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06 COCOROSIE

08 GRAHAM COXON

10 CHICKS ON SPEED

14 THE VON BONDIES

18 00I00

20 THE MOUNTAIN GOATS

22-35 THE VOID

Erase Errata, Thurston Moore, Jeffrey Lewis, Klang,
Xiu Xiu, Rammellzee, Hidden Cameras, The Bronx,
The Cribs, New Black, Baby Dayliner, Sunn O)))

36 ELECTRELANE

38 LIGHTNING BOLT + LOAD RECORDS
42 GRAVY TRAIN!!!

44 KAITO

48 THE PASTELS

The heat tonight makes the/@iF héar\./y, ta
even, microbes of sweat and dust almost visible
COCOROSIE, page 6

‘It's bullshit, this notion that kids don’t have money.
| If they really, really want something, then they save’
CHICKS ON SPEED, page 10

Perhaps it was the release of Dido’s
second album that finally pushed them
over the edge

JOANNA NEWSOM, page 66

50-55 LIVE
Devendra Banhart, Blonde Redhead, Numbers,
Liars, Fiery Furnaces, Les Savy Fav, The Streets

56-71 ALBUMS

111, Boredoms, Dat Politics, Brian Eno, Junior Boys,
Joanna Newsom, Fire Engines, PJ Harvey, Rephlex
Grime, Sonic Youth, Jonathan Richman, The Saints

72 SPEKTRUM

74-85 MEDIA

Stella Marrs, Peanuts, Suicide Circle, computer
games, Redd Kross, pirate radio, Miroslav Sasek,
Jim Tully, Nuisance

86 Why I Love...DIPLOMACY

‘| wake up and turn 21. This puts a sharp end to
many problems’
ELECTRELANE, page 36

1] LLL

‘It was a beautiful New England country folk
marijuana peace and love and pot tune’
THURSTON MOORE, page 22
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editorial = |

‘you've always been searching for something’

Friday 26 March
Let me start by explaining something.

Plan B doesn't exist. Not even as a visual concept.
There's an ideal, sure. But | haven't even begun to
work out what tone the copy should take — full-on
enthusiastic, or serious and worthy like The Wire
perhaps, or aware of its impotence and hence full
of soundbites like everyone else, cantankerous like
Private Eye... full of discourse? Who knows?

Our old magazine Careless Talk Costs Lives got
onto MTV recently: an interview conducted by two
Swedes the same month it disintegrated, the girl
looking up at me with something that looked scarily
like awe, finishing off my ‘I'm Everett True’ sentence
with, ‘and you're a genius’. What was weird was
the number of times my performing alter ego The
Legend! was shown. Man, | was loving it —it's only
taken 20 years for him to get on the small screen.

Plan B, then.

Don't get me wrong. Plan Bis ready to roll. Just
need to get the ads, business and print side sorted
out, and we're all set. My new editors suggest some
fine ideas. | find our Features Editor intimidating;
she’s more articulate and passionate than me,
which puts me at a disadvantage. Designer Andrew
Clare is frighteningly virile (in a passive-aggressive
sense). All the ideas thrown up only serve to further
confuse my already saturated brain (saturated from
meetings with prospective interns, and contributors,
and editors).

I think this new team is gonna work out fine.

Indeed, my only worry about the editorial side
of Plan Bis they'll be too much their own people
and scorn every last band | love as not being cerebral
or soulful enough.

We need to expand the remit we gave ourselves
at Careless Talk to include all the music we love,
not just that which is being ignored elsewhere.
Obviously, it's all about balance and context, but
there’s no reason why Kelis and The Streets can’t
nestle up snugly next to Art Brut and Kaito.

Wednesday 31 March

Travel to London. Our publisher Chris, events
manager Anna Marie and | discuss various strategies
that don't suck. Yep. You read it right — strategies
that don’t suck (and that don't lose us loads of
money we don't have either). Meet Sarah Bowles,
and I'm blown away at how enthused she is to

take on the role of photography editor, especially
considering how talented she is, and how thankless
the job can be. Maybe she won't realise...er...
assuming she doesn’t read.

Saturday 3 April
Meet Janine, our music ads manager. | coach her
about the launch...We produce a pilot issue mid-
June, distributed nationwide, supported by flyers,
the website, club nights and hopefully a lecture
tour. Once the pilot is out, we contact organisations
designed to support ventures like ours and end
up with enough funding to launch in earnest in
September. We spread the word without once
compromising the central vision of the magazine.
What's the central vision? Ah, come on. Surely,
you don't need to ask. It's all about the music —and
the art and books and film — that we love.

Wednesday 7 April
Current listening: Klang, Heist, Lolita Storm, 11,
Spektrum, DJ Shitmat and Cocorosie.

—————

< K ay
~
Thursday 15 April

Man, I'm frustrated with myself. Can't sleep.
Too hyped up. Great editorial meeting yesterday.
Sarah’s photos of Erase Errata kick my ass. Everyone
agrees Andrew’s provisional cover illo of a lab
technician sticking a syringe into a chick'’s eyeball
(Chicks On Speed) rocks. Frances suggests that
I should interview Spektrum, as I'm the only one
old enough to remember the bands they've been
compared to (ESG, The Slits, A Certain Ratio) first
time round. David's full of great ideas for The Void:
small features that aren’t dumbass. Chris is having
a meeting to see if we can get the interactive media
approach happening. But anyway...frustrated.
Haven't slept, and got six meetings in London
today — publishing, architecture, finance, news,
music, PR and live concert. FUCK!

Saturday 8 May
“Strive for greatness — or at least originality. ”

I'was lecturing to some media students
yesterday. After hearing me dismiss NME and Q as
being put together by people embarrassed to be
writing about indie music, someone asked what I'm
looking for in Plan B contributors. | can never think
of what to say in these situations. “Be yourself, ”
| replied lamely, well aware that most music criticism
is a series of clichés, wrapped up in woolly liberalism
and the self-righteousness of the young.

"Your writing should make me wanna rush out
and buy —or burn —the discussed artist's records. ”

Saturday 22 May
Got some posters printed up of the cover to issue
zero. Nice blue! Just need some cover lines now...

Thursday 3 June

Final day of proofing before the magazine is sent
away to the printer. Realise | ought to write an
editorial. How can | convince potential readers and
advertisers and investors that this is a magazine not
just worthy of their support, but absolutely fucking
vital to new music, here and abroad? Read the
words! Gasp at the photographs! Swoon at the
illustrations! Damn...l don’t know.

This is issue zero. The magazine will launch
properly in September, in time for the new student
year. In the meantime, anyone interested in regular
updates, reviews, blogs, subscriptions and features
should check out www.planbmag.com. Please drop
us aline. We really are interested in your thoughts.

Let's make this precious.

Everett True, Editor-In-Chief
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‘I believe in
Saint Nicholas,’
they whisper,

blinkingly,

and you think,

Yes,

you probably do




hild’
Words: Stevie Chick
Photography: Sarah Bowles

Cocorosie

The Spitz, London E1

I want to believe in impossible things.
Iwant to believe in true love in a cynical
world. I want to believe that, yes, Andy
Kaufman faked his own death, and has
returned from his exile via a weblog
(andykaufmanreturns.blogspot.com).
And | want to believe in Cocorosie’s
ability to conjure up the unlikely,
sublime wonder of their debut album La
Maison De La Réve in the harsh reality
of a public gig, no matter how fragile
their precious charms, shared softly

like secrets between sisters, might be.

The heat tonight makes the air
heavy, tangible even, microbes of
sweat and dust almost visible, as
helpless rotors whumpwhumpwhump
like a punch-weary boxer 10 feet above
us. The kind of oppressively humid
conditions that, you imagine, might
cause conventional instruments
to warp out of tune with crushing
regularity; but then tonight is the
antithesis of convention, of regularity.
For while there are familiar elements
in Cocorosie’s music, they're channelled
in such an unfamiliar manner that they
seem as if refracted through a circus
mirror: the ghostly echoes of Billie
Holliday in Bianca Casady’s cracked
tones morphed and refashioned,
until they're a cocktail of new and
old meaning, signifier floating free.

Sierra Casady thoughtfully tugs at
the tuning pegs of her guitar, trying
to get her strings to chime in time and
tune with the raspy microchip belch
of a children’s toy, a mischievous wink
painted on her eyelid in thin marker
pen, like sister Bianca's pencil-thin, pen-
derived moustache. Crouched behind
thessisters, a beat-boxer named Spleen
who they picked up in Paris, translates
entire symphonies of deck-wreckage
and spittle-groove into the mic with
startling ease and expertise. A confident
smile creeps across Sierra’s face, like
a conductor tapping his baton upon
the lectern, and they begin...

And it's just ravishing. The lo-fi buzz
of the album dissipated, all that remains
is the beauty of this music, stronger and
clearer and just as affecting. For the
first couple of songs, people smile wryly
at the oddity of the set-up —keyboard,
guitar, beat-boxer, box of noisy kiddies’
toys — deflected by the novelty. But
by the time they get around to the
soul-melting ‘Good Friday’, the sisters’
contrasting vocals wisping in and out of

plan b magazine live

play

each other, the distractions sink into the
background - because the foreground
is just so goddamned enchanting.

Sierra is the one with the classical
vocal training, the one who can issue
forth waves of snowy cool and pristine
sound, too perfect to be human, while
opening her lips only slightly — the least
of effort, for the loveliest of sounds.
Bianca is the one whose voice sounds
like it was discovered deep in the
groove of a discarded shellac 78, pops
and cracks and wheezes and rustles all
perforating her high-register trill — she
sounds like one of those deftly sped-up
samples that pepper tracks like Mos
Def's ‘Ms Fat Booty’. You wonder how
conscious that is, that she evokes the
context of the source as much as the
soul of the source itself, especially when
Cocorosie, for all the cerebral baggage
that surrounds them, for all the icy
cool art-pop image that veils them,
are a most soulful proposition.

And you wonder whether the
contrast of the two voices is itself
a conscious ploy —the way Sierra’s
creamy, flawless notes unravel into
Bianca's crumpled, ecstatic yowl. The
interplay is fascinating, the jarring
textures dancing in antithesis. And
yet, for all the differences, they dance
so in synch, so gracefully.

Subtlety is their gift; that’s how
they can fashion heartbreaking slivers
of pseudo-field recorded magic from
these unlikely materials, the children’s
toys, the voices screeing artfully in
independent choreography, the rustic,
timeless bristle of softly plucked strings
woven so smoothly into the rhythmic
rasp of lips against a microphone. There
really is something magical going on
here, in the harmonious collision of
all these strange bedfellows.

"I believe in Saint Nicholas,” they
whisper, blinkingly, and you think,
Yes, you probably do. Because there
is something naive and magical about
Cocorosie —and something so pure
and unique that the only proper
response seems to be to swoon, to
sigh, to just appreciate their surface-
odd, substance-sublime wonderfulness,
and the unforgettable whimsy and
poignancy they can charm out of
a production-line child’s toy.

Click click whirr. Click click whirr.
This is the beating of the mechanical
heart, and what vulnerable wonders
and unlikely charms lurk within its
fleshy turbines. So believe.
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practical magic

Graham Coxon just wasn’t made for these times. It's OK —the fairies are keeping an eye on him

"I really do see music as something you can
be totally yourself within, and not have to
lie about who you are, what you are, how
you think; once you're inside, listening to
asong, you are completely yourself.”
Graham Coxon'’s voice crackles down
a phone line, disembodied but still warm,
the words tumbling out like an unhurried
gush. He has a lot to say, the boy with the
frown and the perma-pout: about his new
album, Happiness In Magazines; about
two years of sobriety, following a bout
of therapy at The Priory; and, perhaps
surprisingly, about fairies.
Surely Graham was your favourite
‘Blur’, too? Stood near the back, a look
of embarrassment unmistakeably etched

across his face as Damon the Drama
Student navigated Blur yet another unwise
step too far in pursuit of fame, be it the
‘Country House' video, or the Oasis bust-up,
or some other moment that required his
silent subordination. The creative conflict
between the two made Blur: Damon'’s pop
impulses and Graham's love of noise and
of punk rock situationism clashing and
creating electrifying sparks. Blur without
Graham? Bleahhh. Damon’s ego running
aground, unchecked. But Graham without
Blur? Very healthy indeed.

I interviewed Graham's friend and hero
Billy Childish last year, and one of the punk
rock koans he dropped on me was that,
“Art should be about authenticity, not
originality”. It fits Coxon perfectly, his music
wearing its influences proudly on its sleeve
—The Kinks, new wave, Childish and
Robert Wyatt on the latest —while never
obscuring Coxon's own voice. Happiness
In Magazines, while suiting its relatively
professional sheen (Coxon has hooked
up with Stephen Street, producer of Blur's
greatest moments, again, explaining,

“I got kind of excited by the songs, and
wanted to do them justice. They were
saying, ‘Graham, don’t do to us like you
did to those other songs, do a good job
with us'") is still the work of a man anxious
with a sense of displacement, dysfunction.

The difference is, the Graham Coxon
of 2004 is a man coming to terms with that
displacement, even embracing it. Check ‘No
Good Time', perhaps the keenest putdown
of the wanker's paradise that is Hoxton,

a nightmarish landscape of cocaine eyes,
empty conversation and cold souls. An
alienation to be proud of, almost.

“| do feel alienated,” he admits.

"I don't feel particularly connected to our
times. Those energetically charged social
situations, where you can't really involve

yourself because you're held back by the
social inadequacies you feel. | can see the
little ghost of myself as | would've been five
years ago, running around and interacting,
doing exactly what everyone else is doing.
But what everyone else is doing eventually
sort of crumbles into this hell of people
crying on the stairs or doing allsorts in the
loo and arguing.”

Deeper than this sense of alienation
lies a sense of peace; Graham is coming to
terms with many of his demons. Listen to
closing number ‘Ribbons & Leaves’, a tender
moment in the vein of Talk Talk, all about
the simple piano figure, the space between
the notes, the delicate nature of every
sound contained therein.

'l guess that having faith in the
fact that good will happenis a
hard thing to believe in’

“It's very hard to record a song about
an experience that was absolutely silent, ”
he offers, falteringly. “I was trying to tickle
the instruments, hardly touch them. For the
last few lines, I was hardly making any noise
while singing; the guitar was so quiet in
my headphones, it seemed appropriate,
respectful. Because the song’s about
wasted lives, a life in the bin. Yet, at the
same time, | was remembering going
through my granddad’s things, just after
he died, and | found all these objects of...
No relevance. Well, they had relevance,
they had significance. They just didnt have
a reference anymore, they were lost things
now. They had no owner.

“There’s a lot of things about fairies
on this record that people haven't seen
— maybe shouldn’t see — but the song’s sort
of about believing in fairies. The lyrics about
ribbons and leaves and glass, and things
being hidden. . .It's an invocation of magic.
With a k. Magick. Not that I'm particularly
knowledgeable about such things. | just like
to believe in things like that. | find I have
to [laughs] believe in things like that.”

Just to have something to believe in?

"Not just to have something to believe
in. There's a lot of obvious stuff that | can‘t
bring myself to believe in. But | guess that's
something about feeling a renewal in
myself. I've felt a lot of cynicism fall away
over the last couple of years, and a lot
of pent-up resentments and anger that
eventually | realised wasn't about anything,
it was a directionless, pointless anger.

It would only erupt when | had too much
todrink.

"Stopping drinking was the first
thing. There's no way | could feel like this
just through stopping drinking, though.
| stopped drinking for 16 months and
didn‘t feel this way. It's to do with a lot
of other studying...”

Words: Stevie Chick
lllustration: Tom Genower

And maturity, | guess.

"Maybe maturity. And in the same way,
acceptance: acceptance thatI’'m an overly
romantic freak, and a totally sentimental,
soppy person. And being OK with that. In
your mid-twenties, sentimentality is sort of
sneered at; | always felt | had to hide that,
that | was sentimental, that | would save
letters — I save all sorts of things, you know
—and I'm very superstitious. | do live in
a secret world of that. But | don't feel I have
to be particularly ashamed of it now.

“Itis kind of obvious, how much you
need that self-acceptance. It makes you
think, what have | been doing for so long?
And also you see it in other people, you
wonder why people have this white-
knuckled need to control everything, why
they won't just sit back, give themselves
a bit of a better time, and have faith that
stuff will be OK in the end anyway. | guess
that having faith in the fact that good will
happen is a hard thing to believe in.”

Maybe you just need that sort of thing
proven every now and again.

“It does get proven, though, that's the
best thing. Just trying it out a little bit, you
get rewarded for not being a loony.”

My girlfriend can’t wait until she’s 30;
she senses that many of her anxieties about
herself and her place in the world will just
begin to fall away.

"It's different for lots of people. For me
it required a lot of work, but it did get it all
chipped off, away, while | was in the Priory,
undergoing some quite extensive therapy.
I'd quit drinking before, but | didnt ask for
any help, 1 just stopped. And it took all of
one comment at an after-show party, and
I was upset enough to go and buy some
cigarettes, and go and get drunk. And it =
was just a silly comment, it needn’t have
upset me; there was just something inside
me waiting for that excuse.”

What prompted you deciding, once
and for all, to quit drinking?

“There was some pretty reckless
behaviour, being utterly drunk and just
scaring friends to death. And thinking,
if | was capable of that stuff and could
just about remember it, then just think
about what | couldn’t remember. It makes
you feel like, if you do survive that, all that
reckless behaviour, someone must be
looking after you. And why not believe
that it's the fairies?”

He laughs, as he hears himself, but this
isn'ta joke. And it's now more than ever
that I wish this wasn't a phone interview,
because | want to let him know that I'm not
snickering as he says all this, like Longfellow
Deeds, all vulnerable and honest and
a little bit happy. He clears his throat,
and begins again.

“I'know it sounds stupid, but it's just. ..
[ will say fairies and I mean, | guess, that
| have felt more connection with the human
race, cosmically, than | ever have done.
And | know that sounds pretentious and
New Age, which I'm not at all. I'm just
obsessed with poetics, | guess.”
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WHAT | WANT FROM A BAND

They've got to be girls. They've got to be
total show-offs. Live, | want: chaos, flair,
costume changes, capes, choreographed
dance routines; a visual evisceration. | want
to come away drenched in sweat and frizzy-
haired and damp between the legs.

Iwant Iwant | want.

They mustn't play guitars, or if they do,
it's as a Joke. They gotta mock the guitar;
they gotta smash that phallus. I want face-
snapping, whip-lashing, supa-phat beats;
cover versions so sharp they bring tears
to the eyes. I want: towering pyramids of
synths and a wreath of samples tied around
my neck and twisting tighter. | want.

I want them to open their performances
at feminist music festivals with the words
"We Are Not Feminists’. | want them to shun
the label ‘girl band’. | want them to fuck
around with the stereotypes of what it is to
be female, to examine what it means to be
valued primarily as a visual object, without
getting dragged down in dogma. | want
them to paint their faces strange colours
or bleach their armpit hair; to knit onstage
or hack at their bobbed haircuts, wielding
nail-scissors like mental patients. I want.

Chicks On Speed are almost my perfect
band. So why are they so damn irritating?

FLASHBACK 2000: HOW | HEARD

OF THE CHICKS ON SPEED

I was given a tape. A tape called, Chicks On
Speed — The Unreleases Of The Unreleases.

ne

Three girls (Melissa Logan, Alex Murray-
Leslie, and Kiki Moorse) living in Berlin.
AYank, an Aussie, a German; their work
scrambled into a 70-minute mix by Vienna
sound artists Gerhard Potuznik and Ramon
Bauer. The guy who gave me the tape had
drawn on the inlay card in biro. Euro Trash
Girl. Dance Of The Floating Pyramid. He'd
written me a little note. “You are a Euro
Trash Girl,” it said.

Most of the tape was unlistenable. There
were jingles and glitches. Excerpts of the
girls’ voices taking the piss out of retted-
sounding radio interviewers. Random noise
bursts. Screaming. Occasionally, a proper
song would rise up from the fug: a
shimmery slice of perfect house called
‘Glamour Girl’; a cover of Delta 5's ‘Mind
Your Own Business’; Malaria's ‘Kaltes Klares
Vasser’ with the Chicks’ own ‘text on the
top impressionistically musing on plastic
surgery and female body image; and ‘Yes
I Can!’, containing the much-quoted line,
“Fashion victim on the air/Shaved off all
my pubic hair/Sometimes people think I'm
vermin/Got more faces than Cindy Sherman.

Frequent use of the pause and fast-
forward buttons allowed you to construct
your own album from the glitchmessfug.
You felt as though you'd won a battle once
you'd got to grips with the Unreleases. Just
as early fanzines deliberately used ransom-
note style cut and paste graphicsin an
attempt to exert control over their audience
and keep out those of a ‘corporate’, anti-

"

to seed

Have Chicks On Speed saved the world - or even just our world?

Words: Miss AMP
Photography: Sarah Bowles

punk mindset who couldn‘t be bothered
to delve deeper, so too did the Unreleases
function. Listening to the Unreleases, you
felt that you had won a battle that others
less tenacious might scorn to enjoy. You
were in the club. You were a Euro Trash Girl.
The Unreleases Of The Unreleases felt
like a seething mass of creativity. It felt alive,
as though surrounding the perfectly formed
songs there were the fragments of millions
more songs, just waiting to be magically
recreated from their DNA spirals. It felt
hideously inspiring, as though by merely
touching the album, you too might be spun
off into a world of glorious, glamorous,
magical creativity, where anything might
just happen, and probably would.

OTHER STUFF THE CHICKS DID

THAT WAS COOL

They didn't just release a kickass album.

People do that every day. They had also:

® Run a club in a place called Seppi
Bar in Munich, “Because nothing was
happening”. They showed slides and
their friends’ Super-8 movies, played
records, had fun, met people.

¢ Created a multimedia art project called
The Box Set, which was a box containing a
cardboard fake record, a T-shirt, a badge,
and a poster. “All the merchandising
elements of a band, without the band.”
There was also a tape inside, on which
the girls did bad beat-box impressions,
pretended to be clever, pouting DJs.

FASHION

Melissa: Our clothes are expensive because it's part of our philosophy that
everybody should have a lot of money — it's really shitty that some people are
just skimming off until the cream is all gone. Everybody should have enough
money to get what they want. It's bullshit, this notion that kids don’t have
money. If they really, really want something, then they save. We have friends
who are these students, they have no money, but then they’ll have a 300-euro
coat. And we're like, how can you afford that?

Also, we decided that we were not going to have things produced in
Thailand. And that's why /t’s A Project priced the way it is. It's handmade

in Berlin. It's a crime to sell things cheap — that's what's actually wrong with
the world. It only encourages everyone to abuse each other... Fashion Rules’
is made for the catwalk, and it's also in disdain, and agony, and glorification
of the high fashion world.

Alex: It's also about a pissed-off feeling towards the fashion industry: this
| notion that fashion is so important. It's not very important; there are more

important things in life than fashion. But it's also about a love of fashion. And
fashion is also a necessity —if you've got to go onstage, you might as well wear
something that makes you feel tough as something that makes you feel weak.

PHILOSOPHY

Melissa: The core of production is more the idea than professionalism.
We believe that strongly. It all comes from the idea, and then goes out to
music and then graphics. And music can be this intense experience, while
graphics is looked on as very low, and fine art seen as really high. But screw
those differentiations.

Alex: It's not about craftsmanship, craftspersonship. It's about what
you select, and how you put it together. If you select a bad sample, a bad
sample will make a bad song. Or bad lyrics.

Melissa: It doesn't matter where it comes from, or whether you play it
yourself on your violin. It's about how it sounds at the end. This is not a new
idea: we've read it in Malaria interviews, that they were also into that. At the
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* Designed their own ‘high-fashion’ outfits
from leather off-cuts and gaffer tape, and posted
the designs on their website, in order that their
fans could create their own (thereby theoretically
deconstructing the notion of high fashion and
exclusivity and the cult of the designer, fact fans
—and don't forget, Kiki was working as a stylist at
Vogue magazine at the time, so this shiznit was
subversive and important, non-fashion dudes!).

¢ Hosted a trading stall'in Munich, on the
internet, and on local cable TV, where people
attempted to barter their treasured possessions
without the facilitating medium of cash.

There's more, of course, but all of the above were
enough for me. As my friend who'd first given me
the tape wrote': “Rather than just let their ideas flow
in and out of those conversations laced with phrases
like, ‘Wouldn't it be great if | did a website all about’
and ‘'Somebody should make a movie that has

this’, they take the spaces where ideas are hatched,
where others fall by the wayside, and bring in their
own works-in-progress. They open the possibility
for creation, criticism, and dialogue. They motivate
others to stop just talking and to start joining. And
they enjoy themselves in the process.”

And all this was presented by a group of Berlin-
based pan-European/American/ Australasian
attractive females in their late twenties/early thirties
— and they had tunes you could dance to! Damn,

I was convinced, and, back in the day, the world
was convinced too. CoS collages and images were
plastered across magazines from The Face to NME
to Nylon to Sleaze Nation to Oyster, reclaiming the
glossy spaces, replacing the stick-thin models with
Boob Monsters and the overpriced designer dresses
with frocks made from paper and gaffer tape. They
cleaned up Unreleases a little, and created a new
album from it called Chicks On Speed Will Save Us
All, and I truly fucking believed that they would.

WHAT REALLY HAPPENED

In real life, dreams do not come true, and nobody
can save you, not even yourself. CoS went on to win
international art prizes, tour incessantly and work
with various influential producers including
Christian Fennesz, Jim O'Rourke, Peter Rehberg,
Kreidler and DJ Hell. They opened up an online store
called Chicks On Speed Sell Out, “Exploiting all the
different ways we're going to go commercial "
They played at Ladyfest in London in the summer

of 2002, a powerful performance during which

L4

Melissa chopped off her long brown hair and flung
itinto the audience. They set up a record label based
in Berlin to release music from bands including Le
Tigre, Angie Reed, Dat Politics and Kevin Blechdom.
Their music soundtracked catwalks from Seoul to
Milan and became a staple of electroclash comps
(Futurism, Soulwax's mix for Paris fashion store
Collette, etc).

In late 2003, a full three years after the first
album, they finally released the follow-up, 99¢, and
a huge, expensive, coffee-table book called /t's A
Project. And somehow, somewhere — somewhere
in-between the bit when | picked up chunks of
Melissa’s hair off the floor and stuffed it in my purse,
intending to “Do something with it” and the last
time | saw them live, at the London Mean Fiddler
in March 2004 — disillusionment set in.

WHY THE CHICKS SUCKED

Life’s been shit for the last week, as | attempt to
write part two of this goddamn article, the ‘Why
The Chicks Sort Of Sucked’ bit. Who wants to focus
on the bad things? It's so much more fun to think
about how happy and exciting things were back

in 2000 than to analyse what amounts to a series
of sequential disappointments.

time they were still working with instruments, they didn’t have such great
technology, but they weren't thinking about their guitars, drums, whatever,
they were just thinking, this is what we're gonna do with it, we don’t care
about playing ‘properly’.

Alex: Making mistakes is an important part of creativity.

Melissa: We don't believe in stopping the experimentation and perfecting
it, because that's deadening. So to bring it together we collaborate with
people who are professionals, because really, that's not so important to us.
And sometimes people get mad at us, because they say, well, music is not
so important to you. And we say, yes, that's true. Sorry.

FEMINISM

Melissa: The show that we did at Ladyfest, at The Garage [London, 2002],

it was a great feeling. Before we got onstage | was a little bit sceptical. There
was some poetry happening before us, and this girl was really good at poetry,
but she gave me this feeling of like, ‘poor me’ kind of thing, that women
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sometimes have at Ladyfestivals or whatever. OK, being raped or whatever is
fucking shitty, but, the thing is, this victimisation is...the enemy. Being female,
being oppressed, getting lower incomes, lower status — that's fucking shitty,
but never, ever, ever fucking feel like it. Because that's the downfall.

As soon as we got onstage, it changed. | had prepared a couple of jokes,
and gaffer-taped a pair of scissors to my leg. At one point | pulled off the
scissors and cut my hair, and threw it into the audience. There's this female
cliché that when women are frantic, they chop off their hair. One time my
gynaecologist saw | had a new haircut, and she asked if | still had the same
boyfriend. I told her that | didn't, and she said, “I thought so. If a woman
changes her hair, she changes her fife" .

[t was such an empowering feeling to play with these funny clichés of
femaleness at Ladyfest. | didn’t know until we got onstage tthere would
be this feeling like, wow, this is our space, our territory, we can do whatever
the fuck we like. I wore this white dress with red polka dots on it, just jumping
up and surfing on the audience. It was really cool. There were these



Aside from the music, there are three main
elements to the CoS ethos — fashion, graphics
and art. CoS's live shows are where the disparate
elements come together. They're maniacs,
these women, smearing their faces and bodies
in fluorescent paint till their visages are fucked
monstrosities, hacking their hair, falling off speaker
stacks, knitting huge fishing nets and pinning them
to washing-lines, reading from and tearing up
broadsheets, pretending to polish the stage, getting
cock-rocking Justin Hawkins-esque boytoys to flail
and ultimately fall to the floor deaded in the face of
the onslaught of ‘We Don't Play Guitars’ — all against
a backdrop of home-produced graphics and videos.
BUT. When it's time for the album, we need Quality
Product. A live show ultimately only exists as a faded
mind-pulse, after all. The aloum’s the thing that lives
in the ears and the head unblemished by the passing
of time, the artefact by which, ultimately, a band will
be judged. So what happened?

They fucked it up. 99c s a slick little album of
Proper Pop Songs, all of which adhere to the now-
familiar CoS template of synths, stop-starty guitar
samples, thumpy beats, shouted anti-consumerist
slogans and lyrics of a satirical, snapshot/collage/
pastiche nature, but with the lo-fi, scuzzboxy edges

empowering moments, but also these weird moments. It was

very schizo.

Alex: But our hostel was kind of ropey. The young girls who
organise Ladyfest, | think they think it has to be very low budget,
because it's this whole genre, this style...I don't think that's right.
We're artists and we've been doing this a long time, and you need
the respect that you've earned. You should even be paid more than

you might be paid at another gig.

[t's such a typical woman thing, you've got to be smaller than
the men...being underground’s OK but you can still get sponsors,
y'know? Good sponsors. Even a company that produces knitting

needles, or...
Miss AMP: Sanitary towels?
Alex: Yeah!

Melissa: Oh, that would be fucking cool. Tampax. That would —

be so cool.

Fashion Rules?

The Chicks’ new book, /t’s A Project, comes wrapped in a graffiti-print canvas totebag and is full of photo collages

of the Chicks and collaborators at work and play, interspersed with screeds about fashion and cod-political

. rants. Sure, the Chicks namecheck John Pilger, author of The New Rulers Of The World, but Project wears its
anti-capitalist sentiment like a logo-ed badge on its lapel. As much as | love fashion, this is capitalism as high art.

| Just acknowledging that with a wink — screenprinting skirts with Sony and Pentax logos, or defacing The Face

| even when The Face's readers, caught in the hamster wheel of chasing the coolest and newest whatever, were

first to pick up on the Chicks —is about as radical as buying a Ché Guevara T-shirt.

However Project markets itself, it's too close to the ‘mags with bags’ that blight every newsagent from London to

Glasgow. If you can't be arsed to stump up £3 for a copy of Elle because you don’t care about spending hundreds of

quid on Jimmy Choos to look like some anorexic trust fund chick, lord knows why some sweatshopped PVC holdall

will make buying it more attractive.

Like most fashion mags, Project is about selling the Chicks’ bohemian jetset lifestyle instead of inspiring anyone

to make up their own. Granted, Project’s giveaways are more enticing — there’s a dress you can put together and

a poster —and I'm guessing no Indonesian children were shackled to their sewing machines to make any of it. Still, if

you've got the £85 for /s A Project, why not just get your own cheap canvas tote to scribble on? You'd have enough

change tofill it up at the charity shops and toss in a copy of Pilger’s book and some Delta 5 singles to boot. Maybe

that's the idea: to piss people off so much that they’ll say, “Fuck this, | could make something better myself,” and

then go out and do it. But after seeing Top Shop filled with faux-customised tat for the last few years, | really doubt it.

Emily Bick

cover story chickson speed

‘It's a crime to sell things
cheap. It only encourages

everyone to abuse
each other’

exfoliated to a glossy, overproduced sheen. It's
clearly designed as a Trojan horse to carry the Chicks
and their ideas into the heart of the mainstream,
to MTV Europe and daytime radio airplay. But.
They fucked it up. I try not to glaze over as Alex
and co explain why. Shenanigans to do with labels
and rights meant that the album came out a full
year after it was intended to, by which point our
ears were familiar with the electroclash stylez and
collage po-mo soundbite aesthetics held within.
Electro’s heroes were drifting towards the
mainstream: Peaches was spread across the Sunday
supplements and producing the new Pink album,
Scissor Sisters were heading for Number One in the
album charts. The world, unable to sit and wait with
bated breath for the Chicks’ next move, which was
to present themselves as available for ‘selling out™,
simply plundered their treasure boxes and moved
on. Goldfrapp’s graphic designer chiefed CoS's
aesthetic styles for the cover of Black Cherry;
Martine Sitbon and various other fashionistas
blatantly ripped off CoS clothing designs, and CoS’s
attempt to “exploit yourself before it's done to you”
began to seem kinda redundant, if not a major case
of stable door horse bolted. How, after all, can you
sell yourself out when you've already been ripped

off? Is there anything more embarrassing than a
failed attempt to infiltrate the mainstream? To gloss
yourself up, give yourself up, proffer that glistening
sheeny fuckhole, only to find it AIN'T WANTED?

FROM EXPERIMENT INTO THE VOID

My friend and | dissect the Mean Fiddler gig on
email. “With the Chicks, | wonder what they could
possibly do now? | think they should inject their
art=media=music personae into politics and run
for an odd municipal position or something.

Or maybe one should get an occasional role

on a German soap opera. Something to KEEPIT
INTERESTING since we are the ADD generation
and gaffer tape and homemade dresses and crap
clothes aren’t doing it for us anymore.”

CoS say they have a new album ready to go
already, but we're almost halfway through 2004
now and | ain't seen nothing yet. They say the new
album will be far less radio-friendly than 99¢, more
open, experimental, based on jam sessions and
outtakes. Really, though, CoS need more than
areturn to the kindergarten glitchiness of their first
release. It's not enough to rail against the hierarchies
of the fashion world from behind an asymmetric
fringe. We need to be befuddled.

i) I'had recently finished running 'Superswops’, a cashless shop on
Brick Lane, where over the course of three months, we unknowingly
attempted the same thing [www.ampnet.co.uk/superswops].
Ultimately, we came away with a renewed respect for cash,
because without it, how can you place an arbitrary value on
people’s personal history? Hey, it's like Enid discovered in the film
of Ghost World when she has a yard sale and asks a certain price
for a dress because she lost her virginity in it, and the person who
wants to buy itis like, “So what do | care? | can't buy someone
else’s memories.” CoS reached a similar conclusion: “How do you
know the value of things? You don’t. People’s personal needs are
so different. But at least we've explored that,” reported Melissa
(quoted in Piers Morgan'’s article in The Face, June 2000).

ii) Private email correspondence, 5 August 2000

iii) Alex, interview published in AMP fanzine, summer 2000.

iv) 99 Cents’ central conceit, an exploration of the line between art
and commerce, is not without its forebears. Many years ago The
Who based a whole album around the concept of the ‘sell-out’,
with fabricated adverts appearing between the tracks, while
fluorescent fishnet-masked Eighties numpties Sigue Sigue Sputnik
went one better by genuinely flogging the space between tracks
to advertisers.
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Ex-Creation Records boss Alan McGee said
something about Coldplay and bedwetting
a couple of years ago that struck me as
so wrong it still haunts me. Something
sneering like, “Coldplay make music for
bedwetters”. If only. Daniel Johnston makes
music for people who wet the bed — Daniel
and Cocorosie and Yoko Ono and The
Pastels and Electrelane. You just know
John Lennon used to wet the bed. Iggy
Pop probably still does. Coldplay make
music for terminally well-adjusted people
to make out and prune the roses to: music
as Sixties architecture as chiffon wrap.
Cherish the fact you don't fitin, that you're
frightened of life and even more terrified
of death, that it'll take more than a couple
of sniffs of marching powder to help fill
the roaring silence inside your head. Cherish
your Outsider status. It might be the only
thing going for you in this pus-filled,
petrifying existence of ours.

Jason Stollsteimer, singer with The Von
Bondies is a bedwetter —or if he's not, at
least he understands enough to pretend.

FOREPLAY - MILD FLIRTATION
I should explain | hate to do interviews and
I try to avoid them as much as possible.
[Band laugh and hold up copy of my
previous mag, Careless Talk Costs Lives.]
Yeah, well, you obviously haven't read it,
cos the only articles | write are about myself.
Jason Stollsteimer: “Nooooo! The
Gossip one?”
That's all about me.
[Girls shriek with laughter.]
Yeah, today I'm talking about me. You
wanna ask me anything?
Jason: “Where'd you get your start?”
| did a fanzine in the Eighties. A friend
asked me to do a column for his fanzine,
and I was like, “I can't write”. | failed
my English O-level. So | wrote about what
| hated about music, and what | cared
passionately about. A week after the zine
came out, 500 copies, the head of a trendy
record company screamed at me down
the phone at me for 45 minutes.
Jason: “Frightened of your opinion.”
Yeah, | was just some punk kid,
a screenprinter. | was shocked! Afterwards
I was like, this is pretty cool. I'm reaching the

Words: Everett True
Photography: Sarah Bowles
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people | want to reach. He can turn the page
and ignore my opinion, but | have to listen to
his crap music everywhere | go.

Carrie Smith (bass): “In America, the
mainstream is horrible right now.”

Jason: “Both America and England
have their silly "What's Number One’ shows.
Steps is horrible. And Cliff Richard! Three
weeks at Number One! It's the second
worst song in history.”

You mean ‘The Millennium Prayer’,
right? That's nasty.

Jason: “It looks like a mall video, with
a blue screen with shots of JFK. You can
see the glow of his arms. Someone once
told me that he was you guys’ version of
Elvis. I dunno...He's clean.”

Cliff's from the era of suspiciously gay-
looking male stars...you know, all these
boys being tutored by a mentor who was
clearly fucking them. Not that I'm saying
Cliff is gay — heaven forbid!

Allright, stop. Manufacture. Elvis.
Rock'n’roll. Number ones. Being fucked
by the man. The Von Bondies. What's the
deal here?

CIGARETTE BREAK

This interview took place in three parts.
Some you've just read. That was the ‘getting
to know you’ section. Rock'n’roll stars are
crazy, wild, outsiders....or like to consider
themselves to be. So it's easy to face them
off. It's all bullshit. That bit took place last
November, in a hotel room near Trafalgar
Square —classic corporate setting, Jason
made a big play of finding it, “So boring,
darling, the NME is up next, and | just

know they’ll want to gossip and not write
anything about our music at all”, but |
noticed he wasn't late for that appointment.

I wanted to speak to them for several
reasons:

THE MUSIC. The Von Bondies’ 2002
debut Lack Of Communication is nasty,
spiteful and heavy on the wah-wah. Imagine
the howling guitars of Mudhoney crossed
with a severe sense of claustrophobia, with
a little Detroit garage and The Gun Club’s
swampy blues thrown in. The third album,
2004's Pawn Shoppe Heart contains a song
about Ben Swank [Soledad Brothers], rips

the Von Bondies way

The anatomy of a Detroit love affair; or, why we no longer want to fuck The Von Bondies

off The Pixies like everyone else [single,
‘C'mon, C'mon’] and wallows in its own
muck. All plus points.

CONTEXT: | was writing a book on
The White Stripes and Detroit, so | needed
to speak to Motor City bands: the band
formerly known as The Babykillers seemed
particularly well connected. Jack White
helped produce Lack Of Communication,
a fact probably not unconnected to him
having once dated guitarist Marcie Bolen.

VANITY: | fancied another brief bite
at the corporate apple. Promo CDs come
name-encoded now, and — hey — it was
either this, The Stranglers or Mike & The
Mechanics. And I like my rock not too
polished. But don't underestimate my love
for certain bands. Same way | wanted to
meet Steve Nawara when he was touring
with Electric Six, cos he plays with The
Detroit Cobras, so | needed to hang with
Marcie, ex-Slumber Party. (You don’t know
who they are? Purchase Careless Talk Costs
Lives #2, immediately.)

Tell me about Detroit, this mythical city.
Does it exist?

Marcie: “Mystical?”

Jason: “Mythical? It's like The Warlocks
possessed The Soledad Brothers.”

Marcie: “People in the UK compare it
to Birmingham. It's very industrial.”

Jason: “It's more like Liverpool, cos it's
rundown and once was great. The auto
industry moved out in the late Seventies.
Most kids don’t move there to get jobs and
find a future. Normally, everyone who lives
in Detroit works somewhere in the suburbs,
orina bar if you're our age. | worked at The
Magic Stick, the venue where we played,
but it wasn't a good job.”

The amount of media attention Detroit's
gotten in the last couple of years must have
changed a lot of things.

Marcie: “All the media is British. As far
as music magazines go in America, you've
got Spin and Rolling Stone..."

Jason: “It's very mainstream, and they
don’t talk about Detroit the way you guys
talk about Detroit.”

Soit hasn't affected your hometown?

Jason: "In terms of labels showing up
and stuff like that? Labels have started
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Carrie: “Isaw one of their first shows
[unlike everyone else then — Ed]. We all
thought Meg was blind cos she kept looking
up at the light. She looked like Stevie
Wonder, waving her arms around. So it
seemed incredible, seeing them on MTV
for the first time. It still blows my mind every
time | see them on the cover of a magazine
—the fact they're so minimal and true to
their own music and can get so far.”

INTERCOURSE

The second part took place a few nights
later, prior to The Von Bondies’ appearance
atthe 100 Club. It was just Jason, his
manager and me. Intimate.

My motivation was greed: | needed more
material —and my previous liaison had been
cut short. | was informed afterwards that
the band rarely talk, usually allowing Jason
to grab the limelight, as it's what he craves.
So our first talk was disproportionate and
I wanted more. (l already had Jason pinned
down as a fellow bedwetter.)

What's your motivation for making music?
“Depression. Even the catchiest song

on our new record has the most depressing

lyrics. When | first started making music,

I'd never played guitar, I'd never sung in

aband. | was going through a bad time and

it was better than what | was doing. | was

making my problems disappear by drinking.

I had some bad days when | didn’t think

I was going to have another day. A lot of

‘ had some bad days when
| didn’t think | was going to
have another day’ - Jason
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showing up: mostly Seymour Stein [Von
Bondies A&R].”

What's the deal with the Electric Six?
They were a great band, then they got a
Number Two hit, sacked all the members
who made them a great band, and now
they suck. It just seems odd.

Carrie: "Yeah, like they'd wanna keep
it going and see what happens.”

Jason: “Now | go to Detroit and walk
into any bar and one of them'’s gonna be
there. The bass-player Steve hit me drink-
driving. | was driving home from eating
or something, and he hit me, broke my
thumbs. Yeah, we got history.”

Do you think there are any parallels
between Detroit and Seattle?

Jason: “You got the drug problems.”

Carrie: "We were making the same
comparisons. The White Stripes are
the Nirvana.”

Marcie: “We're the Tad.”

Jason: “We're Mudhoney.”

You're totally Mudhoney.

Carrie: “Soundgarden were the
Electric Six.”

Has it got to the stage where in Seattle,
people won't speak Nirvana’s name?

Carrie: "People brag about The White
Stripes, like "Yeah, I knew Jack’, or like, ‘I
saw them play way back when...” But then
you don'‘t have that whole kind of tragedy
associated with Nirvana. No one died...”

Jason: “People still brag about Eminem. ”

Is it weird seeing The White Stripes now?

songwriters go through that, no matter
how poppy they sound. A lot of corporate
guys — | mean bands — they write a song
to get asingle. We're writing songs that
deal with shit.”

What made you turn to music?

“I couldn’t paint. If I'd been able to
paint, I'd be painting right now. "

But what was it about rock music that
appealed to you?

"Otis Redding. He didn’t have the best
voice, but you could hear every emotion
he had. His pure emotion... [sings] ‘These...
arms...of...mine’, every little mood he
sensed. Then you hear Minor Threat do it,
and they're a straight edge band. Then | saw
Fugazi not so long ago, they're all drinking.
So people grow up. So Otis Redding to
The Von Bondies. It wasn't The Stooges.

It wasn't MC5. | didn't really get into that
until this year. It was very new to me, like
"the rock thing'. | was never a Led Zeppelin
fan. Iwasn't a Beatles or a Rolling Stones
fan. Ijust heard seven or eight different
records and that was it. Public Enemy...they
had aggression. It wasn't about selling lots
of records. That's why | liked a lot of bands
that weren't big sellers. Tom Waits is my
rock’n’rollicon, just the idea of him as this
mysterious guy, doing a lot of interesting,
strange things, different kinds of music.”

Later that night | threw up on Jason’s
shoes. Not deliberately, but as a result
I was the guest of honour at a dinner
(OK, backstage cold cuts) with members

of fellow Detroit rock'nroll acolytes The
Dirtbombs. Detroit is an even smaller town
than Brighton sometimes.

SLOPPY SECONDS

Six months later, April, we meet again at
the Concorde 2, Brighton. It's a lovely day
for a cycle ride. | want to meet one more
time because, still, The Von Bondies music
is seedy and strange and (on record) blows
with an elephantine grace, howling down
the phone lines, and Marcie Bolen had
cooked me tacos in Detroit, and wrestled
with me in bars. Jason Stollsteimer had
gotten himself beaten up by Jack White, and
that seemed like good form — I even found
myself siding with the pompous little twerp
(Jason, not Jack) because | hate bullies more
than anything on God's earth, whatever
the provocation. We talked about Australia,
Japan, masturbation, the allowed angle of
erection in Britain, pixels and pubic hair,
chocolates and the problem of perspiration.
We discussed The Legend!’s performance,
supporting Yeah Yeah Yeahs the previous
week with an e-flat horn and noise guitar.
All seemed fine. Someone suggested

I should do a voiceover from the mixing
desk, disembodied, between songs.
[Marcie: “That would be so awesome. It'd
be like The Wizard Of Oz."] Jason initially
liked the idea, and then looked scared.
“You're not gonna get drunk, are you
Everett?” Marcie and drummer Don tried
to convince him, but he didn’t want to run
the risk. Rock’n’roll!

POST-COITAL (BITTER) CHOCOLATE
When you play a show, you accept the
situation as it is, and react accordingly.

You do not go into band huddles with
your manager straight afterwards to discuss
whether the bass was loud enough on the
final number, whether The Hit Single had
one too many refrains, if The Singer’s Hair
was mussed up enough. You do not walk
on stage wearing a Stax T-shirt and pretend
you've never heard an indie record in your
life, especially when your sound has been
almost entirely lifted from the Early Years
Of Grunge.

You do not lead the crowd in handclaps.

You do not ask your road crew to check
your equipment 15 minutes before you play
—even if you're at a goddamn arena, which
the Concorde 2 patently is not. It sucks ass
and makes half the people present think of
The Vines at The Free Butt. And thinking of
The Vines is Not A Good Thing.

You don't write kick-ass bluesy rock and
then not allow the songs room to breathe
—or even suffocate —on stage. You do not
have the natural frontperson playing guitar
to one side just cos she’s female. You do
not behave like you're the most wonderful
person on earth just because a bunch of
students and NME (sigh) readers have
shelled out daddy’s money to see you
preen yourself. You do not treat songs,
or the audience, or yourself, with respect.
You want to be rebellious? Don't imitate
The Strokes. And don't for fuck’s sake be
professional. Save proficiency for where
it belongs: the sports field.

How can a band sound so similar to
Mudhoney and sometimes miss the point
so badly?

TWO WEEKS LATER
Disillusionment sets in. Doesn't it always?
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Words: Frances May Morgan
Photography: Sarah Bowles

Four Japanese women are running through the Camber Sands car park, wrapped in dresses and

blankets and ponchos, straight hair blowing in the east wind. A man holding a child, and another

man, holding a camera, follow them. The scene has a hallucinatory, nostalgic quality, like an excerpt

from a lost Sixties film about nomads from Saturn visiting an English seaside resort.

I watch, entranced, afilter of foreignness
and early-morning tiredness between them
and me, before | register the women are
00I00, and the smallest woman in the
beat-up brown leather jacket and ponytail

is Yoshimi P-we. | am to interview her soon,
and should introduce myself. Instead, I sit
back down and keep quiet. The man with
the camera lines the band up in front of
ared garage door and quickly shoots a few
poses. Then they hurry by me again, and the
camp is back to its normal self, the greys and
blues of buildings and skies; hungover boys
in hoodies and jeans.

The interview never happens. Timing
and miscommunications keep me sitting in
the canteen, while outside the occasional
poncho-ed, black-haired figure hurries past.
| realise part of me has cast the experience
as a quest narrative with all the poignancy of
an old science fiction novel and dumb holy
grail-search trappings of a psilocybin trip —

I must reach this point in the road, I must get
to the end of the field, / must meet this band.

That urge —to mythologise experience,
to create narrative where there is none or

18 |planb

little —is one of the reasons why I'm a writer.
Yoshimi, long-term Boredoms member
and originator of the all-female quartet,
0O0IOQ, is one of the reasons why I'm
amusician. It would be fair to say that she
is an ambassador for many things | hold
dear in music. That OOIOO are a band who
came together by accident doesn't lessen
their importance in the slightest.

" A Japanese magazine was going to do
a special on me with photographer Takashi
Honma, but I didn’t want to be in the photo
alone, so I decided to make up a fictitious
band for the photo session,” Yoshimi tells
me by email a few weeks later. " After
the photo session, | wanted to make this
fictitious band into a real one, but there
were some people who were playing
instruments for the first time. | had a guitar
athome that | wanted to try playing, so we
all got together and started making sounds.
We played so horribly it was incredible.
But | felt that there were a lot of possibilities
in that session.”

Five albums later, Yoshimi’s now the
only original member of that group left.

But whoever plays with her becomes
immediately OOIOO, a phrase that, however
you pronounce it (coeeoo, oh oh eye oh oh,
even, as friend used to say, oh oh one oh
oh), sounds breathless and excited, both silly
and full of meaning. The current line up,
playing this rainy mid-afternoon in the
upstairs cavern of Camber Sands Pontin's,
are shining. This might be because they're
four beautiful women, playing sparkling
guitars and wearing white paper dresses
("...designed by my friend Cosmic
Wonder,” Yoshimi says. “The outfits made
us feel ‘new wave'"). But anyone can be
pretty and dress in paper and sparkles, and
project nothing more than a shabby indie
glitz. OOIOO shine because they really play
together. They play together so hard that
their group spirit is something tangible,
something that hangs in the air like laughter
or clouds of butterflies.

Live, their playing is not perfect or even
that complex — rhythms drift and reconvene
—but it's some of the most intensely musical
playing I've been witness to. The carefree
inventiveness and sheer joy in that invention



brings to mind early Soft Machine or the
Magic Band, changing tempos and rhythms
with scattergun insouciance and skilfully
rough edges; psychrock meeting jazz and
throwing water-bombs at it.

Imagine Soft Machine as now, as all
female, as influenced by the music that
hadn't happened yet back then. Imagine
their statement ‘We did it again’ replaced
by the sweet suggestion, ‘Be sure to loop!”
Imagine Neu! in the countryside, backed
by a chorus of dryads and squirrels. Imagine
Sowiesoso by Cluster sped up and ravaged,;
imagine Alice Coltrane’s ‘Los Caballos’
punctuated by angelic Japanese birdcalls.
Imagine if Hawkwind were beautiful.
Imagine Stereolab on ayahuasca. Imagine
all of that spun round in a centrifuge until
it separates out into its rightful, righteous,
intended parts and you can pick out the bits
that sparkle and shimmer, the bits that are
beyond gender, technology and the canon
of experimental rock. The important bits.

But trying to describe what OOIOO can
sound like is as simple and as complicated
as when someone described Boredoms to
me as, “Just playing really good drums really
fast”. O0IOO0 are, “Just playing pretty space
rock really well”. Why, then, treat these
bands like ambassadors from the true home
of music? Partly because in return they offer
us unequivocally joyful songs we can dance
and smile to. Partly because they’re women
in a genre in which women have been,
surprisingly — or perhaps unsurprisingly,

of the piano. I used to love listening to
sounds through cylinders. | always loved
music, but I'm just drawn to sound. | can
just listen to the sounds of birds, animals,
the wind and the rain forever.”

Through the stilted frames of translator
and email, such truisms tell us little about
Yoshimi P-we. Her relationship with
natural sound is far more complex and
humorous than her words suggest, as
a listen to the hypnotic, frenetic nature
ramble of Gold And Green (2002) and
last year’s collaboration with Yuka
Honda, Flower With No Color, will confirm.
0O0IO0's engagement with nature makes
no attempt to align human emotion with
nature (as in, the rain equating to sorrow,
for example), yet employs cute, synthetic
imagery like the pretty birds and turquoise-
sounding synths on Feather Float and
Yoshimi’s Aztec wanderer look on the
inside sleeve of Kila Kila Kila.

Likewise, OOIOO punctuate shamanic
chanting with glistening rock power chords;
Yoshimi's crystalline, pure vocals are broken
up with her instinctive trumpet playing.
Although this gives the music a tricksterish,
fluid quality, it seems to stem more from an
openness to all possibilities than it does from
a desire to straddle musical boundaries.
They sound in turn charmed and surprised
by the sound that's channelled through
them and fully in control of it.

Yoshimi's lyrics are a mixture of the
oblique and the simplistic, and in some ways
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Imagine Neu! in the count;yside, backed
by a chorus of dryads and squirrels. Imagine
Stereolab on ayahuasca

given the covert misogyny of the original
psychedelic movement —almost silent,
except as ethereal vocalists. Partly because
of the attractive, unique ease and looseness
with which even the most fucked-up of the
Japanese psychedelic groups approach
their art. These groups proffer a sparkling,
sprawling, knocking-you-to-the-floor
embrace rather than a hunched shoulder,

a compressed slab of sound. There is always
room within it to move around.

When you buy an Acid Mothers T-shirt
with the Japanese for ‘space’ printed upon
it, you're not just buying a worn-out hippy
cliché; you're buying a description of the
music itself, and this is why the hippyish
imagery and cartoonish psychedelia of such
bands is, somehow, ‘allowed’ in a way we'd
never allow with, say, a British band, unless
their tongues were firmly in their cheeks. As,
for example, Masami Akita and Keiji Heino
fulfil the promise of noise’s visceral power,
5o too do Yamatsuka Eye, Makoto Kawabata
and Yoshimi P-we justify their far-out
imagery with truly transcendental sound.
They make the music that the most cosmic
of cover art only depicts, and rarely actualises.

Yoshimi says, “When human beings
produce sounds, we sometimes can’t help
but be shamanic. Especially when we use
our voices. This is also true when we play
with sounds, when we are immersed and
connected by sound.”

She continues, “When I was a child,
| used to love playing just the black keys

are beyond analysis, often because of the
mixture of English and Japanese in which
they are sung. Yet the theme of colour,

no colour and all colour permeates many
songs and titles, and prompts this answer:
“I always have certain colours that I'minto.
For example | think in terms of, ‘This colour
is how | feel now'. When | speak with the
members of 0000, we don't speak in
terms of music. We'll often discuss matters
in terms of, 'I'm really feeling this colour,
but how about you?’ kind of thing. When
we speak in terms of colour, | can really
understand what the other person is
thinking. ‘Transparent Colour’ [a reference
to the song ‘Anuenue Au’] can mean
‘accepting everything around you'."”

Such synaesthesiac descriptions of
a group dynamic would mean little if the
band making them sounded like dull blue
denim and grey cotton, like the brash
colours of stage lights or even the silver
and black of amps and mics. Even if they
sounded like the colour of flesh and vocal
chords and mouths and hands. But the
colours of OOIOQO's songs are manifest,
manifold and dancing like splatters of
iridescent paint before my eyes.

As | watch them perform ‘On Mani’ from
Kila, with its hypnotic, snake-charmer beat
and trumpet fanfare, | couldn't tell you
what those colours are. But they are there,
for sure. And they are so bright that it's all
I can do not to run right towards them,
hands outstretched.

Yoshimi doesn’t actually fight robots. What she does is

far more interesting.

00I00

Kila Kila Kila

(Thrill Jockey, 2004)

Joined by the excellent Yuka
Yoshimura on drums, OOI0O0
create an earthy, woody,
clattery midnight rock picnic of
an album that relies more on
intricate playing/singing than
noise manipulation. Changing
time signatures, organ freak-
outs, minimal guitar mantras
and epic 10-minute build-ups
jumble together into the
loveliest of free-pop albums,
forming a perfect bridge
between Feather Float and
2002's Gold And Green.

00100

Feather Float (Birdman, 2001)
Analogue hummingbirds,
kittens stuck in the oscillator,
classic Krautrock drum fills,
and the ubiquitous vocal
refrain makes ‘Be Sure To
Loop’ one of the finest space-
rock album openersin
existence. But it gets much,
much odder, as ‘Baby Bamboo
From Nose’ and ‘Frogs And

Sun In AHouse’ nod to
Yoshimi’s punk/improv
side and ‘Ring Ring Lee’ is
unashamed psych-folk...
A gentle masterpiece
of joyful disorientation
and constant surprise.

Yoshimi And Yuka
Flower With No Color
(Ipecac, 2003)
Yoshimi and Yuka (Honda,
of Cibo Matto and Buffalo
Daughter) recorded the
source material for this
intriguing mini-epic at the
top of a mountain, in a
Buddhist temple, surrounded
by dogs and ‘elegant birds’.
Dreamy, wandering,
exquisite free jazz/folk field
recordings for when you need
some peace and sunlight
in your bones.

Boredoms

Vision Creation Newsun
(Birdman, 2000)

Super Are (WEA Japan, 1998)
No home should be without
these two records.
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Drug addicts, prostitutes, exiled death metal-obsessed homosexuals... and The Mountain Goats
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People are collected like things. Memories are shuffled and filed
away. Visions, dreams, alternate histories, made-up places and
relationships become every bit as tangible and tantalising as fact,
and coalesce into fabulous tableaux that unfold like origami petals.
This is biography as fiction, apart from when it's the other way
round. It's a mental and musical cataloguing of abstracts — gems
pulled from muddled minds and pickled for posterity. These are the
songs of The Mountain Goats: word-photographer John Darnielle
(left) and musical foil Peter Hughes (right).

Throughout the past decade, Darnielle has crafted countless
albums of exquisite, unique storytelling. Entire concept albums
were written and recorded — roughly and beautifully — on to home
cassettes in a matter of days, just bare-boned frenzies of brittle
acoustic guitar and John's splendid, careering voice. These were
proud and handsome ditties, so exquisitely mannered that one may
realistically describe them as ‘quaint’, with even the most disposable
containing what seemed like whole novels and film scripts, dashed
onto tape in oblique, over-exuberant spatters of word-paint. Entire
tentacled themes would unravel, groping and intertwining with
their fellows, almost independently.

The Coroner’s Gambit, Darnielle’s protracted magnum opus,
wasn't reckoned by its creator to be the mini-opera about death
it so obviously is until it was almost completed. All Hail West Texas,
meanwhile, is a scrapbook of light-hearted lost eulogies left
mysteriously on always listening answer machines.

After solidifying The Mountain Goats as a two-piece and signing
to 4AD, Darnielle produced his most vivid, complete works to date.
Tallahassee (2002) is a near-flawless unpicking of the fictional,
mismatched ‘alpha couple’ who populated early TMG songs
and who finally drag each other into a spiral of glorious mutual
devastation. 2004's We Shall All Be Healed is the first Mountain
Goats release to adopt Darnielle himself as lead character — albeit
an 18-year-old Darnielle, stranded in a parade of social outcasts
in mid-Eighties Portland, Oregon.

Like his alpha couple, Darnielle imports himself and his pseudo-
iconoclast teenage compatriots into a fictionalised narrative
framework. Drug addicts, prostitutes, exiled death metal-obsessed
homosexuals and could-be geniuses ransacked by mental iliness
become glittering anti-heroes immortalised incongruously in a 2D
cut-out scenery movie with a determinedly unresolved plot. Some
stories have new, raging life breathed into them, some characters
are laid to rest and respects — if not judgements —are fully delivered.

Perhaps surprisingly, Darnielle feels it wasn't so much the album
itself, but his own microsite (www.weshallallbehealed.com) to
accompany We Shall All Be Healed, where most of the latter work
was done, and where "doubtless dead people" were paid tribute to.

How do you contrive yourself and the most hard-to-reconcile
period of your life into a fiction? Is it something you could only do
to retain objectivity as an artist?

"Yeah, it helps if you don't believe in autobiography! " laughs
John Darnielle, some 15 years older, wiser and no less alive.

"When someone starts to write their own story, a process of
fictionalisation...uh...metamorphosis into narrative, takes place,
because, really, narrative is a fiction. There's no such thing as
narrative. There's moments and things that happen and they're
pretty amorphous and that's pretty scary to us as creatures for some
reason. So we impose narrative on things. "We tell stories in order to
live." A strictly confessional art form would have neither rhyme nor
metre and would only be interesting as a clinical experiment." Across
a polished dressing room table, dressed smartly in tie-less suit and
designer glasses, John looks a lot like an articulate, mannered writer,
and not so much like the lost protagonist in his later material. "I try
and seem like there’s not a lot of artifice, but everything's artifice,

so I'minto trying to construct one and then render it invisible. "

At points, We Shall All Be Healed scans like a Lost In La Mancha
kind of scenario, where you have these nervy, supercharged young
marauders attempting to get this thing made but just going round
in circles, not knowing if their own personal movies will ever be fully
realised or resolved.

"Ilike that. That's really good. | mean, because, if you've ever
hung out with a lot of junkies, there’s something cinematic and



cinematically dramatic about the way they live their lives and
perceive things. They do always seem like they're shooting a scene
or getting ready to,” he laughs. “Drug addicts don’t think any of
this is real and that anything has lasting consequences. Which, for
them, is true, because once a moment passes you can't even recall
it. And, almost, you have to will consequences away. And movies
are sort of like that. You take the consequences that you need for
the next scene and then you leave anything else behind. Even if

‘Who doesn’t want
to be young and
fabulous and high?’

you're a really good filmmaker, you pick and choose between what
has bearing on the next scene and what doesn't. So..."

The use of perspective is strange. John sings from the perspective
of an 18-year-old, butimbued with the knowledge of the person
he has become. Nevertheless, Darnielle rejects the notion he uses
his art as a process of self-reconciliation.

"That's not what art has been about. My first interest was in
doing something good. | do journaling for that. But that's not to
say it didn't have a therapeutic value. It certainly had that, but it
wouldn’t be sporting to, in public, do something that you need
to do personally.”

The title We Shall All Be Healed is the most obvious signifier
that Darnielle attempts to offer his characters redemption of
sorts. In the explicit references to visions in ‘Palmcorder Yajna" and
the album centrepiece, ‘Against Pollution’ ("When the last days
come/We shall see visions/More vivid than sunsets/Brighter than
stars/We will recognise each other/And see ourselves for the first
time/The way we really are"), he sounds like he's breaking the rules,
offering his protagonists a glimpse of their future, and trying to tell
them that no matter what, everything will be OK.

"The line in ‘Against Pollution” is from the Bible, " he explains.
"From Ecclesiastes. One of my mother’s favourite lines. Uh, "You
old men shall see visions, and you young men shall dream dreams’.
King James English, it's so amazing. But they're fever dreams, really.
Every idea is a vision of sorts when you're either extraordinarily high
or this end of coming back down. Every minor idea blossoms into
big tableaux in front of you."

Against the odds of his case studies in Tallahassee and the
reflections of We Shall All Be Healed, John is happily married and,
for the purposes of this tour, abstaining from late nights, alcohol,
and even caffeine. Only in his affection for the real and unreal
populace of his lyrical landscapes is it apparent these insect-strewn
basement mattresses and lonely hospital beds are the same ones he
dreamed his young life away in. Do you think about that period a lot?

"Yeah. Not as much as | used to. It was a very brief and a weird
period. | barely lived through it. | almost died a coupla times. Al
these experiences you have are difficult to communicate to people.
They're also very rich and you learn things about people — good
and bad, more good than you'd think. You know, its like Orpheus’
descent into hell. You can't fearn some stuff without descending!
And some of the practical applications of that are really valuable."

[t arms you with a perspective that other people might not
necessarily have; a component of the human experience they are
lacking, and maybe are weaker for. Sometimes, despite everything,
you sound like you just can’t help the nostalgia.

"Oh yeah!" John laughs. “Of course! Who doesn’t want to be
young and fabulous and high? Y'know, but | don’t have nostalgia
for the morning | woke up and | had no idea what day it was. | miss
feeling almost completely invulnerable; though I now know that
I'm not. But there’s something just great about feeling that the
only thing that could kill you is yourself if you chose to. There's
nobody more impervious to damage then somebody who is
actively courting damage at all times.”

plan b magazine
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you are about to enter the void

g u i Ity pleasu res: E ra se E rrata Photography: Sarah Bowles

‘Stars And Stripes Forever’ by JP Sousa
Someone whose last name is basically 'so USA’
wouldn't publicly top my favourite songwriters,
and | dislike saying, or even looking at, the song'’s
title. But when I hear it, | can ignore the associations
with blind/under-informed patriotism and consider
it strictly aurally. | have to be honest: I'm into this
song. | love to hear it loud.

I've heard a marching bands performiit. I've
heard it over a Victrola. Perhaps the best way
I've heard it is in a pizza parlour, performed on an
ancient and elaborate pipe organ with mechanical
snare drums and cymbals. My elation at the song’s
spectacle was attributed to the quality of the pizza
—very clever. (Jenny)

Celebrity Gossip - US Weekly, Buddyhead
I can't get enough. Why do | care? | don't know.
But when I read a really great piece of gossip (the
WB network is making a movie about Kurt Cobain,
starring the singer from Puddle Of Mudd! What!?!),
my heartbeat starts racing, my eyes get big and
I start screaming. | try to tell myself it doesn't matter,
that there are so many more important things to
be reading about — but sometimes | need a fix.
| feel bad objectifying these poor people. | know
that Whitney Houston has real feelings. But | get
so caught up in the sport of it all that it seems like
I'm just watching characters evolve.

Did you hear that Bianca from Erase Errata
just punctured her saline breast implant while
she was trying to help her imprisoned boyfriend
escape!?! (Ellie)

Sex And The City

I'love, | mean, LOVE Sex And The City. The drama,
the nasty outfits, the nasty sex, the annoying
dialogue...I've been renting video after video after
video, watching five to six episodes a night. This
has been going on for weeks. Carrie cut her hair!
Miranda had a baby! Samantha has a three way!
It's all too exciting! And what's embarrassing is
that | use their relationship advice in my life. I've
turned into one of those fat lonely 40-year-olds
with 25 cats. This show makes me feel terrible
about myself for liking it, yet | can’t stop watching.
It's fucked. (Bianca)

the first record | ever bought: Thurston Moore

The first record | bought was ‘Get Together’ by

The Youngbloods. They were a stoner hippie group
formed by Jesse Colin Young. It was a beautiful New
England country folk marijuana peace and love and
pot tune that was a massive hit in the USA. It was
written by Dino Valenti from Quicksilver Messenger
Service; he signed away rights to it when he

was imprisoned for marijuana possession. The
Youngbloods recorded it and gave the composer
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credit to Chet Powers, a name they made up.
It supposedly flopped when released in 1967
but became a hitin 1969 when The National
Conference Of Christians And Jews distributed it to

radio and TV stations to support Brotherhood Week.

[t was also released by California group We Five
in 1965, and their version went to Number 31 in the
US charts. Of course, | got that last bit of info from
the internet but, regardless, | guess | bought it in
1969 —wow —when | was 11 years old. Actually,
I'think I had my mom buy it for me. | played it
incessantly, of course, though | knew | needed some
harder stuff, which | progressively went towards.

I always discounted The Youngbloods as one-hit
wonders, but later on | became interested in
discovering folk music from America and England
and realised that The Youngbloods were a real
interesting cog. | guess Warner Brothers/Reprise
gave Jesse Colin Young carte blanche after the
mega success of ‘Get Together’, and he was
allowed to release bands on his own imprint,
Raccoon Records. He went on to release over a
dozen LPs by completely stoned-out hippie freaks
playing jugs and washboards and broken acoustic

guitars —and they were all great (in a way). Here's
what they were:

® Rock Festival, The Youngbloods, 1970, Raccoon 1

o for You, Jeffrey Cain, 1970, Raccoon 2

® Moonset, Joe Bauer, 1971, Raccoon 3

* Ride The Wind, The Youngbloods, 1971, Raccoon 4

o What Was, What Is, What Will Be, Kenny Gill,
1971, Raccoon 5

® Armchair Boogie, Michael Hurley, 1971, Raccoon 6

¢ High Country, High Country, 1971, Raccoon 7

e Crab Tunes, Noggins, 1971, Raccoon 8

® Good And Dusty, The Youngbloods, 1971,
Raccoon 9

e Together, Jesse Colin Young, 1971, Raccoon 10

® Dreams, High Country, 1971, Raccoon 11

o Whispering Thunder, Jeffrey Cain, 1972,
Raccoon 12

* Mid-Mountain Ranch, Banana And The Bunch,
1972, Raccoon 13

e Hi Fi Snock Uptown, Michael Hurley, 1972,
Raccoon 14

® High On A Ridgetop, The Youngbloods, 1972,
Raccoon 15
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22 Guilty pleasures:
Erase Errata

23 My favourite song:
Jeffrey Lewis

24 Hidden Cameras

26 Xiu Xiu

27 The Bronx

28 Baby Dayliner

29 The Cribs

30 Sunn 0)))

31 Klang

32 C30-C60-C90
Go Nowhere

33 New Black

34 Crunk
34 Remote Viewer:
Bangkok
35 Why | Hate
(by) Peter Bagge
86 Why | Love
(by) lan Svenonius

synergy. RammEI |Zee selects his fantasy image-sound combination

You know the scene in Starship
Troopers when the troopers have
arrived at the bug planet and are now
inside a ravaged fort? The fort's only
survivor, its x-Commander, gets taken
down by the giant flying yellow/ green
insectoid after ranting, “We're all
going to die”. The surviving Trooper
Commander (the tough hard ass)
rallies the Troopers as they race up the
fort’s ramparts to man the guns.

Cue music: synth and kick-drum
beginning of ‘Jamin Zabar’ from The
Bi-Conicals Of The Rammellzee.

You're looking from point of view
of the Troopers as they get to the top
of the fort wall and look out to see
there’s an oncoming onslaught of
hundreds, thousands of the giant
ground-soldier insectoids pouring
over the horizon and rushing towards

the fort. Ensuing frenzy of high
calibre multi machine-gun fire, flailing
insectoid limbs, claws, mandibles,
impaled Troopers and green bug juice
flying and dying everywhere around.

Suddenly,
there’s a terrific
crunching and

death screams
as his torso is
pulled apart

The Commander is shouting when
the ground beneath him shifts —an
insectoid underground has made
atrap for the humans, and he's pulled
down. With only half his body still
above ground he's shooting down

into the hole as more dust, dirt, debris HE -
falls and flies up around him. : i &
“Never say Jamin Zabar..."” 1 —

Synthy edge through chorus,
rolls into breakdown.

The stunned Troopers stand
around the hole looking down at
their stricken Commander, then they
pull him back up. Suddenly, there's
a terrific crunching and death screams
as his torso is pulled apart, and only
upper body and head are pulled
up. Dying now, he pulls his next in
command close and manages to
make two last orders: “You are in
command now. You know what
you gottado...”

Green noise of insectoid battle
takes over. Synths swooping
down, double kickbeats running
their program...

my favourite song: Jeffrey Lewis

HERE'S A FAVORITE
S50NG FOR THE AGES, A
\ PERFECT, 50UL-SATISFYING
HYBRID OF HIGH ART AND Low-

l

TULI KUPFERBERG TOOK AN
OLD YIDDISH FOLKSONG AND RE-
WROTE IT INTO A NIHILIST FOLK-

PUNK ANTHEM > THIS SON&

MORE THAN ANY SONG BY THE
VELVETS OR RAMONES, "NOTHING*
'S THE DOCUMENT OF THe CLASSIC
LOKER EAST SIDE. IT's EVEN 60T

IT'5 JUST A DRONING
MELODY AND A FELJ VOICES, THE
“MUSIC® |S SPARCE AND MUFFLED,

BUT MAN, ITS A KILLER. DEGRADED

BROW: “NOTHING” BY THE REALLY 5AYS ITALL! /A1 AND FUNNY AND ACADEMIC AND LINES IN SPANISH AND YIDDISH.
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All things bright and
Jplepelglelgi-ly
bea Ut I f I The Hidden Cameras are so gospel, they should be
u presenting Songs Of Praise

¢

Words: Alistair Fitchett
lllustration: Mr Bingo

The Hidden Cameras make a joyous gospel Radio Sessions 10-inch) The Hidden Hidden Cameras make a Pop Noise in the
Pop noise. Cameras fulfil this need so perfectly. same way that The Creation or The Eyes

Joyous: The Hidden Cameras make you Choir-like backing vocals call that love could kick up a storm, and this regardless of
feel like your heart has skipped a thousand and faith back to Joel Gibb, the leader of the fact The Hidden Cameras sound nothing
beats and has swollen a hundredfold, is this raggedy band of troubadours. As Gibb like any of those acts in the slightest.
aching to explode in every direction with putsit: “What | do is organise everything: Because as we all know, physical sound
unbridled love and devotion. The Hidden the songs; the instrumentation; the is nothing next to essence and feeling.
Cameras infect your feet with dancing context in which the music is presented.” Of course too, contextis all, and The

In the already mythic days of Hidden Hidden Cameras make great Pop contextual

P h g I d - Camera yore there could be upwards of references, covering the mighty David
yS I Ca S O u n I S 30 of these troubadours on stage, each Kilgour's ‘Dunes’ for the Rough Trade

and every one carried upwards and onwards  compilation Stop Me If You Think You've

-t h i -t -t on their waves of devotion, in turn carrying Heard This One Before. For old music
n O I n g n eX O with them audiences giddy and delirious. journalists it was a perfect nod, for those
Such is the nature of magic, and naturally too young to know it should be a sweet
d f I I magic is also at the core of all great Pop. nudge in the right direction. These things
esse n Ce a n ee I n g Just go ask The Lovin’ Spoonful. Or ask areimportant, as is the idea that artists
Gibb himself. should be in control of their output, should
fever, command your body to swing from “Sure, that is a good way to define pop be acutely aware of the process of their art.
the highest rooftops or deep inside your music. | always try to make something "I like the whole process of a pop group.
basement fortress, whichever or wherever catchy if |am going for a pop approach I like writing melodies, and playing drums,
you prefer. The Hidden Cameras make to things. That can include a call and and thinking about what strings would play,
me soar over the valleys beneath Puerta response pattern, but not necessarily.”. and the record sleeve and what a record
de Penas Blancas, dropping flyers that Like Lawrence with his 10-year plan for is recorded onto, and how it is mixed, and
proclaim “I Have Heard The Voice Of God!”  Felt, Gibb recognises the need for myth the video and the press shot, etc. | wouldn’t
Gospel: Brian Eno said it, and Dylan building in Pop: “Nothing I do is random be happy if all I did was sing in a band.”
Ebdus, via Jonathan Lethem in his rambling,  or outside of my control when it comes to The Hidden Cameras are about so much
expansive novel The Fortress Of Solitude manufacturing The Hidden Cameras. It's more than just being a band, than just
reminds us about it: great Pop needs call about trying to take different approaches about music. They understand implicitly
and response. Naturally, gospel is all about to the idea of a pop group and it is definitely  the whole jigsaw puzzle of the dream and
calland response, is all about testifying love  about creating a mythology. ” fit those pieces together with the kind of
and faith. At their finest (as on the anthemic Pop noise: The Hidden Cameras make style, wit and, damn it, great songs that
‘Ban Marriage’ single, or ‘I Believe In The a magnificent Pop Noise, in much the same so many other pretenders could not begin
Good Of Life’ from the forthcoming album way that Hurrah! or Biff Bang Pow! made toimagine. The Hidden Cameras make

Mississauga Goddam, oe the recent CBC a dynamic Beat Noise in their time. The a joyous gospel Pop noise. Don't miss it.
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DEBUT ALBUM 'COMING ON STRONG'
RELEASED (ON CD AND LIMITED LP) 24/5/04

moshi moshi records
WWW.MOSHIMOSHIMUSIC.COM

"THIS ALBUM IS ABSURDLY INFECTIOUS" UNCUT 4/5

"A DAZZLING DEBUT, ALL THE BETTER FOR SOUNDING PRETTY MUCH UNLIKE
ANYTHING ELSE EVER" NME 8/10

"AN ODDLY BEAUTIFUL RECORD. THE ALBUM'S TALKING POINT 'DOWN WITH
PRINCE', A MINIMAL SLICE OF PUNK FUNK IS JUST ONE OF SEVERAL TRACKS
WHICH SEEM A SPOONFED BEAT AWAY FROM TOP TEN STATUS" TIME OUT

"A REFRESHINGLY UNIQUE, ECLECTIC AND ACCOMPLISHED DEBUT THAT SEAM-
LESSLY BLENDS FUNK, ELECTRO AND HIP HOP. MAKING A SOUND LIKE PRINCE
TAKING A COLD SHOWER AND DOING TEMAZAPAM WITH 'MELLOW GOLD-ERA
BECK....END OF YEAR TOP TEN COMPILERS SHOULD TAKE NOTE" THE FLY

"A DELIGHTFUL DEBUT ALBUM THAT TOTALLY DEFIES CLASSIFICATION. IS IT
ELECTRONICA? POP? FUNK? ABSOLUTELY BONKERS? HELL, YES, ITS ALL OF THE
ABOVE AND MORE" JACK

"FUNKY AS A PAIR OF ANDRE 3000'S Y-FRONTS" THE FACE

planb |25




If you could hate-fuck one
person from the mainstream
pop charts, who would it be?

“Wow. That is hard to say. | am fascinated by
mainstream pop people, almost to the extent that
| cannot hate them as they have transcended
humanness and become weird artefacts; it
would be like hate-fucking the Egyptian section
of the Louvre.”

Xiu Xiu is songwriter and synth-mangler Jamie
Stewart, aided by a parade of misfit musicians culled
from the ranks of outsider iconoclasts Deerhoof,
Hella, Mr Bungle and others. Four albums in fewer
than two years have produced music as distressed

.~ —anddistressing as Jandek-singing the- homoerotic
death ballads of Noel Coward, and as cold and
breathtaking as a slow-motion supernova exploding
in a mausoleum.

Fabulous Muscles, purportedly the most
accessible of Xiu Xiu's oeuvre to date, is a lurid
gash of angry realisation in railing, almost formless
electronic laments. It was inspired, in Jamie’s own
words, by “Violence as an expression of power,
child molestation, my father’s suicide, disgusting,
pointless war and trying to have hope for love to
exist and persist in the midst of all this, but having
doubts that it will.” taTu appear on the albums
thanks list.

Everything about Fabulous Muscles — the retina-
scorching neon pink of the cover, the flick-book
of death-porn images, the squalls and dashes of

Words: David McNamee
[llustration: Daryl Waller
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Xiu,
Jamie is
trying to
create a headspace
where every sensitivity to
real life is magnified, clarified and re-examined. Like
you can only properly assess the world when you've
dashed it to pieces —not by analysis but through
pure response — made it into confetti and flung it
into a void of neon pink and black. Do you make
music because human heads lack the capacity
and resources to calculate, absorb and retain
this information in any other way?

"That is an interesting observation, but | would
hopefully not be making music as an attempt to
remedy a potential human vs media shortcoming.
There is very much something to be said for your
idea thotgh;insofaras needing to-unravel and burn
up and over-examine an intense life event in order
to absorb it, understand and possibly appreciate it.”

Consciously and conscientiously deciding you
don’t want to be alive anymore, and not doing the
fucking act, is the most powerful artistic protest
against badness, sadness, darkness, mediocrity and
acceptance there is. Discuss.

"I think it is the most powerful political, social,
moral, artistic, personal, familial, educational,
religious, emotional protest that there is. The idea
of not giving up OR/AND giving in is THE idea.

On the other hand, | can understand why people
choose suicide. A little over a year ago my father
killed himself and | only miss him and feel hurt that
he felt so much hurt he could not take it anymore.
Maybe in time | will be mad at his having given up.

vl

electronic noise and voice = ThdicateThat, with Xiu =~ Tam not so sure what to say.”
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XIU XIU create music as

| distressed as Jandek singing
P the homoerotic death

ballads of Noel Coward

Explain how everyday Jamie differs from the
person that you are when you sing.

“For Xiu Xiu songs. the point is not
transformation but realisation; playing to un-invert
what is happening inside. This is the case with
anyone making any kind of art or social work or
computer code with the purpose to touch people.”

Xiu Xiu's music is like software that has been
programmed with all the things you need to be
a human being: love, remorse, anger, frustration,
desire, grief. But when you install it, it doesn't kill
the viruses or make you function better. It glitches
and crashes and redirects your thought processes
into different, newer areas. It speeds up the way
you process information to motherboard-melting
degrees, or slows your metabolism and responses
down until you're a ticking, floating jellyfish
propelled by the tide and left with no communicable
defence other than an exposed nervous system
sparking off anyone who gets too close.

What are the most interesting, unusual or
unexpected events that you are aware of that
have been soundtracked or provoked by Xiu Xiu?

“ A woman gave me a test tube with a frog
vertebrae in it and said it was inspired by having
listened to a Xiu Xiu record all summer. She said she
caught the frog and boiled it down herself. Then she
mailed me a bird’s foot in a similar test tube. Later,
when we ran into each other at a show, she totally
blew me off when | tried to hang out with her.”

What did you do with the 30 pairs of bloody
panties that the obsessed fan sent to you? Did you
wear them over your face and head while you were
singing your parts for the album?

- “Youandlbothwish.”




mean streets

The Bronx are adrenalised and paranoid

“We're desperate/Get used to jit”— "We're
Desperate’, X (1981)

Desperation is a hallmark of LA punk. From
first-wave outcasts X, The Dils, Germs and Weirdos,
through the hardcore rage of Black Flag, Circle Jerks,
Adolescents and Fear, to contemporary malcontents
The Icarus Line and The Bronx, the City of Angels has
long produced a virulent, caustic strain of rock'n’roll.
The proximity of Hollywood's glamour and glitz
seems to provoke an extreme reaction in musicians.

“Well, I live in Hollywood and it fucking sucks, ”
says Bronx guitarist Joby Ford on the phone from
Nottingham, where the band he started two years
ago with Matt Caughthran (vocals), James Tweedy
(bass) and Jorma Vik (drums) are on tour. “People
think there’s movie stars floating around and
everybody’s got a nice car, but that's probably five
per cent of Los Angeles. The rest is a shithole. If we
lived in the Rocky Mountains, our songs probably
wouldn't be about the things they're about. ”

Those songs are dark-humoured blasts of tuneful
alienation, tweaking hardcore’s adrenalised rush
with Stooges swagger and a needling, abrasive
complexity that's reminiscent of blistering Rocket
From The Crypt spin-offs Drive Like Jehu and Hot
Snakes. (Ford and co’s first American tour was as
support to Rocket; he feels the San Diego veterans
are something to aspire to, citing their phenomenal
vinyl output and self-sufficient cult status.)

Drugs and disease are recurring themes on
The Bronx's eponymous debut LP. ‘Heart Attack
American’ and ‘White Tar’ depict poverty-frayed
nerves and chemically fucked bodies, people
running on empty till they hit a brick wall embodied
by the desolate hospital lament ‘Strobe Life’. Violent

imagery colours personal expression. Legend has

it that while the band were making the album —
recorded cheaply by ex-Guns N’ Roses guitarist Gilby
Clarke —a passer-by was shot dead in the street.

“That's not 100 per cent true,” remembers Ford,
who moved to LA from his native Colorado when
he was 17, thanks to a baseball scholarship that
enabled him to study graphic design. “Someone got
murdered in front of us, but it wasn’t outside our
studio. It was outside this bar we used to play at.”

Is there a lot of violence in LA?

“It's like any other big city. If you're an idiot, you
can get yourself into a lot of shit. But if you're not
going into places you're not supposed to go, you'll
be fine. There's always signs of violence: spotlights
over your neighbourhood at night, gunshots in
the distance. A buddy of mine in the LAPD has
got a fucking machine gun in his trunk.”

Unsurprisingly, paranoia is a constant in The Bronx’s
lexicon. There's the squalid, junk-induced shivers of
‘They Will Kill Us All (Without Mercy)’, and their raw
version of the X classic ‘Los Angeles': a third-person
portrait of a woman whose resentment towards
black and gay people, Jews, Mexicans and ‘the

idle rich” has simmered to boiling point under the
endless California sun.

The latter is one of several old songs the band
has revived. Last year’s ‘La Muerte Viva' EP closed
with a righteous holler through ‘Private Affair’, a
withering attack on hipster conformity originally
done by Aussie proto-punks The Saints. The Bronx
are unashamed music obsessives. Ford studied
classical piano and cello as a child; his introduction
to pop came through Bob Dylan.

plan b magazine the void

Words: Manish Agarwal
Photography: Cat Stevens

‘Ilive in
Hollywood and
it fucking sucks'’

“We all grew up in families where music was a
big deal. There aren’t many 18-year-olds now who
are going to pick up a Neil Young record. People
haven't even heard of The Saints. But that's what
music is about to me, discovering something you
don'tknow. Last night, in Manchester, there was an
eight-year-old kid who had our really, really limited
picture disc. But then | also get idiots fucking with
my pedals and knocking the mic into my teeth.”

Idiots and punk are a familiar combo, though the
guitarist doesn't feel the p-word applies to his
group. “Punk to me is sacred. Certain things have to
happen...a lot of early punk was based upon angst
towards political and sociological things. It wasn't
about writing catchy tunes.” For The Bronx, punk
has come to represent a certain DIY ethic. Although
the band are signed to Def Jam, all their releases
have come out on their own White Drugs label,
distributed by various indies (Wichita in the UK).

The major corporation has given them money for
equipment...in exchange for nothing.

“I can’t believe they agreed to it,” says Ford, who
negotiated the contract. “We got signed to a label,
and that label didn't get to put the record out. Our
next record’s on Def Jam, but we own our first one.
I'd be bummed if  was them.”
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Irony is not an option for Baby Dayliner

Some phrases have pop music built rightin.

“Initially | had a character named Link
Swords. | was going to say that it was the
Baby Dayliner show with Link Swords doing
his thing but that never happened.”

Were you seriously going to have Link
Swords or did you just make that up?

“No, that's true. Itis true. | later used the
name for a possible label.”

Were you watching a lot of gay porn
atthe time? It's a very gay porn name.

“The label name became Links Words. "

“Yeah. When | started, | was nervous
onstage and the performance was initially
avery ironic thing. I was hiding behind
it. But that quickly became not the case.

I started singing more openly, more
honestly. Sometimes people will email
and ask if I'm being ironic. No, I'm not.”

Baby Dayliner belongs to an age where
serenades were sung not by lovers but

by troubadours, where the cute boy who
delivered your wax-sealed love letters may

‘Someone [said], “Oh, don't
you think that sounds a

little gay?"’

That kind of wordplay is a little too smart
for me. ljust want you to tell me what kind
of porn star Link Swords would be. He'd
probably just sit there and read you bedtime
stories. With a hard-on.

"I thought it was a cool name. Someone
pointed that out to me like, ‘Oh, don't you
think that sounds a little gay?’ Like it implies
dicks touching.”

It really does. It's beautiful.

So some cheek-boned prettyboi from New
York decides to call himself Baby Dayliner
and starts creating hip hop-descended,
synth-heavy party tracks and acoustic disco
love songs set to vintage drum machine
beats. He plays the violin, the bass guitar,
the timpani and pretty much every other
instrument you'll hear on his messily soulful
debut album High Hearts And Low Estates,
but replaces them live by crooning and
rapping solo over pre-recorded backing
tracks. He also styles up the onstage
wearing of dark open-necked shirts tucked
into elegantly tailored trousers. And a gold
chain. Despite all this, irony is not included.
Of course | want to know why.

“Someone just listened to the record
and he started asking me about the karaoke
aspect. But he hadn't seen the show. He
said that karaoke would probably be an
unfair or a belittling thing to call it.”

I don’t think that karaoke is belittling

“It's usually used as a derogatory term.”

Well, it shouldn't be.

" At the very least, it's still you singing
somebody else’s songs with somebody
else’s music, whereas I'm not doing that.”

On paper, Baby Dayliner’s music sounds
like it should be kitsch karaoke, but it's
not. All these horribly superficial disco
synthy beats. ..

“...But the reality is people exposing
themselves and singing their hearts out.”

[t's vulnerability.

not have been the cute boy who penned the
words inside. | mean, you wouldn't actually
develop a crush on beautiful Baby D. You'd
just want to grab him by the waist while he
was singing and aim him at your lover like
adozen crooning, long-stemmed red roses
who've learnt to shake their own booties.

"I wrote these crappy songs when
Iwas 15, | guess. They were just exercises in
things that I'd already heard. They were like,
‘Hey baby, I love you’. You know, bullshit.
| wrote about non-existent relationships. ”

Were they good ones?

“No, they were all ‘Leave me alone’, or
‘I'm on the phone and you’re not home’.
That was one of the lyrics that | ripped off
from somewhere else. Later, | wanted to
explore some big vocabularies. | found it
an interesting way to explore language.”

Gotta say, though, the dude is still
writing lyrics like “Baby, I love you”. Yeah,
he's also joyfully plundering the urban
lexicon and rhyming “nemesis” with “not get
kissed”, but as much charm lies in his lyrical
deployment of phrases more archetypal
than stereotypical, the statements that slip
unguarded past your hard-learned editing
filters of cliché and sentimentality. “/ won‘t
forget the way you look tonight, ” he sings.
“lam eternally yours.”

What changes as you grow older is
not the words but how you say them; your
willingness to be vulnerable and quote fresh
life into the same old lines. The under-16s
can plead naivety, but how can anyone else
even say “Baby, | love you” without the
echoes of songs they may not even have
heard dancing around the edges of their
voice? These are the purest sentiments of
pop, those spheres of music and language
always already intertwined by amateurs.

So embrace them.

Some phrases have pop music built
rightin. And Baby Dayliner is adding his
own stylish harmonies to each one.
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Pop music

Here's what | understand by that
term: Jonathan Richman'’s untainted
love for the Fifties; the kids from
Sabrina The Teenage Witch dressed
up as Blondie performing ‘One Way
Or Another’; Beat Happening's hot
chocolate gravedigger blues; The
Cribs performing "You Were Always
The One’ and "What About Me' in
front of pirouetting girl fans; Chris
Farlowe wishing he was Otis Redding
on Ready Steady Go, the Ramones
of course; The Undertones hearing
the Ramones of course; Supergrass
hearing The Undertones hearing
the Ramones (and so on); Brittany
Murphy’s panda eyes in 8 Mile;
Sportique’s brash post-Wire pizzazz;
young, stupid but irresistibly lolloping
golden retrievers; Pavement (for

a second there); Buzzcocks, early
Superchunk, early Ash, early Aztec
Camera... the impassioned lost
chords of post-TV Personalities
London soulsters Comet Gain.

The Cribs have recorded their self-
titled debut album and it's full of fuzz
and scuzz and buzz and — man, how
ya goin’ resist this Mr Po Face, how ya
not gonna dig these three Wakefield
brothers’ groove? Remember the
line? The line that always exists. OK.
On one side we have Calvin Johnson,
The Coral and The Cribs... and on the
other, The Libertines and The Vines.

Yes, it's that simple.

five minutes with:

THE CRIBS

Words: Everett True
Photography: Grant Peden

The rush of enthusiasm

All the following quotes come

courtesy of bassist Gary Jarman. He's

the one often seen sporting a Beat

Happening Black Candy T-shirt. His

twin, guitarist Ryan, usually wears

aripped Union Jack. Ross drums.
“None of us were any good

at sports. My mum used to have

a couple of acoustic guitars. When

we got older we bought a couple

of electrics, but when we were 10

the house got burgled and we had

nothing left except them. It stemmed

from there. When we got to college,

I

g

we all played in bands with

other people but it was always

a compromise. Since we got back
together, there was no compromise
at all - cos we grew up listening to
the same records. It was a lot more
fun and liberating. It's nice that
people like our music. We never
expected to take it out the bedroom.

“Pop music should make you
dance, and get inside your head.
Also, it should be naive — The Pastels,
or Beat Happening. On night drives
after shows, | like a bit of Calvin
Johnson's solo stuff. It nearly puts
the driver to sleep but it's all right for
usin the back, with a beer. We like
Frank Zappa or the Voidoids, ‘Blank
Generation’. During the day it's
normally more upbeat — Delgados
or Teenage Fanclub.

"On our last tour we finally got
a guitar stand. I've got a spare bass,
Ryan'’s got three guitars — he breaks
about two or three strings every gig,
he's so heavy with his Mustang. He
gives it so much abuse. It's not an
indulgent thing at all. We never use
different tunings —they're all exactly
the same model. We were getting
sick of the five-minute gaps between
songs. We're marginally more
professional now. | know that
people resent it.

“Ryan wears the Union Jack vest.
| dunno why. A lot of his favourite
bands were British and people used
to say we sounded American and
that pissed him off a lot. We got it
from a fancy dress shop in the Eighties
section —he thought it was cool, a bit
Mod. We're patriotic musically, but
not nationalistically. | prefer my Beat
Happening T-shirt: walking around
Wakefield it's nice to feel closer
towhatyou're into. Also, it's such
a rarity that people cotton onto it
straight away —if | saw someone
wearing that T-shirt | would definitely
introduce myself.”

The pay off
From the mouths of babes. ..

UROPE | WWW.SADDLE-CREEK.COM
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Sunn 0))) generate cthonic landscapes

of infestation. Apparently

Everything is shaking. My sinuses are
flapping like curtains in a hurricane. People
are clinging onto railings, columns, each
other —anything solid —in a futile attempt
to maintain stability. Ahead, enshrouded
indryice, | can just make out two hunched,
cowled figures on stage. Hardly moving,
gleaming guitars held aloft before a 10-
foot tower of amps, they are high priests
worshipping at a wall of sound. Welcome
to the temple of Sunn 0))).

“\We like to imagine that when we
play we're creating a new space inside the

Neubauten. Their four albums, 00 Void,
Flight Of The Behemoth, White 1 —and,
coming this summer, White 2 —plus their
debut ‘'Sunn EP’, are all throbbing, organic
machinery, grinding steel and whirling
feedback, coloured by stabs of cacaphonous
instrumentation. It's a listening experience
as intense as having your teeth cleaned and
as satisfying as clearing several weeks worth
of wax out of your ears with a cotton bud.

White 2, the first record to be based
purposefully on their live explorations, hears
them pushing ever further from their rock
roots. Jessamine and Fontanelle’s Rex Ritter
adds buzzing synth-drones and Attila Csihar
provides whispered renderings of ancient
Vedic texts, both serving as frontline

‘We like to imagine that when we
play we're creating a new space
inside the existing room’
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existing room, " says New Yorker Stephen
O’Malley, one half of Sunn’s molten core,
in his softly-spoken Pacific stoner drawl.
“When people are inside those soundwaves
it's an entirely new place. That's when
places become sacred, | think, when they
shift like that, and your memory remembers
that shift when you return to it.” With his
partner in grime, Greg Anderson, based
3,000 miles away on the west coast, Sunn
certainly know a thing or two about space.
On record the band generate cthonic
landscapes of infestation as evocative of
the wyrd fictions of HP Lovecraft, William
Hope Hodgson and David Lindsay as they
are sonic antecedents like Earth, Merzbow,
live Throbbing Gristle and early Einstlirzende

defences for the more familiar eternal
feedback throb. But hearing their sound
tamed and compressed through your home
hi-fi — or as O'Malley likes to fantasise, your
street-shaking, jacked-up car stereo — will do
little to prepare you for their live incarnation.
O’Malley and Anderson coax subsonic
rumbles from their wall of vintage Sunn
amps (as used by The Who and others in the
Sixties to get that stadium-filling sound),
often bypassing the venue’s PA completely.
Offstage, you're likely to find Rex Ritter
manipulating their output through soft-
synths, adding layers of cosmo-mesmeric
detail through the venue’s own amps.
“Ultimately, we're rethinking how to
approach playing in rock venues; breaking

down the identities of the instruments,
the division between the amplifier, your
instrument, the electrical current between
them and your body, then the stage and
the room, so that everything becomes part
of a giant resonating device. It's like your
consciousness begins damping down and
you descend into a kind of trance, then
you have to force your way back out of
this valley and up to a point above that,
before letting it drop down again.”

Oozing like a protoplasmic colossus
from the charred remains of the duo’s trad
doom metal outfit, Burning Witch, Sunn 0)))
have largely dispensed with metal’s rigid
structural trappings, slowing things down
to about eight riffs per hour. In doing so
they have managed to be féted by the
avant-garde and experimental scenes while
retaining the respect of their original fans.

“We came out of the rock scene, but
in recent years our audience has diversified.
[t's a compliment to what we're doing,
but it also reflects our own shifts in what
we're interested in. Occasionally people
get confused and unhappy; maybe they
haven't experienced anything outside of
the rock/metal structure.

“Afriend of mine plays guitar in a brilliant
speed metal band in New York, and after
we last played here he asked me ‘Why don’t
you guys play some notes and patterns?
You've got all this great equipment and
nice guitars, but you just make noise.” Well,
| can't answer that question —that's not the
point, it's not what we're doing. But a lot of
those people have followed us through with
it. Sometimes the metal association can also
drive people away, so it's always nice to
have people like Russell Haswell, Autechre
and Julian Cope pick up on us too.

“Metal doesn’t have to be dumbed
down; there are a lot of genius musicians
working in there.”



nothing

Klang carry minimal musical baggage to
explore the spaces between the spaces

My problem is that | overindulge. With
words especially. With words, it's all too
tempting to use five when one will do, to
dance around your subject with lots of
pretty, empty phrases, and paraphrases,
and para-paraphrases, just to satisfy your
pen’s hyperactivity, without ever reaching
the point. If there was even a point to
begin with.

Klang do not share in such excess. Klang
are so admirably minimal, so concise, they
put my word-bingeing to shame. If | stuff
my paragraphs with splurges of incoherent

adjectives, then Klang hold their index
fingers to their lips before uttering three
or four hushed sounds that could bare all
or give away nothing.

See for yourself:

What do you each bring as an individual
to the group, what unites and divides you?

“Japanese precision, a German heart
and a Welsh soul.”

What pushes you to make music? What
do you gain from the processes of playing
and creating music?

“An empty bucket. A full bucket.”

Catharsis, challenge, reaction, plain
entertainment, affirmation of life —what
do you regard as the power of music?

“All these things and more.”

Frustratingly brief, or commendably so?
Well, if their terseness gives little to go on
in an email interview, it is the making of
their music. Without superfluous musical
baggage, bare sensitivity is able to shine,
as stars in a countryside sky appear brighter
in the absence of headlights. Wandering
guitar and whispers of synth ricochet off
the distant rumble of a delicately played
bass, while Donna’s searching vocals
resound over glassy clunks of percussion.
Though Klang claim to be more familiar
with Kleenex and Delta 5, and haven't yet
tasted the tender brilliance of Young Marble
Giants, their twilit sound is strikingly similar.
If you know of the Klang featured on last
year'’s Sonic Mook Hot Shit comp, then all

What unites and divides you?
‘Japanese precision, a German
heart and a Welsh soul’

this talk of unadorned sound might seem
foreign. This is not to say they are no longer
Hot Shit, just that they've tempered the heat
and drowned out the noise, so that their
canvas is fresh and clear for adaptation.
While the Klang you hear on the debut mini-
album No Sound Is Heard (Blast First) may
appear altered — more fragile and private
—itis essentially the same Klang, just played
back differently, in different weather; in the
same city, but at a different postal address.
Let's go back to the beginning.

One day, Isabel Waidner and Donna
Matthews exchanged numbersin
a secondhand record shop. Isabel was
wearing a yellow shirt and Donna a grey
jumper. Donna used to play in a significant

Words: Hannah Gregory
Photography: Anthony Wallace

Nineties Riot Grrrl outfit with lots of attitude
and menace [Elastica? Riot Grrrl? Really?

— Ed], but this information is rendered
obsolete now she has lost the urge for
noise. Keisuke Hiratsuka had drumsticks in
his back pocket and his arms full of records
when the pair cornered him. This was on

a different day, but in the same record
shop. I don’t know what colour shirt he
was wearing. They formed a band, Klang,
the word for sound in German.

With Klang, the closer you listen the
more you hear. This doesn't mean, though,
the more you understand. Sure, they don't
give much away, but not because they are
trying to be elusive. They don't want to
betray themselves, which is perhaps why,
when asked about the recording of the
album, they say only that they tried to sound
“as honest as possible”. On the subject of
originality they throw out the contradiction,
" True originality in essence does exist. But
there’s only so many notes in a scale”.

They claim in part to have planned
the sound of their album, but then there’s
their 10-minute song project, encouraging
creation of music without preconceived
ideas. If there is a firm unanimity behind
their sound, it is the belief it should remain
of existential importance, the band masking
their vulnerabilities and testing their
relationship with silence and noise.

“Music is my daily existence”, says
Isabel, “but sometimes | need to escape
music. | read. walk. | go on buses.”

But what would a world without sound
be? “I have a world without sound, " says
Donna. “Itis beautiful.”

Klang would like you to send in
bits of music you've written and

recorded in under 10 minutes,
to www.klang.org.uk
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I found it in my chimney.

I find a lot in my chimney. Sometimes
the clumsy pigeons drop their bread and it
bounces into our laps. Sometimes spiders
big as your hand drop down for a mosey
around the living room. This chimney was
in my ‘office’ and eeeh, look at the muck
in here. Haven't flicked a duster around
in weeks. In a spirit of late-come spring-
cleanliness | decided that that pitcher’s
mound of tapes in my dead fireplace was
just too ugly to ignore anymore and | had
to shift them.

[t wasn't a task | took to with any relish:
not only was it punctuated with the odd
shrill girlish shriek of panic when a moth
flew out or a woodlouse peered from under

lllustration: Andrew Clare

go nowhere

| remember taping hip hop for tough lads
and sticking Bowie tracks on the end, going
home fantasising I'd somehow be turning
them my way, problematising their puberty
as much as mine, by stealth, as if time would
drag us both wanking to the floor.

| remember those blessed years when
Coventry Central Library employed some
sacredly-disposed lunatic with amazing
taste, and every week |'d be taping some
new Durutti Column or Nick Drake or
Rapeman or Penderecki s/he’d kindly
decided to allow the citizens of Cov to
borrow. | taught myself about pop from that
library. Hurling the tapes into a black binliner
a dizzying myriad of blind alleys and launch
pads and dead-ends go flying by, the month

| remember making a tape of T Rex
hits for the only girl in school who
had the stomach to speak to me
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the scattered cassettes, it bought back too
many goddamn memories. Tapes were
everything to me once. Usually skint,
somewhat nervous about any shops in
which my contemporaries gathered, tapes
(of the kind that were killing music) were
the primary way in which | enjoyed pop.

Such a maligned format but such a spoddish

joy: from the sticking on of labels to the
writing of tracklistings (I only wrote neat
when filling out tape inlays). | remember
making a tape of T Rex hits for the only girl
in school who had the stomach to speak to
me: | spent a whole hour doing each letter
a different colour with my 13-colour biro
and couldn’t understand why she looked
at me so tragically when | handed it over.

| listened to nothing but Sonny Rollins,
Mikey Dread (God he's good), discovering
Miles and The Fall and Prince Far I and The
Ink Spots and everyone who's sustained
me for the best part of two decades.

With my library ticket, all of history was
open to me, and all of it made my future
that much more full of possibility, that much
more an inevitable disappointment when
it came. From the near-incomprehensible
public generosity of the library making so
much available, there was something almost
sacred about tapes, the way you could just
take these infinities with you and keep
them, the way you imprinted the legend
on each one, the way you created the object
that held such possibilities within. Tapes

totally suited those years when there’s too
much catching up to do, when your hunger
outstrips your time.

Digging my nails into the rubble and dust
of the hearth, scooping up armfuls of plastic
and cardboard and rattling reels, there
were moments where | had to stop, stick
on Brothers Like Outlaws or Swirlies or Iris
DeMent or Tim Hardin or some Atlantic
soul-comp to remind myself of things I'd
loved, tapes full of looped beats and bad
acoustic guitar | did with two tape-players
and a condenser mic at age 14.

Crucially though, all the nostalgia did
was make me realise how music was never
something I'd simply ‘enjoy’. For the joy of
every discovery carried with it the painful
burden of being that pioneer, alone out on
these islands. The more | looked and listened
atwhat I'd filed and piled high the more
I thought, Jesus, | was such a pseud-fucker.

I was so far up my own arse. | listened to an
awful lot of this music just to look cool, just
to service my own endlessly enraptured
self-regard. The idea that listening to music
can make you attractive always running up
against the sad realisation that no one cares
about shit like that apart from you, y'dumb
fuck. Sticking Roland Kirk next to Spacemen
3 and trying to turn the fifth-form centre on
and wondering when the fucking Mission
fans who made up my school’s ‘alternative’
kids would fucking catch up with me,
worrying that | was too far ahead to ever

be friends with my ‘friends’ again.

It's easy to scoff at adolescent arrogance,
less easy to realise you're still exactly the
same, that you still believe the mysteries of
pop will slowly, steadily, somehow become
accessible to you and your frighteningly
heightened awareness. Including an
awareness that a five-year-old Britney fan
knows just as much about pop as you.
Including an awareness that the moments



in which you've managed to con someone
into loving you, you've forgotten about
how you've stacked your vinyl, what you
put on the jukebox, how wrong everyone
else is. If the tapes that were now
disappearing into attic-bound sacks

were a reminder of that crucial time where
everything that shouldn’t matter mattered
like fuck, where does that leave me now?
Can I slip the moorings of all that taste and
float free, unconcerned? Can this start
being fun, ever?

Or will it always be the frantic effort to
clip and prune and ornament that never-
finished work of art —yourself? Will you
always need to be surrounded by these bits
of plastic because they tell you who you
aren’t (and who you are), tell you where
you're not (@and where you are), warn you
of what you can't be (and what you should
want to be)?

Or can all this crumble, could all this
tape simply end up wound round the
lamppost at the end of your street played
by the wind to the bugs? Could your limits
be set by yourself rather than so many
others? Could yourself be something more
than simply that space that happens in-
between all of these objects? Could you be
or will you always simply be suggested by
what you own? Can you, finally, now, as
you commit your last oh-so-eclectic C120
compilation beyond the drawstring and
into the abyss of official junkdom, start
being a human being?

God, what a grisly thought. Being so

withered as to accept myself. Fucking never.

The bags stay downstairs. | throw press
releases into the fireplace and clear the air
with smoke and the kiss of Alice Coltrane.
Pretension must be felt to the bone and
kept close like your own skeleton. Without
it, you fall apart. That's enough goddamn
spring cleaning.
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five minutes with:

NEW BLACK

Words: Everett True
Photography: Sarah Bowles

The intro
Some situations you want to avoid.

Like going on in front of a half-full Free Butt on
a tepid Sunday night in Brighton. Old school grunge
band Todd have just torn the world a new asshole
—look, there he is, writhing around on the floor with
his guitarist, armpit in face, metal guitar and full-scale
thrash ricocheting off the nicotine-dampened walls.
No one knows who you are: four chirpy, intense,
angular Chicago sorts —a welcome boy-girl girl-boy
deviation from the usual Albini template —and you've
got precisely 13 minutes and 25 seconds before the
sound gets pulled, right in the middle of a song.

But what's this? The magnetic tape has had
arazorblade applied to it, and fuck me if co-lead
singers Liam Kimball and Patti Gran aren't dancing
up a tempest of bruised emotion over the choppy
guitars, even more frantic then on the debut album
New Black: pulling taut the face-muscles of noise-
shattered punters to ‘smile’. Nick Kraska’s drums roll
smooth and sinuous; Rachel Shindleman’s keyboards
come over all Fabulous Stains and.. .hey! This is fun.
Go-Go's girl pop meets stringent and fiery post- (and
pre-) Sleater-Kinney power-dynamics meets lean
llinois attitude.

So why is no one watching?

The band

Patti: Rock'n’roll is in my blood. It's all I have known.
Rachel and | were together in a band first. We got
along really well as far as writing went. Liam and Nick
were in this band together without me. | saw them
and absolutely knew | wanted to play with them.
lidentified with the way Liam played — his energy
—and then luckily the guitarist left and | got to take

his place. I black out on stage and become a different
person. The minute | get off I'm back to normal.

Liam: When I was eight | climbed a tree and
couldn’t get down, and my mother had to climb up
to get me. That was in Albuguerque, New Mexico.

I love rock’n’roll so much I don‘t have any choice.

| used to do a lot of fist fighting. | wasn’t good at it.
I caught a lot of beatings. I'm really good at talking
my way into situations.

Nick: I grew up in a family of musicians, in Ann
Arbor. When Iwas 10, | played a school talent show:
just my dad and me. We played "Wipe Out’ and
‘House Of The Rising Sun’. My favourite New Black
song is ‘Twisted Lips’ — I like the structure and themes
that continue throughout the song.

Rachel: My dad was a ‘White Album’ Beatles guy.
He taped ‘Goodnight’ off the album and | thought it
was called ‘Rachel’s Lullaby’. I went to music school
and it really turned me off from music. It was so
judgemental. | went to graduate school to become
a writer then I moved down to Chicago and met Nick
and Liam. The first song | ever wrote was about ice
cream. It got cut from the bill for some reason.

The equation

Le Tigre + The B-52s - Greg Norman
<<<New Black

Elastica x Erase Errata + Q And Not U
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Crunk:

the other side

It was pop video as velvet
revolution. He's a statue in the
middle of a void, some field of
laser stars where a disco was,
or will be, some day. Only
moving to emphasise the music
as it shifts under his feet, he re-
distributes his weight and rides
through. Purrs to the top of the
charts and parks there, couldn’t
be easier if he had a valet.

But this Number One hit
marks another morph inside
r'n'b, another sideways step
from its own conventions,
another snakelike escapologist

It's called CRUNK, and
began back in 2000 or so, a
mutant strain of synth swamp
hip-hop tooled and loaded for
the clubs above all —a massive,
all-enveloping sound that
turns the room into an engine
chamber, shifts gears up
and down like a cave filling
up with water. It's all about
the dancefloor, that patch of
inferno in the centre; part of
a culture-wide shift in hip hop
and R&B, back to that no
future moment when you
fuse with the music. Narratives

twist. If 2003 was the year
of RKelly and his unstrung, but the sacred space where
so-right-it-must-be-wrong the walls sweat, the bodies
funk, the clean synths and
skittering electro beats of
Usher’s "Yeah' herald the weekend away.
arrival in this country of

a previously obscure and
most definitely unfashionable maverick who gave the
Southern hip hop genre.

not played out in the streets,
melt together and reality is
locked outside, awhole

Incongruously, Lil Jon,
the leering, bedreaded

movement its name and

L.
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remote viewer:

Words: Tim Footman

The main purpose of Bangkok's Goethe
Institute is to promote German culture. But
they do also stage occasional gigs, and it's
here that | see edgy electro-punks Bear-
Garden deliver a set of simmering ferocity
to a crowd that, for the most part, sits on
the floor. A few songs in, the organiser asks
singer June to get the punters to stand up,

Bangkok

business, looking like The Beatles is a rigid
digit to the status quo. Bear-Garden’s other
influences (Suede, Green Day, Boo Radleys,
Elastica) are off the cultural map in a nation
that still can’t get enough of Hong Kong
boy bands (imagine Blue without genitalia,
or even nipples). And as for sexual equality,
there was an uproar when it was suggested

‘It's better to have a uniform. | want
to look like The Beatles’

to enable more people to get in. She does
so, politely, and everyone obediently stands.
A few minutes later, an old lady complains
she can't see. So June asks everyone to sit
down again. And everyone does.

A couple of nights later, | ask June about
this. She giggles at the memory, but doesn’t
see anything peculiar. There are occasional
outbursts of slamming and pogoing at Thai
punk gigs, but no gobbing. That's rude.

“So you prefer order and discipline?”

“Sure.”

"Is that why your band members wear
matching shirts and ties?”

“It's better to have a uniform. | want to
look like The Beatles.”

Don'tlaugh. When all the main record
companies are controlled by a complacent
oligopoly, and much of the broadcast media
bears the fingerprints of either the military
or the billionaire Prime Minister’s family

that women might be allowed to keep

their maiden names after marriage. The fact
that June comes out sounding like Bjork’s
slightly madder sister is as much a political
statement as a musical preference.

In a city where half the population lives
hand-to-mouth, and most of the rest get
excited at the prospect of Mariah Carey, this
is confrontational stuff. Bangkok's indie kids
may be comfortably middle-class, and many
received Western educations. But simply
to challenge the rigid hierarchies of Thai
society, where criticism of the monarchy can
still get you 15 years in jail, is a brave move.
Acts like Eastbound Downers (US-style
pop punk), Paradox (theatrical neo-prog)
and Dub Brainer (deformed reggae) can
seem derivative to Western ears. But, for the
most part, they aren’t so in thrall to the rock
myth that they feel the need to sing in
English. The Thai language, with its tonal



of punk disco

shape (and produced "Yeah')
claims to have gotten much
of his inspiration from punk.
At first, the link is far from
obvious: Crunk has none
of punk’s righteous anger,
its alienation or pretension
—trading them for a merrily
offensive out-of-control
hedonism. This is not the
Diddified Bling of diamond
necklaces and champagne
chasers, but strip club lust,
awhole-hearted celebration
of the meat market. The best
definition of ‘crunk’ is an
amalgam of ‘crazy and drunk’.
In this, a lineage to feel
good disco is much clearer.
But listen to the aggression
in the chants, the goodtime
gangsterisms. Crunk hijacks the
machismo of punk abandon:
the aim is to make the whole
club a mosh pit. No romance,
only bodies, fucking, plenty of

Words: kicking_k
lllustration: Phil Elliott

anger, a breeding strategy,
a macho swagger.

Make no mistake, this is no
sub-genre of a sub-genre, no
flavour of last month — as part
of the Dirty South uprising that
has redrawn the rap map in the
US, Crunk has all but colonised
the hip hop/r'n’b charts lately.
And sure, it's unlikely Crunk
proper will take root in the UK,
but by quarantining the mad
dog macho bite and sheathing
the pornier obsessions in
euphemism and double-
entendre, a second wave of
Crunkified bass-pop is set to
trickle down the charts this
Summer (including Britney's
‘Boom Boom’).

[t may never be entirely
house-trained, but given
amakeover and taught a few
tricks, this dirty dawg could
soon be the year’s fanciest
fashion poodle.

you are now leaving the void

Lil Jon & The Eastside Boyz: Get Low
A seismic hit in the States, and
unquestioned Crunk anthem to sleazy
dancefloor action everywhere. If soul-
inflected r'n’b is the sound of seduction,
this is the white noise of unreconstructed
lust on the prowl.

Youngbloodz: Damn

Michel Foucault claimed being near-fatally
knocked down was one of the most
pleasurable moments of his life. This is
what it felt like. Synths arc surface-to-air
like souls above a multiple pile-up, bumper
and side-panel percussion.

Trillville: Neva Eva

A song that approximates an overdose,
psychotic spirals of repetition and cut-up
sample structures submerging, dissolving,
ever slower drowning in the deep end.

Lil Jon: Throw It Up

Nail-gunning a classical sample to a
hooligan choir, an Old Testament mob
taunts its audience before leading them in
a chant. Surprising how spiritual profanity
can feel in the heat of the moment.

David Banner: Talk To Me
A needling electronic bass squirms
through the beats like woodworm.

NINE CRUNK INFERNOS

Meanwhile, Banner’s adrenalised
verbal assault rolls like a military parade,
complete with 24-handgun salute.

The Yin-Yang Twins: Hahn

‘Hahn’ being the inhuman fucking zombie
scream that is the track’s butcher’s hook.
Elsewhere, horrorcore atmospherics are
subverted with tweeting Morricone synth
lines, before the beats are let off the leash
to carpet bomb the chorus.

Usher: Yeah

Unable to cow the backing track with
sheer volume, Usher takes a different
tack. Bass lines lay low while he works the
silences, rocks back on his heels and rides
the punches rippling from the bass bin.

TLC: Come Get Some

This comeback track saw Lil Jon
exchanging TLC's trademark r'n’b
smoothie for a monster truck mud bath.
Qverlapping bass riffs rasp against each
other, neatly set off by clean vox and
phasing sci-fi FX.

Lil’ Flip: Game Over

If Mario was pimping in the Mushroom

Kingdom this Nintendo-raping alcopop
paean to The Life would be pumping on
his stereo, 24/7.

inflexions that make it sound completely
unlike any European tongue, is an uneasy
bedfellow to three-chord thrashing.

Maybe this thin streak of waywardness
beneath the respectable surface of Thai
society isn"t so surprising. The kingdom
is, after all, 94 per cent Buddhist. And
Buddhism isn‘t really about happiness.

It's about shedding oneself of karma, the
force that derives from association with the
physical world. The ultimate goal is a state
of transcendence called nirvana. Since that
word is often sloppily applied to some kind
of metaphysical paradise in English, many
think that Kurt Cobain’s appropriation of it
was somehow droll and ironic. But nirvana
is more accurately the absence of desires,
needs, attachments. It takes away grief,
but also takes away happiness, because
both states tie you to the temporal quasi-
reality of karma. You could even argue
that Buddhism = punk rock.

Maybe acts like Bear-Garden express the
real Thai psyche better than the mincing
boy bands wiggling their way across cable
TV. After all, the national catchphrase, one
you hear after every fuck-up that befalls
this funny-peculiar, confusing city, is
“mai pen rai” . Which translates, pretty
much, as “Oh well, whatever, never mind”.

As someone once said.

Bear-Garden: Mercy Killing (Panda,
2003) www.pandarecords.com

Why | Hate.::

my fellow americans

| always hated the way American
ex-pats or left-leaning travellers
would pander to their European
acquaintances by trying to ‘out-
hate’ the USA more than the
resentful America Haters they've
run into in their travels. So imagine
my chagrin at having to admit that
ex-pats and foreigners alike can
bitch out America all day long
and they'll still only be scratching
the surface, because ever since
9/11 we've become a Nation of
Assholes. Perhaps we've always
been latent assholes, but the true
test of someone’s character is
how they respond to a crisis, and
the way we've dealt with this
particular tragedy is to have one
long snot-nosed temper tantrum.
Don’ t get me wrong, | wanted
to get 'the bad guys’ too, and
if kicking a little ass would help
prevent something like that from
happening again then so be it.
But that didn't mean kicking
ANYONE'S ass, and kicking it over
and over again, all the while self-
righteously assuming that there'll
be no hell to pay for such wanton,
out-of-control behavior. It'd be
easy to blame the Folks In Charge
too, but they could’ve never
gotten away with all this crap if
the public didn't let them. They

did what we WANTED them to do!
And this notion many Europeans
have that Americans are naive

and ‘misinformed' is bullshit. I'M
an American, and | knew we were
being lied to. We ALL heard EVERY
argument both for and against
the so-called Patriot Act, as well

as forinvading Irag, but we CHOSE
to believe the lies. The reason we
believed is simply that we couldn’t
accept that something bad had
actually happened to us. We

THE RESOLUTION OF

o00% DECLARING ALL Wow-
AMERICANS TO BE PART
OF A TERRORIST ORGAM-
1zATION CLERRLY

WA SN T ENOUGH. ..

Words: Peter Bagge

completely lost our minds. We lost
all sense of composure, all ability
to keep things in perspective. We
lost our cool. We're disgusting.

I hope the US is starting to
wake up and GROW up now
—now that UNTOLD, IRREPARABLE
DAMAGE has been done - but
I'm not gonna hold my breath
over it. Never in my life | thought
I'd ever say this, but right now,
at this moment, the USA sucks.

Have a nice day.

BUT WE CAN'T
WAGE WLWAR ON THE
ENTIRE WORLD LITHOUT
PRoOVOC. ’

ITS

TIimE TO
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A journal of electrical storms,

Tuesday March 16

(Austin, TX: SXSW)

Clouds open above Labrador City. Through
a tight fist of whisky, fear, and Valium

| take cautious glimpses of the snow and
ice thousands of feet below. Fir trees break
the blankness. Heart pounding, heat rising.
If we were to crash now, | could hardly
care. The rest of the band sleep to my left
and wake only to fiddle with tiny toothpaste
tubes or to adjust an inch. Everything feels
surreal, tired. | watch 707 Dalmatians and
feel like akid.

And so to Texas. It's nothing special,
not really. Though the cherry trees are
surely the prettiest I've ever seen, and the
blackbirds here have curiously extravagant
tails, middle America is dominated by
an uneasy patriotism that is inescapable.

A bronze statue of George W Bush —jacket
casually thrown over shoulder —dominates
the airport. Flags everywhere. Bands
everywhere; instruments sliding across

the floor in panic and urgency. Knowing
smiles are thrown between recognised
faces. Kids squabble over guitar cases. We
meet our driver for the tour, Peter. He has
atattooed leg and a friendly smile. The sun
sets as we hit the freeway leading to cold
beer, tacos, and much-needed sleep.

Wednesday March 17

(Austin, TX: SXSW)

The realisation that we have left our lives
behind for a month fills the morning with

A

rock'n’roll poetry and horseback riding

awarm glow. Worries of space and money
shift to another part of the brain. We drive
along the highway listening to pop records,
hair ruffling in the sunshine and speed. The
day passes beside a shallow river until dusk
when, suitably, one lone star appears in the
crystal pink, perfect sky. Why are the skies so
huge here? Everything feels easy and right
—funny how little it takes. The evening
brings The (International) Noise Conspiracy
and The Von Bondies, who are tedious, and
Joan Jett And The Blackhearts, who are not.

Saturday March 20

(Austin, TX: SXSW)

I wake up and turn 21. This puts a sharp end
to many problems. We drive through the
damp countryside, see deer with long
eyelashes and healthy limbs, eat apple pies
from gas stations, rush the clock. After
many wrong turns, we arrive at aranch in
the middle of a mountain range. The sun
comes out, and farm cats scurry to lick our
feet. A portly man with rotting teeth, Robin,
hands us each a horse and we spend the
morning trotting and skidding around

the mountains looking for coyotes and

bear cubs.

Night-time kicks in with support from
too many Bloody Marys, and ends in tattoos
and tequila shots. We do see The
Trachtenburg Family Slideshow Players at
some point. Rachel, the band’s 10-year-old
drummer, is incredible to watch —tiny and
smiley behind her huge golden kit.

Sunday March 21 (Springfield, MO)
See a box of puppies in a gas station in
Oklahoma, and a used condom and an old
lady’s nightgown on the floor of our motel
room in Missouri. The skies here are huge
and terrifying. According to the new issue
of National Geographic, tornado season

is about to kick in — you can feel a wildness
and heaviness in the air.

Tuesday March 23 (Chicago, IL)
Anything seems great after an evening in
St Louis, and Chicago is no exception. Our
show tonight is at the Logan Auditorium
—an expansive, expensive building. The
interior is beautiful: fuzzy as a peach. There
is along pause between the soundcheck
and the performance, so we talk to an old,
wet-lipped rock’n’roll poet named Thax
Douglas. Thax writes poems for bands
based on how the music makes him feel,
then reads them to the audience before
the show. His poem for us is beautiful.

Thursday March 27 (Winooski, VT)
Drove to Canada through a fierce electrical
storm scared shitless, listening to Bill Hicks
wisecracking between the rolls of thunder.
Toronto was great: a fairy-lit metropolis
of high buildings and high hopes. am
endeared to Canadians: they are, as a rule,
healthy and optimistic.

Montreal appeared to be somewhat
overrated, but it’s easy to be flippant when
you don't have time to discover the truth.



plan b magazine tour diary: electrelane

‘We spend the morning trotting
and skidding around the mountains
looking for coyotes and bear cubs’

Tonight, it's Winooski — clean and midd|e-
class. It feels like a toytown. Coming back
into the US is a nightmare: dogs set on
the van, private interrogations, men

with snappy leather gloves and power
complexes...the worrying release of
boredom and general retentiveness.

Saturday 29 March

(Providence, RI)

Tonight is our last show supporting Ted
Leo And The Pharmacists, who have
become more and more amazing as each
night passes. The heady combination of so
many good times and vodka cranberries
have nailed these songs to our hearts and
memories. There's one song in particular,
‘Timorous Me’, that drives me crazy —the
way the drums and guitar work together.
It's hard to say goodbye at the best of times.

Thursday 1 April (NYC, NY)

A great Glaswegian band called Sons And
Daughters support us at the Knitting Factory
this evening. The show is sold out and goes
well; we celebrate in the suitable manner.
The following days bring walks in Central
Park...new friends, new places...a radio
session in Hoboken...all-night bars (a truly
wonderful practice)...tears in SoHo...
madmen...handshakes on Spring Street. ..
the worst show ever in Brooklyn (no space
to play and feeling like a wolf in a cage). ..
much laughter...and a feeling of never
wanting to return home.

Monday 5 April (Seattle, WA)

Seattle is inspiring and beautiful. We buy
fish and poetry, and wander the streets.

See a sausage dog on a motorbike, ears
spinning in the wind, its tiny paws balancing
on the handlebars. The show is strange and
fun. Steve Van Zandt from The E Street band
is there, but leaves before our encore of
[Bruce Springsteen’s] ‘I'm On Fire’, which

is something that should probably be seen
as arelief.

Friday 9 April (Los Angeles, CA)
Last night’s show in San Francisco sold
out, and we are happy to learn that
tonight’s gig at Spaceland is too.

Last time we played here it was to
about 20 people, soit's a pretty weird
experience to be on the other side of the
world, watching people sing along to
Verity’s lyrics and call out for songs. | have
to stop myself from laughing, but in
agood way. Afterwards, Rachel shocks
the room with her pool-playing prowess:
she can whip anybody’s ass in all fields of
recreational sport, including gymnastics.

Saturday 10 April (San Diego, CA)

I love going to San Diego. The drive down
from LA is always sparklingly pretty and
sunshine-soaked; glossy lakes and rickety
housing occasionally breaking the ocean
view. The air is so sweet and sticky, it never
fails to fuel you with a hedonistic rush,
which probably has much to do with being

so close to Tijuana. The Casbah is situated
right next to San Diego airport (rumoured
to be one of the worst in the US). It's a thrrill
to watch the planes from the top floor

of a high-rise car park: their metal bellies
barely skim the buildings as they awkwardly
drop to land.

Sunday 11 April (Hollywood, CA)
It's funny what you can find to do in
a Sunset Strip Super-8 motel, if so inclined.
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Load Reco rds Words: Anil Bawa

~+ Throw too many facts at a beautiful thing and it own routes to special things and who am | to spell even trump the Kantian first principle for the first
. withers away. Doubly beautiful things disappear one out—how brash is that? How fucking insane time in centuries, if only I knew what it was. It does,
| altogether in an audible puff of disappointment. is that, using words to spell out routes to beautiful above all things, serve as antidote to my recurring
[t's in our nature to tamper, | guess, but too many things that can’t be spelt? lapses of faith; the persistent feeling that rock
beautiful things are ruined by facts. Yet more are I'm simply telling you the way it is, and it's like music is caught in a fatal cross-volley of historical
ruined by words. Sound is ruined by both. this: Load are the only true 21st Century music references, and that the guitar is going nowhere
You know: | couldn’t care less if none of you producers that require no digital enhancement. without DSP.
ever hear the words ‘Load Records’ again. That's You only need them analogue: just the valves, the Load is new. It's simple like that. This sound is
"y justit, Kim Hiorthgy and Rune Kristoffersen got it amps, the skins, the strings and some electrons. new. Didn't exist before. It takes someone like
ot 8l right, money will ruin everything. Money and facts.  That single fact is so immense it's beyond science. StormAndStress to make all the right mistakes.
+ " | really don't need to share this; we all have our It's a maxim. Or a tautology, or something. It could This time around you've got a whole label’s worth

RS =
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the eye of the

storm

Words: Louis Pattison
Photography: Sanna Charles

Lightning Bolt create extreme weather

Camber Sands Holiday Centre

Saturday March 27, 9.30pm

Somewhere behind this crush of bodies, this
bramble of human-arms and legs, Lightning
Bolt are playing their first show on British
soil. Set up on the floor by the sound desk,
their own groaning home-built rig of
speakers towering like a monolith behind
them, the only thing that stands between
the frantic whirlwind of sound that is
‘Dracula Mountain’ and the seismic
movement of bodies that sweeps at random
through the thousand-strong crowd are

a handful of security guards bent sideways
against the crush.

To my right, a man is climbing the ersatz
castle ramparts of a Pontin’s gift shop to get
a better view. | see Brian Chippendale for
only a moment, perched above the tumult
on his drumkit like a brine-drenched King
Canute, vainly trying to repel the wave of
humanity that threatens to overwhelm him.
His words are barked out, then consumed
into a shrill, high-pitched roar of feedback:
“Move back! Please move back!” Then he
slips from my view, lands back in his stool,
and the avalanche recommences.

Blissful noise fills the hot, humid air.
Greet the dawn of the Wonderful Rainbow.

Lightning Bolt sound primitive — there's
kind of a caveman aesthetic at work. Is
that intentional?

Brian Chippendale: “It's just the way
we are, pretty simple. We have pretty
basic tools.”

It's the imagery you use. 'Ride The Skies’,
‘Wonderful Rainbow’...It's —

" Childish?”

No, not exactly. More primal, as
opposed to intellectual.

“Yeah. | guess everyone has role models
in life. People you strive to be like. But it
seems more exciting to me to try to model

The art world would call it 'naif’.
But then again, the art world is full
of slipstreaming fuckwits

yourself on, say, a storm. To try and
transcend. When I'm playing, there are
definitely times where I'm thinking, 'If | can
drum and spin fast enough, a weird magical
being will appear, or a door will open up
and all these elves will run out’. Some
magical thing could happen. | feel like
we're trying to pull out shared things, to try
to pull something more nature-orientated
out of ourselves when we play.”

Why do you set up in the audience?

Is it about breaking down the boundaries
between artist and audience? Or is just
a whites-of-their-eyes thing?

“It kind of began from just being so sick
of going to shows. You go to the same club
all the time, and all the bands look the same,
and they all sound the same because they're
translated through the PA by the same
sound guy who has certain things
he or she likes to do.

“We decided we really had to get out
of this tight loop. We wanted to be able
to walk into a room and decide how we
wanted to design it, decide where we
wanted to be, to sound the way we wanted
to sound. Plus mixing in with people is fun
too. We're sort of like a warehouse party
band. [Brightly] We're a party band!”

Camber Sands Holiday Centre

Sunday March 28, midday

At an hour when most of Camber Sands’
weekend inhabitants are frying bacon, Brian
Gibson and Brian Chippendale are crouched

on the paving outside their chalet, frantically
tightening screws and applying gaffer tape.
Their kit is a weird hotchpotch of garden-
shed invention: Gibson's bass, the high

G strung with a guitar string for full
frequency-straddling range; Chippendale’s
green cloth mask, worn to secure a
customised microphone built from an old
phone earpiece into his mouth; a drumkit
comprised simply of metal-rimmed snare,
pockmarked cymbal, two battle-scarred
floor toms, and a multi-coloured bass drum.

A small, expectant crowd has gathered
on the grass — but the second that Brian
Gibson breaks into the two-note fanfare
of ‘Ride The Skies’, amplified to a sky-
shaking roar, the trickle of curious faces
becomes an exodus. Chippendale is
a maelstrom of motion, trainer spasming
on the kick drum like a hummingbird’s
heartbeat, arms jack-hammering out
staccato rhythms of delirious, jazzman
complexity, lumps smashed from the
cymbal and a gabble of devilish gibberish
spewing from his jester voice box.

Ten minutes is all they get: the Camber
constabulary are at the gate, site security
are at the plug sockets, and Rye rolls
over and goes back to sleep, dreaming
of neon-coloured tsunamis crashing
against the shoreline.

Where did you learn to drum like that?
“| started in ‘89, maybe. | was in a high
school band, there was a guitarist and

of it. Sure, you've got GSL and all, but this, this
stock of audio brut, is something else: every release
an artful perversion of ‘underground’ music
tradition, a urine stain on the insanely complex
genealogy that hinders the American underground
scene, with so many clever sub-genres for so

many dumb people. Above all, it makes you

want to expire on the dancefloor, kissing the air

in an all-inclusive ritual to all the things that never
happen, spreading, in all directions.

Swallow, don't spit. Let's get one thing
straight. Load Records will be Famous When Dead.
Their music made me poke my head out of all
the bleeps/clicks/cuts/glitches | had it dunked in.

Its simple magnitude snapped me out of my
Schaffelfieber. It made me sit up and think:!

Which is what your brain thinks when it doesn't
know what to think, because it's totally clueless
unto the newness of this very new thing.

Now for some facts.

Ben McOsker: Load Records label-head.
Looks: like a tall Joe 90. Sounds: soft-spoken,
unassuming. Likes: techie Teutonic dub of Basic
Channelilk. Owns: the only lime-green business
card I've seen in my life. Is currently: drinking a can
of Stella and squinting in the line of my flash.

I just picked up this digital camera a day ago
and I'm messing with the presets and trying to get
the facts, to no avail. Maybe I'm not asking right or
something, all the while trying to hide the cultural
lag that saw me pick up on Load in about 2001.

Id really like to know how long you've done
this for, Ben, this relentless pursuit of the most
crucial guitar music known to man? “Oh, like
11 years—it's our anniversary, 11 years, and time
for another beer, let's celebrate.”

You want discographies? All you'll get here
is some masking tape and scissors if you're lucky.
AllT'll say is this: mid-Nineties homemade noise
Americana, awkward boys in basement scenes,
atonal boom-box anthems and aural cannibalism.

Load do ‘extreme’ music, whatever that means.
But it's not aggressive. Even the ‘metal’ acts, like
Sightings, drag on a lurid palette of Saved By The
Bellintentions, rather than the habitual greyscale
of the atonal sludge/noise/metal/industrial scenes,
swinging the output more towards Acid than
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lightning bolt plan b magazine

‘This is called, “Throw George
Bush In A Pit And Cover Him
With Boiling Oil™’

Providence became a really rich place to
play for a while. It still is, but there's been
a couple of heydays. There were places to
stay — we stayed in this big warehouse....”

Fort Thunder?

"Yeah. Our house for six years.”

What was it —a squat?

“No, rented space. But it was cheap,
and it was big — 8,000 square feet —really
big. It started out with four of us, but
graduated up to 14 of us. We had shows
once a month, or so—we practised there
all the time, this band Forcefield practised
there, people came and went —we had all
kinds of bands come through. It was a real
focal point. But everyone got evicted, that
got torn down, so things have recently
moved to another part of town.

“There are seven small warehouse
places to play. But | actually got evicted
from that a couple of months back. The
fire inspectors are out on the prowl. The
warehouses are all zoned for business, so
we've been living in these places illegally.
They've been chasing us around, and it's
sorta a pain in the neck.”

It says on the Load Records website that
the new album'’s going to be called Frenzy.
Sounds like the definitive Lightning Bolt title.

“Maybe — the website’s sorta jumped
the gun on that one. We're working on
this whole kind of improvisational session
—we've got 10 hours of tapes that we're
going through. We're either going to take
stuff from that, or we're going to take some
stuff from some home recordings.

bassist, and my friend and | both wanted to
sing. We flipped a coin and | lost. So | had to
play drums.”

It turned out OK, then.

"Yeah. I'mreally glad | lost that fuckin’
bet. | dunno, | practise a lot. | try to play
every day, an hour, an hour-and-a-half.”

You don't have a conventional sense
of rhythm.

“I'm kind of all over the place. Maybe
it's playing with just one other person for
so long. Brian, he's sort of the tight part of
it; I'm the loose part, | guess. Maybe it's just
playing by myself a lot. | have this ability
where | just...spill out. But | feel like straight
drumming is harder than spill drumming.

I need to focus and try to play some straight
beats once in a while. Like, Ratt beats, or
Judas Priest. That stuff's hard.”

group put down their first official recording,
and there seemed to be no need to fill

the gap. Since then, Lightning Bolt have
recorded a triumvirate of awesome albums
for Providence’s Load Records, and toured
every trash-can rock venue in the United
States, as captured on live DVD The

Power Of Salad And Milkshake . Brian
Chippendale, a comic-book artist, is the
talkative one. Brian Gibson, a sometime
video game designer, is less so.

What sort of scene existed around
Providence when Lightning Bolt formed?
“\We started when we were still at
Rhode Island School of Design. There were
a bunch of other bands coming through.
Les Savy Fav were a year below us, Black
Dice a couple of years younger still. We

" Frenzy is basically going to be some of
the craziest stuff that we can do. It's going
to be an experiment. [ Laughs ] It's going to
be a mess.”

BBC Maida Vale Studios
Wednesday March 31, 11.30pm
A live session for John Peel. Mogwai,
Erase Errata, and Part Chimp gather on the
balcony. BBC producers hand out earplugs.
Drumsticks splinter on the rim of the snare
drum, shards of timber ricocheting off
like detritus from a wood-chipper.
Backs cricked, bodies drenched in water.
Chippendale: “This is our Fraggle Rock
cowboy song. It's called, ‘Throw George
Bush In A Pit And Cover Him With
Boiling Oil".”

All the best party bands have a party

Some facts: Lightning Bolt formed in
Providence, Rhode Island back in 1995.
They began as a three-piece, but that
was never their destiny; vocalist Hashim
Bharoocha left to join New York hardcore
deconstructionists Black Dice before the

Noise. It's pure CMYK: embedded on my psyche
like glittering gems in a Technicolor hallucination,
its back catalogue of jewel cases conceal countless
plug’'n’play odes to the art of the gut, the amateur-
as-career-path ethos. Genres reconstituted,
reconfigured, chewed up and spat out by a new
primitive Americana sound that shits on this hyped
psych second coming | keep hearing about.

The art world would call it ‘naif’. But then again,
the art world is full of slipstreaming fuckwits. And
Black Dice.

These wired recordings slap with the immediacy
of aslap, the shiny discs invariably taken to making
things LOUD. LOUDER, even, because the only way
of doing things is by amplifying them till you're
inside them and sound becomes a beautiful,
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were just a college party band, really.

joining of forces —all this off-the-wall,

irrefutable, fact. It just s. Like some Donald Judd
piece, or a Microsoft Powerpoint Venn diagram
that demonstrates once and for all that NOISE and
FUN are not mutually exclusive. You could mount
a defence case on it. Now leave it alone.

I'have this friend, Sheikh, he’s the node
through which all my good fortune in music flows.
He keeps German dub-tech records boxed in his
closet — takes them out on special occasions. It's
not some High Fidelity dross, it's magical industrial
design and it should be cherished. He's friends with
Ben McOsker, and they share this fascination, this
Basic Channel fetish.

Those dub-techno records just sound like
submarine radars to me. But Load possesses that
fetish quality for me. It took me three whole weeks

cartoon-ish, costume-wearing stuff playing
right next to this real rocking straight stuff.

political broadcast.

“When we left school, it was like the
freaky art school people ran into the rock
scene in town, and there was this weird

For more information
www.loadrecords.com

www.pitchforkmedia.com/interviews/
m/mcosker_ben-03

to dare spin the Necronomitron record, the
packaging was so good. I'm not sure | can even
talk about Lightning Bolt's Wonderful Rainbow ,
and the pink sleeve of THEUSAISAMONSTER's
Tasheyana Compost is a wonder to behold. Oh,
and Friends Forever, with that beautiful homage
to the serene Denver Broncos painted on the back,
that nearly broke my heart— not to mention the
whole Minutemen colouring book massacre
spattered over Mr California & The State Police’s
Audio Hallucinations or Pink And Brown's
touching epitaphs.

And then there’s Neon Hunk and Sightings
and Noxagt.. .the list goes on.

Dig for yourselves. But once on the dancefloor:
swallow, don't spit. The Venn diagram demands it



‘Thank Fuck for Kaito®
‘Delicious’

‘Most vital, feral 30mins of
music in a long time...
quite stunning’

ROUGH
TRADE

www.roughtraderecords.com

THE FIERY FURNACES

Gallowsbird’s Bark

Michigan
CDNinyl

CD/Double Viny! LP

MYSTIC CHORDS OF MEMORY  ONEIDA
Mystic Chords of Memory Secret Wars
CcD CDNVinyl LP

Low

A Lifetime Of Temporary Relief
3 CDs and DVD hox set

ADAM GREEN

Friends of Mine
CD/vinyl LP

SUFJAN STEVENS

SUFJAN STEVENS

Seven Swans
CD/Vinyl LP

ABERFELDY

Young Forever
cD

g %
—
T, &
BELLE & SEBASTIAN
Books
CD single/DVD/7 inch vinyl

THE HIDDEN CAMERAS

Play The CBC Sessions
10” vinyl EP

maTAL CITY

e et 442

ROYAL CITY

Little Heart's Ease
cD

CORNERSHOP PRESENTS
BUBBLY KAUR Topknot

CD single/7 inch vinyl
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humping on your stereo
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Photography: Rebecca Chalkley
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I thought | was just watching a gig but
apparently | have totally just died and
gone to heaven. Someone must've
cracked open my brain while | was
asleep and looked inside at the file
marked Stuff That Is Empirically Cool,
If You Are AWoman, Or At Least, A
Woman Who Is Me, Since | Can't Speak
For All Women And Wouldn't Fucking
Want To Because Then All Women
Would Be Lazy Slack Ginger Sluts Who
Are Incapable of Getting Anywhere On
Time. Here is what they dragged out:

Stuff that is empirically cool #1:
Skinny white gayboys (like Hunx) who
are beautiful. | mean, I'm pretty fucking
sure the whole world agrees with me on
this one, except, y’know, twats from the
Deep South and people who are dead.

Stuff that is empirically cool #2:
Mexican chicks (like Funx) that can do
the splits. ‘Nuff said.

Stuff that is empirically cool #3:
Girls (like Chunx) with dyed red hair
who are overweight in all the right
places. Y’know, hips that could knock

‘1 play gmtar but I'm also a
screamin’ disco queen’ - Junx
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down buildings, tits that’ll take your
eyes out, lips to suckstart a Lexus and
leave enough sticky red on the rim to
subsequently form a small sculpture
of a pig wearing a garland of roses.
Stuff that is empirically cool #4:
Black dudes (like Junx) with perfect
asses who are perfectly happy to shake
them in your face for, like, two hours
without stopping, until a fine sheen of
sweat slides across their skin and down
the backs of their trembling thighs and
they decide to go hump the speaker
stack with an enormous boner instead.
Stuff that is empirically cool #5:
Music that sounds like JJ Fad and
L‘Trimm (like Gravy Train!!!), especially

Ass-wiggling, big dongs, punk boy porn and onstage fellatio: the filthy
perv-rap sensation Gravy Train!!! discuss humping speaker stacks
with enormous boners and making out with magazine editors

ifyou chuck in a few aerobics-based
dance routines and a whole bunch
of fake ass-rapings and genuine ass-
wigglings to accompany it.

So I'm thinking, damn, heaven'’s
pretty cool after all, but then God’s all
like, “No, AMP, you're not in heaven,
you're in Brighton, cant you see all
those girls with hair slides and their
toes turned in