’t put you off, consider some 
German dude mumbling the words of 
William Blake to toilet flush relaxation 
synth whooshes. In a whine that would 
embarrass late-Nineties Pete Murphy. There 
are digeridoos. You have been warned. (EB)

Urban Tribe
Acceptable Side 
Effects (Rephlex)
One of the mystery-
meat Drexciya techno 
clan, notable for 

adopting a Thomas Pynchon/Andy McNab 
approach to publicity, Detroit electro 
jammers might know Sherard ‘Urban Tribe’ 
Ingram as DJ Stingray. The third UT album, 
moves from beehive-busy electrofunk to 
pitched-down-to-the-underground soulful 
synth pulsing, and is both very Drexciyan 
and very worthy. (NG)

Brief notes by: Adam Anonymous,  
Emily Bick, Rachel Cawley, Richard 
Fontenoy, Noel Gardner, Spencer 
Grady, Thilini Gunaratna, Tom 
Howard, Andrzej Lukowski, Liam 
McCreesh, Frances Morgan, James 
Papademetrie, Louis Pattison,  
Ned Raggett
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Thee More Shallows
Book Of Bad Breaks (Anticon)
Being the painstaking product of San 
Francisco’s slowcore sound samplers and 
Anticon’s continued drift from undie to indie. 
It’s all tender underbellies and fuzzed wool, 
treated vocals and aluminium synthtones, 
words about financial abuse and night 
schools, caged birds and white masks, small 
self-contained epics raging (potentially) like 
a pocket full of matches. Careful production 
neatly matches dissonance and melody, 
sometimes seeming so easily pretty it could 
be mistaken for MOR if it wasn’t for the 
insane detail of the dreamy textures. 
Zooming in reveals what sounds familiar is 
actually made from found sounds and magic 
fractals, deeply permeable elements which 
combine and recombine like slow-cooking. 
It’s a delicately painted comic book about  
a guy who lives alone. It’s a TV that’s never 
switched off but neither ever watched.  
The way neurotics locate their sense of 
individuality precisely in their failings, a kind 
of pride, the assertion this is a choice, not  
a weakness, not a sickness.
kicking_k

Tiger Force
A Wasp In A Jar (Marquis Cha Cha)
This album has eight songs and lasts 18 
minutes, a mere 182.7 MB. It represents, 
therefore, poor value for money. If you are 
currently nodding yr head, take yr head  
and impale it on something sharp (because, 
you see, you are missing the point). In fact, 
avowedly noisy DIY pop proclamations  
like these are all about compression and 
simultaneity – two neurotic mortals and  
a bunch of frankly affordable-sounding 
machines having an underground tea party. 
On tea. And so, guitars do judo throws, Helen 
Tiger and Andy Force (too cute) swap gobfuls 
of exploding candy (at arms’ length) and  
the mini-musical genre-safaris that pass  
for songs terminate at the exact moment 
beyond which they risk settling down. It’s for 
two minutes at a time, not for growing old  
to. Fill yr now with rowr.
kicking_k

Travis
The Boy With No Name (Independiente)
Travis were never entirely cut out for the sort 
of mainstream adulation that greeted them 
in the desolate aftermath of Britpop, where 
public and media alike hunted through  
the beige ranks of indie navel-gazers like 

disheveled revelers with the urge for one 
final snort. If the UK demanded anthems,  
the Scots never rose to the bar: 2000’s The 
Man Who sounded too guilty to thump a tub, 
too fucking shy to address Britain beyond 
whispering in their ear. 

At the time, it made them a sort of 
lightning rod for the haters, posterboys for 
the conservative consensus. Now, with every 
shitty internet critic queuing up to fantasise 
about kicking Keane’s face off (go on, your 
ill-written consensus is so brave) Travis are 
free to retire to their expensive rehearsal 
room to hang out with Ben Stiller and Brian 
Eno (fact) and turn out romping wedding 
reception Motown numbers (‘Selfish Jean’), 
or namecheck “Jean-Michel Basquiat/
Francois Truffaut” on gentle, banjo-plucking 
Big Apple hymn ‘New Amsterdam’. 
Remember, Adem does this too, but he 
doesn’t own his own swimming pool. 
Al Shuttleworth

The Twilight Sad
Fourteen Autumns And Fifteen 
Winters (Fatcat)
As a wee nipper the only music I heard sang 
with a Scottish accent was at School on 
Burns’ Night by peripatetic music teachers 
who normally had English accents. “Get tae 
fuck, you wouldnae be daein this if it were 
Ramadan, ye radge cunts,” I would have 
thought, if I were Scottish myself. This is why 
The Proclaimers were a truly radical band; 
rescuing their own brogue back from finger-
in-ear prannies, normalising their own voice. 
So, the thing that hits you first about James 
Graham’s voice is not his fairly heavily 
inflected Glaswegian twang but just the 
sheer power of it; melancholy, beautiful and 
strong competing with a near overwhelming, 
organic tumble of shoe-gaze combining 
ancient Scottish folk music, frost brittle  
and cymbal heavy drumming and ice-melt 
streams of overdriven guitar. 

A dark achievement. 
John Doran

Two Lone Swordsmen
Wrong Meeting (Rotters Golf Club)
Techno producer Andrew Weatherall’s ever-
growing affection for rockabilly has been 
well documented. Combined with his own 
fierce electronics, this brooding sound can 
produce great results, as on his recent remix 
of Repeat Repeat’s ‘Home Stop Welcome’ –  
a hypnotic blend of dubby grooves and 
snarling feedback. But on the latest effort 

from his long-standing collaboration with 
Keith Tenniswood, he’s opted to play it  
more or less straight, with the odd electronic 
element added more as embellishment  
than reinforcement. The problem with this 
approach is that, unless you have rockabilly 
chops to die for, you’ll end up sounding like  
a bad pub band. Weatherall’s weak indie 
vocals and underworld-cliché lyrics do little 
to excite, and only on the title track – where 
eerie doo-wop harmonies and properly  
evil, intrusive buzzsaw guitars shake up  
the formula – does the music come alive as  
it should.
Robin Wilks

Various
Dubstep Allstars Vol. 5: Mixed By 
DJ N-Type (Ammunition/Tempa)
To the casual observer, dubstep is every bit  
as foreboding and unassailable as the clichés 
suggest, grim obsidian blocks of sound that 
suggest evolution here happens in glacial 
timeframes. Close up, though, this is a sound 
permanently shaping itself from the inside: 
two-step swing mutates into weighty 
halfstep trudge moulds into bleached, 
hauntological soundskeleton in the time  
it takes to mint a new dubplate. Tempa’s 
Dubstep Allstars series is perhaps the  
most reliable way of tracing the shifting 
topography. Here, FWD resident N-Type 
proves the sound works ‘up’, shuffling 
through Benga, Coki and Pinch plates for  
the ravier big hitters. Most surprising, mind, 
is dubstep’s new fondness for bootleg-style 
crate digging: the Benga refix of Magnetic 
Man’s ‘Soulz’ drops the vocal hook from 
Freeland’s ‘We Want Your Soul’, while Coki’s 
‘Ruff Lovin’ makes off with a hefty chunk  
of Minnie Ripperton’s ‘Lovin’ You’. Think 
dubstep’s bleak? That’s so last week, mate. 
Louis Pattison

Various
Hyphy Hitz (TVT)
In the past year or so, hyphy – the hip hop 
sub-genre native to the San Francisco area  
– has been making steady inroads to the 
mainstream. It’s in much the same position 
that crunk was in at the start of this decade, 
and the the similarities are worth noting: 
both are aggressively amoral, street-led, 
raucous party music, devoid of any message 
beyond a basic impetus towards hedonism 
and designed exclusively for you to GET 
YOUR PARTY ON to. Hyphy’s beats are jittery 
and its MCing nimble where crunk sounded 
like rappers shouting at strippers over a 
sparse grind, but the general idea – sex, 
drugs, violence – is the same, and all the 
better for it. Immensely satisfying rhymes 
(check the meter on Dem Hoodstarz’ ‘Getz  
Ya Grown Man On’), exhortations to “growl 
like a bear”, and not one moment where  
the energy lets up: acquire this immediately. 
Note, too, that crunk is basically the default 
commercial r’n’b/hip hop template now: you 
may as well get used to hyphy now, because 
it’s heading in the same direction.
Alex Macpherson

Various
Optimo: Walkabout 
(Mule Music/Kompakt)
The greatest skill of Optimo – aka Glasgow-
based DJs JD Twitch and JG Wilkes – is their 
ability to recontextualise music to fit their 
singular party vision: you’ll be out there on 
the floor, lost in a fog of pulsing techno, only 

for your senses to suddenly whiplash  
before the fact what’s actually blasting out 
the speakers is the rampaging Krautrock 
advance of Neu!’s ‘Hallogallo’. With the 
post-punk archives comprehensively  
strip-mined, Walkabout turns its gaze to 
Eighties industrial, the desolate boom of 
Scandinavian techno, and curiously, the likes 
of Boris and Black Dice, who supply valleys 
between the dancefloor peaks, gulfs of 
opiated sludge and alien synth hiccups.
Louis Pattison

Alan Vega
Station (Blast First/Mute)
Alan Vega’s cosmic beggar routine works 
less well now Lower Manhattan more 
resembles a CBGBs heritage zone than the 
rubble-strewn no-mans land of the late 
Seventies, but his hoarse, Dead Elvis shudder 
still speaks to the crazy-eyed vagrant in all  
of us. Our reliable antihero roams the cracked 
sidewalks of Station like a Vietnam-era 
astronaut whose return capsule plummeted 
back to earth and straight down a smoking 
manhole. Seems Frankie Teardrop didn’t die 
– he just joined up: “I’m a dead marine,” 
Vega wheezes, choked with phlegm through 
the machine-like clanks of ‘Crime Street 
Cree’. “Ah’m too young to die!” 

Station was bred on a diet of napalm and 
asbestos; it stinks of fear and stale sweat. It 
roams never-never New York with a grudge 
against the world with a warm phaser 
stuffed in its disintegrating Levi’s. 
Louis Pattison

Yucatan
Yucatan (My Kung Fu)
If ever you’ve thought Sigur Rós would be 
that bit more perfect if they only sang in 
Welsh, you’ll be wanting to listen to these 
‘ere Yucatan. Covering new ground it ain’t 
but it’d provide the perfect soundtrack to  
a walk over jagged mountaintops, or a war. 
Dreamy, floaty, destructive post-rock it is,  
and a further reminder of how amazing the 
Welsh language sounds in song. Any past 
experience of this genre and you’ll know 
what to expect. Use the same knowledge  
to appreciate a job done well and you’ll  
get much from this. ‘Y Gwacter’ begins it, 
‘Cwsg’ ends it, and the bits in between are  
so obscenely blissful they transport you 
somewhere you forgot you could go.
Tom Howard

Zodiacs
Gone (Holy Mountain)
The most recent supergroup-as-such in the 
psych/drone/freak scene – this trio features, 
via pseudonyms, folks like the Hush Arbors’ 
Keith Wood and Wooden Wand aka James 
Toth – Zodiacs rides the white line of power 
trio space rock freak out noisemongery. That 
said, a lot of bad bands have tried the same 
approach, so it’s nice to hear a group do it 
right. Consisting of four instrumentals with 
names like ‘Born Free’ (not a cover, but 
imagine if) and ‘Road Star Blues’, Gone’ is 
just begging to soundtrack some movie 
where Quentin Tarantino finally remakes 
Russ Meyer out near Zabriskie Point. Solos 
feel like they’re being beamed in through a 
haze of Benzedrine and peyote while the 
opening feedback howl of ‘Get Off/Come 
Together’ feels like a metal wall crushing all 
in its path. The drums are comparatively 
muffled but really, who’s complaining?
Abi Bliss

Religious Knives
Remains (No Fun)
Gathering together previous, hard-to-find releases, 
Remains comprises an hour of atmospheric, tectonic drone 
from this NYC trio incorporating personnel from Mouthus 
and Double Leopards. Starting with a meditative piece that 

anchors the prevailing hum with a breathless vocal and unsteady, tabla-like 
percussion, it’s clear that the group’s music is built on foundations that shift 
constantly, even as they remain centred around a single tone. Religious 
Knives’ dynamic range is impressive: ‘Electricity And Air’ and ‘Wax And Flesh’ 
are muddy, primal psych-outs, while ‘Blackbird’ is an ethereal snapshot  
of early morning, beautifully voiced by Maya Miller. ‘The Train’ is similarly 
charmed and eerie, a detailed fantasy that strobes between sounds like  
a lucid dreamer between states. Like the best of Double Leopards’ material, 
rather than use drone as anchor or pillow, Remains treats it as something 
fluid, exciting and intangible, allowing it to slither where it will. There’s also 
an innate, almost incidental sense of melody at work throughout, worn 
lightly enough not to upset more doctrinaire noise fans but not so lightly  
that they couldn’t learn a thing or two from it.
Frances Morgan
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The Pop Group
Y (Rhino)
This record is a marvel.

It’s a marvel it even exists, for one. 
The timing was all wrong. Punk may have 
attempted to open the floodgates to the 
imagination by stripping away the detritus 
of the past, and pointing out that sometimes 
too much musical knowledge can be a barrier 
to expression, but in 1978 the emphasis was 
still very much on simplifying, not broadening 
the musical palette. And it certainly wasn’t 
about acknowledging the freaks and non-rock 
mavericks of previous eras: Miles Davis, Faust, 
avant-garde theory, Lee ‘Scratch’ Perry, the 
funny-smart hectoring polemic of the beatnik 
poets. Yet The Pop Group – five wilful sorts 
from Bristol, three of whom had never picked 
up an instrument before punk – were shoved 
on the front of the NME before they even 
released a single; talking through the night 
about chaos theory, record collections and 
revolutionaries to a captive audience.

The timing was all right, though. As 
John Mulvey points in this reissue’s sleeve 
notes, if a group of such at-odds musicians, 
free-falling through dub space and jazz 
experimentalism, appeared today, they’d have 
quickly been subsumed into remix culture, or 
posted “infinite versions of their songs on the 
internet”. He talks like this would have been 
a good thing – that it’s a shame this album 
sometimes feels so random, so ‘work-in-
progress’. Far from it, I feel. Restricted by 
time and format and context, The Pop Group 

were forced to come up with a single body of 
work, however incomplete; its imperfections 
and anomalies are part of its enduring appeal, 
its otherness, the reason why nearly 30 years 
on, released into a world where the mash-up 
and genre-crossing is the norm, its dissonant 
funk and rage still sounds so startling. 

Often, The Pop Group’s debut album Y – 
released May 1979 – sounds like an ongoing 
five-way argument played out over incendiary 
splashes of piano, jagged guitar and Mark 
Stewart’s bellowing voice. ‘Thief Of Fire’ lapses 

into silence, confused by the schizophrenia, 
buffeted by random sax and guitar, bursts 
of tribal drumming and Stewart’s booming 
presence; ‘Snowgirl’ runs itself ragged in 
circular spirals of anguish; ‘We Are Time’ begins 
as spaced-out dub but rapidly changes shape 
and continues mutating over a six minutes 
and 30 seconds of barely structured mayhem.

First, however, comes that single, ‘She Is 
Beyond Good And Evil’, three minutes of total 
adrenalin; Stewart’s voice dropping in and out 
of a rhythm section as tight as anything this 
side of James Chance, feedback piling upon 

feedback until the speakers threatened to 
topple, Gareth Sager’s guitar an abrasive 
assault, producer Dennis Bovell (The Slits, 
Linton Kwesi Johnson) almost mystically 
working with the silences between notes 
until they became another texture, as vital 
and searing as the most distorted amp. 

When it first appeared in March ’79, it 
seemed like you could do anything with music, 
as long as you had the imagination…and 
I mean anything. It was overwhelming.

Confused by the ongoing dialogue, 
increasingly wary of the machinations of 
working with a major label – Y was released 
through Radar, a subsidiary of Warners – 
The Pop Group switched labels shortly after, 
releasing an astonishing split single ‘Where 
There’s A Will…’ with spiritual sisters The Slits 
and a final album, For How Much Longer 
Must We Tolerate Mass Murder?, a rigorous 
dissemination of corporate atrocities. They 
split soon after, in 1981, forming an incredible 
array of bands (Mark Stewart And The Mafia, 
Pigbag, Rip, Rig & Panic, Maximum Joy, etc) 
that continued to make their influence felt 
far into the Nineties.

Included on this reissue is the B-side of 
‘She Is…’, ‘3.38’, a psychedelic backwards 
Neu!-influenced track created by Bovell after 
the band ran out of money in the studio.

Fucking magic.

Its dissonant funk 
and rage still sounds 
so startling

What were (some of) the 
influences you were taking 
into the studio?
“Between us all it would be 
something like Funkadelic, James 
Brown, Joe Gibbs, Lee Perry, John 
Cale and Nico, Coltrane, Miles, 
Eric Satie, John Cage…you get 
the picture?”

How did you 
end up on 

a subsidiary of a major for this 
album; and how did it affect 
your music?
“Andrew Lauder had set up Radar 
through Warners, and he appeared 
to be the one guy that got us, sort of. 
It didn’t affect this album, but it did 
affect the next. We left, freaked out 
about multi-nationals.”

What’s your favourite song 
on the album, and why?
“‘We Are Time’ – the original 
exploded the mixing desk, near 
the end of the track. I wanted to 
keep that mix. Alas, no, no, no. 
‘Words Disobey Me’ – there’s a 
better version of that coming out 
soon, I hope. They both have most 
of the elements and atmosphere 
we were after.”

Everett True talks to Gareth Sager

blood island
Words: Everett True
Illustration: Adrian Fleet

86 | plan b

068-89 ALBUMSfmmETREAD.indd   86 24/04/2007   13:37:42



Asian Dub Foundation
Time Freeze (EMI)
Could this happen again? An Asian band, 
from a multi-faith, multicultural perspective, 
making a politically charged racket informed 
by dub, punk, qawwali, Afrobeat, d’n’b and 
metal? I recall interviewing ADF in ‘97 and 
thinking that this was a fuck-off amazing 

alternative to the politesse of the nu-Asian-
kool, that finally the second generation’s 
thirst for identity and anger at the system 
was being expressed. Slam this on loud and 
realise that this torch did get passed on (to 
Foreign Beggars, 2nd Gen, Klashnekoff) but 
needs reigniting now more than ever before. 
Neil Kulkarni

Chet Atkins
Eclectic Guitar (Cherry Red)
It shines like gold cufflinks, small, bright and 
decorative. Twenty tracks, all instrumentals 
and all on guitar. As you’d expect from the 
man that was the prime mover in creating 
the Nashville Sound, there are plenty of 
country standards here – but there are pieces 

by Brahms and Bach too, by Duke Ellington 
and WC Handy. Atkins sounds at home 
playing every one of them; technically, he’s 
incredible. But there’s nothing to love here. 
It’s like those gold cufflinks: aesthetically 
pleasing, nice to have, fashioned beautifully, 
but nothing you’d cry over if you lost. 
Ben Hoyle

tangled times 
Words: Frances Morgan 
Illustration: Naomi Ryder

Anne Briggs
Sing A Song For You (Bo’Weavil)
Anne Briggs recorded Sing A Song For You in  
1973. Dissatisfied with the results, she shelved  
the project, while real life – motherhood and 
relocation to north-west Scotland – assumed 
greater importance. Rediscovered and released  
on CD in 1996, it was to be the final recording of 
the Nottingham-born folk singer’s career, following 
traditional releases for Topic, and The Time Has 
Come, which introduced her own tentative 
songwriting. This latest reissue – the album’s first 
ever vinyl issue, in a Folkways style sleeve – makes  
it clear that Sing A Song For You isn’t just another 
curio from some romantic Sixties recluse, but a vital 
chapter in an important musician’s story.

Anne Briggs’ music is among the most notable 
of the Sixties and Seventies British folk canon, not 
least because it still sounds exhilaratingly present,  
a quality achieved not by gritty vocal stylings or lo-fi 
recording but by an innate sense of what Lal and 
Norma Waterson describe in the sleevenotes here 
as “Real freedom, with the element of risk 
absolutely central”. It’s this that makes The Time 
Has Come an album I can’t do without; and Briggs’ 
rendition of Irish traditional ‘Hills Of Greenmor’ 
that opens Sing A Song For You makes good that 
promise again. With just some high-strummed 
bouzouki and a nimble vocal melody, Briggs 
confers her gloriously solitary strength upon  
the listener like armour plating for the heart.

So it’s disconcerting when the album’s title track 
kicks in with drums, bass, flanged electric guitar –  
a rock band seems too safe, somehow. But as the 
song, written for her baby daughter, unfurls and 
unravels with a knotty violin line running through 
its core, you hear the band’s contribution as both 
reassuring the singer – safety in numbers – while 
also representing the outside forces that Briggs 
fears the influence of upon her child. Her brave, 
high notes sound out a protective warning, as  
does her quiet declaration of “I’d like to keep so 
very much for you/What you’ll need and what  
will need you too”, while the acid guitar squiggles 
like electrical interference across a rural idyll.

Of course, these emotional interpretations  
– maternal love, sadness, fear – are just that, 
impressions formed via Briggs’ lyrics and what  
I read into certain sequences of notes. It’s worth 
stating this, because one rarely feels that Briggs has 
deliberately imbued her songs with such emotional 
signifiers, plunging you instead into the cold water 
of your own thoughts as you listen. There are no 
lilts that say, ‘This is the happy bit’, no tremor that 
commands, ‘Now feel sad’. She sings as if she’s 
drawing, sewing or gardening. There’s a strongly 
private feel to Briggs’ voice, but it’s not intimate,  
it’s not ‘for you’. She sounds young, but rarely 
girlish: more the kind of impersonal, androgynous 
newness of a young tree or a bright, clear morning. 

This steely quality is what makes her more ‘pop’ 
tracks sound so uncompromised, but it’s also used 

to great effect here on unaccompanied traditionals 
‘Sovay’ and ‘Bird In The Bush’. The lyrics are stated 
with documentary clarity; her first preoccupation  
is with the twists of melody. It’s only on multiple 
listens to ‘Bird In The Bush’, for example, that you 
associate the sensual flourishes of the last verse’s 
tune with the defiantly sexual charge of its words. 

As one might expect from such a singular 
traditional singer, Briggs’ relationship with the 
band on this LP, the short-lived folk-rock group 
Ragged Robin, sounds somewhat hit and miss.  
It’s not that she couldn’t play with other people   
– ‘Summer’s In’ references the Irish folk scene  
that she participated in – but at times the backing 
obscures the directness I love in Briggs’ solo  
work. Elsewhere, the group playing is powerful: 
‘Sullivan’s John’, with its distorted guitar stabs, is  
a bold revelation – galloping, heavy, almost proggy, 
its experimentation feels enjoyably spontaneous. 

So, Sing A Song For You is both uncertain and 
fierce; both statement of intent and unanswered 
question. After The Time Has Come’s quiet 
consistency, this album’s fusion of ideas feels 
transitional. That it was a transition to a voluntary 
silence is sad, and maybe, as critics like to say, it’s  
a tantalising glimpse of what Anne Briggs might 
have done next, or whatever. Maybe; but for me, 
that seam of forthright strength that runs through 
all of Anne Briggs’ too-few recordings glints as a 
warning against such clichéd sentiment: her music 
is always for now, not for what might have been.

Anne Briggs confers her gloriously solitary strength 
upon the listener like armour plating for the heart
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The Black Dog
Book Of Dogma (Soma)
Way back in the mists of techno history, ex-
naval radio operator Ken Downie placed an 
advert in Music Technology magazine asking 
like-minded people to make music with him. 
Ipswich-based breakdancer Ed Handley 
replied. A few months later Handley’s friend 
Andy Turner joined and so was born The 
Black Dog. As the three began their own 
ground-breaking experiments in sound, so 
the seeds were sown for the emergence of 
what became known as IDM. The term may 
have been resented, but there can be no 
denying the influence of the trio’s early 
output on their own Black Dog Productions 
label. This collection aims to throw light on 

this murky period by re-releasing and  
re-mastering the group’s first EPs –  
1989’s ‘Age Of Slack’, ‘Virtual’ and ‘Techno 
Playtime’. Another bonus is the inclusion  
of the full album Parallel, a compilation  
of early material released on GPR in 1995. 
Things may not have ended amicably for 
Downie, Handley and Turner but these 
releases remind us that they were – and 
continue to be – hugely important. 
Stuart Aitken

The Blow
Poor Aim: Love Songs (K)
Those songs you sing in the shower with the 
repeated parts. With the phrases like disco 
beats, accusatives with pointed fingers. 

Rewritten post-it notes from thoughts 
hidden in books under chimneys – everything 
being about one person (who will never ever 
know it), for at least one day. These pop 
songs are like those songs. Khaela Maricich 
sings her words and then chews them up, 
and whispers them to Jona Bechtolt, who 
rearranges them in sound. Boop-boops  
and uh-huhs meet gored polar bears and 
Nintendo beats and disco balls, and then  
get shaken by a third party of remixers: 
Strategy makes it bounce, YACHT sprinkles 
texture, and Khaela strips it down and  
adds strings. Songs to be danced to  
under collective chimneys united by  
full wastebaskets.
Miranda Iossifidis

Dead Meadow
Howl From The Hills (Xemu)
Have you ever put a record on at the wrong 
speed? Y’know: it starts spinning, your head 
starts nodding, and then it occurs to you that 
only a few singers ever boasted quite such a 
low vocal range. You flick the RPM, and then 
think ‘but…it sounded better before!’ Free 
yourselves from tempo-slavery, get into Dead 
Meadow. Or get back into Dead Meadow. 
This is the second in a three part re-release 
series. It breezes in and grinds away with no 
real sense of urgency. Familiar melodies 
creep through dense sound-waves, echoing 
from the past. Zeppelin in half-time. Slow it 
down,  make every note count. Fuzz sustains 
and riffs hold ground. There are dense spaces 

atomic diffusion 
Words: Matt Evans 
Illustration: Ryan Peltier

Kevin Drumm
Sheer Hellish Miasma (Editions Mego)
Sheer. Hellish. Miasma. Now that’s a proper bloody 
title. It’s its own review. The following words are 
just padding and semi-autistic excitability.

This, Drumm’s 12th album (arguably), was 
feverishly feted upon its initial release in 2002 – but 
sadly, not by many. Now, with the end of civilisation 
in sight and Wolf Eyes virtually a household name, 
the time is right for it to get a second chance to 
poke out some third eyes. Opener ‘Turning Point’  
is but a taster of nightmares ahead: flickering  
static chatter in cold violet frequencies. Is this 
music, or the sound of your synapses burning 
away? Would you know the difference?

‘Hitting The Pavement’ offers an elongated 
probing of the lower intestine through coarse, 

serrated, bass pulsations, like the desiccated 
wheezing of petrified lungs. The sharp lines of its 
black silhouette begin to bleed at the edges as the 
frequencies strain against the physical limits of the 
CD format. But it’s controlled, subdued even, its 
cyclic internal resonances slowly gouging shapes 
from the air. Its mass immobilises everything below 
eye level, just as crystalline feedback razors slivers 

from the scalp. A single, ephemeral chord change 
momentarily offers a chance of escape, but 
vanishes as it’s perceived. Sister track ‘Inferno’  
is all gear-grinding robot death and Technicolor 
malevolence, achieving an unfeasibly giddy level  
of electronic terror until a single-string drone 
breaks through and insists upon dominance.  

Finally, a brief respite. A skin-to-skin embrace.  
A buoyant swell of sensuous guitar whose short 
duration impairs its healing potential. A closing 
split-second of electronic violence brings us full 
circle. Horror is eternal…hope is fleeting.

Undeniably powerful and engaging, SHM 
suffers from the unavoidable vulnerability of its 
genre – its dependence upon volume and space. 
The magnetism of noise lies in both the basic thrill 
of its physicality and the puzzlers’ delight at the 
patterns hidden in its layers, cognitive delicacies 
that increase in number and complexity as the 
decibels stack up. So those of us without 500-watt 
sound-systems and good soundproofing may be 
frustrated by our inability to fully realise this record. 
Headphones are only half the story. You can turn 
the dial clockwise until your eyes implode, but 
nothing will happen below the neck. Much wiser 
to gatecrash a wedding reception, kick DJ Phil off 
the decks and give Drumm as much due as you can 
before the authorities arrive and lock you away. 

Gear-grinding robot 
death and Technicolor 
malevolence
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inside this record, and Dead Meadow’s 
viscous wah-wah drone will submerge you 
before you know it. Get immersed.
Dr Swan

Dirty Three
Dirty Three/Horse Stories (Bella Union)
Dirty Three’s eponymous second album, 
released in 1995, is a bold, daubed portrait 
of the Melbourne band rushing headlong at 
their emerging signature sound and kicking 
the crap out of it, then apologising the next 
day – as adrenalin is counterbalanced with 
regret, so Dirty Three strikes a note between 
bravado and pathos, like a drunk boyfriend 
about to punch a wall. Warren Ellis, Mick 
Turner and Jim White sometimes appear to 
be striving for separate goals, arriving often 
at a volume-based consensus, but it’s hard  
to deny the raw intent of blistering ‘Better  
Go Home Now’ or live favourite ‘Everything’s 
Fucked’, a strung-out dialogue between 
guitar, brushed drums and a dusty, hesitant 
violin that surges into quixotic solo passages. 

Its follow-up, Horse Stories (1996), 
sounds immediately more expansive, more 
complete; right from the opening swirl  
of percussion and tickly violin harmonics, 
there’s a central certainty that holds firm. 
Due in part to a better recording and mix,  
this surefootedness is also testament to  
the band’s growing intuitive confidence  
as writers and arrangers. As ‘Sue’s Last  
Ride’ shifts from balmy calm to distorted 
maelstrom, or the frail, high-pitched verse of 
‘Hope’ sinks into its warmly layered chorus, 
or the final three minutes of ‘Warren’s 
Lament’ bring to mind desert eagles trying to 
out-fly a thunderstorm, you hear Dirty Three 
heading towards 1997’s superlative Ocean 
Songs; heading closer to expressing the 
aching, wordless need that lies at the heart 
of all their music; but still heading for trouble, 
still about to punch that fucking wall. 
Frances Morgan

Astrud Gilberto
September 17, 1969 (Verve/Rev-Ola)
Known as ‘The Girl from Ipanema’, Gilberto 
employed a style of vocals emerging from 
Brazil’s New Wave, which have since become 
a trope for one layer of Sixties pop. The 
spectrum of ‘cool’ runs from, say, beer chiller 
at one end, to the chest freezer of a smacked-
out Nico ballad at the other, and female 
frostiness seems to simultaneously de-
libidinise and re-endanger some of the tamer 
cultural artefacts along its sliding scale. José 
Feliciano cut a paprika version of ‘Light My 
Fire’, yet Gilberto makes the song predatory 
precisely via a nonchalant, almost flaked-out 
delivery, while the Verve connection pumps 
some busy, funky, bass and drum interplay 
into the sessions. Gilberto’s cover of an early 
Chicago hit, ‘Beginnings’, here runs out with 
an extended jam which borders on mellow, 
cosmic funk. The syncopated trumpets are 
wonderful. While perhaps not quite a Dusty 
In Memphis, this is a very underrated album 
and more than worthwhile reissue. 
Steve Hanson

Lobby Loyde
Obsecration (Aztec)
The Coloured Balls’ demise in ‘74 rendered 
the original Rock Lobster ‘ball powerless’, 
but at least he still had his wits about him 
(being descended from Oscar Wilde has  
that effect). Wounded and weathered he 
retreated to the studio, choosing to record 

exclusively on full moons nights that lead to 
some mercurial mood swings. Obsecration 
starts flawlessly (opening gambit: “Every 
time I see your face/All the notes fall into 
place”) then proceeds to juggle more genres 
than Mark Twain (no relation to Lobby). The 
howling title track taps into every human 
emotion, including revulsion and ecstasy, 
while a seven-minute ragtime piano waltz 
sounds like a pining for an elusive Cajun 
belle (‘Goin’ to Louisiana’). Extras include  
a goofy honky cat pastiche as well as noisy 
sax skronk anticipating Laughing Clowns 
post-punk. Part of me wishes he had called 
this ‘Lobsecration’, while the other part –  
the intelligence part – is glad he didn’t.
Shane Moritz

Blaine L Reininger
Elektra/Radio Moscow (LTM)
Blaine L Reininger is one of the creative 
mainstays behind cult American unit 
Tuxedomoon. This set collects two of his 
soundtracks. The first, Elektra, was scored  
to accompany the Sophocles play, and if 
you’re looking for saccharine strings or the 
faux-sentimentality of Michael Nyman than 
you’ll be disappointed: this music has a cold, 
cold heart. Dark synthetic waves brush 
against shards of tarnished metal while 
somewhere in the distance the sound of  
a stampede of horses slowly being 
strangulated is heard. More forgiving is 
Radio Moscow, written for the 1995 film  
of the same name. Tiny diamond teardrops 
dance upon ivory as a viola plays a sweet 
melody and a harpsichord pirouettes  
upon background colours of a lighter hue. 
Reminiscent of Yann Tiersen’s work on ‘Good 
Bye Lenin’ and ‘Amélie’, on Radio Moscow 
Reininger shows us his other side.
Spencer Grady

Talk Talk
Natural History: The Very Best Of Talk 
Talk (EMI)
Talk Talk have had one of the most over-
abused back catalogue repackagings ever – 
this comp, itself a reissue of a disc from 1991, 
doesn’t help any, since anything missing the 
final Laughing Stock era is no ‘Very Best’ by 
any stretch of the imagination. But what 
makes this different is the second disc, a DVD 
that covers the band’s videos from the same 
stretch of time (1982 to 1988). After a slight 
stuttering start early on, with arty clichés-
even-then further undercut by singer Mark 
Hollis’s palpable unease with being filmed, 
the band struck gold with a string of videos 
by Tim Pope, who brought the same creative 
kick and sly humour that he did for Soft Cell 
and The Cure. ‘Such A Shame’ gets smiles 
and laughs out of Hollis, ‘Living In Another 
World’ even more out of Lee Harris and Paul 
Webb. In beautiful contrast, the concluding  
‘I Believe In You’ clip – a carefully edited 
overlay of close-ups that almost parallels  
the band’s own obsessive working methods 
– shows that both Pope and the group can 
play it absolutely straight, to vivid effect. 
Ned Raggett

Lennie Tristano
Abstraction And Improvisation 
(fivefour)
A little bit of context can be a powerful thing. 
At first listen, this retrospective compilation 
of the Chicago-born pianist’s most important 
works might sound like pleasantly tinkling 
be-bop. Delve a little deeper, however, and  

it turns out to be a document of some of the 
most adventurous art-music being made 
anywhere in the world in the mid 20th 
century. Tristano was a true pioneer: not just 
an innovative composer who incorporated 
strange rhythms and unsettling dissonance 
into his work, but also one of the first 
musicians to approach the studio as a tool, 
experimenting with overdubbing and altered 
tape speeds in the early Fifties to create what 
would have then been mind-wrenchingly 
weird effects. The real shockers here, though, 
are ‘Intuition’ and ‘Digression’: brief snatches 
of free improvisation recorded in 1949 that 
predate Ornette Coleman’s supposed 
invention of free jazz by a full decade.
Daniel Spicer

Various
Computer Incarnations For World 
Peace (Sonar Kollectiv)
You can almost feel the dust of charity shops 
and basement record stores in your nostrils 
when you listen to this collection of rare, 
jazzy computer music, from the days when 
you had to hit more than two buttons to 
make a decent tune. There’s an amiable 
naivety to this album; it’s a mish-mash of 
sounds that shouldn’t work together, with 
excitement of experimentation that’s often 
lacking in modern electronica. Colored 
Music’s ‘Heartbeat’ descends from a neat 
Italodisco groove with African vocal samples 
to a sound akin to a piano falling down the 
stairs. Special Touch’s soulful ‘Garden Of Life’ 
is lifted above Lighthouse Family territory  
by playful synths that penetrate the part of 
your brain that tells you to phone in sick on  
a summer day. It’s a joyously schizophrenic 
compilation, best represented by Jean-Luc 
Ponty’s track from which the title is adapted, 
‘Computer Incantations For World Peace’, on 
which spiky keyboard arpeggios that sound 
like an Argento soundtrack give way to 
truncated string stabs full of vigour and brio.
Hayley Avron

Various
Mute Audio Documents 1978–1984 
(Mute)
It’s a time capsule, sure, but not in the way 
you’d think. Some day after Daniel Miller’s 

death, someone will rake through his 
personal effects and find a working time 
machine. Although it will defy all laws  
of physics, this will surprise no one, at  
least no one who’s listened to this box set. 
How else can anyone explain the prescience 
of bands like Non, who made music that 
sounded like CDs skipping before CDs  
even existed? 

Nothing here sounds dated, from The 
Normal’s jerky paranoia in 1978 to The 
Birthday Party’s menacing growls in 1984. 
On the way we get a re-appreciation of just 
how synth-perfect Depeche Mode and DAF 
really were, as well as the singular genius of 
Fad Gadget swapping joke song titles with 
Einstürzende Neubauten.

There are some real epiphanies: the 
outer space playground chants of Die Doraus 
und Die Marinas, or the weird-sisters 
bizarrity of Smegma. With any luck, these  
will be resurrected on dancefloors, songs 
from the past for the future. 
Emily Bick

Various
Stax 50th Anniversary Celebration 
(Stax)
No arguments please: Isaac Hayes, The 
Staple Singers, Otis Redding, Carla Thomas, 
Rufus Thomas, The Mar-Keys, Booker T And 
The MGs, The Mad Lads, Sam & Dave, Mable 
John, Jean Knight, Shirley Brown, Albert 
King, Eddie Floyd…‘I’ve Been Loving You 
Too Long (To Stop Now)’, ‘B-A-B-Y’, ‘Soul 
Limbo’, ‘Green Onions’, ‘What A Man’, 
‘Theme From Shaft’, ‘Son Of Shaft’, ‘I’ll Take 
You There’, ‘Never Can Say Goodbye’, ‘You 
Don’t Know Like I Know’, ‘Respect’…
between 1967 and 1973 (roughly) Stax  
(and its subsidiary Volt) was just about the 
best damn soul label in the world. Not 
familiar with all these names, want in?  
This 50-track ‘best of the best of’ collection  
is a fair place to start  – although I’d still 
recommend picking up the songs on  
the format they were designed to be  
heard on: vinyl.

Of course, if your definition of soul starts 
sometime around the mid-Eighties then you 
can go fuck yourself.
Everett True

Demon Boyz
Recognition (Suspect Packages)
It’s hard to picture now, but there was a time when British 
rap wasn’t throwing up talent by the engorged gutload.  
If things were different back in 1989 it wasn’t because the 
talent was lacking, more that it had serious issues making 

that journey from the gut, to the mouth, to the speaker. Saying exactly  
why is difficult, but a few hours with the pronounced American accents  
of cockneys such as Silver Bullet, Hijack, Derek B serves up a whopping  
great clue: these are people so in awe of the formula they’re scared to add 
anything of themselves.

But there were exceptions, one of the most notable being Demon Boyz 
Mike J and Demon D with their DJ, the aptly monikered DJ Devastate. Not 
that Recognition, their debut, isn’t very much of its time. Musically the 
Britcore sound is in full effect, especially on the opening run through the  
title track and their first two singles ‘Northside’ and ‘Vibes’, suckled on BDP 
beats through JMJ scratches and PE acceleration, prizing raw energy above 
all else, shouting “Demon Boyz got the vibes and the vibes just REACH!”  
It’s a great sound. 

But what makes Recognition special are those voices, Demon D rapping 
manic, Mike J always on the verge of sliding sideways into the straight 
toasting of his Jamaican roots and Junglist future. It seems rudimentary  
now, but the Demon Boyz towered over (most of) their contemporaries by 
simply being themselves. Influential? Perhaps. Essential? Certainly. It’s the 
only one like it in the world.
Ringo P Stacey
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stage fright and sketchbooks 
Words: Josie Long 

Illustration: Jeffrey Lewis

Comedian Josie Long talks comic books, dream diaries, and indie guilt  
with New York songwriter and artist Jeffrey Lewis
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Jeffrey Lewis is a singer and comic book artist from 
New York City. His style of writing is confessional 
and all-encompassing; and I love how his songs can 
be honest and unflinchingly personal one minute, 
then about a giant creeping brain the next. As part 
of his performances, he often shows comic books 
and illustrations onstage as a companion to his 
music. He travels the world, organising his own 
tours and playing DIY shows. We met up before  
his show at London’s Scala.

Your comic about the Guggenheim museum  
is really detailed – it feels like it really reflects 
your intellectual interests. What are you 
working on at the moment?
“I’ve been doing The History Of Communism series 
as part of my illustrated songs. For a while I was 
doing these history of music related comics, like The 
History Of Rough Trade Records or The History Of 
The Fall. I started to feel like I was doing too much 
music about music and I wanted to do something  
of wider importance, so I started doing this History 
Of Communism project, and I’ve got four parts of 
that done. 

“I was really happy with the Guggenheim one.  
I thought maybe I’d do just a two page bit about the 
building but the more research I did, the more crazy 
facts I found out, and I ended up with an eight-page 
comic instead. It feels like doing a book report for 
me. I give myself an assignment on a topic I want to 
know more about, I research it and then I present it 
to the class.”

Who are your favourite comic book artists?
“A lot of older people from about 100 years ago 

who did stuff that is really mind-warping: all of the 
old Little Nemo In Slumberland and The Dreams  
Of The Rarebit Fiend – stuff you can always turn  
to, to have a real jolt out of any forms of education 
that you’re used to. Joe Matt who does the comic 
Peepshow is a huge favourite of mine. That was  
a really big influence on me when I started doing 
songs: the whole idea of autobiographical writing, 
of taking all of the most personal things and putting 
that to the forefront. Also, there’s a guy named Rick 
Vietch who lives in Vermont. He’s not very well 
known, but he’s sort of an idol of mine, he’s been 
doing stuff since the Seventies.”

What kind of stuff has he done?
“The last real series that he did was called  

Rarebit Fiends – actually, it was an update of the old 
Winsor MacCay comic, but instead of coming up 
with dream stories, every page was whatever his 
dream had been the night before, a sort of journal. 
The way that he would illustrate his dreams was just 
so perfect and so bizarre: it just gave you that really 
creepy dream sense. And it was great fun because 
he hangs out with Alan Moore, who’s another big 
comic book hero of mine and Alan Moore would 
just keep popping up in his dreams in weird ways.”

When did you start showing comic books 
onstage?

“Somebody said they’d hire me to do 
illustrations for their songs, and like 95 per cent of 
these things, it never came about and I realised that 
it was actually a better idea for my own songs. I did 
illustrations to go along with the ‘Chelsea Hotel  
Oral Sex Song’. If I put a lot of time into the drawings 
I would never have gotten it done because it’s a very 
long song. So I just did these very quick drawings, 
and the next time that I sang the song, instead of 
playing guitar I just sort of played the drawings and 
had these drawings in my hands that I was turning 
the pages of as I was singing.”

In my stand-up show I show drawings  
of things I love. I got the chance to do had a 
couple of theatre shows, much bigger than I’d 
ever done, and I had to use a projector. And  
I felt a bit like I was betraying that somehow.

“It’s such a different thing, it really puts it in  
a different context.”

And it feels too slick as well…like, look,  
I’m well prepared and I’ve done this thing, 
whereas before it felt more like “I’ve made 
something and I’m showing it…”

“It’s also removed because it’s not as hands-on, 
it’s like the attention is taken away from the person 
and directed at the screen. So I really have mixed 
feelings about it, but I have gotten to really like it in 
the sense that I can now, with the projector, carry 
around all 20 of the ones I’ve ever done and they are 
all safe from harm and I have the option of choosing 
from any of them on any given night.”

For me the essence of stand-up comedy  
is performing to crowd of about 40 to 100. 
What’s your ideal size of crowd?

“Probably about the same, although a lot 
depends relative to the space. Now that we’ve 

played some of these bigger shows, it’s a very 
different thing, the connection between the 
audience and what’s going on onstage can be very 
removed. Which has its benefits also, I mean for one 
thing you don’t end up getting pestered by drunken 
lunatics after the show because there is this sort  
of separation between the performer and the 
audience, you’re safe from…”

From mentalists?
“Yeah, from psychotics! But it really is much 

nicer, a realer performance environment to just be  
in a room. Especially a place where you don’t need 
microphones or amplification – that really feels 
special. A few dozen people at the most.”

I like small DIY shows because it feels like 
you can think of an idea, and you do it. There’s 
no editing, and there’s no boundaries.

“But then of course the more successful 
something gets, the harder it becomes to risk 
failure, because if you’re playing in front of 20 
people you can feel a lot freer to have it be a live 
environment where you’re willing to take risks and 
experiment and make awful mistakes; but when  
it’s 500 people there that have paid eight dollars to 
come see you, you really feel like you’re just being  
a complete jerk if you’re doing things that are 
unprepared. People are giving you their time and 
their attention in a way that makes you feel like 
you’re really slighting them if you don’t have 
something that’s gonna make it worth their while.” 

So how do you deal with that now?
“Well, it’s not like we’re that successful, but 

certainly I can see the spectre of that looming its 
head. Not that I can see success on the horizon, 
~but now if we’re touring we might be playing  

to 100 people as opposed to 40 people and it’s just 
gets increasingly…”

…you’ve got people who are like, “Well, 
I’ve bought all of your albums and I know this 
that and the other about you”…

“And we still shoot ourselves in the foot  
a huge amount by slapping things together. Like 
tonight, we’re having various friends onstage,  
with no preparation…”

I think that’s good.
“It seems good now and I’m very excited about 

the show tonight but if it goes wrong, as plenty  
of our shows do, I’ll feel horrendous afterwards 
because there’s 300 people here and many of them 
are hearing us for the first time. I’m just going to be 
in the back room knocking my head against the wall 
saying, ‘Why would I not give them my best?’”

But what you’re doing is staying excited 
and you’re staying in love with it…

“When it goes wrong it’s just so horrible, and 
there’s so much pressure out there to impress and  
to stick to the things that you know will work. But  
if it goes right it feels absolutely fantastic. There’s  
a spark in the room when that happens because 
people realise there’s something really live 
happening. And you feel like you’re on cloud  
nine. Because you took the risk.”

Josie Long is a comedian and fanzine writer who 
likes word games, Scottish indie, handicrafts and 
Boggle. You can find out about her zine and her 
comedy night The Sunday Night Adventure Club  
at www.myspace.com/
drawingmoustachesinmagazinesmonthlymagazine

’The more 
successful 
something gets, 
the harder it 
becomes to risk 
failure’
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Scott Walker: 30 Century Man
dir Stephen Kijak, Missing In Action, 95 mins, out now

‘30 Century Man’ is the title of a track from Scott  
3, the third solo album by Scott Walker, one-time 
frontman of Sixties teen idols The Walker Brothers, 
who briefly blossomed into the king of existential 
torch songs, then re-emerged as the lead character 
in his own inexplicably brilliant post-industrial 
opera. Unlike the rest of 1969’s Scott 3, with its 
orchestral arrangements like rain-slicked streets  
and smashed diamond earrings on a bathroom 
floor, ‘30 Century Man’ is a laconic acoustic guitar 
ditty about, I think, cryogenic preservation. The 
track following it, ‘Winter Night’, is one of Walker’s 
bleakest, addressing a lover whose “Too many icy 
tears/Glisten for someone”, while the strings’ far-
apart intervals ache like a protracted break-up. 

Whether he’s singing about freezing one’s head 
for posterity or about inconsolable, misdirected 
love, Scott Walker seems always motivated by loss, 
death, the void. That he channels this motivation 
into music with ornate emotion but also alienation, 
cruelty and humour, is a point that’s well made in 
this documentary, which tells Walker’s story right up 
to the moment he records his vocals for 2006 album 
The Drift and traces the singer’s influence upon 
musicians from the Seventies to the present day.

Walker’s tangled story is fascinatingly told. 
Director Stephen Kijak is fortunate, not to say 
unique, in having Walker himself to shed light on 
events of the past – and the well-preserved, gentle 
sixtysomething who looks sidewise at the camera 
and softly reflects upon his career is a sight many 
Walker devotees never thought they’d see. The 
archive footage and interviews are also well-chosen 
and edited, focusing on Walker’s outsider status 
within the showbiz milieu in which he first found 
fame and his alienation from his preppy bandmates.

Following The Walker Brothers’ dissolution in 
‘67, Walker indicated his new preoccupations with  
a short-lived BBC TV show, in which he treated the 
supper-time audience to Jacques Brel songs of SM 
sex and violent death. His accompanist on these 

shows was his 
orchestral arranger, 
Wally Stott, now a 
wonderfully dignified 
elderly lady named 
Angela Morley. There’s  
a wonderful moment 
when Morley and sound 
engineer Peter Oliff are 
played ‘Montague Terrace In Blue’, an early solo 
track with the most bombastic, sobbing-at-the-
kitchen-sink chorus ever. As the horns and strings 
explode, Morley looks up in quiet mock-surprise:  
“I did that?” she murmurs. 

This is a fine example of how Kijak gets round 
the problem of putting music on film: he shows 
people listening to it. Of course, this depends on  

the people, and the film contains rather too many 
sequences of the likes of Alison Goldfrapp, Sting 
and Radiohead talking over awesome records with 
banal testimonies to the Genius Of Scott. However, 
Jarvis Cocker, JD Beauvallet, Brian Eno, Cathal 
Coughlan and Ute Lemper all offer genuine insights. 
Elsewhere musical sequences are illustrated with 
trippy animations or, in the case of 1984’s sepulchral 
Climate Of Hunter album, misty shots of the New 
Forest, where it was apparently conceived. 

Around this time the life story gets really 
interesting too, as we see Scott’s emergence from  
a Seventies wilderness of contractual obligations 
and what he calls “the imbibing”, into an Eighties 
where his Sturm und Drang almost made sense.  
As we see Walker’s avant-gardist reputation grow, 
so 30 Century Man picks up intellectually. Tilt, 

1995’s abrasive masterpiece, is rightly praised,  
with composers and arrangers on hand to explain 
Walker’s idiosyncratic use of atonality. 

Latest album The Drift is the film’s centre point, 
not least because Kijak’s trump card is that he was 
allowed to film the recording sessions: a directorial 
first. Naturally, the edits highlight the more out-
there aspects – the use of a side of ham and a 
specially constructed wooden box as percussion; the 
problems of finding the “right mule” for a donkey 
sound effect – but there’s also a fine discussion of 
how Walker tackles the orchestra as sound source.

Seeing Scott Walker at work and hearing him 
talk about his music is primarily what I watched  
this film for, and in that sense it delivers entirely.  
One suspects there was much more Drift material, 
but that Kijak felt the need both to provide context 
and make the film more accessible with all those 
non sequiturs from – for the most part – lesser 
musicians. But that’s a minor point, and if the indie 
celeb interviewees bring in just one person who’s 
never quite ‘got’ Tilt, it’s worth sitting through a few 
minutes of Damon Albarn. 

Despite its ostensibly happy ending (the 
completion of a great album by a respected, still 
innovative artist), 30 Century Man succeeds most  
of all in reminding you that Scott Walker’s music  
is, always, a conduit for our fear, doubt and 
darkness. His work is portrayed almost as a ‘place’  
in itself, an Orphic underworld that we should be 
wary of visiting too often. Once you’ve heard Walker 
declare, desperately, over a clanging, nihilistic 
soundscape “It’s a beautiful nigh-hiiiight/From  
here to those trembling stars”, once you’ve stared 
into that black hole, there really is no going back. 

Once you’ve stared 
into that black hole, 
there really is no  
going back

film & dvd
angel of ashes 
Words: Frances Morgan

A new documentary tells 
the turbulent story of 
Scott Walker, and 
follows the existential 
crooner into the studio 
for a unique glimpse 
behind the scenes of 
The Drift

Diary Of A Chambermaid
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real life awaits us 
Words: Mat Colegate

There are only two men in the world who 
can get away with wearing leather trousers. 
Iggy, of course, but the other is less well 
known. Filmmaker, actor, comic book writer, 
mystic, Alejandro Jodorowsky’s resume  
is wide-ranging, but one look at him all  
in black leather, striding through desert 
landscapes as the gun-fighter and truth-
seeker in his epic El Topo shows the aspect  
of his art that he excels at: myth-maker.

El Topo, his second film, was an overnight 
countercultural smash on its release in 1970, 
and it encapsulates all of the ludicrous over-
ambition, high-minded mysticism and sheer 
delight in prick-kicking that is evident in  
so many of the treasures of the era. A mash 
up of Peckinpah-esque western and Bardo-
ed out psychedelia, along with religious 
allegory and, in its flawed second half, 
political satire, it still has plenty of bloody 
chomp today, showcasing that darker seam 
of psychedelia that came to dominate in the 
aftermath of Altamont.

His first film, Fando Y Lis (1967), is a much 
more conventionally ‘surreal’ offering, 
filmed in Buñuel-influenced black and  
white and splattered with a dark Bataille-
esqe sexuality. This tragic story of two  
lovers searching for a mythical city has 
surprisingly maintained its power to  
shock and can make for uncomfortable 
watching, although Fando Y Lis is mainly 
notable as being the Petri dish in which 
Jodorowsky began to breed his obsessions 
and favoured images.

His third film, The Holy Mountain (1973), 
is where Jodorowsky the mystic fully takes 
the reins. It’s less a film, and more a series  
of dramatic treatises on alchemy, the tarot 
and Gnostic Christianity. Certainly, it can  
feel fairly dogmatic at times, but it is saved 
from being simple mystical agit-prop  
by a succession of stunning images: gas 
masked troops marching under banners  
of barbecued lambs, soldiers hurling 
themselves onto bayonets in explosions of 
yellow paint, an old man squirting milk from 
his jaguar headed man-breasts. (I don’t use 
that sentence often enough.) 

It also features one of the greatest 
sequences ever commited to celluloid:  
the conquest of Mexico, re-enacted using 
toads and chameleons, gallons of fake 
blood and explosives. 

Beautiful to behold, it remains his most 
thoroughly realised film.

All three films are released through Tartan 
Video, 14 May

Luis Buñuel presented a peculiar geography of  
the moving image, unlike that of any other. We  
are invited to pass through a series of doorways in 
his work, never knowing what is to be found on the 
other side. Although we may understand Buñuel to 
be a Surrealist, that doesn’t adequately prepare us 
for his particular charms as a director. The doorways 
in his work do not appear to be marked, or even 
hinted at. You will find no strange drones or magic 
lozenges as in David Lynch or Jacques Rivette. In 
fact, part of the pleasure of Buñuel is derived from 
the naturalism of proceedings, and the seeming 
incongruity of events against their backdrop. His 
camera casts an often distant, passive eye over  
both characters and plotlines. Of course Un Chien 
Andalou (1929) first presented this eye to us, in  
an overt representation of cinema as image plus 
editing. The cut here is literally a slice across the 
eyeball, a towering, powerful image embedded in 
film history. But it is an image that speaks as much  
of co-director Salvador Dali. 

Buñuel’s later work shows a greater fascination 
with naturalism, even as it reflects the artificial. 
Many of his most incisive, humorous and ‘What the 
hell just happened there?’ moments occur over the 
course of his Sixties and Seventies work in France. 

The Phantom Of Liberty (1974) is arguably his most 
surreal film, something that is felt by Buñuel’s long-
term writing partner Jean-Claude Carrière. This has 
to do with the structure of the screenplay. We follow 
one character for a time then, without their story 
having found resolution, we pick up a seeming 
minor player and follow them. Within this structure, 
Buñuel throws up ludicrous impossibilities, the 
missing girl who is in fact there all of the time being 
the strangest and funniest. Naturalism is led down  
a series of blind alleys, only to emerge looking much 
the same as it ever did. 

His final film, 1977’s That Obscure Object Of 
Desire, is regarded as his least fulfilling, but I think 
it’s his best. The lack of fulfilment has been 
intentionally built deep within the narrative. This is  
a film created out of dead ends. It is immensely 
sexual, but is the opposite of pornography, offering 
much in the way of expectation, nothing in release. 
Fernando Rey portrays an eminent older man 
obsessed with a beautiful younger woman, played 
by two actresses. This doubling is artificial, odd and 
a stroke of genius. Characterisation and story 
structure become immutably intertwined, allowing 
the filmto grapple the viewer to the ground, 
offering, but never actually giving up its secrets. 

The doorways in his 
work do not appear  
to be marked, or even 
hinted at

in the spotlight 
Words: Stewart Gardiner

The impossible charm of Luis Bunuel, Spain’s 
master of the surrealist film

Buñuel in brief

Exterminating Angel 
(1962) Buñuel takes a wonderful 
sci-fi conceit – a group of dinner party 
guests inexplicably find that they 
cannot leave the dining room – and 
transforms it into biting social satire.

The Diary Of 
A Chamber-
maid (1964) 
At first glance  
this seems to  
be wholly in the 
realist mode,  
but Jeanne 

Moreau’s heroine remains beyond 
our understanding, inscrutable to  
all except herself. 

Belle De Jour (1967) 
Feted French actress Catherine 
Deneuve is equal parts sexy, bored 
and cold as the titular housewife 

turned prostitute; the film is both 
despairing and erotic. 

The Milky Way (1969) 
A pilgrims’ journey where time and 
space are broken and warped, this 
may at times be a little obscure in its 
criticism of specific Catholic dogma, 
but its overall playfulness is irresistible.

The Discreet Charm Of The 
Bourgeoisie (1972) 
Buñuel pushes the old dream within 
a dream cliché to breaking point 
while never cheapening his vision  
or parodying himself.

Diary Of A Chambermaid

The Discreet Charm Of The Bourgeoisie
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Terrorstorm
dir Alex Jones, Rykodisc, 110 mins, out now
9/11: Press For Truth
dir Ray Nowosielski, Rykodisc, 84 mins, out now

The first DVD is a 100mph crash-collision course  
in alternative history: linking the storming of the 
Reichstag to CIA involvement in Iran, Tony Blair’s 
continuing cling to power and George Bush 
lounging at his Texas ranch. It punches the word  
F-A-C-T across our screens like the slightest doubter  
is a moronic conservative timewaster of the lowest 
order. Director Alex Jones comes across like Michael 
Moore on Benzedrine: his voice threatening to 
expire any second from the sheer injustice of it all. 

The second is a slow-paced, made for TV, 
heartstring-tugger, centred round the efforts  
of some of the bereaved widows from 9/11 to 

understand what happened that day, faced with 
constant stonewalling from the Bush adminstration.

The following is my reaction to the videos.

I don’t believe in governments.
I don’t believe in conspiracy theories or distorting 

half-truths so severely that they cease to bear all 
resemblance to the life either you or I know.

I don’t believe that one government is more or 
less evil than the next – and I certainly don’t believe 
that governments are looking out for the people 
that voted them, willingly or not, into power.

I don’t believe in George W Bush.
I don’t believe that 9/11 was an ‘inside job’  

but neither do I believe that the US government,  
or people close to the US government, weren’t 
implicit in the collapse of the twin towers.

I don’t believe another person – however distant 
or unaccountable – should have control over my life. 

I don’t believe that Tony Blair believes himself to 
be evil, even though, as a direct result of his actions, 
a lot of innocent people have died.

I don’t believe that Britain is a police state, but 
neither do I believe that ‘freedom zones’ should be 
allowed to exist in countries purporting to champion 
freedom of speech.

I don’t believe that the only way to obtain liberty 
is to sacrifice personal freedom.

I don’t believe in happenstance.
I don’t believe in coincidence.
I don’t believe in backstage areas, or velvet 

ropes, or metal detectors.
I don’t believe in identity cards.
I don’t believe in supporting a climate of fear.
I don’t believe in mind control, but I’m prepared 

to believe I’m being manipulated to think that.
I don’t believe that the CIA or FBI or MI6 should 

train people to kill other people, whatever people 
and whichever country they choose to kill in.

I don’t believe in facts, or history, or perspective, 
or duality, or rich powerful Americans feeding 
themselves richer simply because that’s the only 
reality they know and fuck everyone else.

I don’t believe that other races don’t do the 
same, given the opportunity.

I don’t believe in preachers.
I don’t believe in DVDs that ram 30 theories 

behind 30 terrible happenings down my throat in 
eight minutes and then claim, through sheer force 
and speed of presentation, that all these theories are 
inviolate, unquestionable; or documentary makers 
that trade on emotive images of dead and mutilated 
children to prove that they are the ‘true’ patriots.

I don’t believe in ‘true’ patriots.
I don’t believe in frontiers.
I don’t believe in higher authorities.
I don’t believe in governments and shadowy 

figures and businessmen behind governments, and 
the fucking scum arm dealers behind them, who act 
all shocked when those on the bottom of the pile 
occasionally complain of the stench.

I don’t believe 9/11 and the London bombings 
were enemy attacks because, in the main, I consider 
certain sections of the government to be the  
enemy – unless of course these sections of the 
governments were behind these attacks, in which 
case I do believe they were enemy attacks.

I don’t believe that freedom of speech exists.
I don’t believe in pretty much anything.
www.disinfo.com

I don’t believe in 
backstage areas, or 
velvet ropes, or metal 
detectors

whose side are you on? 
Words: Everett True

Two new conspiracy theory DVDs, two 
more reasons to question authority

film & dvd

Jean Cocteau Collection
dir Jean Cocteau, 1930/1960, Optimum, 55/79 mins
Blood Of A Poet is a 55-minute parade of beautifully bizarre 
tableaux: mouths in paintings come alive, doors change  
into mirrors, then into upright pools of water, children fly  
up walls, and Man Ray’s porcelain-like muse Lee Miller stars, 
aptly enough, as a living statue. Three decades later, in the 
more allegorical Testament Of Orpheus, Cocteau himself  
is a time-travelling wanderer on another odd odyssey.  
Men in horse masks loaf on mountain paths, open eyes are 
painted on closed eyelids, famous friends lurk in the shadows 
(Yul Brynner, Pablo Picasso) and the director is put on trial  
for his own work. Baffling self-indulgence, or unique and 
inspirational art? 
Dickon Edwards

Nobody Knows If It Ever Happened
dir Emyr Glyn Williams, Ankst, 2007, 90mins
When Faust played at The Garage in London on 1 December 
1996 there was a strange amount of seemingly random junk 
and tools – including a concrete mixer – strewn about on  
and off stage, a wall covered with blank album sleeves, and  
a fenced-off area between the band and crowd. It was an  
exhilarating, noisy and occasionally dangerous performance.

This DVD is a prime example of how to do a concert  
film right. Cameras weave in and out of the chaos, ranging 
from arc-welding sculpture construction to melodic acoustic 
numbers and nude action painting from Faust’s own bearded 
holy terror Jean-Hervé Péron, before the evening ends with  
a smoke bomb and the arrival of the fire brigade.
Richard Fontenoy

The Masque Of The Red Death
dir Roger Corman, 1964, Optimum, 85 mins
Roger Corman is arguably the personification of the phrase 
‘cult director’, and The Masque Of The Red Death is the most 
iconic of his Poe adaptations, tracing a line where B-movie 
schlock-horror meets Bergman-referencing art-house. Gothic 
has never been so downright colourful, with each room  
of Vincent Price’s medieval castle carefully co-ordinated in  
a different primary hue. Partying with his Satanic aristocratic 
chums while the titular plague devastates the villagers 
outside, Mr Price also takes a shine to a barely recognisable 
Jane Asher, then in her teens and quietly dating Paul 
McCartney. One particularly rum element: a midget dancer  
at the court is played by a child, dubbed with an adult voice.
Dickon Edwards
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Check out www.planbmag.com for
web-exclusive interviews, reviews, articles 
and staff weblogs, stockist information, 
gig guide, secure ordering and the ever 
throbbing discussion forums. 

Plus archive articles and reviews from 
the first two years of Plan B.

The first 20 subscribers will also receive a copy of 
Trencher’s Lips (Southern).

Trencher’s debut album for Southern is a many-featured 
bastard beast (see right for accurate visual representation!) 
that sees the mask-wearing, Casio-abusing grindcore 
puppies attaining new heights of invention and new lows 
of abuse on drums, bass, toy keyboards and shouting. 

Here’s what we said about Trencher live:

“Their best bits are where the individual components 
atomise. When you’re most aware of the bass as an 
opaque white fuzz gliding between off-the-rails drums and 
intuitive, unangry stabs of Casio and throat. Trencher are 
the worst metal band in the world, but grind it down to its 
elements and you get summat pure and paramagnetic: 
Uridium.” – David McNamee, Plan B

The next issue of Plan B is in WH Smith, 
independent newsagents, Borders,  
HMV, Fopp, Virgin Megastores, 
Waterstones and all good record shops 
the week beginning 4 June 2007. If  
you have difficulty finding a copy, please 
enquire at your local record shop. For 
independent newsagents, you can ask 
them to order it at the counter, or email 
andrews@warnersgroup.co.uk
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games

My favourite Kurt Vonnegut story goes like this.
Back in the early Nineties, Isaac Asimov, the great 

science fiction writer, was honorary president of  
the American Humanist Association. Asimov died, 
and Kurt Vonnegut was voted in as his replacement. 
When Vonnegut first addressed the group, he took 
the platform and said, “Isaac’s up in heaven now”. 
Everyone went crazy laughing. 

Kurt’s probably not in heaven, even if you believe 
in such things. He didn’t. He believed in the here and 
now. For all it pissed him off, he loved the world and 
the people in it. He’s dead, and that’s it. 

This shouldn’t matter so much. He was 84;  
when his death was announced on 11 April, a lot  
of people I knew thought he was dead already. He 
had been threatening to retire for decades, but the 
guy couldn’t help himself. He was too concerned 
with the world around him. Something would 
always happen to set him off again. 

In interviews he could be grumpy, scatological, 
ridiculous. But under all of it there was great 
compassion for people, even (especially?) the cranks 
and the fools. He’s been criticised as a Luddite, but 
Vonnegut’s complaints are never against technology 
as much as they are against how people abuse 
technology to screw each other over. Vonnegut’s 
first novel, Player Piano, deals with the misery of an 
overly-technologised world where a tiny, entitled 
and self-absorbed managerial class swan around 
congratulating themselves at corporate weekends. 
One of the best scenes is when one of the inept 
managers’ car breaks down. A crew of mechanics, 
desperate and jobless thanks to automation, hang 
about at the side of the road. They check out the 
manager’s engine, and ingeniously solve the 

problem with a scrap of leather. Vonnegut’s beef 
was with the sick kind of bastards who would 
design a world that robs anyone of the chance  
to solve problems and feel useful. 

The heart of all of Vonnegut’s work is a genuine 
belief that no one should ever use any technology or 
any idea of beauty or culture to erode anyone else’s 
humanity. He’s been called a philistine, and this is 

also unfair. For every novel like Bluebeard, which 
calls the contemporary art market on its cultural 
capital shell games, there’s a scene like the one in 
Breakfast Of Champions where an abstract painter 
explains how an orange line on a green field shows 
the core of everything – families, lovers, friends – as 
“nothing but two shining bands of light”.

While the biographical argument for making 
sense of any artist’s work is always sketchy,  
most of Vonnegut’s novels contain elements of 
autobiography. There’s a case to be made that 
Vonnegut’s books are probably better because  
this was a guy whose mother killed herself not long 
before he went to war and saw videogame levels of 
carnage. It’s as if his experiences gave him a sort of 
absurdist inoculation from horror. A lot of his books 

have catchphrases. In Slaughterhouse Five, every 
time anyone or anything dies, from family members 
to dogs and even a glass of champagne that goes 
flat, the death is followed by the phrase, “So it 
goes”. It just piles up until the phrase shifts from 
punctuation to filler to, finally, punchline. 

A lot of people read him as teenagers, and 
Vonnegut is also often dismissed as an adolescent 
taste. This is demeaning to both Vonnegut and 
adolescents. Sure, Vonnegut’s novels combine 
metaphysics and fart jokes, dishevelled hack science 
fiction writers and the odd line drawing of genitalia, 
but what such criticisms ignore is that teenagers 
have the finest-tuned bullshit detectors of anyone 
on the planet. When you’re being told to find  
your place in the (unjust) world by other people  
who seem resigned to their (unhappy) places  
in the (unjust) world, you need to hear someone  
tell it straight. 

Vonnegut told tales about aliens who see 
humans over a whole lifetime at once as long, 
wormlike beings with babies’ backsides and an  
old people’s faces. Vonnegut stuck himself into his 
books and messed with his characters, and he wrote 
about “ethical birth control pills” that numb you 
from the waist down and make your piss turn blue. 
But he never lied to you. 

Once you read him, it’s easier to feel OK about all 
the shit. Everyone dies and leaves and that’s it. And 
Vonnegut showed us a kind of perverse pessimistic 
humility that always twisted into humour. 

Maybe this is why more than a few of my friends 
admitted to me that when they’d heard the news of 
Vonnegut’s death, they laughed out loud. You have 
to laugh, because life is gone too quickly not to. 

It’s as if Vonnegut’s 
experiences gave him 
a sort of absurdist 
inoculation against 
horror

books
kurt’s rejoinders 
Words: Emily Bick 
Illustration: Hanna Wieslander

Metaphysics, aliens and fart jokes: 
a tribute to the curmudgeonly 
genius of Kurt Vonnegut,  
1923–2007
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The games industry, as a whole, is starving for rock 
stars. It’s starving for developers and designers so 
dripping with personality that they’re a magnet for 
both adoration and revulsion. But, with the most 
well known developer in the industry a short, 
middle-aged Japanese man who likes to play the 
banjo, it’s no wonder that in the pages of Plan B,  
so regularly the grounds of a pitched battle between 
recording artist ego and journalistic vision,  
the games page so rarely features developers. 
They’re just a bit, you know, boring.

So it’s ironic that Q Entertainment’s Tetsuya 
Mizuguchi has been quietly producing gaming’s 
perfect pop stars. In 1999, it was only the 
unfortunate unpopularity of Sega’s Dreamcast 
console which stopped Ulala, the star of the 
Mizuguchi-developed Space Channel 5, from 
becoming the international star she so richly 
deserved to be. Superficial similarities between  
Ulala and Dee-Lite’s Lady Miss Kier aside (she took  
it to court; she lost, and rather badly), Ulala was  
sexy and human without ever falling into the 
‘uncanny valley’ of freakishness that Lara Croft  
so easily dropped into.

In the same way tiresome armchair analysts 
argue as to the whereabouts of ‘gaming’s Citizen 
Kane’ rather than thinking fondly of gaming’s 
numerous Birth Of A Nation’s (innovation wrapped 
in a skin of nasty misanthropy – is there a better 
description of Grand Theft Auto?), it’s entirely 
possible that we’ve spent so much time asking 
developers to be rock stars that we’ve forgotten 
they’ve been manufacturing pop stars for years. 
After all, who can forget Lara Croft? Pretty and 
vacant on the front cover of The Face, it’s hard to 
believe they didn’t plan recording a chart-topping 
single for her at the height of her popularity.

After Space Channel 5, Mizuguchi took detours 
into the more abstract. There was Rez, a narrative 
shooter blazing trails to the sound of Adam Freeland 
and Ken Ishii, but it’s with Lumines II, sequel to the 
2005 music-infused PSP puzzler, that Mizuguchi 
may have produced videogames’ first true pop star.

Indeed, it was on pop music blog Pop Justice that 
I first saw and heard the Genki Rockets’ ‘Heavenly 
Star’, a song which, as Pop Justice said, “EXPLODES 
into a generally amazing Daft Punk-go-Europop 
extravaganza” about 40 seconds in. With the video 
featuring only an animated line drawing of a girl 
singing (think ‘Take On Me’, as tired a reference  
as that is), the Genki Rockets were a complete 
mystery to most.

But the Genki Rockets are Tetsuya Mizuguchi. 
“There’s no single artist, it’s a hybrid,” says 

Mizuguchi (below, right). “The girl isn’t the only 
singer, it’s a mixture of female voices.” 

Meeting him, in a quiet corner of the Palais des 
Congrès de Montréal after a talk at the Montreal 
International Game Summit, it’s easy to see the 
passion which powers his work, even through his  
jet lag and sleep deprivation make our conversation 
just a little lost in translation. 

“When I was a high school kid, one of my  
main influences was MTV. I loved music and  
music videos,” he explains. “MTV was a new form 
of entertainment, music videos, and I wanted to  
make a new entertainment in the same spirit.”

‘Heavenly Star’, of course, is, taken in isolation, 
purely a music video. “It’s always been a dream  
of mine, just a small one, to make a music video,” 

Mizuguchi says. “At the time I was looking for music 
videos for Lumines II, specifically, genuinely happy 
music, with similar visuals. I couldn’t find anything, 
so I casually suggested we just make it ourselves.”

Of course, it’s not that simple. Even pop music  
is rarely that simple. The Genki Rockets might  
not exist, but Mizuguchi believes completely in  
their concept: 

“The Genki Rockets are a 17-year-old girl.  
She lives in the future; 30 years in the future.

“People have gone into outer space and  
started having children there, in space stations.  
This girl is the first generation. She was born  
and grew up in outer space, and she has always 
watched Earth from a distance, but has never 
touched it. She’s always dreaming: what do 
raindrops feel like on your face? What does the  

sun feel like when it dries them? She’s never had the 
real experience.

“It might sound like too much, but I wanted  
to make something that could feel that new, that 
strong and fresh. This video is kind of a…message 
from 30 years in the future.”

So the Genki Rockets are a message from 30 
years in the future; proof that pop will still exist,  
and be utterly perfect, even after we’ve all blown 
ourselves to smithereens, most likely. But what’s in 
Mizuguchi’s future? 

“I’ll have to think about the future soon, the  
next project, and I’m wracking my brains,” he  
says, the indecision obvious in his voice, before  
he confides, hopefully: “If I have a chance, I want  
to make a Genki Rockets album.”

www.myspace.com/genkirockets

‘The Genki Rockets are 
a 17-year-old girl. She 
lives 30 years in the 
future’

rock it to the stars 
Words: Mathew Kumar 
Illustration: Matt Taylor

Genki Rockets’ ‘Heavenly Star’  
from Lumines II is futuristic J-pop 
from the Technicolor imagination  
of Q Entertainment developer 
Tetsuya Mizuguchi

games
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OK, so clearly you have memorised (at  
least) one piece of ridiculous hyperbole 
regarding Wire…
“Wire is generally considered to be a very influential 
band – however, there are limits. I have seen it 
suggested Wire ‘invented’ techno. This is possibly 
because Richard James once said he considered 
Wire an influence. Being as Aphex was the  
new Mozart and invented everything, then his 
influences must have invented ever more stuff,  
or something…” 

What is the biggest misconception about the 
band? The most over-used adjective(s) about 
your sound? 
“People in this country who come across Wire tend 
to fall into two categories. Wire fans and people 
who like (or only know) Pink Flag. Across Europe  
you tend to get the same only it’s 154 (if I had  
a pound for every person that told it me it’s the  
best album ever made, I’d be a rich man!) and in  
the USA, until recently, Eighties Wire was better 
known than Seventies Wire.”

What word always gets used that shouldn’t? 
What concept or detail is always missed? 
“I suppose ‘punk’ is the most overused (and nearly 
always wrong) adjective used about the band. 
Actually we’ve had them all! People thought we 
were weird and avant-garde in 1977 – now we  
are pop!” 

What was the most heinous lie you ever told in 
an interview? 
“In the main, Wire’s reputation tends to carry a lot 
before it so you don’t need to make stuff up! The 
biggest and most famous lie ever told about me  
was by Elastica’s Justine Frischmann – ‘I spoke to 
Colin and he was cool about it’. I’ve yet to make  
the acquaintance…”

Has music criticism ever actually helped?
“This is going to sound really arrogant but these 
days Wire rarely gets less than glowing reviews.  

I’d even go as far as to say that stuff I’m involved in 
rarely gets critical reviews. I would like to think that’s 
down to high standards but it might also be critical 
inertia, of course.” 

If you were lucky enough to be a music 
magazine editor, who would you feature and 
why? Who would you put on the cover? 
“Well, my wife Malka and myself have an occasional 
radio show, which I guess is something similar. If you 
gave me your magazine to edit for a month I would 
feature all the outsider music that drifts my way 
through doing Wire and Githead’s MySpace pages. 
Artists ranging from Tauchseider and Night Night  
to 7VWWVW and Mrs Tanaka (you should see 
myspace.com/headgit for more about that). I’d 
probably be perverse and put the most obscure 

artist on the cover. Failing that, Ulrich Schnauss 
because he’s a phenomenon.”

What do you do when a band you don’t like 
cite you as an influence? 
“This is no laughing matter! Just about everyone 
(well, apart from Kylie, bless her) has claimed Wire 
as an influence and, well, some of them are great 
bands and others less so…” 

Do you ever Google yourself? What’s the best/
worst/weirdest experience resulting from this? 
“Wire is the worst name in the world to attempt to 
Google. Even Wire + Music gets mainly unrelated 
stuff. However, my other band, Githead, has a 
rather unique name and you can find it pretty easily. 
This meant that in the very earliest days of the band 

we could see how the number of mentions grew, 
which for a new project is very gratifying. Again 
with Githead, we actually made a song called ‘They 
Are’ which was made up of Google references to 
our individual first names.”

What brilliant (at the time) ideas regarding 
‘direction’ or presentation or whatever are you 
now glad you never followed?  
“Wire were, in the early days, managed by someone 
who I won’t name to spare blushes. He thought our 
potential would be realised by decking us out in pink 
leather trousers. We were not impressed and shortly 
afterward found someone else.”

Have you ever made a music video that 
actually expressed something about the band, 
or has it all been empty multi-media gimmickry 
and super-superficial posturing? 
“I feel curiously disconnected from all of Wire’s 
videos to date, with the possible exception of  
‘In The Art of Stopping’, which I’m sure none of  
you has seen!, yet Malka and I – well, mainly Malka 
– have been working with video for quite a few 
years now. Maybe there will a convergence of these 
skills in the next phase of Wire. Wire is hugely under-
represented on the TV.” 

Are there any territories where you’ve never 
had any success? Where? Why d’you think  
this is the case? Where are you biggest, 
geographically? 
“Judging by the MySpace friend requests, there 
aren’t many places where Wire doesn’t have any 
audience although I suspect we are not hot poop in 
Turkmenistan and Mongolia! Biggest, USA without 
a shadow of a doubt. The USA represents at least  
70 per cent of Wire’s audience worldwide.”

What product/service/organisation would you 
allow your music to advertise and why? What 
kind of film and/or scene would you most like 
your music to soundtrack? Have you had any 
bad experiences in this sphere?  
“With ads it’s probably more like what you wouldn’t 
like to be associated with, I think. The requests you 
get are never what you’d expect – there seems to be 
a small trend for associations with women’s clothing 
– but to be honest, you never know. As I said, there 
are a lot of Wire fans out there. Film-wise, I had  
a song in The Silence Of The Lambs, but Wire never 
had anything on that scale. In fact, that was the 
worst experience. Rumour has it that Jonathan 
Demme told Beggars Banquet that he was making  
a low-budget art movie so they let him buy the 
rights for very little. Consequently, I never really  
saw anything out of it.” 

Who’s the worst (or weirdest) band you ever 
supported? Who was the worst (or weirdest) 
that ever supported you?  
“It’s a very long time since Wire supported anyone, 
but probably Clayson And The Argonauts – the 
name says it all…Supporting us, The Sods: “We’re 
The Sods and we’re shit” – can’t say fairer than that! 
They turned into Modern English!”

Have you ever covered a song ‘cause you  
think you can do it better than the original? 
Have you ever covered a song by a band you 
didn’t like?
“Wire only ever did covers in the very early days. We 
used to do JJ Cale’s ‘After Midnight’ and The Dave 
Clark Five’s ‘Glad All Over’ in the set recorded at the 
Roxy (and strangely enough recently released by 
pinkflag!) You can probably tell we had little regard 
for the originals (the process was called ‘trashing’). 
In the case of JJ Cale, it was a virtual declaration of 
war against the polite funkiness which was the 
‘wallpaper du jour’ of the early to mid-Seventies.”
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colin newman 
Words: kicking_k
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name in the world to 
attempt to Google’
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check new bands on FIBERFIB.COM

ARCTIC MONKEYS
THE B-52’s

DINOSAUR JR.
IGGY & THE STOOGES

MUSE WILCO

!!!  AMY WINEHOUSE ANTONY & THE JOHNSONS
ARMAND VAN HELDEN BRIGHT EYES CALEXICO

CAMERA OBSCURA CARL CRAIG
CLAP YOUR HANDS SAY YEAH  FANGORIA

THE HIVES THE HUMAN LEAGUE KIKO VENENO
KLAXONS  THE MAGIC NUMBERS

MANDO DIAO  MICAH P. HINSON  OS MUTANTES
THE RAPTURE  RUFUS WAINWRIGHT

TWO LONE SWORDSMEN  UNKLE (live)  VITALIC(live)

ALBERT HAMMOND JR.  ANIMAL COLLECTIVE BRAZILIAN GIRLS
CANSEI DE SER SEXY CASSIUS CATPEOPLE CHRIS ALIANO  CIËLO

CHLOÉ DAMIAN LAZARUS  DATAROCK  DIGITALISM DK7 ELLEN ALLIEN
THE GO! TEAM GUS GUS HERMAN DÜNE THE HORRORS JAMIE T DJ KOZE

LO-FI-FNK  MATTHEW DEAR - BIG HANDS LIVE  NAJWAJEAN  NOUVELLE
VAGUE OK GO OLIMPIC PETER BJORN & JOHN PETER VON POEHL

THE PIPETTES THE PRESETS SASCHA FUNKE SIMIAN MOBILE DISCO
SONDRE LERCHE  TOBIAS THOMAS  DJ YODA

4-day and 3-day tickets include free access
to the Festival campsites from 16th till 24th July.
Be the first to find out, join our mailing
list at www.fiberfib.com.

To book tickets, go to NME ticketshop
www.nme.com/gigs, or call +44 (0) 8701 663 663,
go to www.lastminute.com, go to www.seetickets,
or call (0) 8712 301 079, or go to www.fiberfib.com.
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