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I will turn 35 years old as this mag hits the streets. My first draft of
this intro piece made me sound like a grumpy old man; I had ripped
into the very core of the music scene. But that is not what this should
be about. Music is about being cool and having fun. Music is about
remembering what songs came out when you were younger, and
connecting them with real life events. It's about emotion and talent
with a touch of recklessness.

Ten years ago I couldn't have put this all together. I would have been
too worried about what people would think it all means. Now I'm not
going to worry about it. I am going to have fun putting out a magazine
with a bunch of cool people. We are going to explore local music and
see where it takes us. We'll research what makes this local scene tick
and why it just might eventually explode. Explode in a good way, that
is.

Naturally, we can't possibly cover every style of music or every little
happening, but we are going to try to find the hidden gems and get
them out for public viewing. As with any venture, there may appear be
a few conflicts of interest. Some on our staff are in bands, run record
labels or are involved with companies that might end up in our
magazine. The reason they appear in the magazine is because of their
involvement in the music scene and their generous support of the
magazine with their time or help. So please support our advertisers
and our sponsors, without them we could not have gotten this
rewarding, but financially costly, venture off the ground.

While I had input on some of the features, most were brought to our
attention by the writers and staff. Our main goal is to bring more
attention to the local music scene and hopefully help the scene thrive,
to fight the cycle of closing clubs and band break-ups. Looking back
at the stories in this first issue, I realize there is a bit of a gender gap.
While I know typically there are more male-driven bands and
songwriters, in the future, with your help, we hope to diversify the
content as much as possible. This magazine is not a cheerleader for
specific bands or genres of music. Bring bands, artists and albums to
our attention. This is, after all, a resource for you as a reader. We
would love to hear what you think, so please email and voice your
opinion.

Please also support local music by going to shows, starting a label,
buying records, buying a band some T-shirts only to let them keep the
sale proceeds. Do something small or do something big. Let's light
the fuse together and wait for the commotion. Personally, I can't wait.

Intro
by Rich Horton - Editor in Chief
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Shapiro elaborates: "It's not mixed like a pop record, you know, where
Britney is supposed to be way out in front. So it's gonna sound
different on that front."

Indeed. While there has been something of a power-pop resurgence in
the past few years, Volante are loudly and unapologetically a rock
band. If anything, they're an example of that rarest of creatures, the
fully-matured garage band. They don't seem to be terribly interested in
taking Twin Cities rock to strange new places or in releasing a
musico-aesthetic manifesto. They want to rock out and create music
that they like, and that seems to be the main idea. "If it seems like the
scene is changing or the trend is shifting, I don't think we're going to
be the first band to follow," Shapiro says. "It gives us great pleasure to
know that people are listening to our music and that people enjoy
what we do. But at the same time, these songs generate from us, for
us, and then they go out to everyone else."

In this unpretentious desire to play rock and roll and let the chips fall
where they may, Volante actually reminds me quite a bit of early-period
Pearl Jam. Not so much because of their sound (although the
resemblance is there – each of them rely on an integrated twin-guitar
approach and feature a husky-voiced singer), but because of this
attitude.

The key to Pearl Jam's success back in the day when men were men
and we all wore flannel shirts tied around our waists, was that they
were playing music completely free of subgenre trappings in a rock
landscape where everyone was tying themselves in knots trying to
out-grunge each other. Lumped in with the grunge bands mainly
because of geography, Pearl Jam was playing straight-up,
fundamental rock and roll; this led them to be crowned the most
accessible of the grunge bands, and years of artistic and financial suc-
cess and bad t-shirts followed.

I submit that Volante is mining the exact same vein. Musical fads
come and go – we have synthesizer crazes, punk revivals, alt-country
flare-ups, rock/hip-hop hybrid disasters, and so on, but the default
rock band has always been and should always be a collection of guys
who know how to play their instruments, want to make music, and do
so with skill and joy. Nothing more, nothing less. And this is Volante.

If the foursome are a throwback to the Pearl Jam model, that would
make Gabriel Shapiro their Eddie Vedder figure (this is reinforced, by
the way, by his passionate railing against the Pawlenty administration,
the Clear Channel media monopoly, and homophobic Cleveland metal
bands). And, like Vedder, Shapiro can distill the band's operating
philosophy into one simple statement: "At some level, you've got to
write what you like to play... otherwise, what the fuck is the point?"

And I can think of no better manifesto for back-to-basics rock and roll.

Meeting the members of Volante for a lunch interview, I learned many
things: that drummer Josh Madson will put on pajamas that are many
sizes too small if given half the chance; that guitarist Jon Mitchell
prizes sleep above all else; that guitarist (and other Mitchell brother)
Jeff Mitchell, if publicity ever called for a Volante movie to be made,
would probably be cast as the contemplative one; that singer/bassist
Gabriel Shapiro is not exactly full of love for the state's current political
situation ("I hope Tim Pawlenty gets hit by a car... And you can print
that. Please."); and, more than anything else, that this bunch of
affable, low-key, even goofy guys are nothing like the intensely grim
bunch I had expected after hearing their latest album, "Static Until
Sunrise."

At first listen, "Static" is one heavy collection of songs (and while I
mean heavy in the Sylvia Plath "Whoa, that's heavy and filled with |
portentous meaning" sense, the "we have a huge guitar and drum
sound and will annihilate you with our heavy rock, you puny Earthling"
sense applies just as well); many of which contain long instrumental
stretches without a hint of vocals. Leading the attack, the Mitchell
brothers combine tightly interlocking guitar lines to form a wall of
sound. Augmenting this, Madson plays his drums like an instrument
rather than a metronome, deftly playing around the rhythm for
emotional effect instead of just smashing out a four-on-the-floor beat.

Slightly underneath all of this, Shapiro sings, speaks, and yells as the
moment requires. While his voice is crucial to the overall emotional
punch, the album is mixed with the vocals roughly coequal to the rest
of the instruments. And this is a natural outgrowth of the band's
creative process, Jeff Mitchell explains. "When we're writing, we're so
focused on the music that Gabe will usually write the vocals later, after
we finish everything else. I think that's part of what I like, that we're
writing without a melody... We feel like we need to create all the
dramatic tension with the music itself. And then the vocals are
added later."

Volante
Four Against One by Keith Pille
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Local group Kangaroo has audiences and critics hopping along with
the happy pop sounds of their debut album, "Skyscraper Spaceship,"
released earlier this year on No Alternative Records. Consisting of A.J.
Buzza on bass, Tim "Buzza" Buzza on guitar, Paul Carpenter on
percussion, "the grimm" on keyboards, Peter Lawton on guitar, and
Craig Wright on keyboards, "Skyscraper Spaceship" is the kind of
album you want to listen to just about everywhere you might happen
to be. I spoke to Lawton about the band, the record, and where all this
is going.

Holly Day: How did you all meet?

Peter Lawton: I was in this group called The Tropicals, which was
really a duo, like an acoustic folk duo, and we went out on tour with
Semisonic for a while, the two of us, and it was really cool because we
had all of the trappings of having a regular band on that tour, and we
thought that was neat. So we decided we would try to get a band
together, like a real band. I'm a teacher – that's my day job, and
several of the other members of Kangaroo are teachers, and so we
met each other through teaching. That story's not very exciting.

Holly Day: Did you meet at a teaching conference, or do you teach
at the same school?

Peter Lawton: When I was getting ready to start teaching I need-
ed to do my student teaching, and I'd heard about this guy in town
who had what he calls "The Junkyard Symphony," which was modeled
after "Stomp." There are several schools in town now that kind of do
that as part of their music curriculum because they find that it's a nice
way to get kids' interest, and it's cheap and fun, but he was the first
one to do it – Tim Buzza, that's our guitar player. I'd just heard about
what he was doing, and I knew that was for me, so I called him up
and ask if I could come and see his class perform. I ended up spend-
ing the day with him, and then called him up a little while later and
asked him if I could do my student teaching with him. And then I
learned he played guitar, and his brother played bass, and that's how
it all happened.

Holly Day: Are you a music teacher, too?

Peter Lawton: Well, I am by training, but I'm currently teaching
second grade. I'm a teacher at a private school now, and I do teach
percussion to older kids in my school, but I'm mostly just a second
grade teacher. I'm Mr. Lawton, the second grade teacher.

Holly Day: Do you ever get asked questions from kids at school
about TV shows like American Idol and if that's what being a musician
is really about?

Peter Lawton: No. I teach at a really crazy school. I teach at a
Waldorf school, and we don't use media in any of the classes. It's kind
of an old-fashioned school. I know the older kids watch television, but
they know better than to ask me about stuff like American Idol,
because they know they're not supposed to be watching it. But they
know I'm in a band, and some of the older kids come and see the
band when we play all-ages shows. And my second graders – kids
really love Kangaroo. There's just something about the music, and I
don't know what it is, because kids have always really picked up on
what we do.

Holly Day: It's so happy-sounding.

Peter Lawton It's happy-sounding. There's something about it
that I'm not able to put into words, but I'm very popular with my sec-
ond graders. They all listen to it in their parents' cars. And they don't
know anything, they don't know about the rock 'n' roll world or any-
thing. They're too young for that. They just like our music because it's
happy. It's life-affirming. I think kids respond well to that.

Holly Day: So what's it like to play in a band with two brothers? Do
they bicker a lot, or do they play together well?

Peter Lawton: They play well together. I'm probably the third
brother, and I'm the one that doesn't play very nicely. In our band, I'm
such a hothead that everybody else gets along. You know, you have
one brother or sister that's a total prick, and everybody focuses on
that person, and so they all get along with each other. You know what
I'm talking about? Like when you're playing around a volcano, you
have to be very careful. But yeah, AJ and Buzza get along really well
together, despite being on such opposite ends of the spectrum per-
sonality-wise. They're on such opposite ends of the spectrum that
they can't possibly compete for anything, they’re just so different.
Buzza's like a used car salesman, he's got so much personality. He's
really a politician, is what he is, and if he ever figures that out – if he
had any ambition he'd be the superintendent of the Minneapolis
schools. But he really is happy with his music classes, and his
Junkyard Symphony, and not so much with school politics.

Holly Day: So is there a new album in the works right now?

Peter Lawton: Well, it's in the works. We don't have the finances
to start recording yet, but we have more material than we know what
to do with. As always, the material's not the problem – it's finding time
to practice it, and finding studio time, that whole bag. But I'm hoping
by next spring there'll be a new Kangaroo album out.

Holly Day: Is that going to be on No Alternative, too, or are you
going to shop for a different label?

Peter Lawton: No, we won't shop for a label. It's too much work.
It's too time consuming when you have families and jobs, so we'll
probably go with No Alternative again. They're nice people and they
care about independent music.

H: I know that you have families and careers. Are there going to be
any chances for you to go on tour any time soon?

Peter Lawton: It's possible. This just sounds so desperate. Do
you want me to be honest? Touring is a lot of work, and it's very
expensive, and while you do it, you can't support your family. So I
think the only way that could happen for us is if there was some major
label interest that would bankroll a tour. Otherwise, I don't think it's
going to happen. I think it's going to stay the way it already is, which
is to go to colleges and clubs to perform that are within driving dis-
tance, and little weekend-type shows. But so far as a real tour goes, I
don't know how we'd do that, unless, like I said, there was some
financial backing. If you're Hootie and the Blowfish, and you've been
playing for years, and you're young, and you're building some sort of
crazy fan base, then touring makes sense; but if you're just doing it
because you want to play music then it doesn't really make sense.
There's just too much at stake. It's great to play in town, because I
can put my kids to bed, help a little around the house, do the dishes,
and then I can go off and be a rock star for the night.

Kangaroo
by Holly Day
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Kangaroo
Photo by Darin Back
From left to right: AJ Buzza, Paul Carpenter, Peter Lawton, “the grimm”, Tim Buzza
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Tighe learned something else from his heroes, inexplicable
timelessness that sometimes comes with a memorable
melody.

"I always thought that with Paul McCartney melodies there's
that feeling that it was really meant to be exactly what you're
hearing," Tighe said. "When he came up with a melody it was
like 'boom,' that's perfect just like that."

Upon hearing "Little Blue" for the first time, I immediately
wondered why someone hadn't already written it. It was
brilliantly catchy, hummable and... "perfect just like that." The
same goes for the strolling piano of "One of These Days" and
the simple introspective beauty of "Annie Walks." Every song
could be a single, a gift to radio all on its own. Throughout the
album Tighe plays the sensible narrator, the soothing voice
that reassures when lovers are at their most insecure.

Thinking of "The Hang Ups" album as comfort music is sort of
ironic when you consider how the name was conceived.
Fourteen years ago, a few art school students formed a band,
and soon after realized they didn't want to play their songs in
front of each other.

"We all were songwriters... and it was such a painful thing to
bring a song to the group and have it be judged," Tighe said.

Fortunately, he and his bandmates overcame their shyness
and have supplied the Twin Cities with several other projects
along the way including The Waves and The Legendary Jim
Ruiz Group. Most recently, Tighe and friends have raked in
critical praise with The Owls, a group so purely pop that
"feedback" is a foreign word in a dead language on some alien
planet.

"It's sort of a weird time right now because The Owls are
experiencing some really good college airplay, and a lot of
attention, so I'm leapfrogging between the two bands," Tighe
said. "I would love to have a career in music and if it happens
with The Owls and then the Hang Ups tag along, that's cool,
too."

With the responsibility of promoting two new albums in the last
few months, it's no wonder Tighe is taking a break from
writing. He says the Hang Ups are in a transitional stage, with
drummer Chadwick Nelson leaving on friendly terms to focus
on his video editing career. Meanwhile, the group recently
performed at the Sundance Film Festival and SXSW with
Trampoline Records founder and moppy-haired songbird Pete
Yorn on drums. But as soon as he's able, you can count on
Tighe to creep back into your head and infiltrate your brain
with new tunes. You know, in the nicest way possible.

"I like when a character you feel you can trust comes through
in the songs," he said. "Like somehow the songwriter seems
like someone you'd like to know... Maybe that's what makes
great albums great. You can invite this person into your life
and feel comfortable with them."

In the universal scheme of things, explaining why you like a
certain genre of music or a particular artist's lyrics is pretty
easy. Defining great songwriting is a bit trickier. So for the sake
of laziness, let's say you can categorize great songwriting into
two groups: there are songs that you notice because they're
new and different and mark an era of change. And then there
are the kind that are so lovingly familiar, it's like they've lived in
some forgotten corner of your head all along. The Sunday
afternoon pop of the Hang Ups falls into this second group.
On their recent self-titled album (Trampoline Records), each
track feels like the cover of a song you heard on the radio
when you were five. But covers almost never live up to the
originals and this album is just too good.

Frontman Brian Tighe has a personality to match his songs: as
instantly friendly as someone you've known for years. In a
phone interview, he explained the how and why behind writing
songs you already know.

"I guess [the album] goes back to my childhood, hearing the
Beatles a lot," Tighe said. "My mom would sing a lot of Joanie
Mitchell and Cat Stevens and some folkier things like that.
Those are things that hit me when I was young."

Despite the indelible impact the 60s had on Tighe, the
one-dimensional "retro" label is a weak one. Using the R word
relegates the band to "stuck in the past" status where their
closest neighbors are Herman's Hermits revivals (sans Peter
Noone) and grandmas with plastic on their furniture. Instead,

The Hang Ups
by Lindsay Thomas
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After their EP release "We've Got the Movement" in 1999, high
school junior teen sensations The Plastic Constellations had
already reached celebrity status with their classmates and some
of the Twin Cities rock music circles. Over the years, The Plastic
Constellations have played at underground basement shows and
coffee shops, as well as some of the more established bar venues
such as the 400 Bar and First Avenue. All along the way they
have been supporting/supported by the likes of Lifter Puller,
Smattering, Atmosphere, Mason Jennings and Man Or Astro-
Man? When May of 2000 rolled around they were just getting
ready to graduate from Hopkins High School, and were set to
release their latest album "Let's War." The album was a critical tri-
umph for the four Hopkins natives and then something happened.
The realization of responsibility set in.

"We were always just a band in school and all the sudden you've
got real lives. Moving out and everything is just a crucial time
where you have to learn so much shit," said guitarist/vocalist
Aaron Mader.

"We've all tried school a couple of times. Some of us are still
trying. Matt [Scharenbroich, drums] and I are both graduating in
May from college. Everybody started doing their own thing and
everyone's personal lives started being more important than the
band. And we were all okay with that," added vocalist/guitarist
Jeff Alan.

Jordan Roske, (bass) spoke for the band in saying, "It was nice
always keeping it going on a lower level. We've always had it kind
of keeping us together, but right out of high school we had to
take some time to really find out what we really wanted to grow
up to be; and now that we've got the band and we're kind of on
our feet, let's start rocking again."

It sounds like The Plastic Constellations' wheels have stopped
spinning and they've finally hit dry pavement. There has been
rumor of a new record since 2002, but as months passed and
people anticipated the release, it never came.

"That one was scrapped," Mader said. "We did it, we felt pretty
good about it, no labels were really trying to pick it up and we
didn't have any money to put it out ourselves. Finally, it was in
dire straits in November.

"In December, 2024 Records offered to put it out and they wanted
to re-record it. The last one was kind of like a demo and I'm still
thankful for that now that we're coming into the studio. We
learned a lot from that, so I think this record is now going to be
ten times better. I'm confident, and I feel like it's obviously the
best thing we've done."

"The sound quality on the last one was not nearly as good as
we're getting now," added Alan.

"A plus side," Roske said, "is we got a chance to get our ideas on
to a recording and have it not work out, but we got a lot of feed-
back from a lot of people to help inspire us to make this one big-
ger than it could have been."

After two full recording sessions and a lot of growing up, The
Plastic Constellations have worked the bugs out and are finally
set to release their third album, "Mazatlan" at a release party
show with Valet and Doomtree on April 24 at the 7th St. Entry.

The title of the record speaks for itself. It represents a spring
break style party the likes of which only The Plastic Constellations
could pull off. "None of us got to go to a crazy MTV spring
break," Mader said when asked about the title of the record.

Instead, The Plastic Constellations have been slowly working
towards their goal of releasing their latest full length that Roske
described as "what you put on when you head to the beach
(Shady Oak Beach, probably) and just put it on the boom box."

It doesn't look like The Plastic Constellations will have a lot of
time to be lying around on Shady Oak Beach anytime soon,
though. The local record label 2024 Records has them geared up
to hit the road to promote.

"We're going on tour this summer. And more than anything I think
2024 wants that to be a marketing opportunity for all of us; and it
will be. But I think we're just stoked to just go out on a fuckin'
road trip," Alan confessed.

Mader said, "We've only toured once for like three or four weeks
out on the east coast, I think four years ago. So we're just excited
to have the backing to go all over the country now for a little over
a month. I just feel really excited. I think this record is a
culmination of all these years. We finally did it right this time.
Hopefully we can promote it and see what happens."

There are a lot of people out there who have been waiting for a
new release from The Plastic Constellations, but there's also a
chance that a lot of people have forgotten about them altogether.
At their peak they were just graduating from high school. At that
time they were still plagued with acne, and awkward bodies they
hadn't fully grown into yet.

In 2004 they take the stage as four matured men. When asked
how they thought that might affect how people and the press
might respond to them Alan answered, "I think that people
responded to the fact that we looked like we were having a good
time. We're older now, but we're still best friends, we still like to
jump around like assholes. I think that will speak for itself."

Ideally, Alan's right. On the several occasions that I've seen The
Plastic Constellations perform, they've always had an amazing
charisma on stage. They've always said a lot without actually
speaking much at all. The energy that they possess in their live
show, as well as the songs they've written, seem to have had
quite an impact on the handfuls of devout fans that have
supported them along the way.

The ice is off of the lakes and The Plastic Constellations third
record, “Mazatlan” will soon be available at local record stores.
All is going to be right with the world. Bring on summer.

The Plastic Constellations
Is The Future In Mazatlan? by Kent Weis
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"If there's four people in the club, we're going to rock like there's 400
people. That's the way we do it," said Dan Beeman.

According to Riley, the band's energy and consistency is what
distinguishes them from other area bands. "You come and see us and
you're gonna see our best show every time," he said. "We just play
balls-out every time from beginning to end. That's what we strive for,
to deliver full energy every time."

"We want to make the audience feel like we're working our asses off
for them," said Pete Beeman.

As far as the songwriting goes, in WIT it's a collective process, and a
difficult one.

"We're very hard on songs," Dan Beeman said. "We write a song, have
it for months and throw it away all the time." Because the band's high
standards cause a roadblock, new songs are constantly in danger of
being thrown in the waste bucket.

"I'd say we've written more songs that we've thrown away in the past
year than we've kept," Riley said. "Some bands can write three songs
a night or something, but that's not the way we work."

Since WIT's latest record (self-titled on Learning Curve Records) came
out in August 2003, the band would like to go back into the studio
once they have enough new material. "We need to keep moving
ahead, that's our main thing," said Riley. "We don't want to get flat.

"I think we've all had the same dream since we've been like 7 years
old. And now we're going to keep pushing it."

And the list of musicians in the family keeps growing. Bill Beeman,
who taught his younger brothers Pete and Dan how to play drums,
has a 5-year-old kid with percussion tendencies.

"He listens to our record," Dan Beeman said. "He'll listen to like 30
seconds of a song and then run downstairs and try and figure it out."

Yes, things are coming full circle for WIT.

We Invented Tornadoes
Taking The Cities by Storm by Tony Ziebol

In the tradition of the Van Halens, Allmans and Youngs, another set of
brothers is attempting to add their bloodline to the distinguished list
of rock 'n' roll families. To Dan and Pete Beeman of the Minneapolis
power rockers We Invented Tornadoes, playing music together is a
logical progression coming from a musical household.

"Sometimes we get in each other's neck, but it's cool 'cause you
have kind of a link," said Dan Beeman.

His brother agreed. "It's pretty natural for us to make music together
because we grew up doing it," said Pete Beeman. "You had to rush
home from school and get your playing in before our folks came
home from work."

"Our dad worked 100 hours a week," said Dan Beeman. "Can you
imagine coming home and having to listen to some pimple-faced
fucker playing the drums?"

A la Eddie and Alex Van Halen, the duo switched instruments before
finding their true calling. Singer/guitarist Dan Beeman originally played
the drums. "He sucked, so then he had to play guitar," said Pete
Beeman.

"But it's safe to say that Dan's a better drum player than Pete is a
guitar player," added Dan Riley, WIT's bass player.

Riley is no stranger to musical families either, having played with his
brother, Pat, in a band called Vancouver.

Pat Riley has filmed and directed the band's videos, two of which
have aired on Fox's extreme sports/music channel, Fuel. "He's totally
intertwined with all of our shit," said Dan Riley of his brother. "It's like
two pairs of brothers in the band."

Formed in the summer of 1999 as the Snails, the band changed the
name after learning another touring group had the same moniker. "So
we just picked something that no one else would have," said Riley of
the name switch. "It just kind of came out. It's a pretty ballsy
statement."

For a band that ignores formula and aims to destroy an audience, the
name fits perfectly. Crunchy power chords fall from the sky like heavy
hail, mixed with distortion dissonance that keeps the listener
off-balance. Dan Beeman's vocals have a similar effect, where clear,
edgy tones morph into the scream of a cougar with a thorn in his
paw. Live, WIT hopes to deliver with every performance, regardless of
the crowd.
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We Invented Tornadoes
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"Grief never leaves you where it finds you."
-Hoover Rupert

What would you do if your firstborn child died for no apparent
reason and your spouse left you soon after, unable to handle
the unexplained loss of the baby?

Craig Minowa, an organic farmer and environmental activist
from a tiny southern Minnesotan town called Owatonna (pop.
22,434), decided to ignore the standard Kubler-Ross advice
and channeled his horrific loss into a prolific underground
musical phenomenon so successful that even Radiohead's
record label started taking notes.

Meet Cloud Cult.

Denial
Minowa started his solo project in 1994, banging out a demo
called "The Shade Project" in his dorm room at the University
of Minnesota while working on an environmental studies
degree. After dating for a few years, Craig married a woman
named Connie in a state park near Chanhassen. "Who Killed
Puck?" was a schizophrenic concept record combining
Shakespeare, Adbusters agit prop and Green Party rhetoric,
self-released in 2000 on his eco-conscious Earthology
Records. Soon after, Connie gave birth to their first child,
Kaidin.

Anger
In 2002, Kaidin passed away the day before Minowa turned
29. His sister tried to help but the marriage was soon
dissolved. Connie moved to St. Paul after the divorce. Left
with the organic farm in Sandstone they had just bought to
raise a family, the grief-stricken Minowa started writing songs
by the hundreds.

Bargaining
The rest of the story has become the fodder of fantastical local
music legend. Minowa eventually built a wind-powered studio
and expanded the distribution of his nonprofit label in order to
pump more cash flow into environmental causes he
supported. He recruited a more-than-competent backing band
and in 2003 released "They Live on the Sun." Despite a
near-total absence of marketing muscle, the upstart indie
album with recycled jewel cases was added to enough college
rock station play lists that, in some cases, it was knocking the
EMI-backed Radiohead off the top of the indie rock charts.

Depression
Rumors, which have yet to be substantiated, flew that Minowa
hung up on a major label executive who offered him a
six-figure deal to sign with them. Everyone from NPR to
National Geographic magazine wanted an interview. Five
months later, "They Live on the Sun" was released. The "Mini
Woodstock on Wheels" tour was launched at the Cedar
Cultural Center with help from former Pink Floyd and the
Doors lighting guys. The shows were a 1960s dirty hippie freak
out throwback, with "inspired" live painting and interpretative
dance. Reviewers favorably compared Minowa's haunting
vocal delivery with the likes of Bright Eyes, Jane's Addiction
and the Flaming Lips.

Acceptance
It is now April 2004 and the latest release, "Aurora Borealis,"
finds the band treading into Neutral Milk Hotel territory. Last
month, they headlined a packed house at the University of
Minnesota's student union with high school friends the
Heavenly States, who signed recently on Future Farmer
Recordings. Cloud Cult's meteoric rise is perhaps not all that
surprising after all; maybe there is something in the water in
Owatonna. Another grade school chum, Sean Tillman, AKA
Har Mar Superstar, had a cameo in the recent Ben
Stiller/Owen Wilson flick "Starsky and Hutch."

Dressed in a faded angora sweater, hemp necklace,
high-water jeans with multiple patches, dusty skateboard
sneakers, and no socks, Minowa's grungy attire befits a gar-
dener, not a rock star. In person, his appearance is jovial and
energetic but there is a slight quavering to his voice and a few
furtive eye movements now and then to indicate the worst is
not yet behind him yet. Bringing Kaidin's old baby toys on
stage with him, the set was dedicated, per usual, to his child's
memory.

What happened next would not be encouraged in any medical
textbook as a "healthy" expression of personal loss. It's
emotionally soaked rock and roll goodness, cathartic therapy
that thankfully never strays into melodramatic histrionics or
pretentious sermonizing. It may be sad as hell but it does have
a hummable riff, a danceable beat, and a catchy chorus. And
Cloud Cult would not have it any other way.

Cloud Cult
Good Grief by Nathan Hall
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When someone embraces the scene selflessly, and for non
aggrandizing reasons, they are a true local music supporter. David de
Young has taken on the task of reviewing live local music and posting
on his website. He doesn't do it as a critic, being a musician himself
he understands the complexities of bringing music to the stage. De
Young and his staff have compiled tons of reviews on his site, and are
keeping it up to date with new reviews posted every few days. I had a
chance to ask him some questions about his site and how he does it.

Horton: Why did you start the site? When?

de Young: Howwastheshow.com started by accident just over two
years ago. I was writing emails describing national shows to friends
who had missed them, the first of which was a review of the Craig
David show on Valentine's Day 2002 at First Avenue. One friend
recommended I start publishing my reviews in a blog. Within a few
months, I had so many reviews that I needed a better way of
organizing them online; and put up a full-fledged site at the
howwastheshow.com domain. The obvious next step was to start
writing about local music, which is where I've tried to keep a majority
of the focus ever since.

Horton: What do you feel is the most important part of a live show?
Is it the music? Is it the showmanship?

de Young: A great live show is a combination of sound, vision and
vibe. It's funny that you ask that on a night when I'm heading out to
see Mark Mallman, who is a perfect combination of great music and
awesome showmanship. 12 Rods and the Melismatics are two more
local bands that come to mind with that combination.

Horton: How do feel about the local live scene? Could there more
done, or do more people need to get out?

de Young: The Twin Cities has a tremendous local live music
scene that is surely the envy of many similar-sized, and even larger
towns. The bands here are part of a community that really talks itself
up. I get some of my best tips about bands from local bands
themselves. To get people to shows, the clubs in town should
emphasize keeping covers and drink prices low enough so that

people can afford to go out. I'm also glad to hear of the startup of Rift
Magazine, as more local indie press will surely help. It would also be
great to see more local music shows like KQ's Homegrown and Cities
97's Minnesota Music; and I wish someone would clone Radio K.

Horton: Locally, who are your favorite live bands? Are they
necessarily the same bands whose CDs you like? Or is a band
sometimes better live than on CD, or vice versa?

de Young: It's hard to answer that question without leaving a lot of
great bands out. But I am currently very excited about a new band
called The Vestals who will have released their first CD by the time
you go to press. Some of my other favorites include the Beatifics,
Friends Like These, Big Ditch Road, and Ben Connelly, just to name a
few. Generally, bands that end up being my favorite have great CDs
and put on live shows worth seeing again and again.

Horton: What does the future look like for the site? Any big
changes?

de Young: This Spring I'll be working with Karen Kopacz of
designforthearts.com to make howwastehshow.com database driven.
Currently the site is comprised of hundreds of static pages, and I
need a way to cross reference the reviews, make the site easier to
update and easier for the user to navigate. I'm also restructuring
because after two years, the site is busy enough that it's time to start
selling ads.

Horton: If you could do one more thing for the local scene, what
would you do?

de Young: Actually, I plan on doing it. I don't feel that writing a
rock review is really that difficult. I hope to get more people involved
in writing by publishing a set of instructions for writing about music, in
a way that proves interesting to the reader. I think the two most
important qualities a person writing about music should have are
passion and taste. Skill at writing is a close third, but without the first
two, I often feel like I'm reading something that was written to be
included with an application to "rock writer school" when all I really
want to know is howwastheshow?

Howwastheshow.com
by Rich Horton
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The Owls introduced the band members by name, and letter, as each
member had an "O," "W," "L," or "S" sewed on to their clothing, a la
1950s cheerleader outfits. Don't misunderstand me: The Owls put on
a low key show. The excitement they provide is not so much in terms
of dramatic showmanship as in how good these songs are, and
sound, making them one of the most listenable bands playing the local
scene today.

For the evening's finale Walker Kong's Jeremy Ackerman introduced
the band by asking, "Do I need to say anything, or should we just
rock?" Aaron Schmidt of The Ashtray Hearts joined the band on
trumpet for several songs. There must have been a bit of onstage
chaos early as Ackerman remarked that it was like a Marx Brothers
movie up there. From that point on he promised "a very professional
show." The second song in the set was reminiscent of "Spanish
Bombs" by the Clash, or maybe Spanish bombs were just on my mind
after the previous week's tragedy in Madrid. In my notes it had a
"crazy, odd energy."

Before starting the third song, Alex Ackerman remarked that her
husband's vocals were too loud in the monitor by saying, "Your vocals
are so loud dude," which tickled her husband enough he turned to the
audience and said, "My wife just called me 'dude.'" These remarks
from the stage are not incidental to this review. Audience and band
interaction is a key part of what makes Walker Kong an engaging band
to see live.

Walker Kong put on a funky, fun, and at times over the top rock show.
Another song had the band reminding me of Dire Strait's "Walk of Life"
with its calliope-like keyboard part and later, through songs that
reminded me of the Rolling Stones and the Dandy Warhols at the
same time, Walker Kong continued to build to an almost overly abrupt
finish. There was no encore, though I'm sure many wished there had
been. I, for one, hope Walker Kong has more gigs coming up as they
are a local treasure who don't play nearly enough.

Related links:
http://www.walkerkong.com
http://www.theowls.net

Husbands, wives and best friends graced the stage of the Turf Club on
Saturday, March 13 for a near ideal combination: the offbeat (Best
Friends Forever), the sublime (The Owls showcasing their new CD
"Our Hopes and Dreams") and the party (Walker Kong celebrating their
new CD "Transparent Life").

As I arrived at the sold out show, Best Friends Forever were playing a
cover of "All I Need is a Miracle" with female voices carrying the song
in a playful, childlike way. I didn't count the number of members of this
young band, but it was enough to more than fill the cramped stage of
the Turf. The band was dressed in hooded tops designed to look like
snow-capped mountains through which, in some cases, only their
cherubic faces peeked. A novelty act perhaps, but Best Friends
Forever are nonetheless a band you should check out if you have the
chance.

Next up was The Owls who provided more than just an overview of
their new CD "Our Hopes and Dreams." I counted 14 songs in the set
to the CD's eight, so I'm not surprised that The Owls may deliver yet
another disc as early as December of this year.

Methodically they worked their way through instrument shifts, the
acoustic guitar always staying stage-center as the lead vocalist and
songwriter of that particular song had their turn in that spot. Through
pretty, down-tempo and sometimes Velvet Underground-influenced
songs with impeccable harmonies we reached song 7, the CD's
opener, "Air," written and sung by Maria May. (Brian Tighe on bass
sometimes so resembled Paul McCartney with his side-to-side head
nodding that I vote for him to play Paul in the next Beatles movie.) The
audience's applause at the end of this song was unlike any other that
night.

Live Reviews
Walker Kong, The Owls, Best Friends Forever
(March 13, 2004 at The Turf Club in St. Paul)
Reviewed by David de Young
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There was a lot riding on my musical aspirations when I moved to St.
Paul.

After spending four years in Morris, a cow town within spitting dis-
tance of the Dakotas, I took the first rotten Twin Cities job that was
offered to me, answering phones for The Man in a Bloomington cube
farm. I knew that the job would be bad, and it did indeed suck mighti-
ly. (How bad was it? The overall tone was set when the woman from
their HR department told me to head for the building that looked "like
a prison or a hospital or something.") But that was no matter.

I was certain that I'd only be working for six months, or less, because
it was just a matter of time before some label signed my band and I'd
be leaving all of those corporate suckers behind... And then life would
be nothing but driving around the country in a van with my friends,
having musical adventures, sleeping on strange couches, rocking
people's socks off, drinking so much that I peed on alley cats, and
maybe hurling empty whiskey bottles at people. It sounds like I'm jok-
ing, but this is pretty much a straight transcription of what was in my
head at the time.

And, well, that's not quite how it worked out. In the years since then,
I've learned a lot about how bands make it. To me, it seems to boil
down to a combination of talent, self-promotion, determination, and
connections. At the time, though, we were convinced that playing
blistering shows would be enough, because it was common knowl-
edge that if you played a great show at the Turf Club at midnight on a
Tuesday there was an excellent chance that a scout from Matador
would be hiding in one of the booths, just waiting to leap out at you
with a free beer and a non-exploitative contract. In other words, rock
out hard enough at our shows and the rest would care of itself.

In retrospect, this was colossally stupid, but there you go. The worst
part about being stupid is that you don't know you're doing it. We
scrabbled for shows but played maybe once every three months.
When we got them, we played our hearts out, but it was a good night
if we had more than ten people in the audience. Before long, three out
of the four band members were working all at the same cruddy office.
Life seemed pretty desperate.

The job sucked; our apartments sucked; my car had developed this
weird malfunction wherein the engine would kick completely out for
up to five seconds and then come roaring back to life – and my
princely $8 an hour didn't leave me with enough scratch to get it
fixed. And the asshole scouts from Sub Pop or wherever were never
jumping out at us with piles of cash.

Things started to get ugly within the band. We were pinning all of our
hopes on making it, and since we were doing what we thought was
required of us (drinking all the time and playing energetic shows
worked for the Replacements, so why not Red Hay?) and coming up
short, the mood turned sour.

We started questioning each others' commitment, accusing each
other of holding us all back by dogging it. Practices and even shows
got tense as a new stubbornness crept into the band, based on each
of us thinking, "if we just did things MY way we'd be out of this one-
horse town." It got steadily less and less fun; finally, when a school

board meeting in out-state Minnesota killed the band (it's a long story,
and some day you'll see it here), it was sort of a relief.

I've got another band going now. We've been playing together for
about four years, and the fun levels go up and up. We've reached
musical heights that my first band never would have even thought of:
crazy keyboard noises! Guitar parts that involve more than chord-
bashing and extensive solos! Backup vocals in the proper key! Better
yet, I can't remember the last intraband argument we had (this does,
sadly, keep screwing me out of the chance to hurl a whiskey bottle,
but I'm still young, there's time...).

The key? None of us have our hopes riding on this band. It's some-
thing we're doing for fun, and because we love music. Without the
pressure of constantly worrying about whether or not we're making
enough progress toward getting signed, we're free to mess around
and try strange ideas and have fun. When the sound guy at a given
club acts like a dick to us, we can write the place off without worrying
about it being a place you have to play if you're going to make it. I
suppose that, if a Kill Rock Stars rep jumped out from behind the
claw machine at the Terminal, we'd at least think about it. But that's
not going to happen and we know it and that's fine. Who needs a
label when you get to make noise with your friends and periodically
drink free beer?

It's crazy, but giving up really set me free.

Nowhere Band
The Joy of Giving Up by Keith Pille
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The age designation really doesn't help the new local bands that are
trying to build a fan base. Sometimes the band members themselves
are too young to play, when the shows are 18+ or 21+, and we young
kids want to know what's new. Mainstream radio certainly doesn't play
new local stuff, and when they do it's at an indecent hour.

So how do we solve this problem that seems unfair to kids and young,
new local talent? My friends and I have some ideas.

The main solution that would solve all these problems would be to
have an all ages venue. Having shows on weekends, or having shows
that aren't so late on weekdays, would solve the problem of having to
go to school the next day.

Venues should also be located closer to suburbia. It's hard to get to
those big name venues, like First Ave and the Quest, without a car.
The New Union was the closest to many of us, located on Central
Ave., and now it's gone. It moved downtown too, and goes by a new
name.

If it's business these places are worried about, because they think kids
won't come to the shows, they should have more advertisements and
promotions. They could also lower door prices, sometimes they're a
little high. They could put advertisements in places kids are bound to
come across, like in school newspapers, e-mail lists or just use fliers.
To be even more effective in promoting new local talent, there should
be venues that are specified for local bands, or have shows that are all
age, new local band nights.

These things are just ideas that we hope to see in the future. Soon, we
hope, but with our troublesome economy we know it may not be for a
while. Music is an important part of our lives, we hear it everyday no
matter what we do. And much like the mainstream media, what better
way to get music heard then through "brainwashing" our youth?

When my 19-year-old sister went to visit her friend in Madison,
Wisconsin she was all pumped to see her friend and go to a Sage
Francis show. When she arrived in Wisconsin they did all the fun stuff
friends do when they haven't seen each other in a while. The next day
when they were going to go see the show, they found out that they
weren't old enough to get in. Wait a minute, she's 19, that means
she's an adult, right? Well, she couldn't get in because she wasn't 21,
which was the age restriction for this particular show.

That scene is all too familiar to some of us. We underage kids have, at
some time in our young lives, been slapped with the "you're too
young" rule. Think about that time, wanting to see your favorite band
in concert, and finding out that you're too young. It really sucks does-
n't it?

We know why these shows have the age limits that they do. The 21+
shows are for folks who want to drink while being entertained. As for
the 18+ shows, maybe they're designated so for the "mature content,"
like movies with R ratings for their language and such. But almost
every kid at the age of 16 has heard a couple of swear words or
obscenities. And if you have the bands' records or CDs, you've
already heard it all.

There are many different genres of music. Whether it be punk, pop,
rock, rap, R&B, country, funk, jazz, classical, hip hop or whatever,
everyone has their own personal preference. Everyone can agree that
there's nothing like hearing new talent, especially when it's local.

The easiest way to hear these new bands is at shows or concerts.
Often these new bands open for some big name band. Other times
they're playing a local battle of the bands show. Both are good
attempts to get their names out and to get people interested in them.

All Ages
by Yumi Nagoaka
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For the Ides of March, it was a fairly quiet night. I was sitting on a bar stool
at the 4th Street Station in St. Paul, waiting to meet Nats Babel from the
band Identical. As I looked around a blonde with short, spiky hair dressed
in all black approached me. He smiled and introduced himself as the guy I
was looking for.

His goatee was braided with a white bead adorning the bottom. He smiled
as he informed me that the rest of his band was in their rehearsal space
above the bar, waiting. I followed him outside into the chilly, night air. As
he unlocked the main door to the practice spaces he declared that
because Identical practices at this particular location, none of them are fat.

As he opened the security door, I saw what he meant; we began our trek
up three flights of steep, worn gray steps. Babel escorted me to their
space and flung open the door. "God, it's hot in here," he acknowledged,
as he propped the door open and introduced me to the rest of the band.

Justin Kylochko, the lead vocalist, greeted me with a firm handshake and
Bryan Koll, the guitarist, followed his lead. Jeremy "Phelony" Thorpe, the
crowd motivator, nodded from a chair in a corner in the middle of the
room. Clint Burton, the drummer, emerged from his kit to sit in the middle
of the room. Babel plopped down in a dark corner next to the TV and
turned down the volume on the set. It didn't take long for the band to
warm up to the interview.

They offered me a beer while they told stories of their show the previous
weekend at the What's Up Lounge in Mankato, Minnesota. Koll and
Kylochko counted how many times Babel had puked in their van on their
way back to St. Paul. Total count was at least six. They laughed it off, and
asked if I had a copy of their new demo. Both Babel and Koll jumped up
from their chairs to rummage through worn backpacks.

"Here." Koll motioned to Babel as he handed him a stack of cassette
tapes and miscellaneous items that were left in his van from last week's
road trip. Koll was the first to find the demo.

He handed it to me while Thorpe explained that Identical is "way better
live. We have so much energy it's hard to put that on a disc."

Shrugging his shoulders Koll added, "We're not really happy with the
quality of that CD." They alleged their live sound is a combination of
euphoric and tantric. Identical is currently in the very early stages of
working on a full length CD, and have a few new songs in the works.

So what is a live Identical show like? Koll laughed, "We've had a lot of
injuries. We even have a list on our website of all of the ones that have
happened at our shows." At one show Thorpe split his eye open with his
head stock, and he took a stage dive and smacked his eye. One of their
fans had such a massive knee injury she needed to have surgery.

With stories of broken wrists and cracked heads, it seems no one is safe
from injury. So what happens when one of them is hurt on stage or while
performing? They keep going. They're proud of their intense stage shows,
and have been told that once they enter the stage area, each member
seems to be lost in a self-induced trance. Babel said that he had been
toying with the idea of spitting fire on stage. After a little bit of harassment
from his mates, he admitted, "I've never burned my mouth, but it does
sting."

Identical loves to play live. Burton said they "don't really have bad shows,
even if one person is off for the night, the energy of the other member's
covers any imperfection." They love playing the Red Sea in Minneapolis,
but also listed the Urban Wildlife Club, the St. Croix Club and the What's
Up Lounge as favorites. They truly believe that every show is an awesome
show, they just love being on stage. Their main goal is to get the crowd
moving.

The name Identical itself is an oxymoron. They say they are hard to put
into one sub-genre of metal music. Thorpe described their sound as,
"F*cking RAAAAAAAAAA!" They don't really want their audience to know
what is coming next. Identical infuses everything from punk, to samples, to
blast beats in their music. Their influences range from Huey Lewis to Iron
Maiden to Barry Manilow (Koll has seen him live twice). They agree to dis-
agree on musical tastes, but their diversity makes a major impact on the
sound of the band.

Koll said it best: "I know it's good music when I can't sit still – when I get
goose bumps."

Not one member is ashamed of his musical taste. During the discussion,
Babel argued that "the 80s had way better guitarists" comparing past and
present talents. The messages in their songs consist of societal issues,
automated soulless people, and the consequences of keeping
fair-weather friends.

"Anything we have comes from the inside," Koll said. They want their
songs to speak for themselves.

For the most part, Identical has had positive feedback from their fans.
Thorpe said they don't mind hearing if someone thinks they suck,
"Everyone is entitled to their own opinions, but if you think we suck, tell us
why." They are open to constructive criticism, as long as it doesn't
interfere with their after parties.

Currently they are booking their own shows. Thorpe said they are "working
to bring it to the next level." They all agreed that working with one of the
bigger booking agencies in the area is hard to do. They feel they can't play
with most of the bands they'd like to because they're not on a particular
agency roster. "There's a lot of bands out there that we want to play with,
but can't because their booking agency won't let them play with us." The
rest of the band agreed with his frustration.

Even so, it seems that the band isn't doing too bad for themselves. In the
past three years, they've played in Minnesota, North Dakota and
Wisconsin. Eventually they are looking to tour on a national level. Identical
is not a typical metal band. With a variety of influences, styles and intense
live shows, it's not hard to see why they are the cause of such a buzz in
the local music scene. Their purpose is to entertain the masses, and they
certainly do a great job at it.

EP REVIEW
Although the recording quality is not the greatest, Identical's sound
surpasses the quality. The songs are well-written with intricate beats and
well-developed lyrics. Each song is its own entity, but clearly from the
same band. If this is just a hint of the full-length CD, it will be worth the
wait. This EP gets 4 horns out of 5.

Website www.identicalband.com

Upcoming shows: May 14 at the Urban Wildlife Club with Stigma and Face
Cage

Fistful Of Metal
IDENTICAL by Cassandra “Metal” Layne
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In the future, this column will be a Q-and-A format. Please
address your questions to Galen at the email address
below.

I'm Releasing a Record on a Label, Should I Have a
Contract in Place?

The answer to that question is a resounding, "YES!" Contracts are
what drive the music industry. When someone speaks of landing a
"record deal," they are inherently talking about a contract. One of my
favorite bands, Alkaline Trio, used to record for Asian Man Records.
Asian Man prides itself on not signing contracts with their artists; the
"hand-shake" deal. This may be fine in the sprit of indie/DIY, but it
spells potential headaches and legal fees in the event of a dispute.
There are aspects of a record deal that are too important to not
reduce to a written agreement. Terms such as royalty points, payment
of royalties, ownership of the masters, a guaranteed release provision
on the part of the company and whether the artist can purchase the
masters from the company are just some provisions that need to be
put in writing.

After coming to an understanding orally as to the general terms with
the company, have the understanding reduced to writing. There are
multiple benefits to this. One, it serves to memorialize the
understanding. There will most likely be a significant passage of time
between the recording process and the release date. As time passes,
memories fade and different versions of an oral agreement may begin
to surface. A written contract will prevent this from happening.
Secondly, while some types of oral agreements are enforceable, a
written contract is more likely to be enforced by a court in the event of
a dispute.

The contract does not have to be fancy or elaborate. It does not have
to be drafted by an attorney or notarized. At minimum, it should set
forth what each party is doing for the other: Artist agrees to record
one recording and Company agrees to release Artist's recording.
Next, it must set for the legal "consideration." This is what each party
is giving to each other: Artist will record exclusively for Company for
two recordings and Company will pay Artist eight royalty points per
recording. Lastly, both parties should sign the writing.

The above example is simplistic but shows the necessity of a
contract. There are many template contracts out there pertaining to
the music industry. Beware of these. They are generic agreements
and may not be specific to your situation. When in doubt, seek the
advice of an attorney with knowledge of entertainment contracts.

galen@riftmagazine.com

The information in this column is for general information purposes
only. It is not intended to provide advice regarding a specific legal
situation. Legal advice can only be provided after consultation with a
specific attorney.

Ask Mr. Rock and Roll Lawyer
by Galen Eagle Bull
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In every issue we are going to feature a local record label, with basically
the same questions. Ed Ackerson from Susstones was nice enough to
answer these questions for us and give us some insight on the label and
the local music scene.

Who are the owner(s) of the label?
Ed Ackerson, Jennifer Jurgens, Christian Erickson

Why was the label started?
I had gotten really tired of the politics and slow pace involved with
releasing music on major labels. Also, there seemed to be a place in the
local community for an organization like the one we had in mind.

Could you give a short history of the label?
The modern-day Susstones started as a web-only cooperative which
featured music and visual work from a bunch of local artists. Over time we
decided to move into manufacturing and selling CDs and other products at
retail and via the internet.

Any label horror stories?
Running a label or any independent venture is often challenging. The
whole business can seem like a slow-motion horror story, depending on
how you choose to look at the process. Having said that, we're more on
the "glass is half full" side of the spectrum here at Susstones. We have
recently had a problem with our former distribution, which really did mess
things up at retail for a while, but we're getting through that and on to the
next phase.

How many demos do you get per month and what do
you do with them?
As a policy, Susstones does not accept and will not respond to unsolicited
materials sent to us. Nevertheless, we get anywhere from 10-30 demos a
month. We make an effort to listen to at least the first track off of every
one, but it takes a long time to get through all of them. We do screen out
demos that obviously were sent by people who got our name off some
mailing list and don't know anything about our label; the "we've got the
hottest Latin dance track in Miami Beach"-type packages. Mostly,
however, we get packages from indie rock bands, and I like to check out
what people are up to.

Having said that, I've never been moved to work with an artist simply from
an unsolicited demo they sent me, nor has anyone else I know who runs a
label.

A note to bands: please don't email unsolicited MP3 files of your music to
labels, and please don't send out five pieces of spam before every one of
your local gigs. Overly aggressive email marketing can be very irritating.

Susstones
Greet your local record label by Rich Horton

What do you think of the local music scene here in the
Twin Cities?
I think it's awesome, which is why I've chosen to stay here and make very
serious investments in my recording studio and label. Minneapolis is full of
great musicians and writers, and I hope Susstones in some small way can
help make the world take notice of that.

What is next for Susstones?
We have an ongoing schedule of releases coming up, from both current
and new Susstones artists. In addition to new CD releases, expect to see
us playing around with DVD/video and multichannel audio projects later
this year.

www.susstones.com
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"The major goal for the studio is just to be a place where people can
come and not pay ridiculous prices to get a ridiculous [sounding]
album," Johnson said. "We don't work on anything we don't want to
'cause we don't have to. Luckily, we have the means to do that. Most
studios when they start out, they have really bad gear and they have
to take anybody they possible can just to make money, but we're not
in that situation.

"We're not out to make tons and tons of money, just enough to stay
running."

Those interested in recording at Fur Seal can contact Johnson or
Weinbeck, and they will try to make a plan for your project's needs,
Johnson said.

"If you are a good person and you're not a jerk, and you're excited
about what you are doing and you play good music, we'll always say,
'yeah,'" Johnson said. "If there are people that we really want to see
go somewhere, we can cut them deals and try to help them. It just
depends on who comes in and what their needs are [for pricing]."

It's what Grove would have wanted.

Joe Johnson can be reached at
651-470-9649

Fur Seal Studio
by Tony Ziebol

Jon Grove's dying wish was to supply a haven for the music
community that gave him so much pleasure in life. Grove died in
February after a long battle with pancreatic cancer, but his recording
studio remains as a testament to his musical dedication. Before he
passed, Grove furnished a studio with some of the best gear money
can buy, directing his family to keep it open and affordable to local
musicians.

Called Fur Seal, this Uptown studio allows users access to expensive
equipment at reasonable prices.

"[Grove] wanted a place where he could give back to the music
community," said Joe Johnson, Fur Seal's House Engineer. "This is
easily a $200 an hour recording studio. It's the best stuff you can buy.
You go to The Hit Factory in New York (the largest commercial studio
in the world), they have this stuff. They might have a bigger console
and bigger rooms, but this is the gear they have."

In recent months, those working at Fur Seal were consumed with
tracking Grove's material while his health allowed him to do so. Those
projects are ongoing to finish what Grove started, but the studio is
also open to others who want the opportunity to record at a top-notch
studio.

Grove changed the name from Grove Studios to Fur Seal about two
years ago. Coming from a wealthy family, he remodeled the studio
with expensive gear and stellar acoustic treatments. As far as its
outboard gear, Johnson says Fur Seal ranks among the elite.

"We have 22 channels of compression, we have 18 channels of
mic-pres, all pristine, class A, the best stuff you can buy and we can
still cut deals with people," he said. "So what we have is really good
gear which other studios may have but they can't offer the kind of
[rates] that we can."

The acoustic treatments also enable flexibility to get virtually any
sound you desire, Johnson said. This includes QR Pros, which are
panels with different surfaces on each side that can be rotated to get
different sounds.

The ceiling panels are also replaceable with harder or softer surfaces
for achieving different tones. Absorption panels placed around the
studio help cut down unwanted frequencies. "[The acoustic
treatments] give the room the actual sound that it has, which is
tremendous," Johnson said. "The room sounds incredible. It really
makes a great sounding record."

According to Johnson, the room sounds great for piano, drums, guitar
or just about anything.

If the studio has a downfall, he said, it's the lack of space that some
of the larger studios have. "We don't have a lot of separation," said
Johnson. "We don't have nice booths that everybody can go into and
all play live. But we can still overdub everything and still get that
separation of sound, plus have the great room and all the great gear."

Grove's instruction to his family was to keep the studio open for at
least three years after his passing. Not aspiring to be a commercial
studio with high profits, Johnson and studio manager Benny
Weinbeck have freedoms that would make other studios envious.
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Fur Seal Studio
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Booking shows for your band can be a difficult task and very
stressful at times, but the following tips can make the job a
little easier.

The first thing you need to do is professionally record some
songs on a CD. These days, cassette tapes just don't cut it,
and neither do basement 4-track recordings. Get a
professional photograph taken of the band and made into a
black and white 8x10. (The reason for black and white is that
it reproduces better in newspapers.) Write a one-page
biography of the band – don't turn it into a novel – with inter-
esting highlights about each band member and some things
the band has accomplished.

The next key component to a good promotion pack is a
one-sheet with quotes from various press articles about your
band. I suggest a one-sheet with quotes, versus a book of
full-length articles, because no one is going to take the time
to read an entire article. Promoters get hundreds of packages
each week from bands looking for shows, so make yours
stand out by getting straight to the point and not overloading
the promoter.

Now that you have a great-looking promo pack, it's time to
target the clubs you want to play. Do some research to find
out what styles of bands play these venues before sending
your material. Also, pay attention to the capacity of the club.
If you don't have much of a draw, don't try to get shows at
large venues like First Ave. Look for smaller rooms like the
Turf Club instead.

Once you have a list of appropriate clubs to target, call each
club's promoter to let him or her know you will be sending a
promo kit. During this call, sell your band to the promoter as
well. Never just send a package to a club without telling them
to look for it. If you do, I guarantee they will lose it.

Connecting with promoters can be tricky. When you call,
know what you're looking for – don't just ask for a show with
no date in mind. Either look through the club's calendar and
then ask for an opening slot for a band in your genre or
suggest a couple dates when your band is available.

The best way to approach setting up a show in this town,
especially at the 7th St Entry, is to pitch an entire package of
bands. Talk to your friends who are musicians and compile a
group of three or four bands that can draw together, or at
least include one band with a draw.

This approach applies only to local shows. If you're traveling
to Chicago, it doesn't make sense to pitch three bands from
Minneapolis that mean nothing in another town. The best way
to get shows out of town is to make friends with local bands
in other areas and then trade out shows. Offer them a show
in your hometown, and in return, open for them in their
hometown. This is also the best way to build your draw in
that town.

Another thing to consider when booking a tour is which dates
you want to be in a particular town. Again, don't call Gabe's in
Iowa City and say, "Can we have a show sometime?" Provide
two or three specific days that work for you. This will help you
get shows faster and will make you look more professional
than you might be.

You need to be persistent, but without aggravating promoters.
Nothing will get you blackballed from a club faster than calling
too often. When you speak with a promoter, he or she will
likely say the date you've requested is booked and will tell you
to call back the following week. Don't be pushy; just agree to
check in a few days later to see if something has become
available.

If you leave a message on voice mail, don't call again later
that day or the next day hoping to get a human on the phone.
Give them a few days to get back to you and if they don't,
then follow up with another call. If you leave messages for
someone every day, I guarantee they will not call you back –
and when you do finally get them on the line, they will never
give you a show because you bothered them too much and
they will think you're a pest.

So stay on top of these promoters, but at the same time give
them a little space, and do so professionally. Finally, don't
forget about e-mail. Promoters love e-mail because they can
check it at their leisure and not feel too bothered.

Following a few of these guidelines may help you book shows
a little more easily. If you have questions or want more advice,
send me an email at bull@tcinternet.net.

Booking your band
by Mike Buenting
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CD Reviews
Arthur Dent
The Arthur Dent EP
www.arthurdentmusic.com

Three songs comprise this
EP, consisting primarily of
quirky vocals over a piano
and drums. The recording
quality is bad almost to the
point of being charming,
but not quite. The first
track, "My God Loves to
See You Play” is an off-kil-
ter rock song that never
really seems to take off
before it comes to an end.

The next track, entitled "I
Believe in Love," is more
inspired than the first. The
vocals portray more

emotion and the instrumentation seems to flow better than those on the first
song. The final track, "Reciprocal Love," is the best song on the EP because it
actually sounds like there was some effort put into writing it.

This EP contains some pretty original ideas, but the ideas have been poorly
executed and the EP suffers from what sounds like a one-mic recording. The
vocals are strong in a peculiar way, but the musical performance and recording
could use some polishing. KW

Romantica
It's Your Weakness That I Want
www.romanticamusic.com

The Sunday morning album
is a far too underrated
element of our pop culture.
After you experience a
weekend of many romantic
possibilities and discoveries
of love, only to have your
illusions painfully shattered,
Sundays require a song that
offers tales of heartbreak,
pain and optimism. "It's
Your Weakness That I
Want" provides a stellar set
of such songs.

The quiet storm created by
drummer Mark Hedlund and

instrumental additions by handyman Luke Jacobs provide an unyielding
background to the Irish hint of Ben Kyle's vocals. Kyle, the chief songwriter,
grew up in Belfast, where one's fortunes in life are too closely influenced by
constant political unrest. It's this tension between beauty and disaster that
serves as the underlying element to Romantica's allure.

In "There She Goes," the lyrical direction of the Cure's Robert Smith meets the
pop smarts of Rhett Miller. Beatles-esque harmonies move the song to a new
folk-pop paradigm. The disco-fever strings that intrude midway through "Honey"
serve as a surprising uplift, while the foggy mountain breakdown of "Break (Part
II)" will please those who like a little bounce in their catharsis.

"Belfast" sadly asks questions that may never be answered, with the insight
only an ex-pat can offer: "I guess I'll drown my loneliness in the company of
war." "Mexico" features ethereal Irish harmonies, and "Vacant Light" would
serve as a great addition to the REM album "Out of Time." Romantica's "It's
Your Weakness That I Want" is a solid debut, worth a few painful Saturday
nights. TSFitzgerald

Light a Match and Burn It Slowly
www.fitzgeraldmusic.com

When I first put this CD into
my player, I was thinking
that I had a pretty good
pop record on my hands.
The first track, entitled
"Dirt," is an acoustic-driven
pop song with floating
vocals and incredible
charm. By the time I
reached the third track, I
was ready for more catchy
pop music as I tooled
around Minneapolis in my
car.

I was taken aback when
"Ghosts Can't Hurt You"

started out slow and steady. The track slowly built into the chorus and then a
cello started in. I wished it was raining. This emotion carries throughout most of
the album. The arrangements of the drum sequencing, guitars, cello, banjo and
keys are creative and soothing. From the third track on, the music becomes a
warm bath for the senses.

The relaxation lasts until Fitzgerald jerks you back to reality on the final track,
"Recent Events," which seems to serve as a wake-up call with an acoustic rock
feel. This CD isn't about hooks and head-bobbing once you get past the first
two tracks. It's the type of music that I'd listen to at night, by candlelight, while
winding down from a chaotic day. KW
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The Honeydogs
10,000 years
www.honeydogs.com

In this era of popular music,
the concept album does
not often elicit a positive
response from listeners. For
the Gen-X set, this is likely
due to hazy memories of
Friday nights spent in
suburban wood-paneled
basements as the
heavy-handed progressive
rock of Rush, Genesis and
Spinal Tap provided the
sound track of their
disobedience. For the
burgeoning Hipster Nation,
"story albums" possibly
remind them of the

pretensions of the aforementioned Gen-Xers. The Honeydogs may have fired
the first salvo at these mind-sets with their clever song cycle "10,000 Years," a
tale of a test-tube baby, his rearing in an impoverished world, his forays into
crime and his redemption.

The lyrics on "10,000 Years" read like Elmore Leonard on a bender fueled by
post-apocalyptic martinis, containing a mess of sordid one-liners and references
to drug deals, 10-megaton blasts and shrapnel-encrusted innocent bystanders.
The band's utilization of overdubs and 64-track instrumental wizardry would
make Brian May and Queen applaud.

The album opens with the bouncy piano of "Dead Stars." Running under two
minutes, it leaves us far too soon, as the refrain "It's so lonely here" serves as a
curious ending for an opening track. "Test Tube Kid" continues the story of our
protagonist, while "Poor Little Sugar" pours on the percussion in an
arrangement echoing the best days of Steely Dan. "Panhandler's Serenade" is a
mid-tempo booty-shaker that builds until the final verse, which adds coy piano
drops and smoo-ooth backing vocals. In "The Rake's Progress," Levy offers
witticisms such as "I look like an angel, but I'm dreamin' of war." The onslaught
of pop genius continues with "Damascus," an ominous theme in search of an
unsuspecting prom committee.

The title track etches a morality play for the makers of war, asking if the
progress of the past 10 millennia has taught us anything. The standout track,
"Were the Heavens Standing Blindly?", contains chord progressions straight
from imperial Russia. Dig the sound effect ending the tune, like a prog rock
band equipped with nothing more than a draining bathtub, a microphone and a
delay pedal. The album closes with "23rd Chromosome," a veritable swinger.

The Honeydogs have released their best work with "10,000 Years." Here's hop-
ing that a radio station will take a gamble and give a few of these tunes a spin.
TS

Civilian
EP
www.civilianband.com

As bands like The Darkness
and the Electric Six invade
the college rock territory
denied to their musical
forebears, the time may be
right for Civilian. The band's
Web site proudly boasts
Civilian as "Your local arena
rock experience."
Consisting of former
members of local rockers
Downcast, Goddany,
Mezzanine Stair and
Octopus Harem, Civilian
combines the bombast of
80s hair-metal balladry and
the structural complexity of
progressive rock with

Amadeus-style piano and string accents.

If you like your local bands to wear their city on their sleeve (album sleeve, that
is), you will love the satellite photo of Minneapolis emblazoned on the cover. It's
interesting how the rifle-sight within the "C" of Civilian is set directly on the
intersection of Hennepin and Lake. Whether this is intentional or not, the
message is clear: "Hipsters, eighty-six that martini for a PBR, and get your
lighters in the air. It's time to rock."

"Let On," the opener from this five-track EP, begins with a guitar utilizing what
Eddie Van Halen christened the "brown sound." Guitarist Ben Bantam and
vocalist/guitarist Lorenzo display admirable restraint during the solos, choosing
to advance the melodic development of the song, rather than carpet-bomb the
listener with a deluge of notes. (Not that we don't need that once in a while.)

Civilian makes use of keyboards in a manner different from their prog metal
brethren, emphasizing piano and soft strings over church organs and cheesy
80s synthesizers. "Pretend," which is stylistically similar to "Let On," maintains
the piano as co-lead instrument, like Fates Warning's "At Fates Hands." This
track truly comes alive during the instrumental bridge, a hard-rocking funky
piano breakdown that could have served as the background for a smokin'
bluesy guitar workout, but instead the song returns to the opening section for
an anticlimactic solo.

In "Bleeding in Vain," acoustic guitars give way to a daring orchestration in
which the drums sound like tympani and the keyboard approximates a French
horn. The string crescendo in the chorus echoes the dynamics of Kansas, with
a splash of Queensryche's "Silent Lucidity." "Day In/Day Out" provides insight
into the spirituality of the band with the line "Some turn inside, some turn to
Jesus, some turn to nothing and the nothingness is good for them, you see?"

Curiously, the band places the heaviest rock track, "Killing Me," at the end of
the record. The best example of their skills as rock 'n' roll band, "Killing Me"
bears its riffage for all to see, with a swagger not unlike the Guns N' Roses.
Place this track in the 2 or 3 spot and the rise and fall of the slower, more
orchestrated numbers will make more of an aesthetic impact. Civilian would
greatly benefit from the inclusion of more balls-to-the-wall rawk numbers like
"Killing Me," something their full-length album will hopefully offer. TS

Randy and the
Wolfpack
Bring Back the Magic
http://www.justeseninc.com/wolfpack.htm

Randy and the Wolfpack is
a Twin Cities bar band that
is carrying on the tradition
of classic rock and country
music. I think they could be
very successful in some of
the outlying areas of
Minnesota, where this type
of music is more popular.
By no means is this CD bad
– it’s just not breaking any
new ground.

“Bring Back the Magic”
contains very unobtrusive
songs. All of the tracks are

well-written and the listening experience is pleasurable, if not a little numbing.
Nice instrumentation and harmonies abound on this CD, but I have a lot of trou-
ble letting the music go more than skin-deep.

If you’re into classic rock, you may really enjoy Randy and the Wolfpack. Iím not
that type of person, and while I wouldn’t avoid this band, they don’t play music
that I would go out of my way to hear. KW
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Halloween Alaska
Self-Titled
www.princessrecords.com

Those who thought that the
inclusion of Halloween,
Alaska's "Des Moines" on
Fox's soap opera "The
O.C." earlier this spring
might compromise this Twin
Cities supergroup's indie
credibility need not worry --
it merely serves to reinforce
the band's inspired stylings
and widespread appeal.
Who knew that profound
appreciation for trippy
electronic pop from the
Midwest could extend to
the privileged enclaves of
southern California?

From the opening measures of the album's first track, "You're It," Halloween,
Alaska proves in earnest that it has earned the steady buzz it has generated
since the release of its self-titled debut late last year. The lyrics, "You're it, and
this is the shit that I've been talking about" clairvoyantly serve as a reflection of
the critical accolades the band has garnered during the last few months.

Frequent airplay on KFAI and Radio K (where the band has been featured
numerous times in recent months on the station's weekly Top 7) has introduced
legions of local listeners to the formidable results of the collaborative efforts of
James Diers, of Love-cars fame, Dave King of Happy Apple and the Bad Plus,
Ev Olcott of 12 Rods and Matt Friesen.

The album's sonic encounter continues on the second track, "All the Arms
Around You," with pulsating, hypnotic keyboards and staccato percussion fills.
The sole cover, Bruce Springsteen's "State Trooper," is a moody rendition that
would make The Boss proud. "Mr. State Trooper, please don't stop me" could
well be the anthem of entraced Halloween, Alaska listeners careening along
Interstate 94, aware only of the pavement stretching before them and the lay-
ered guitars and keyboards buzzing in their ears. This album is a trip, and we're
lucky enough to be taken along for the ride.

On the introspective "Call it Clear," the lyrics plaintively intone, "Why do you
think we're here?" Whether or not the answer is found within these tracks, let's
hope Halloween, Alaska is here to stay. LM

Cowboy Curtis
Observations/Assumptions
www.cowboycurtis.com

To consider only the lyrics of
Cowboy Curtis' new release
"Observations/Assumptions"
would lead one to believe
that the album is filled with
dour musings on a life filled
with apprehension and
disappointment. Taken as a
whole, however, the music
invokes anything but
sullenness.

The album's first track,
"Longway Around," opens
with the line, "It's been a
long 10 years, and I feel it's
getting longer" before a

blitzkrieg of guitars and drums come crashing around the listener's ears.
"People Song" is an up-tempo, guitar- and keyboard-heavy pop song that has
enjoyed recent local airplay for good reason. Nothing will jerk you out of a bad
mood faster than cranking this song on your stereo and dancing around your
living room like a fool.

"Tired" expands on the band's penchant for layering weary emotions ("So when
are we going home? I'm tired, don't you know?") over zippy, New Wave-style
synthesizer and explosive drums. The warning "Don't waste your time on me,
'cause I'm already wasted for anything" on "Exaggeration (Over?)" continues
this theme.

Yet the angst isn't enough to ward off the band's playful exuberance. The title
track, which closes the album, is a lively, cautiously optimistic number that
rounds out the collection with a flourish of trip-happy keyboards and driving
bass before a swirling hum of feedback, random voices and distortion bring the
song to a sonorous conclusion. Once the infectious buzz of
"Observations/Assumptions" is firmly entrenched in your brain, it's more than
welcome to stay. LM

Hokey
Relapse
http://www.westnilemusic.com/hokey.html

From the first track of this
CD, my attention was
piqued. The title track
slowly builds with acoustic
guitars and a dreamy vocal
melody, then slams you
with sludge-rock guitars in
the chorus. It's not your
everyday piece of grunge
rock. This guy (Matt
Latterell) can actually sing!
As the CD progresses, the
members of Hokey take
listeners on a tour of the
different musical styles they
represent.

On the second track, "Turning and Turning," Hokey sounds like an entirely
different band as it branches off into an 80s punk-style tangent. The songs
throughout the album are well-crafted, and the vocal melodies and guitar work
are both solid and digestible. The sound quality is far superior to most of the
self-recorded efforts I've heard. These guys are different enough to break a
mold, but not different enough to alienate everyone who's listening. KW

interested in helping out Rift?

we need writers, photographers and
people just to help us out.

e-mail: help@rift@magazine
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Upcoming Shows
April 22 • Rascal’s, Winona, MN
April 23 • 324 Live, La Crosse, WI

April 24 • The Rock, Maplewood, MN
April 29 • Turf Club, St. Paul, MN

April 30 • Mr. Heavies, Menominee, WI
May 1 • Mifflin St. Block Party, Madison, WI

May 1 • The Klinic, Madison, WI
May 15 • Star Central, Columbia Heights, MN

June 4 • Urban Wildlife, Minneapolis
June 10 • Lone Tree Annex, Minneapolis
June 18 • Stones Throw, Eau Claire, WI

thoughtcloud.com

POST RELEASE PARTY

SATURDAY MAY 15th – 400 BAR – 8:00

SELF EVIDENT

THE VESTALS

COWBOY CURTIS

ANEURETICAL
$5





No sucker punches,
just killer discs at competitive prices.

712 ONTARIO AVE W MPLS
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music for 8 years.


