

















—TEVISeWS

Marissa Nadler

Ballads of
Living and Dying

Eclipse

She’s like a young Stevie
Nicks, all doped up and duped
into serving as Devendra
Banhart's geisha. No, no, too
strong for that. How ‘bout Donovan reincarnated as Linda Ron-
stadt? Except instead of a ‘70s pop star, in this life she’s Fairy
Queen of the Muir Woods, a mythical creature spotted only by
hippie chicks who dare to eat strange mushrooms and venture
into the redwoods past nightfall. Or maybe she just sounds like
a burnt-out Neko Case on a sad bender.

You'll have to forgive me — | woke up this morning feeling
a wee bit simile. It's listening to this rare, ravishing recording,
| think, that's done it. Marissa Nadler's music doesn’t so muc
play from your speakers as it emanates. It's more subtle a sense
than sound, her long, breathy tones; they hit like a smell, some
nostalgic wisp that tickles the ol factories, reminding you of
past happenings you can't quite seem to remember. Or maybe
ones you don't quite want to.

marissa nacler
Pultdds of fving wnd dying

And You Will Know Us
By the Trail of Dead

Worlds Apart

Interscope

Worlds Apart breaks new
%round, not just for Trail of
ead, but for music in gen-
eral. This past year has seen a
renaissance of the most ridicu-
lous and pretentious of beasts, the rock opera, which is rarel
opera and mostly concept. Worlds Apart may be the first roc
album that truly sounds like an opera. Moods shift smoothly yet
violently throughout the album, from gloomy piano chords to
thrash guitar to female choruses, often in the same song. Nearly
every song is noteworthy in its own right. Most bands today are
content with simply releasing a collection of songs as opposed
to an “album”. Trail of Dead are helping to usher in the return
of the album format. The songs on Worlds Apart flow together
both thematically and musically, but they (more importantly)
avoid sounding like one sixty minute song.

The entire album crescendos at “Classic Art Showcase”, in
which Trail of Dead’s signature guitar sound builds up to a sym-
phony’s worth of strings and a female chorus beautifully wail-
iIng away. The %Jitars kick back in with more ferocity as Conrad
Keely screams "Here | am!”

Itis not a perfect album, though. The lyrics seem to be weak,
articularly from the man who wrote “It' Was There That | Saw
ou”. Butsometimes, the lyrics justaren’t that imPonant. Worlds

Apartis animportant album. With every musical rock the group
looks under, something brilliant and beautiful is found. The fu-
ture of major label rock looks bright. ~ -Marty Garner
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Her debut's entitled Ballads of Living and Dying, but it's
really more of that last part that awakened Marissa's muse.
Seems lots of records are springing up from thegraves right
about now; Panda Bear’s got one — hell, The Arcade Fire even
named theirs Funeral. Nadler's first record slides nicely in
that sarcophagus comp, it bridging the gap between Reginé
Chassagne’s shrill soprano and Panda’s minimal folk mus-
ings. These sepulchral ballads are built mostly upon a shaky
guitar strum, a laboring four-part pick, a voice that drifts like
chimney smoke. :

Yes, that's the smell you were trying to remember! That of
fresh-burning firewood, of the first drop in the mercury that
scares up kindling, of graying skies and %rayer eyes. It's the
all-encompassing sense of winter, the sights and sounds and
smells as October passes to November and then December,
and Marissa Nadler captures it perfectly here: a shivering
slide-guitar that sings its own song on ”Fiftr Five Falls,” or
the metallic ring of a banjo, its notes falling like snowflakes,
ushering in the decidedly Case-esque “Days of Rum.”

Every time her chilly instrumentation begins to bite, though,
Nadler's voice wraps it ug in a soft, safe blanket. It's the thing
that'll keep you coming back to this, in the end; when you're
longing for long days peering through glass panes, wrapping

your hands around warm cocoa cups, smelling split cedar
and smoldering oak, give the Fairy Queen a call. Devendra
won't mind if you borrow her for a while.
-Noah Bonaparte
Neko Case
The Tigers
Have Spoken
Anti / Mint /
Lady Pilot Records
F J |'m having trouble writing
P D /! this. This is partly due to the

fact that I'm trying to listen to the album as | type, and par-
tially because [ can't find the words to describe how fucking
great it is. Really. Her voice is currently wrecking oil tankers
into mountain ranges somewhere in the Pacific Northwest;
there are ancient magical creatures crawling around on all
fours, sniffing out opium from old dens in Feudal China. Was
there ever a Feudal China? The way the sirens are singing,
you'd believe anything | told you. The Tigers Have Spoken
Is Neko Case’s first proper full-length release since 2002, and
it's a live album, with covers and rarities and various album
tracks, most of which have been previously released in some
form or another, that remains breathtakingly gorgeous de-
spite its lack of original content. It's late here, and this sounds
like a soundtrack to a movie with sweeping, desolate des-
ert landscapes. Her long red curls are blowing in the wind,
Somewhere an acoustic guitar is being picked up by one of
her boyfriends and he’s strumming it, plucking the strings,
just getting started as she clears her throat. Then you forget
everything and it's just her voice there carrying you through
the dusty sound. -Aaron Santos
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The Go! Team

Thunder, Lightning,
Strike

Memphis Industries

The Go! Team is at the
door, and they want to
know if you can come out
and play. You know them - the rambunctious ones from
‘cross Atlantic Ave, the unruly, boy-girl-boy-girl-boy-girl
tag-team that don't go to church, haven't cut their yard
in"a year and blast strange music at all kinds of ungodly
hours. Scourges of the neighborhood, they; “always busy

thinking of something, never sticking to one train of

thought.” But ?/ou don't care. It's always so fun hanging
out with them! Pleeeease?

Oh, all right. Let's go! And like that you're off, gallolping!
Stopping after a while, hands on your knees,ﬁ/]ou glance
around. Hmmm. You don’t recognize this. The wind is
blowing harder; it's dry and ve\r)/ dusty. But still you can
see for miles in every direction. You lie down and stare up
at the sky. In the large clouds overhead Dick Dale is riding
hogs with Henry Fonda, Jack Nicholson and Dennis Hop-
per. You are liking this.

Later you decide that you're not in such a hurry. You
feel... limber. Adoptin%a oping pace, your shuffling gait
draws people out of their houses to gawk at you as you
pass by. There sure are a lot of them! You stutter to a quick
stop. Beck is standing alongside Slick Rick in the front row.
They're waiting for you to do something! Dropping down,

ou start breakdancing on the ground in front of them.

hey start doing the same, the others cheering and form-
ing in cheerleader formations behind you, standing on
each other's shoulders and flinging themselves into the
air. It makes you laugh.

All the dancing has made you tired. You drift off under a
tree, only for a couple minutes, but long enough to dream
ty\jou're riding in the back of a pickup with Kool Keith and

eil Young. But they're not paying any attention to you,
talking about something you don’t understand, so you
scoot to the back of the truck and watch points on the
road get farther and farther away beneath your dangling
feet. You wake up.

You keep moving. There's a ramshackle schoolhouse on
your ri?ht' “Sugarhill,” an old sign says. You're feeling a lit-
tle gui g for not being in class when a gang of kids spots

ou and yells something. They're taunting you! You shout
ack. The band is practicing in a nearbr eld, and they all
run up and start playing simultaneously. It's getting a bit

rowdy. Grandmaster Flash is the conductor, and he's
coming at you with a baton! You gotta do something!

Snatching an electric guitar, you lay down a chewy
riff. One of the kids decides to help you. He has a turn-
table and he kicks gou a beat. Suddenly you're on a
desert island. Your DJ friend is here, too, but now he’s
dreadlock’d, pulling on a spliff and blowing a breezy
melody into a recorder. The sun is shining and you're
both smiling. [Needle tears into vinyl] Damn! You were
dreaming again! The kids are pissed. They challenge
¥ou to a scratch-off, and you lose. Your rastaman DJ
riend is nowhere in sight.

Now they're chasing you. You commandeer an old am-
bulance and head for the hills. They follow you through
town, bounding over curbs and around corners like a
bat out of hell. Whoa, look out! Two motorcycle cops
I:)ick up the trail. One of them is playing a harmonica.
t's pretty tense.

Losing the kids and the cops was easy. But then - air
horn! It's an APB!

You lay low for a while. But soon you get sloppy. See,
there’s this dancehall down on the corner that spins
hard late-'70s grooves and “White Lines” smack. You
can't resist. One night out, you hear something that
do'esn’t fit in the mix. A harmonica! You've been set
up!
You're busted. It works out OK, though, because the
jail is this really friendly place where everyone gets
along, and they play great French pop through all'the
loudspeakers, Serge Gainsbourg and Air, and they serve
espresso. You trade witticisms for cigarettes. You've
found a home here.

On the eve of your parole the inmates all stage a rag-
ing soirée. Packing into the cafeteria, they kill the lights
and tack up a disco ball and karaoke stage. Loud new-
wave synths and chiming guitars blast throughout the
prison while everyone dances and sings along. It's your
turn onstage! You sing “This Charming Man” and the
crowd erupts. The kids, the cops, your DJ friend, Grand-
master Flash, Kool Keith, Neil Young, Slick Rick, Beck,
Dennis Honer, Henry Fonda, Jack Nicholson and Dick
Dale are all there, too, cheering you on. It's the best
ni%ht of your life.

or some reason you aren't as happy when you get
out. Waves of nostaI%ia wash over you. You feel very
alone. Trying to shake your blues, you take up the
banjo. You bask in the warmth of TV glow. But nothing
manages to cheer you up. Then one night, watchin%
Partridge Family reruns on the telly, it hits you: You
call your friends, The Go! Team! It's always so fun hang-
ing out with them! -Noah Bonaparte
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T rO %r O r a hardly comprehensive look at events in February
e O I I I send events and press releases to: events@antigravitymagazine.com
Thu._2/3: Walls of Jericho w/ Premonitions of War @ TwiRoPa
Fri._2/4: Morning 40 Federation @ Le Bon Temps Roulez
Mon._2/7: The Bad Off @ the Circle Bar
Thu._2/10: High on Fire w/ Planes Mistaken for Stars @ TwiRoPa
Thu._2/10: Jupiter Sunrise @ the Cypress Hall
Fri.._2/11: The Kissers @ Kerry’s Irish Pub
Sat._2/12: Deadboy and the Elephantment w/ Guilt by Association @ the Howlin’ Wolf
Sat._2/12: Zoom @ the Circle Bar
Sun._2/13: Asobi Seksu w/ the Public @ TwiRoPa
Wed._2/16: $100 & a T-Shirt: A Documentary About Zines in the Northwest
@ the Iron Rail Bookstore in the A.R.K.
Fri._2/18: Testaverde @ the Circle Bar
Thu._2/17: Edge Set Mary w/ Straight Through @ the Howlin’ Wolf
Thu._2/17: Rhodes Diablo and the Devil’s Right Hand @ Le Bon Temps Roulez
Thu._2/24: Zoso @ TwiRoPa
Fri._2/25: Blair Gimma @ the Howlin’ Wolf
Fri._2/25: Kelcy Mae @ the Neutral Ground
Tue._3/1: Sleepytime Gorilla Museum @ TwiRoPa
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