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Notes on this Issue: 
Ok, it's 2006. So we should be living on the moon or something. But we're not. 
We are, however, using sans-serif fonts. Today, it's 'Trade Gothic', a bold and uncompromising 

face that reeks of speed and modernity. I've been using it for all the column and section headers. 
The feature-headers are in 'Blockhead', the handdrawn font for people who are too lazy to draw 
and scan and clean up and redraw when the title of the article is changed. It's alright, it's not 
amazing. The body font, is as always. Century Gothic 7pt. This month's cover wasn't so much drawn 
as it was generated. I ran an actionscript from levitated.net, and saved a slightly altered version 
of the resulting imagery as an xpm file. I consider the xpm to be an amazing piece of Ingenuity. I 
then hand-ASCII'd the heart onto there, because I was thinking about Valentine's Day, and David 
and Caroline thought I was being an asshole for not using colour at all. Kat Siddle drew the Sock 
Monkeys, and Weakhand (who it's awesome to recieve a phonecali from because w e speak in 
codenames, or., he does), did the calendar. Thank you everybody. 

© DiSCORDER 2006 by the Student Radio Society of the University of British Columbia. All rights 
reserved. Circulation 17,500. Subscriptions, payable in advance, to Canadian residents are $15 for 
one year, to residents of the USA are $15 US; $24 CDN elsewhere. Single copies are $2 (to cover 
postage). Please make cheques or money orders payable to DiSCORDER Magazine. DEADLINES: 
Copy deadline for the March issue is February 18th. Ad space is available until February 22nd and 
can be booked by calling Jason at 778.883.7561. Our rates are available upon request. DiSCORDER 
is not responsible for loss, damage, or any other injury to unsolicited manuscripts, unsolicited artwork 
(including but not limited to drawings, photographs, and transparencies), or any other unsolicited 
material. Material can be submitted on disc or in type or via email. As always, English fe preferred, 
but we will accept French. Actually, we won' t . Send email to DiSCORDER at dlscorder@club.ams. 
ubc.ca. From UBC to Langley and Squamish to Bellingham, CiTR can be heard at 101.9 fM as 
well as through all major cable systems in the Lower Mainland, except Shaw in White Rock. Call 
the CiTR DJ line at 822.2487, our office at 822.3017, or our news and sports lines at 822.3017 ext. 
2. Fax us at 822.9364, e-mail us at: citrmgr@mail.ams.ubc.ca, visit our web site at www.citr.ca or 
just pick up a goddamn pen and write #233-6138 SUB Blvd., Vancouver, BC, V6T 1Z1, CANADA. 

By David Ravensbergen 

Growing a beard is about more than just facial decoration—it's a lifestyle 
choice. What originally began as something of a playoff beard, grown during the 
tedious months of composing a mammoth research paper on American fiction 
and psychoanalysis, has since taken on a life of its own. Each new day yields 
another reason to avoid trimming my bristles; from Black Mountain comparisons to 
the drunken advances of beard-admirers at the Pit Pub, I just can ' t bring myself to 
shave. Perhaps it's because my essay still feels incomplete somehow. At the end of 
such a long endeavour, there's always some material that just can ' t be included; 
much like cutting features from a magazine, it's tough to see a good quote go to 
waste. There's one in particular, a little gem from Don Delillo's first novel Americana, 
that 'd I'd like to rescue from obscurity and share with you: 

"Every man wants to grow a beard before he dies. It's one way of saying fuck 
you to everybody. Look, I'm nearing the finish line. I want a beard. It cheers me up 

". just to look at it in the mirror." 

Granted, the character in question is an aging, embittered advertising 
executive, and I'm a youthful idealist who doesn't particularly want to say "fuck 
you" to anyone. But I do take a quiet pleasure from seeing my own hirsute reflection, 
and I think that Delillo truly captures the complex psychological resonances 
of facial hair, or something like that. Perhaps I've just been reading too much 
psychoanalysis—it's even been leaking into this issue. If you look hard enough, you 
can see the mechanisms of the unconscious at work all throughout this month's 
features. Ariel Pink's deranged compositions are clearly a result of the transference 
of childhood trauma into his art. Although we 've tried to aid the healing process 
with our mixtape feature, the psychic faHout of Shindig's controversial decision. 
would best be dealt with in group therapy. Then there's Ladyhawk and Pride Tiger, 
whose ongoing debauchery reeks of indulgence in Freud's death instincts. You 
get the idea, When it comes down to it, i'm just really excited to leave my paper 
behind, and begin my tenure as the new Discorder editor. I promise next issue all 
this psychoanalysis will stop, just as soon as I castra...cut off this beard. x x 
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David Yonge in The Damned 

Over the years, David Yonge 
has wrestled automobiles, viofently 
dismantled appliances, hurled his inner 
child down the stairs, drunk paint and 
performed in a funeral home. He also 
plays in Rock'n, a wonderfully wanky, 
80s-style guitar band. All of these diverse 
pursuits sit quite comfortably under the 
heading of Performance Art—in fact, 
viewed that way, they make a lot of 
sense. 

Yonge calls his latest work 
"performance art disguised as film." Two 
years in the making. The Damned is set a 
century ago in Vancouver, and features 
the artist himself as a man haunted by a 
bestial creature which he realizes he is 
becoming. How he resolves his torment 
is extremely disturbing, and can be 
given many classic interpretations—from 
atonement and purification to merging 
with the primitive. Lest we bog down in 
the heavies, there's an alternate ending 
that's short, tragic and hilarious. 

The 40-minute film is meticulously 
produced, and Yonge shows the 
same attention to set, props and 
costume as in his live work. Both he and 
cinematographer Shawn Bristow evoke 
the period in a spare, almost sensual 
way, and it's strangely moving to imagine 
how much of the city we inhabit was 
wilderness back in 1905. The fact that 
we'll be viewing it all in 3D promises an 
eerie, textured experience. 

As usual, Yonge puts his body on 
the line, even though the film medium 
would have allowed him to fake it (in a 
couple of scenes, he ran the very real 
risk of being either shot or incinerated). 
But this is consistent with his assertion 
that he made The Damned in the spirit 
of performance, and only opted for film 
to avoid dragging an audience around 
B.C. to the far-flung locations. 

But Yonge may be downplaying 
his move into filmmaking. He has always 
created striking environments from which 
to assault us with the apparent simplicity 
of his actions. The layers only start peeling 
away in the moments after a piece 
ends. Already, it's clear how film is both 
liberating and refining this voice. 

The Damned will screen at Video In 
on Saturday, February 25 at 7pm, 9pm 
and Midnight. 

THE PLUGHOLE 

Remember when Zed really blew 
your hair back with astounding short films 
from all over the world? We're not sure 
why the show went a bit limp, but do 
know that indie gems are still out there— 
and many of them are animations. 

One place to find them might be 
the Ottawa international Animation 
Festival. The largest of its kind in North 
America, the OIAF issues a yearly "best 
of" compilation, which, at only 11 films. 

reveals barely a tenth of what screens 
during the four-day fest. - Ihe true 
standouts share a deep assurance about 
what it is they're actually saying. Form 

. and technique (uniformly excellent) are 
simply an extension of this: A puppet 
animation from Poland is 17 riveting 
minutes of Faustian horror, while a 3D 
monochrome piece from France has a 
chorus of KermiMike creatures trying to 
resurrect their dead creator (who bears 
an uncanny resemblance to the late 
Jim Henson). From Great Britain comes 
a hyper-real evocation of London, in 
which a delightfully quirky Japanese 
girl "settles in" to a soundtrack featuring 
the bewitching Joanna Newsom. An 
experimental/abstract piece from 
Germany was so visceral that my usual 
unresponsiveness to the genre just 
crumbled. 

Curiously, only Canada, Europe 
and the USA are represented in this 
year's traveling showcase, but the Euro£ 
North American divide still makes for 
some interesting comparisons. The 80-
minute programme is well worth a look— 
and though you can' t watch it at home 
in your jammies, you don' t have to go to 
Ottawa either. 

The Best of Ottawa 2005 screens at the 

Pacific Cinematheque on February 9 and 

13 at 7:30pm. xSxxx 
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The Tough & Lovely The Futureheads 

So I'm giving our new editor Dave an ulcer as we speak, rushing 
to meet an already passed deadline and keep my head off the 
chopping block, but trust me, I wouldn't have it any other way. How 
can you pass up the chance to read about these fabulous pieces of 
plastic every month? Stomach ailments be damned! 

That being said, i begin with Top Ten, a fantastic outfit from the 
Bay Area, featuring the mighty Tina Lucchesi (of too many bands to 
mention here fame). Tina and her cohorts knock out four top-notch 
rock and roll gems that fall somewhere between her previous bands 
The Bobbyteens' glam-pop and Deadly Weapons' punk. Really, she 
oughta have a trademark or something permitting no one else to 
use that formula—it's a sure thing, baby. "Never Get Enough" and 
"Don't Ever Leave" are catchy, rough-around-the-edges pop songs 
that employ some great guitar work from former Deadly Weapons 
member Erin McDermott. A cover of Richard & The Taxmen's "Now 
We're Through" features a locked groove ending laid down by bassist 
and subject of The Tourettes' classic tune "(I Hate) Richie Bucher," and 
cemented by sexy drummer Layla LaDucci. Coupled with a reworking 

of NRBQ's "I Want You Bad" (which in itself is a fun Raspberries-style 
power pop tune), these tracks make perfect additions to the themes 
of young lust and loves lost prevalent in a lot of Lucchesi'ssongwriting. 
Bonus points for the baseball theme trading cards that come with the 
record. Trade 'em with your friends! Collect them all! Best of all, no 
stale gum included. (Lipstick Records, no address given but email the 
band, toptenbabes@gmail.com for more info.) 

Fans of The Detroit Cobra* and lovers of soul music will definitely 
want to ge t their mitts on The Tough & Lovely, a Columbus, Ohio quintet. 
"Tough & Lovely", their de facto theme song, is a gut-busting good 
time for singer Lara Yazyac; who channels early Tina Turner while her 
band smokes and burns alongside. "The Lover's Curse" relents a little 
in the vocal department, but swihgs like The Everly Brothers meeting 
Mary Wells for an all-night rave-up. Just when you thought the craze 
had run dry, there seems to be a plethora of groups keeping the torch 
lit for this style of garage soul, and The Tough & Lovely are among the 
top of the heap. (Spoonful Records, www.spoonfutrecords.com or 
www.togghandlovely.com). 

Lastly, we've got the latest from the Sunderland sons of quirky 
pop. The Futureheads. "Area", (written by guitarist Barry) is slated 
to make an appearance on their forthcoming sophomore LP, and 
it's a chip off the old familiar block; full of the three-part harmonies 
and layers of post-punk sound evident in most of his repertoire. "We 
Cannot Lose" gives bassist Jaff a kick at the can wtth positive results, 
but "Help Us Out" is the stand-out here. With guitarist Ross at the helm, 
the tune speeds along with jagged leads played with such a sense 
of urgency that it makes you want to spin it over and over, helping 
them out to make it your next new favourite song. Comes in a die-cut 
sleeve with a poster to boot, and worth the price of admission. (WEA 
Records or go to www.thefutureheads.com for more info}. 

That's rt for nov/—I'm off to buy Dave some Maalox! See you 
. next month! x „ 
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Purple is the new pink, and Pride 
Tiger is the new Thin Lizzy 

by Julie Colero 

So there's this amazing Ladyhawk. t-shirt 
making the rounds, designed by Steve Hubert, the 
band's spiritual guide. It's a self-portrait of Steve, 
more than a little Rushmore-hero-looking, in a very 
Cosby-esque sweater, holding a microphone up to 
the heavens. I have it on lead singer Duffy Driediger' s 
word that this shirt, when worn, gets guys taid. Every 
time. Lady luck follows not orilylaelyhawkfollowers, 
but the band itself. Ladyhawk was the opener on 
Black Mountain's fall U.S. tour, and was picked up 
by the band's U.S. label, Jagjaguwar. After three 
gruelling weeks on fhe road, the band decided 
to take a much-needed break to write a few new 
songs and re-record their debut album. This break 
came to an end late January, as the boys teamed 
up with fellow Vancouverites Pride Tiger for athree-
day mini tour, gracing Victoria, Vancouver, and 
Whistler with their presence. The Vancouver show 
was huge, the other two, not too shabby. I tagged 
along for the ride, and took in as much as I could 
about eight dudes who are pretty fucking adept at 
having a good time wherever they go. 

Friday started nice and slow with a sunny 
ferry ride from the Tsawwassen terminal to Schwarz 
Bay. I was afforded the chance to meet the Hawks 
and Tigers over White Spot fries and gravy (not as 
good as they used to be, i'm sorry to say), and was 
quickly caught up to speed on the trials and tribs 
of the touring life. Driediger was more than a wee 
bit groggy, as he 'd spent a recent night waiting on 
the floor of a Vancouver hospital to have a nasty 
ear infection diagnosed and dosed up. Not one 
to spoil the fun, though, Duffy was going to give 
things his all to keep the tour oh track. Huddled 

ofer a table with jSharpies inlhand, he was busy 
producing high art for the Saturday flight show, 
which/was rumoured to have ajprpjectcf. Also busy 
drawrig unflattering portraits ofriis bandfnates was 
Ladyliawk drummer Ryan Peters, whose rendition 
of guitarist Darc^fJancock garrjered rr/ore than a 
few guffaws, and a later debate as to the origin 
of Darcy's reputation as the most haggard of the 
'Hawk. 

The Pride Tiger boys managed to elude me for 
most of the trip, gathering only briefly on deck for a 
gloriously lit photo shoot. It should not have surprised 
me to note that all in the band were familiar faces, 
as Pride Tiger is made up of S.T.R.E.E.T.S. and Three 
Inches of Blood alumni Sunny Dhak, Matt Wood, 
Bobby Froese, and Mike Payette. I'll let you sortauj| j 
the who's who for yourselves... 

VICTORIA 

Soundchecks went off like a charm, and 
before anyone knew it, the Lucky Bar was full to 
overflowing with concert-goers eager to ca tch 
a glimpse of Vancouver's finest. Victoria band 
(with Kelowna transplants) The Greatest Explorers 
in the World started the night off right, getting fhe 
crowd bumping and grinding (I wish I was kidding). 
Ladyhawk followed suit, doing their best on a night 
when Duffy was struggling to stay upright. Often 
visibly out of breath between songs, Driediger kept 
it together long enough to provide a wonderful 
introduction into the world of Ladyhawk for myself 
and the other uninitiated in the crowd. The band 
was much tighter than I had expected, having 
heard that they were more in the easy-going 
free-rockin' vein of things. Instead, the crowd was 
treated to a solid, if slightly sordid-sounding, bluesy-
rock set. What proved by far the most impressive, 
though, was the side-stage presence of friends and 
Tigers, all of whom knew the words to every song 
by heart. You've got to have something special 
going for you to inspire dedication like that. 

By the time Pride Tiger hit the stage, everyone 
was in full party mode. If Ladyhawk was tight, 
these guys were, uh, tightest. I guess that's what 
you get when you take your job seriously, but not 
too much. Guitarists Dhak and Froese didn't even 
spare each other a glance before lighting up the 
most intricate of dual guitar solos, and, so far as a 
layman could tell. Wood's drumming was bang on, 
as were Payette's bass lines. And all this after hours 
of pre-show drinking down by the water. 

After the show, we were offered up a 
Ladyhawk mansion retreat, complete with an 
algae-infested hot-tub, or a quiet night "just chilling 
out" with a school-friend of Wood's and the Pride 
Tiger guys. The quieter option sounded the wiser 
of the two, and so it was off to the suburbs. Upon 
entering the house, buddy Stu invited us to make 
ourselves at home, ripped off his t-shirt, and headed 
straight to the living room, where he proceeded to 
crank Thin Lizzy to maximum volume. It looked as 
though the plan to do some PT interviewing wasn't 
going to work out, as the boys were all hooked up, 
chum-style, singing along at the top of their lungs, 
for pretty much the full Lizzy back catalogue. The 
night was a conversation write-off, but a pretty 
good taste of what was to come.. . 

I awoke Saturday morning to the PT van 
taking off, with the boys intent on getting an early 
start to the day. Not only was the band playing, but 
they were also playing host to the Vancity show. 
Froese, Dhak and Payette are shared owners of 
Bloodstone Press, a union shop and kickin' party 
venue, a business they've built, according to 
Payette, "from the fuckin' gound up. It started with 
a press in my basement at the Georgia St. House. 
We just bought a press and started doing shirts for 
bands and stuff. It eventually grew into what it is 
how and we never borrowed money off of a bank 
or our parents or anything." So there you have it. 

•beams really do come true. 
* ^ k But ^ 3 ^ ^ t t i
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(David "Suzuki! Too shy to 
snap a pic!) and record 
shopping. Although the 
exact number cannot be 
confirmed, it is rumoured that 
guitarist Hancock invested in 
the entire Midnight Oil back 
catalogue at Lyle's Place, 
a purchase not particularly 
welcomed by roomie Peters. 
It wasn't until Amanda got a 
little distracted and started 
driving us along the scenic road to Nanaimo that 
I got in some quality Q and A time with Duffy and 
Ryan. We joked about bassist Sean Hawryluk's 
affinity for Dungeons and Dragons and his desire 
to share his obsession with everyone within hearing 
distance, but talk quickly turned serious when 
the subject of the band's ever-impending record 
release was breached. "We had to re-record it," 
explains Driediger. "We recorded it first about a 
year and a half ago, and sent it away, and we 
got on our label [Jagjaguwar], and they were like, 
'well, we really like the songs, but we don' t think 
that the recording does it justice,' and I kinda felt 
the same way. They gave us money to re-record it, 
so it was like, why not?" Asked about what exactly 
was at fault with the original recording, Peters offers, 
"it was just too same-y." Driediger explains, "We 
recorded it all live, did it really fast, and it sounded 
shitty, but not in a good way. Our new record 
sounds shitty, but in a better way." Both recordings 
were done with Colin Stewart of the Hive, with the 
only big difference being that the new one was 
recorded in part at the band's jam space. "We 
dragged the 500-pound reel-to-reel down to our 
jam space. That was the hardest part," says Peters. 
This strenuous effort is rumoured to have paid off, 
as those who have had the chance to hear the 
recording, not due out until some time in May, are 
convinced of its greatness. 

"When the album comes out in May, that's 
going to be a new beginning for all these songs, 
because we'll have to tour them for a year. That 
could be frustrating," says a level-headed but still 
somehow optimistic Peters. "There are a couple 
of songs that we didn't quite nail on the second 
recording because they mutated, or maybe 
evolved, past the point of..." 

"...sweetness." finishes Driediger. It seems the 
two are in sync with the way these things go. But 
truly, optimism pervades. The band, in its current 
incarnation, has been together for more than two 
years, and their enthusiasm at eventually having 
their music heard outside of just concert venues 
is clear. Driediger jokes, "It's better to have our 
expectations low. We're not the best band you'll 
ever hear, but we are the most unprofessional. 
That's my motto." Somehow it's hard to take this 
nonchalance too seriously, as easy-going as all 
four dudes seem to be. 

Ladufeawk are all childhood friends from 
Ke lov^pfAs t f l ^ ry luk explains, "We started the 
bancffljriginairy b fck ing Duff up for a couple shows 
at Paw Pub . l ^ f lH the second show we decided 
w e O J|dejd«e : band name, and not just be Duffy 
Dr ied^ fc j& tJis&^Duff h q ^ j ^ o p load of namofa 
that yv$ -tall W w t through and short-listed j ^ H 

Ryan Peters as conceived in the medium of 
Sharpie pen by Duffy Driediger 

favourites. Ladyhawk didn't necessarily appear on 
all our short lists (I don' t think it was on mine), but 
after a few days of thought we all figured it sounded 
the most like us, and it was short and sweet. No 
"the", and it was easy as hell to remember. We are 
very much in love with birds and ladies too, so that 
helped us settle on it." 

VANCOUVER 

Ladyhawk @ Bloodstone. Photo by Marcie Larson 

On Saturday night I left the bands to their own 
business, as there was no need to interfere with a 
quality home-town party. Bloodstone's warehouse 
was packed to the max by 11 pm, with eariy-birds 
treated to a tour of the premises and offered first 
dibs on the six kegs of beer. The show seemed less 
about watching the bands than being seen and 
chatting it up with those in the know (the show was 
strictly word-of-mouth). The party went off without a 
hitch, with nary a copper in sight and little damage 
done to the space. The only problem, and this a 
minor one, was that one guest smuggled popcorn 
inside in his toque and managed to get it every-
every-everywhere. Sticky beer floors made that 
one a bitch to clean up. 

WHISTLER 

Sunday, afternoon I was picked up by the 
Ladyhawkers, all pretty colossally hung-over, and 
we were on our way up the mountain. The ride 
was peppered with tales of tours past, with large 
amounts of praise heaped on Black Mountain's 
Josh Wells, who kept things together on the fall 
tour. "I felt so bad asking him every morning 
for directions," says Hancock; as Hawryluk later 
explains, on top of playing every day after an 8 
to 12-hour drive, Wells also acted as four manager 
and mapped out the bands' routes. The band 
holds Black Mountain in the highest of esteem, and 
Driediger suggests that "they could drop the stoner 
rock bullshit [and still be hugely successful]. It's like 
the lowest common denominator." 

i After arriving and loading in at the Boot 
B H k t h e drinking began. Soundcheck was nixed 

|^ptn|>a|&pf Ladyhnwritand Pride Tiger en route. 
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Members of Ladyhawk and Pride Tiger raising a glass to Punk Night. Photo by Julie Colero 

in favour of a two-band dinner, slightly more 
pricey than planned, as the night's openers, The 
Wednesday Night Heroes, had run off with all of the 
food vouchers. A round of caesars was ordered, 
and we toasted the final stop of the tour with a 
rousing, "Here's to Punk Night!" Everyone was 
pretty psyched to see what kind of crowd the less-
than-obvious Calvin and Hobbes-esque poster 
would round up. 

Dearest of Pride Tiger fans, please, by 
no means believe that I'm short shrifting your 
homeboys. It was more than a tiny bit tricky getting 
all four guys in the same room at the same time, 
and things didn't really take shape until pre-show 
time on Sunday night. It turns out that PT often has, 
according to Payette, "a bunch of lesbians at our 
shows because they think we're a gay band." 
The band's name has a much more complicated 
origin, though, which in Payette's words, goes 
something like this: 

"We'd watch Thin Lizzy videos and have these 
things called Wizards' Councils on Sunday nights 
where w e ' d get together and drink Pride Pops, 

which are Okanagan Spring Apple Ciders, and 
just get totally fucked up. [We named the band] 
after 'Ride the Tiger', a Dio lyric from "Holy Driver". 
We talked about it for, like, six months, and then 
we jammed. It probably wasn't that good, but we 
thought it was awesome. Our first jam was like, 8 
hours. We Wrote "Far Out", that was our fist song. 
It's not on the new album. Only the 'Iocs' know 
those gems." 

Although singer and drummer Wood was 
willing to go along with most everything I pre­
supposed about his band, the others were less 
eager to get behind my all-too-one-dimensional 
view of them as a "party-rock band" . More 
appropriate terms thrown around over the course 
of the weekend were "thrash rock", "boogie rock", 
and, ever-so-mysteriously, "glue-rock". As to the 
flood of Tiger bands on the Vancouver scene at 
the moment, what sets PT apart from the rest was, 
originally, a 'y' in*t,he 'tiger'. The issue can now be 
pinned down more concretely to the fact that 
"we're such good-lookin' fellas," according to 
Wood. There's not much disputing that... 

The Saturday night show at Bloodstone was 
meant to be a CD release party for PT, but things 
got a little messed up the week prior to the shows. 
"It's such a long and terrible story," states Wood. 
"We had a record company contractual litigation 
difficulty, so unfortunately we couldn't put the 
record out. We've spent the last month trying to get 
it ready for last night, but last minute it didn't work 
out." It turns out that Froese and Dhak are locked 
up in a contract with US label Roadrunner because 
of their affiliation with Three Inches of Blood. "We 
were the fools," grumbles Froese. "We signed our 
souls. We're Roadrunner artists, basically." And so 
the waiting begins. "They have first rights to the 
band, to hear the band and possibly sign it. And I 
don ' t think they will." 

The album was recorded at the Hive and at 
Bloodstone with Jesse Gander, "the sweetest dude 
ever". Gander "fronted money for us to get the 
goddamn thing mastered,".says Payette, "only 
to find out less than a week later that we can' t 
put it out." The fact that things came together so 
quickly took everyone in the band by surprise, as 
PT has really only been together in its current form 
since S.T.R.E.E.T.S. and Three Inches returned from 
their summer tours. "There's no rush," according to 
Froese, to get the album out there. 

When it comes to songwriting, PT has a 
different approach than Ladyhawk, eschewing 
personal lyrics for inside jokes about each other, 
and songs about the band van and practice 
space. "It's really deep stuff, you know. It's blue 
collar, man," asserts Wood. As to the band's 
purpose, says Payette, they just want you to "put 
your beer up in the air, raise your can of beer on 
high. [We're] that kind of party rock." 

That's pretty much the course that Sunday 
night took, with fluorescent beers sloshing around 
onstage and off, and girts in small shirts and dudes 
in toques rocking out whilst picking up. Some may 
have been there because of previous run-ins with 
S.T.R.E.E.T.S., a band that tours constantly but has 
next to nothing-available to buy. "It's totally cult," 
explains Payette, "We recorded our last album 

Philip S t e 

three years ago, and it's our best work, and 
there's maybe, like, 100 copies floating around. 
It's so stupid, but kinda cool, though." One Whistler 
fan in particular made a point of personally 
congratulating each and every one of the eight 
musicians on how rad their work in S.T.R.E.E.T.S. had 
been. 

PART(Y)ING WAYS 

After three successful nights, there was 
nothing left to do but get completely wasted. 
Yours truly called it quits at a respectable 3 a.m., 
but, as my interview tapes attest to, most of the 
others stayed up until it was time to leave at 7 the 
next morning, interviewing each other on subjects 
as diverse as celebrity urine consumption and, uh, 
"cock-knocking". 

And so "there are many, many things that 
spending three days in the company of near-
strangers can' t explain, as eager as the boys all 
were to talk. The secret Iqnguage of Gnar continues 
to elude me, as does the origin of some very creepy 
cat-calls the Pride Tiger boys use to keep each 
other in line and on the drink. It wasn't until I got 
back that a friend chose to shed light on Duffy's 
pre-Vancouver Chicago sojourn, and the record, 
never released, that he recorded there with Tim 
Rutelli of Red Red Meat fame. To be honest, there's 
a lot of back-cataloguing that I didn't get around 
to, but gladly encourage curious readers to search 
out, with help from Deer and Bird records and Hive 
Studios, just to name a few sources. If you're not 
piqued by back catalogues, no fear, as you've 
now got the heads-up on two very promising spring 
releases, and two very excellent bands to view from 
front and center at every possible opportunity. 

Check out Quinn Omori's review of the Bloodstone 

Press show at www.alscorder.ca 
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by Mike Rinsma 

Out of all the art forms, I can never decide if I like music or film 
the best. As a result, whenever I watch movies I pay close attention to 
the soundtrack, and similarly, when subjecting myself to MuchMusic, 
I focus on the fragmented visual accompaniment for each song. For 
me, nothing is more artistically pleasing than a harmony between 
the two forms, where both visual and aural mediums unite to create 
something greater. My search for this perfect unity has ultimately led 
me to the works of Philip Glass, whose hypnotic compositions for the 
1.983 film Koyaanisqatsi bring the interplay of the audible and the 
visible to new heights. 

Philip Glass emerged as a successful composer during the late 
60s, pioneering the subtle melodies and soundscapes of minimalism 
with contemporaries Steve Reich, La Monte Young, and Terry Riley. The 
term 'minimalism' is often criticized for its ambiguity, since the limited 
range of notes and melodies in minimalist compositions typically 
contain a wealth of tonal variations. The use of mathematical formulae 
is the genre's governing trope, taking basic melodic structures, or cells, 
and expanding them through structural manipulation. Phase shifting 
is one such technique, in which cells of identical material are played 
simultaneously, with each layer running at a slightly different tempo. 
This creates a swelling echo effect, as the growing disparity between 
each melody spawns a dissonance that attacks the listener. 

Aside from the analytical use of frequency ratios and static 
drones, minimalism gains its impetus from the influence of non-western 
music. As a young composer struggling to find his own voice within 
contemporary classical music. Glass moved to Paris in 1960 to study 
with the renowned professor Nadia Boulanger. While in Paris, Glass 
encountered the work of sitar legend Ravi Shankar for the first time, 
eventually transcribing his compositions into western notation for use in 
the films of Conrad Roods. Inspired by the techniques learned through 
this rigorous process. Glass began to explore the music of Northern 
Africa, India, and the Himalayas, incorporating these traditions' use 
of repetition into his own compositional style. In Koyaan/sqafs/, Glass' 
multicultural methods reach their zenith, illustrating the potential for 
the reinvention of rhythmic structures and melodies in the encounter 
between different cultures. 

Koyaanisqatsi takes its title from the language of the Hopi, a 
native American nation, and translates roughly as "life out of balance". 
Directed by Godfrey Reggio, the film unfolds as a series of collages 
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suggest an uncanny similarity between the constructed systems 
of industrialized life and slower, natural rhythms. In one sequence, 
cyclic Indian melodies are interwoven with accelerated shots of 
New York City traffic patterns, creating an overwhekrting impression 
of the city as a living, breathing organism. As the apocalyptic tones 
of the repeatedly chanted Hopi prophecies indicate, technological 
growth has become maBgnant, expanding in conflict with ecological 
systems. 

Although there is a palpable sense of doom throughout the 
film, this interpretation of Glass and Reggio's multifaceted work is too 
simplistic. Koyaan/sqafsi excludes dialogue precisely so it can avoid 

land of didactic tone. When Philip Glass" comes to the Queen 
-lizabeth Theatre on February 23, the live exchange between the film 
and the full orchestra should reveal the work as far more complex than 
simply another tedious critique of modernity. According to Glass, the 
immediacy of a live performance emphasizes the complementary 
elements of the visual and musical forms, creating the possibility of 
new interpretations. Like two dancers whose contrasting, simultaneous 
movements occasionally come together and join to move in parallel, 
the divergent roles of the film and the soundtrack meld to create a 
unique whole. For those lucky enough to at tend the live performance, 
Koyaanisqatsi promises to be an artistic feast, with musical styles and 
cultural perspectives from around the globe. 

Philip Glass and the Philip Glass Ensemble will be performing 

Koyaanisqatsi, February 23, at the Queen Elizabeth Theatre 

and juxtapositions between images of urban and .traditional life, 
avoiding dialogue in favour of the suggestive orchestrations of Glass. 
Long, repetitive pieces transform slowly over time, hypnotizing the 
listener and allowing the music to work on a level beyond conscious 
analysis. Backed by a steady, driving pulse, the unfolding images 

art by Phieu Tran 
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SHINDIG! has always been about one thing: 
- trylhg shit out (that, and drinking that stout beer that 

tastes like winter). My favorite moment of Shindig 
was when I saw Trevor Thompson (AKA The Rain And 
The Sidewalk) for the first time. I left after six minutes. 
I escaped outside and thought, "That scrawny, long 
haired son-of-a-bitch cannot sing!!" Then former 
Terminal City. music editor John Cow convinced 
me of the man's genius, and I realized how tight-
assed I was about the whole thing. Trevor was the 
most bizarre thing I ever saw, and I'm still pissed off 
by how I reacted to him. I remember seeing Dandi 
Wind for the first time, and how no one in the crowd 
knew what to make of her (God bless that leotard-
wearing, audience-attacking temptress). And 

' Gang Bang! so snotty and all thumbs, but different 
from anything I've seen. And Hejira, who weren't 
everybody's cup of tea, but won a lot of converts 
during their Shindig performances. That's what I 
remember. I also remember voting against a certain 

band whose members will never let me live it down. 
So SHINDIG! has been criticized for being too 

safe this year. I concur. But you must understand, 
a weird thing happened. Last year, Ben Lai got 90 
demos from hopeful bands; this year he received 
a third of that. So we organizers all started puking 
blood, and asking every cool yet eligible band we 
knew to play Shindig. For the most part it was great, 
but it also kind of backfired. Shindig sort of turned 
into a "What's Hot" showcase, and it stopped 
being a refuge for Motorcycle Men and Panty Boys. 

Round 1: (Nature of Things/Fun 100/Lise Monique) 
I predicted a Hot Loins/The Weather/CRAN final 
even though that might have been impossible. 
And another thing—we should pay close attention 
to the way we treat singer-songwriters at this event. 
They seem to have less chance to win a round than 
singer-songwriters with a backing band. Fun 100 won 
the first match over the underrated Nature Of Things 

(who contained members of last year's Shindig entry, 
Le Petit Mori), but I really liked Lise Monique. Her songs 
were quiet but interesting. I haven't seen her name in 
a while, so I hope she's just plotting her next move. 

Round 2: (The Jolts/Go Ghetto Tiger/Likely Lads) 
This year's Rain and the Sidewalk has got to be Go 
Ghetto Tiger. It's the project of ex-RADIO bassist 
Marquo Blacquiere, and it's a tough listen. I'm still, 
trying to digest the elevator dance music they 
concoct, but I'm getting there. They lost out to pop-
punkers The Jolts, who were my guilty pleasure of the 
whole tourney. 

Round 3: (Rock'n/Windfall/Avatar) 
Night three was spent with my friend Caroline, and 
what did we do? We sang and danced to every 
Rock'n song (they only have, like, eight but they 
are all gems). The others didn't 'sfond a chance, 
although Japanese Pop outfit Windfall were quite 
unique in the "no one has played this kind of music 
at Shindig before" sense. 

Round 4: (Hot Loins/Andy Collins/ The Belushis) 
Hot Loins were awesome on night four. They . 
were the most interesting of the 27 bands. We 
all have our favourites, and they are mine. That 
frickin' keyboard sound is -so cool. The guitar 
parts are so off and sloppy and perfect. And the 
drumming! And the green ginch! Had to be there. 

Round 5: (Elias/the Hunter Cometh/Peter LeGrand) 
Elias won the fifth night. They formed after the folding 
of the band Second. I have always criticized bands 

with a keyboard\vocalist who sets up front c e n t e d j 
I said it about Hot Hot Heat and I say it r 
keyboard looked so enormous and clunky. S_t it o r t | 
to the side so I can concentrate on other things, likeff 
your well-crafted tunes and the rest of your fine band. 

Round 6: (The Weather/The Smokes/The Woods) 
Stellar bands like The Weather come around once 
every 100 years. Their songs aren't incredibly bizarre, 
but their approach is unique. I can' t say enough 
about Rick, the bass player; he is such particular guy 
when it comes to where he plays in the song. And 
name another band that has one guy dedicated 
to playing the bass drum. They won night six. My 
car was in the shop, so I celebrated with four beers. 

Round 7: (CRAN/Romance/Tomster) 
And this leads me to the first upset in my mind. 
Romance seemed hell-bent on beating up on bands 
from Abbotsford or anywhere near it. CRAN was first, 
and his performance was awe-inspiring. Thatguy was 
nervous. I've only seen him play to crowds that loved 
him and sang along with his songs, but that bloody 
crowd was not having it. He oversang, shouted at 
hecklers, and he did this over-the-top spin move that 
hardly dented the frosty glares of the crowd. I was 
like, give him your love, dammit! 

Round 8: (You Say Party! We Say Diel/Crossbone 
Cadillacs/Locator) 
There was a lot of brow-furrowing when the fantastic 
You Say Party! We Say Die! was allowed to enter our 
little contest. Some critics cried foul at the thought 
of an established band being at Shindig, but I say 

/ 2 t 11 / 
tctdcljTfi 1 

Ite 
l 
i 
< 

fHTmusic 

N A A 
rhe innovative and 

ground-breaking 

hroat singer from 

Zanada's Arctic 

"she's like Edit h Piafor something, totally emotional" -Bjork 

Includes Ancestors featuring Bjork 

dSSBSr I 

T,JF*_ 
, \ p ^ WWl \ 

V ^ ^ P ^ j i 

1 
T n 

BUI 1 
"553 • 
_m__^^ 

_____ - ink %_ '. -•• t 

xmESmSm 
K£COT?V£,\ 

1972 West 4th Avenue 
604-738-3232 
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. fuck that shit. We asked them because we thought 

they could add a dose of class to our little ma and 
pa show. We were correct. They won night eight 
easily. 

Round 9: (Astoria/Corsair/The Safety Show) 
Night nine's winner's The Safety Show (members 
of the Robosexuals, minus the drummer) had 
the best introduction to any set in the history of 
Shindig (I'm stretching). They started from the 
smoking room of the Railway Club, walkie talkies 
in hand, screaming RED LIGHT! GREEN LIGHT! On 
the strength of their intro alone (well, maybe a bit 
more than that), they beat out competitors Astoria . 
and Corsair. Corsair were quite a sight to see. 
They were a goth-ish rock group with a cellist and 
a tuba player, so I was intrigued when they laid 
out a nice groove in the first song. But after that, 
it sounded like they were all soloing at once. 

Semi-Flnal 1: (Fun 100/The Jolts/Rock'n) 
Semi-Final #1 was a wonderful rock 

spectacle. Who do you vote for? 
First we had the tight rock riffs of The Jolts 
(who played quite the amazing set that 
night). Next up was the spastic spectacle of 
Fun 100, who played well, but they saved 
the best for last. And then there was the . orgy 
of the senses from Rock'n. They all tried to 
one up each other, and the audience was 
not disappointed. Fun 100 squeaked out 
the victory. If the three bands play a show together 
again, please go. 

Semi-Final 2: (Hot Loins/Bias/The Weather) 
Hot Loins and The Weather...on the same 
night. Hot Loins set up on the floor, which was 
great idea, but they played quite sloppily. I've 
seen them play much better. Elias and The 
Weather stuck to their game plans, with both 
bands playing sets that were much like their sets 
in the first round. The Weather was elected to 
go on to the finals. I love the scarves and I love 
the posters and I love the cheesy intro music 

they i a t every one of their shows. Sigh. 

Semi-Final 3: (Romance/You Say Party! We Say 
Diei/The Safety Show) 
You Say Party! We Say Die!, in my opinion, 
didn't have a hope in hell. Let me speculate: 
it seemed like their underground buzz and 
their warm reception on the Pitchfork pages 
might have poisoned the home reaction. 
Just saying. Romance had some wonderful 
songs, but You Say Party also backs up good 
songs with an energetic show. Just saying. 

Behold the Finals: (Fun 100/Romance/The Weather) 
FUN 100 played the most wonderful show of their 
lives. They dressed up like their favourite Vancouver 
Canucks from the 1994 season. Ryan Dyck was 
deranged that night. He shook and shimmied 
and fell and hit himself and cavorted and then 
crashed into the-drum set and into the arms of 
his brother, Bruce. I smiled for a week after seeing 
that. Romance played a solid set^pf tbtkified 

pop songs. The knock on Romance seems to be 
their lack of energy. Granted, they just go out 
and play and not much else, but their songs 
are sturdy enough to stand on their own. 
The Weather ended off Shindig with nicer posters 
and more energy. They are the most diplomatic 
and neutral band. They seem to play just for the 
joy of playing, and we all had fun watching them. 

SO! Romance won. Most people 
were shocked. Shocked the hell out 
of me. Some people (I know who you all are, you 
rottens!) went so far as to boo and then went off to 
Robson Street to pillage. Not nice. I implore all the 
wonderful young bands of Vancouver to get their 
songs just right and send it CiTR's way so Ben Lai 
and I don' t have to work so hard this year. 

Thank you. 

They had their Showdown on the stage at the Railway. 
Now, it's time for the rematch on your fashionably antiquated cassette player! 
So, do the awesome thing, find these tunes however you manage to, record them onto casettes, 
and get ready.. For a 
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Emily Kane 
We met at a gig some years ago: I was a small-time music writer, 

and he was a rusty musician looking for a band. At first, half of our 
connection was based on our shared love of music. Similar taste and 
mutual attraction lead to nights out at the Railway Club, or nights in 
listening to P.J. Harvey and Peaches. I made him mix tapes and he 
bought me the Postal Service on vinyl. I'd never had a boyfriend who 
liked the same music I did. It was thrilling. "If only he was actually in a 
band," I'd think to myself. "That's the only way our perfect love could 
be even better." Of course, I could never be in a band, as much 
as I wanted to. I had no sense of rhythm and people winced when 
I hummed. But he had talent. He liked the stage. He had to find a 
band. Eventually, after we 'd been together for a long time, he did. 
And I didn't Hke them. 

It wasn't like they were bad , objectively speaking. It was just 
music that I wouldn't listen to. Which would have been fine, but at the 
time I made a living judging other people's music. How does a music 
critic date a musician? A great person comes with all sorts of flaws, 
which may include divergent taste (the horror!). And it's no secret 
that creative genius doesn't necessarily make for a good partner. I 
like Pete Libertine's work, but wouldn't bring him home to meet my 
mom, you know what I mean? 

As great as my boyfriend was, I had trouble turning my critical 
urges off. And I couldn't shake the feeling that refusing to hear his 
band critically was to dismiss him as a serious musician. But perhaps 
most importantly, I realized, I was using music to align myself personally 
as well as professionally. My musical preferences were as significant 
to me as my politics. They helped define who I thought I was. This was 

Should A Critic 
Date a Musician? 

probably a much-delayed response to being a musical loner much 
of my life, the one kid that no one would let near the stereo in case 
she'd replace MuchDance 2000 with some weird crap no one had 
ever heard of. Ironically, it was this early isolation that made the first, 
feedback-drenched stages of our relationship so exciting. And now 
my two great loves diverged before me as my man took on a musical 
project that I just didn't get. "What the hell?" I asked myself. "Wasn't 
he supposed to be in The Kills or something? And why do I care so 
much?" 

What do you do when you love your significant other, but you 
don' t like their band? When someone starts out as Nick Zinner but 
turns into Nick Lachay? I'm still with my boyfriend, and he's still with his 
band, so we must have worked out the tension somehow. Maybe I 
just got over myself. I still get the odd twinge whenever he pulls out his 
Flying V, but it's no worse than the vague impatience I feel when he 
hogs the remote. Just another idiosyncrasy that you learn to accept , 
because really, you don' t have it that bad . In fact, you actually have 
it pretty good. 

Music writers will always be drawn to musicians. Critics will always 
lust for artists. It's the nature of the business. So here's my advice to 
you, Discorder readers, about how to deal with hating the band. 

1) Figure out what you dislike about the band. 
Determine if your partner perhaps has the same misgivings. If the 

things you hate about the band—the stupid outfits, the songs about 
unicorns and hobgoblins, the V guitars—are what he or she loves, 
maybe the whole band operates at a level of irony you've never 
dreamed of. You hope. 

2) How involved is your partner? 
Is she the main songwriter, or is she in the horn section? Does he come 

up with the lyrics, or just fill out the bass? Know this and you will know 
how deep you're buried. If you hate the band and your sweetie is 
the driving force behind it, there may not be hope for you. If your 
boo is just along for ride, maybe he just likes being in a band (even 
if it is a neo-Celtic jam band). At this point, you can stop worrying 
about his bad taste and start worrying about how you're going to 
get through the gig without anyone noticing you. 

However, even fringe players can be really at tached to a project. 
If your sweet love is really into his or her band, maybe you should 
just shut up about it. If they've held your hair back while you 
vomited, done karaoke because you thought it would be "fun," or 
suffered through your eclectroclash-and-legwarmers phase without 
complaint, maybe you should suffer silently. 

3) Suffering for love is good. 
The western ideal of suffering for love doesn't explicitly encompass 

sitting through your beau's set of Indigo Girls covers, but trust me, 
Romeo and Julliet never knew pain JflSe ̂ this. Enduring more gut-
wrenching agony than Tristan and Isolde, and all in the name of 
love—isn't that the most romantic thing you've ever heard? 

4) Maybe You're Wrong 
What would music be like if everyone listened to all the naysayers 

who encouraged them to focus on "better" projects? Besides, I bet 
if Pitchfork gave your girlfriend's band a good review you'd actually 
give it half a chance. Hey, it worked for Kelly Clarkfon, didn't it? 

5) Observe the Following Rules 
•Lying Is Bad: You don't have to pretend to like the band. 
• Discretion is Good: Be honest, but be nice. After all, you're probably 
working on a really crappy screenplay right now, aren't you? 

•You do have to go to a reasonable number of gigs. 
•You don' t have to poster if the posters are ugly or have hobgoblins 
on them. If you do poster, and get caught, pretend you're being 
paid to do so by the headlining band. 

•It's shallow to jump on the bandwagon if the band suddenly 
becomes the next big thing, though it will be easier to say "I'm 
dating the guitar player" in public. 

Above all, you should remember that 

6) Rock and Roll is all about making the Wrong Choice 
If you're dating someone in an East Van reggae band, chalk it up to 

trendily self-destructive behavior, like drug abuse or Ugg Boots. Do all 
your friends hate him? Even better! x * x * x 

Quinn Omari 
"It's not what you're like, it's what you like." 

High Fidelity's Rob Gordon spoke those words, and while I 
can ' t think of any friends who live by them, for music lovers, there's 
a fairly large consensus out there that it's a lot easier to connect with 
someone who shares a love for the same music as you. 

That may be true, but trust me, it's far nicer to get involved with 
someone with different taste, or even someone who doesn't like 
music much at all. It's counterintuitive, I know, but as music lovers, 
it's dangerous to connect with someone who loves the same kind 
of music as you. Call me a pessimist, but eventually you're going to 
break-up. And, when you do, you're going to lose ownership over 
all that wonderful music you shared. Let me be clear, that's not 
"ownership" in the "I 'm so indie, and you don' t deserve to listen to 
that band" way; not at all. We all (I hope) want to see our favourite 
musicians get a little bit of well deserved recognition, but with deep 
interpersonal relationships, it's different. 

A friend of mine summed it up best after breaking up with a 
recent romance: "Oh, and one more thing, TV on the Radio were 
my band first." 

In relationships, you share things. That fact is all well and good, 

but when you enter splitsville you're going to have to divvy up 
whatever makes it out of the fire. I've got no problem if you want the 
Ikea desk, coffee table, hell, half of my money (though, to be fair, half 
of zero is zero). But, I want the following back: Ryan Adams, The Jesus 
and Mary Chain, Cat Power, and all those records you "borrowed" 
for too long. If I'm going to get drunk and mopey and shout along 
to Morrissey, I don' t want you doing it too. Even more to the point, I 
don' t want to run into you (and God forbid, your new boyfriend) at 
the Stars show. 

The thing about music is that it's not flowers or a box of 
chocolates. It doesn't die, it isn't devoured and forgotten, and you 
sure as hell can ' t take it back. Once you put that Stone Roses cut 
on that mix c d , and a week later let the whole record get copied 
from your computer to her iPod, you've lost it. And, every time you 
hear "She Bangs the Drums," you're not thinking of Ian Brown or John 
Squire, you're thinking of how that song, that band and their music, 
got stolen from you. The Stone Roses (and they're just a random 
example), of course, have thousands of other fans aside from you, 
but it's that one fan you helped create that's the kicker. 

I'm going to assume L'm.not alone among Discorder readers 
when I say that record shopping is one of my favourite things to do. 
And, you know what? When I've just been ditched by my formerly 
significant other, I want nothing more than to stick some headphones 

Splitting Up 
Means Splitting 
Up Our Records. 

1n my ears and head down to Scratch or Zulu. You know whatelse? I 
don' t want to run into you. In a recent article on Tiny Mix Tapes, the 
writer summed up his very opposite feelings as follows: 

"This is why it is such a beautiful thing when you can walk through 
a record store with the person you are totally crushing over and watch 
as they stop at all the sections you were going to stop at." 

Maybe he's right, but I'd much rather know that I can head 
down to.my favourite place to blow money on records and not see 
that after the storm. x x 


