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Pinback’s third longplayer proper has been a long time
coming, buried under the collective weight of a packed tour
schedule, major label changes and a thousand demanding
side-projects. Summer in Abaddon marks the band'’s official
follow-up to Blue Screen Life, the oft-overlooked 2000 gem
that announced Pinback’s presence to the majority of their
current listeners - a quiet, devoted throng right now feverishly
tearing through the frustrating trappings of plastic encasing
their precious plasticine treasure within.

Keeping track of Pinback’s parallel projects is, even for the
most dedicated of their fan base, an extremely exhaustive en-
deavor. Since forming in 1998, born from the breakup of San
Diego bands Thingy and Three Mile Pilot, the duo has toured
extensively, affecting an indie Pearl Jam while producing two
live EPs for each single studio recording. Their release sched-
ule has also been quite spaced out, with two LPs interspersed
alongside two short singles collections: The four-song 2001 EP
Some Voices and last year’s mini-album Offcell. Aside from
these Pinback offerings, principles Rob Crow and Armistead
Smith IV continue to operate separately under various moni-
kers; for frontman Crow, it's experimenting with obtuse pop on
obscure instruments like the optigan, while Smith’s work on
the summertime release Systems Officer followed Pinback’s
tried-and-true formula of minimalist guitar-and-piano instru-
mentation leavened with lush melodic weavings.

On this latest full-length, the band evinces two important
truths about the current state of their union, one surprising and
one certain: The progressive edge approached on Offcell’s
challenging five-song journey has retreated considerably, but
the band’s ability to create the most innovative arrangements
in modern pop music - often constructed from three, four, or
even five competing melodies - has never been more appar-
ent. These ten songs contain sundry gorgeous refrains that
swing and sway, dancing and dangling, in and among one
another. While not the most energetic or innovative Pinback
recording, Summer in Abaddon is nonetheless a stunning re-
cord, consistently piquing the ears and the imagination with a
dynamic range of dramatic valleys and peaks, a bevy of beau-
tiful melodies and clockwork musical chops.

“Non-Photo Blue” perpetuates the band’s drop-with-a-bang
trend, kicking off the record with arguably its best and most ac-
cessible cut. Knife-like guitars slice the silence with a scalpel’s
precision, the drums popping with a muscular presence that
announce the band’s arrival on the Touch and Go label. Crow
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then enters with a cautious, caustic lyric about human fail-
ings amidst modern technology: “She’s posting all the time/
But the boards are down/ It's a burned out building.”

If James Cameron’s bleak vision of futuristic, killer gu-
bernatorial robots returning to wreak havoc on society ever
comes to pass, it's the paranoid verse of Pinback that will
provide the ominous score. Lyrical profundity, however, is
not what this band is about; soon, the song’s absolutely
perfect dark-pop strains wash over the sometimes outland-
ish sci-fi words, Crow’s stabbing delivery piercing the warm
bubble of Smith’s smooth backing textures. For the most
part, you can forget the English: The contrasting vocalists
are, effectually, the record’s two primary instruments.

“Sender” and “Syracuse” follow the wonderful opener with
slow and steady builders, pretty, hushed vocals draped
over repetitious bass-line cushions that provide a pulsing
lead for pleasantly droning round-robin melodies. “Blood’s
on Fire” is the album’s first and only misstep, its beautiful
vibe-like undercurrent and tinkling piano tracings not quite
enough to rescue Crow’s over-emoting chorus (“It's not in
the spark/ That's not in your eye.”) But “Fortress” sheds
the baggage quickly, an upbeat drum pattern with light gui-
tar vacillations allowing for Abaddon’s best hook to rear its
simple, nodding head: “Stop/ It's too late/ I'm feeling frus-
trated/ | see no sign of fortress.”

Smith and Crow’s few instruments - often just guitars,
pianos and drums, both traditional and synthetic - operate
throughout like parts of a tightly orchestrated operetta, al-
beit a grey, sepia-shaded one, emerging and flexing and
dropping off at just the right moments for full emotional ef-
fect. “3X0” begins with a typically jagged and bulbous bass
lead, looping soft-and-hard vocals from Crow and Smith
each taking their turns. But two minutes in, the pace quick-
ens and the voices die away, letting the backing guitar pig-
gyback its piano lead for a rousing, orgiastic climax, before
all goes silent for a feathery acoustic fadeout. The album
ends with two prog-pop numbers that sound closer to Off-
cell than Abaddon, closing with speak-shouting vocals
(“Protect/ Enslave/ Engulf/ Remember/ The Summer/ In
Abaddon”) on “AFK” that fall off for an attractively textured,
“Grey Machine-like coda, as immediately pleasing to the
ear as any of their many aural massages.

Of all the things that can be said about the chemistry of
these two musicians, of the sheer skill necessary to pull
off the complex rhythmic changes and multi-layered ar-
rangements called for by their dense compositions, the
most important is that they succeed so simply in making
the listener feel. For those growing tired of banal, so-called
“emotional” bands - and the terribly reductive critic-terms
like “shoegazer” and “emo” that accompany them - here’s
your cure, and another, more apt one-word characteriza-
tion for Pinback: This music is, above all else, alive. Eat
that, Jimmy.
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Unheard Of: Un-heard-Of, the debut documentary from local drummer

A New Orleans Jody Smith, tries to make sense of the ‘90s New Orleans
Rock Documentary rock underground (underground translates into “loud and

heavy”). Why did earlier bands like Black Problem, Lump,
; and Nipples of Isis fall apart? Why couldn’t they get out
wocy Smith of the city? Will current bands suffer the same fate? Smith
has theories for each question but no definitive answers.
That's why the film smacks of frustration. A guy (Smith)
by Jason Songe got pissed off enough at the lack of notice given the rock
scene while it flourished and the disappearance of its evi-
dence over time. We all have our favorite local bands, and Smith documented his in this
film. 1 applaud him for digging up lost footage of bands and characters who Smith deemed
AW O T eminrany  Vital to the survival of the ‘90s scene. The important question is this: Should a potential
ROCK DOCUMENTARY . . - : :
viewer with no like or association with local rock watch this film? No. There’s enough snip-
pets of music coupled only with New Orleans scenery to drive away the most objective per-
son. Also, band anecdotes will be of no interest to people who don’t care about the bands.

Smith has created a good film, but it's hidden within the current one. A little editing and all would be better. First,
warped, psychedelic scenery colors accompanied by music were annoying from the first second and hinted that Smith was
trying too hard. The colors changed with the music. Would Smith would be better off as a music video producer? I'm all
for band exposure, but if the footage of scenery music does nothing to feed or carry the story, it needs to go. A narrator
would be nice, as well.

Second, while almost all of the band interviews provide important insight into the scene as a whole, there are a few
anecdotes that seemed to exist only so someone could say they got their favorite story in a film.

Example: one band’s pot story is irrelevant to the band and not even that extraordinary.

Third and worst of all is the useless and long footage of Halloween revelers. Man, this has no place in the film.

Smith divides the fill into two sections. The first deals with bands who played until 1994. The second half documents
the bands that have played from then until the current day. Smith did a great job of making connections that a 26 year-old
person like me wouldn’t be aware of. For example, | had no idea that James, the lead singer of Rotary Downs, was once
in Burnversion. The second half of the film takes decent snapshots of Suplecs, Hazard County Girls, Spickle, Morning
40 Federation, Hawgjaw, and Liquidrone.

If you're a local rock fan, this is a good movie for a Sunday afternoon. If you're not a fan, don't bother.

www.unheardofnola.com
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If you've never heard Motorhead before and you like metal or punk, Superchrist will prob-
ably sound awesome. Straightforward, chugging, hook-filled music with a nasty attitude that
harkens back to a time when metal and punk had yet to form boundaries between one an-
other. The trio from Chicago’s third self-produced and distributed album, South of Hell, sports
ten songs full of classic rock n’ roll excesses like guitar solos and admonishing threats. One
representative lyric from “Aim Low” goes: “I'll put it in your ear like | did last year/It's gonna get
worse.” I'm not sure exactly what he wants to put in said person’s ear, but it reminds me of the
“Touch Me, I'm Dick” Mudhoney parody from Cameron Crowe’s Singles.

If you've heard Motorhead before, then there’s no need to listen to Superchrist. They sound

superchrist exactly like Motorhead, from the Lemmy-like vocals right down to the bass solos. Super-
South of Hell christ cover Motorhead'’s “Metropolis” on the album and even sometimes play as a Motorhead

cover band. Enough said. So, if you want the real thing, I'd go get some Motorhead. Still, if
Black Planet you stumble upon this CD at a bargain price, I'd go for it. It's still good rock ‘n roll, even if it is

www.superchrist.net ridiculously derivative.

by Jason Songe
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TRACTOR BEAM

Much as we’d like to, we can’t cover every event worth covering.
Here’s a list of things going on that didn’t make this issue.
11_05_The Pietasters w/ the Reason and the ShakeDowns @ the Howlin’ Wolf
11_05_Eyedea and Abilities @ the Parish
11_06_The Tiger Lillies @ One Eyed Jacks
11_09_Holly Golightly w/ Woggles @ One Eyed Jacks
11_11_VHS or Beta w/ the Fever @ the Parish
11_12_Antartica vs. the World w/ Fatter Than Albert, Hello Asphalt, Taj Motel
Trio and Samurai Deli @ the Airline Lion’s Home
11_17_Everybody Uh-Oh w/ the Fantastic Ooze @ the Mermaid Lounge
11_18_Giant Sand w/ Handsome Family and
the Heavenly States @ the Mermaid Lounge
11_19_4 Mag Nitrous @ TwiRoPa
11_20_Glasgow and Mexico 1910 @ the Howlin’ Wolf
11_20_Hot Snakes w/ the Ponys and the Detonations @ One Eyed Jacks
11_24_Kayo Dot @ the Mermaid Lounge
11_26_Pleasure Club @ the Howlin’ Wolf
11_29 Lower Class Brats w/ Wasted Allegiance, Plan Z, Hello Asphalt and
No Solution @ the Hi-Ho (Parents get in free!)

Promoting a show and have a press release or other promo material? Send info to:

Antigravity Magazine
PO Box 24584
New Orleans, La 70184-4584

or e-mail:
events@antigravitymagazine.com
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