
arts
november 18, 2008 the paper page 13

they’rethatband
Last Monday was my roommate’s birthday. She

requested that in celebration of her special day that we
all attend a show together.

“They’re a band called Flobots. I love them,” she
said while clicking on Craigslist.

“Oh yeah, I think I’ve heard of them,” I responded.
I had never heard of them. Or so I thought, until she
insisted on playing their most popular song,
“Handlebars.” Oh God, they were THAT band; the band
with the irritating commercials that always cut into Real
World re-runs on MTV.

I remember my thought process when seeing these
commercials over the summer. “What the hell is this
crap? Who advertises for CDs anymore? CDs?!”—as if
the compact disc was a foreign musical entity to me.
Like the fine and upstanding colleges that advertise on
the radio, Flobots just seemed tacky and out of touch. I
contemplated the worth of the $20 I was holding in my
hand. Should I insist on saving it, only to blow it on an
entrance fee to Ziggy’s and some watered-down
Smirnoff? Or should I be a good friend and accompany
the birthday girl to this potentially awful concert? I
chose the latter.

It was not until we got off the subway that I was
informed of the concert’s location, none other than
Webster Hall. Great. This night could not get any worse.
After competing with the birthday girl over who could
eat an entire Chipotle burrito—and dominating, and
then realizing that winning was actually a loss in dis-
guise, and feeling that any moment I could blow chunks
on one of the “too-good-to-walk-at-a-reasonable-pace”
NYU students who kept bumping into me—I was
unwillingly reintroduced to horrible memories from my
past.

I have had a strong disdain for Webster Hall ever
since they denied me entry to an Animal Collective
show during my junior year of high school. I had forgot-
ten to bring my license and the asshole at the door made
a big deal of calling me out for faking my age. As if this
wasn’t embarrassing enough, the show was 14+. Like

yeah, okay, I am fourteen years old and just jumped out
of my mother’s minivan to attend this really obscure
show I read about in Tigerbeat. However, the bigger ass-
holes of the night turned out to be my friends, who made
me ride the Path Train home alone and didn’t even buy
me a t-shirt. Yes, continue to tack on the pathetic points:
I am from New Jersey and I ride the Path Train. But
back to the point of the story, Webster Hall was an
awful place where dreams were crushed and puppies
were murdered.

After security looked us up and
down suspiciously about four times,
we were finally inside. The crowd
ranged from businessmen to bros,
which I guess are inherently the
same people at some point down
the line. A diverse fan base, I could
respect that. What I could not
respect, however, was how quick-
ly this place was filling up. The
burrito child in my stomach was
starting to kick, and I was not
about to stand in sweaty agony
for the entire set. So I
managed to somehow
get us VIP, because well,
I am awesome.

Don’t listen to anyone
who tells you that shows are
better in the crowd, or Yankee games
are better in the bleachers—they are not.
These people are merely resentful of the fact they are not
rich or important enough to have good seats, of which
my friends and I were neither. But for once in my life I
could stand with my ear free of reverb, and appreciate the
music I had paid for—from a distance. And to my sur-
prise, I actually enjoyed the evening’s fine selection of
tune-age.

Flobots were actually good. So good that I felt
embarrassed for being pretentiously critical of their com-
mercial. Comprised of a bassist, guitarist, drummer, viola
player, and two lead rappers, Flobots puts an eclectic

twist on the typical band blueprint. Their genre of
music, which I guess could be categorized as “Frap”
(funk-rap), is rapidly expanding with the growing
popularity of bands such as Antibalas and Gym Class
Heroes. However, Flobots definitely stand strong as
one of the genus’ main frontrunners, marrying classi-

cal scales with a beat reminiscent of
Grandmaster Flash & the Furious Five.

Not only were they melodically impres-
sive, they had a message beyond the “we live
in a fascist state” bullshit that you usually

hear from new bands that take the political
path. They opened with a song called

“Rise,” the lyrics of which discussed
unifying members of a community to

reach a common goal. “Recycling
bins or bullet cases, it’s not equal,
it’s not fair,” rapped the lead
singer, Johnny 5. Alright, so it

was not the most profound statement I had ever
heard, but neither was “We built this city on rock
and roll,” and I would defend the dignity of
Starship’s musical brilliance to the death. I was

expecting the politically charged set to be nauseat-
ingly prObama, but it wasn’t. Their songs didn’t sell

a specific candidate, but merely stressed the impor-
tance of democracy and youth
involvement. Beyond their

music, Flobots have also shaped
an organization called “Fight with
Tools,” which is run through a

website that creates a forum for
young people to discuss important issues and get
involved. I would recommend checking out
“Handlebars,” “Never Had It,” and “Stand Up,” all of
which you can purchase on iTunes or download ille-
gally through Hypem.com.

Other than missing the last Metro North train out
of Harlem, which wasn’t exactly the picture of con-
venience, the night turned out to be well worth my
twenty dollars and roommate’s respect. After all,
Ziggy’s was said to be a bust anyway.

by Kaitlin Kominsky
STAFF HANDLEBAR

Flobot. 
Literally.

After 14 long, drawn out, and seriously unfunny sea-
sons of MADtv, FOX recently announced that it would
not renew its contract for another season, proving that
there is still hope for the continual existence of mankind
on this cold rock we like to call ZETATHRAx 1456,
otherwise known as Earth.  The sketch comedy show,
which was watched primarily by
kids in junior high or elementary
school, lived forever in the shadow
of Saturday Night Live—a feat on
its own, as Saturday Night Live
itself is notoriously unfunny. The
show, which borrows its name from
the humor magazine Mad, debuted
in 1995 and enjoyed 13 years of
utter idiocy before meeting its
demise at the hands of corporate
fatcats, who for once actually
seemed to act on behalf of all
humanity.

MADtv is so abhorrently
unfunny that to watch it would lit-
erally pain the eye sockets of view-
ers.  MADtv is what made mothers decide that television
is actually capable of melting brains, as too much expo-
sure to MADtv could quite possibly melt the brains of
any individual. This proclamation helps to explain the
phenomenon of the MADtv fan: an individual who, by

some means, was simply exposed to too much MADtv,
and whose brains slowly melted away as a result. Devoid
of thought and brain dead, these zombies were forced to
feed upon the destructive white noise distributed by the
cast of MADtv on a daily basis, therefore guaranteeing a
regular and loyal demographic of viewers for some time.  

The show was cancelled due to poor ratings, an
interesting happening as the loyal fans relied upon

MADtv for sustenance.  The
explanation of this is quite
simple: producers, noticing
the mind numbing power of
MADtv, quickly reacted to
produce a plethora of even
dumber television shows.
Consequently, shows like
Laguna Beach, The Hills,
Sex and the City, and Rescue
Me were born, and slowly
sucked away the viewers of
MADtv, sealing its fate and
dooming it to a long awaited
cancellation.  

MADtv often relied upon
blatant racism, homophobia,

obnoxious characters, and shrill, loud voices to compose
the sketches for a typical show.  The cast remained fair-
ly constant throughout the years, keeping the same core
group of individuals like Michael McDonald and
Deborah Wilson, and cycling through a backup of equal-
ly bland small time actors.  Few members of the show

actually saw success as a result. Frank Caliendo, who
had a short tenure on the show from 2001-2006, now
has his own equally pointless impression show Frank
TV, and Alex Bornstein now loans her annoying voice
to Family Guy, breathing life into Lois Griffin and
various other characters on the show.

Some of MADtv’s most memorable characters
were also its most stupidly annoying. Who could for-
get Stewart, the lovable man-child who frequently
pooped his pants and jumped up and down in childish
frenzies, or Ms. Swan, the short, stout Asian woman
who often got into zany real-life situations? Turns out
I can forget them, because I needed to use Wikipedia
to remember just who those characters were, because
MADtv sucked. It sucked hard and nothing about it
was funny.  If there exists some intergalactic colony
of space aliens floating out in that vast nothingness,
and by some freak chance they received television
waves of MADtv and are exposed to its evil, I predict
the resulting catastrophe would bring about the end of
ZETATHRAx 1456. And this is only because MADtv
would destroy every form of life on that spaceship,
causing it to wander dangerously unmanned, left to
navigate the expanse for decades until the magnetic
pull of MADtv reruns finally pulls it towards our plan-
et, causing a collision the likes of which could never
be imagined by Michael Bay.  

MADtv is gone, gone forever, and our world is a
better place as a result.  Good riddance and God Bless
America.

by Alex Gibbons
STAFF SAUNTUM OF QOLACE

This is what happens MADtv fans.

: fox gives wildly unfunnyfox gives wildly unfunny
show the mercy killshow the mercy kill
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Some time in mid-September, I was strolling through
the infinite pages of the internets when I happened upon
an announcement on MGMT’s web site. The post
declared that MGMT would be headlining two evenings
of “Beauty, Enchantment, and Horror;” one on October
30th at Webster Hall and one on Halloween at The Music
Hall of Williamsburg. I could imagine a regular MGMT
show being somewhat of a spectacle on its own, but see-
ing them on Halloween sounded too good to pass up.
After my friends and I secured our tickets, I decided that
I would do everything in my power to meet MGMT and
toss them a few questions for a paper exclusive. 

Andrew VanWyngarden is smaller in real life than
one might imagine, and his
hands are deceivingly soft. The
former is a trait that I have
found in most celebrities that I
have run into (Barbara Walters,
Richard Dreyfuss, less notable
others), the latter more of a hit
or miss among the famous.
Now, Mr. VanWyngarden
might not be what you call an
international superstar, but in
his current hometown of
Brooklyn he has certainly
made a name for himself. He
comprises half of MGMT, the
electro-funkadelic neo-hippie
music group that he begat with
friend and former dorm-mate
Ben Goldwasser. They made
quite an interesting racket with
the release of Oracular
Spectacular, their debut record
that hit the public conscious-
ness like a drop of acid, with
the standout track “Time to
Pretend,” an infectious live-
fast-die-young manifesto.
Currently, they are one of the more recognizable groups
to emerge from the Brooklyn scene.

“I don’t really know if you’re going to be around
later, but I’d love to get some candid shots of you guys
and maybe ask a few quick questions, if at all possible.”
Andrew’s eyes were open with mild surprise. “Well,
sure, if you can find us.” That answer was going to have
to be good enough for me, so I thanked him and left to
go wander around the room, pretending that I belonged
there. After meeting MGMT’s friendly merch dude, I
spoke briefly with their squirrel of a manager who
assured me that, a) I did not in fact have an interview
with the band, and b) I was allowed take pictures for
only the first three songs “with absolutely no flash.” Oh,
and if I broke this protocol at all then he would seize my
camera and have me ejected from the show. I decided
that things were going well.

An hour or so later, the gig was underway. The
opening bands weren’t too bad, but there were a bit too
many for my taste. MGMT were scheduled to go on after
midnight, which in my opinion was late enough, but
with four opening acts that were already behind sched-
ule, the band didn’t take the stage until about a quarter
after one in the morning. Dressed in women’s clothing,
MGMT assumed their positions, supported by their
backing band who, naturally, donned their finest mari-
achi suits. Upon the first ringing guitar chord, the crowd
lost it, and continued to holler and scream (most of them
apparently aiming for my right ear) in complete spectral

fervor. Opening with an extended one-chord build-up
jam, MGMT segued into “Fourth Dimensional
Transition,” and continued to melt the hearts of the
harlequin audience with their repertoire from
Spectacular. 

As excited as I was to see the group, I’ll be the
first to admit that there have been better live bands in
the history of music. MGMT was by no means bad,
but their set was clouded by an air of unrealized
potential, a characteristic that I have found in most of
their work. I distinctly remember the first time I saw
their video for “Time to Pretend;” I was impressed as
much by its surreal imagery as by the song itself. It
wasn’t that it was the greatest song ever, but it was
something different. Standing out from the humdrum

pop-punk, hip-hop, and post-
hardcore that dominated the air-
waves for so long, MGMT was a
fresh taste of something new
and, dare I say, important.  

However, upon listening to
their record, I found that the
magic of “Time to Pretend” was
unmatched by the other tracks.
There was some good material,
but none of it resonated in the
same way. The songwriting was
solid, but I just couldn’t feel any
soul behind much of it.
Unfortunately, this same trait is
present in their live shows.
They’re a tight group, but I
found their performance to be
somewhere between “just going
through the motions” and being
simply “good.” And though their
stage setup was well done (the
glowing, multicolored crys-
talline cacti and luminescent
metallic foliage were nice touch-
es), it just couldn’t make up for
the lack of spirit. 

This isn’t to say that I didn’t like the show,
though. I have come to know MGMT’s material fair-
ly well, and I thoroughly enjoyed parts of their show,
especially the shoulda-been-a-Neil-Young-song
“Pieces of What.” “Electric Feel,” their newer single,
was also good, but it took a minute before it stopped
sounding slow and forced. The one stand out moment
was, you guessed it, “Time to Pretend.” Maybe it
stood out because it was the song I knew the best, and
maybe it sounded so great because the fuzzed-out
bass tasted too much like Neutral Milk Hotel to dis-
like, but from the opening melody to the startlingly
abrupt ending, the song reminded me that MGMT
still has a great deal of promise. 

In my opinion, MGMT are the strongest candi-
dates to usher in a new trend, perhaps even move-
ment, in music. They’re young enough, spirited
enough, and fresh enough to inspire enough people
around them to do some great things. Maybe they
aren’t the best songwriters out there, but their styles
and attitudes seem to have more behind them than is
immediately apparent. If they’re the new hippies,
ready to introduce their ideals of love and art into the
scene, then so be it; music is ready for a new revolu-
tion. I just hope that they can move on past their com-
placency and begin to create some material that real-
ly means something. Whether they actually accom-
plish this or merely sink into mediocrity, I’m happy to
say that, for one night at least, I was there.

by Sean Bandfield
STAFF NOT FROM BROOKLYN

Halloween: a 
TIME TO PRETEND
- get it?!”

It’s the last week before Thanksgiving break, and
the paper is feeling the exhaustion that comes near
the end of the semester. And not unlike those
marathoners who graced our fair city just two
weeks ago, we’re digging deep for that final push
of energy to get us through to the end. There are
great things ahead, we are sure. So if you’ve got
some free time before you go home to stuff your
face and be thankful for (among other things) the
good blessing that is the Puppy Cam, check out
these hip happenings in the weeks ahead. 
-SG

What? Cave Canem Poetry, “Braids, Cornrows, and
the Gathering of Meaning”
When? Friday 11/21 at 6 pm 
Where? McNally Jackson Booksellers
How Much? Free
Why? The end of the semester can get hectic and it’s
easy to let yourself lose sight of the big picture. Get in
touch with your thoughts and your inner poet this
weekend at Cave Canem. This downtown poetry col-
lective is focused on showcasing the best of emerging
African-American voices. Since 1996, Cave Canem
Poetry has organized workshops, poetry anthologies,
readings, and an annual prize for first-time authors.
This event, “Braids, Cornrows, and the Gathering of
Meaning” is a reading of the work from Cave
Canem’s most recent workshop, led by facilitator
Jacqueline Jones LaMon. 

What? Street Art, Street Life: From the 1950s to Now

When? Ongoing through 1/25/09
Where? Bronx Museum of the Arts
How Much? $5
Why? Do you love the Bronx (and have the t-shirt to
prove it) but want to deepen your appreciation for our
fine borough? You won’t have to travel far to get in
touch with some cultural history of the Boogie Down.
For the past several months, the Bronx Museum of the
Arts has been running an exhibit on street art that is
every bit as fascinating as it is educational. Featuring
photography from such artists as Tehching Hsieh
(who captured the lives of the homeless through his
lens without venturing indoors for an entire year), the
exhibit shares local achievements in graffiti art,
dance, and lifestyle over the past 60 years. It also
posts a current schedule of block parties, lectures, and
break-dancing competitions here in the Bronx. Hop
on the D to 167th for a quick afternoon getaway.

What? 4Track Improv Comedy
When? Saturdays at 9pm
Where? Magnet Theater
How Much? $5
Why? When the going gets rough, laugh it off!
Named the Best New Improv Comedy Show by Time
Out New York (2007), 4Track takes big risks for big
laughs. The 40-minute gig is billed as “raucous” and
“whiplash hilarious” by the Magnet Theater website.
The four-man performance is already developing a
cult following and with weekly shows, there’s plenty
of opportunities to catch it. TONY also notes in its
review that the New York comedy scene is (unlike the
economy) booming—so if there’s one foolproof
investment these days, it appears to be your comedic
entertainment.
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This season, The Metropolitan Opera presented its
premiere production of Doctor Atomic, which debuted
at the San Francisco Opera in 2005. The opera follows
the events precipitating the 1945 testing of the atomic
bomb in New Mexico.

The setting is the remote Los Alamos test site,
where the young scientists involved in the project
worked and lived. General Leslie Groves oversaw the
operation as a military authority and found himself at
odds with the leftist scientific community. Director
Penny Woolcock remarked, “The army functions on
unquestioning obedience and compartmentalization;
scientists thrive on exchanging ideas and free thinking.
It was an uneasy marriage. The military men worried
about the unreliable political affiliations of the scientists
and sneered at the ‘longhairs,’ while they in turn were
disparaged as ‘plumbers.’” 

The confident and somewhat cold physicist J.
Robert Oppenheimer was in charge of the operation,
and in the opera he deals with the concerns and woes of
his wife Kitty. A foray into Kitty’s world exposes the
audience to the nearby Tewa American Indian people,
one of whom acts as Kitty’s maid. The Tewa people per-
formed menial labor at the actual test site, and their spir-
ituality is a key component in the opera. “As the scien-
tists were busy making a
weapon to destroy the
atom, the basic building
block of the universe, the
Tewa were dancing to
keep everything in its
place, sorrowfully confi-
dent that we would burn
the earth to a crisp and
only they would sur-
vive,” said Woolcock.

A primary conflict in
the story occurs when the
weather refuses to coop-
erate with the scheduled
test time. Great tension
ensues within the camp
as Groves angrily pressures Chief Meteorologist Frank
Hubbard to make impractical and dangerous decisions
in terms of approving the test. 

Naturally, the prevalent theme of the opera is the
moral dilemma. Woolcock summarizes the tone of the
situation at Los Alamos: “Was it wrong to drop the
bomb? The question of whether more lives would have
been lost if Japan had fought on is a valid one. But isn’t
that just a variant of, ‘If I don’t do it, someone else
will’? There was a choice. Do the ends justify the means
when it is our side doing the choosing? Doctor Atomic
is about people who lived this dilemma: good, clever,
kind, funny people. The average age at Los Alamos was
25. These people worked hard, they partied hard, and
the birthrate skyrocketed; they skied, rode horses,
argued, and played the piano. Some of them deeply
regretted the part they had played in ushering in the
nuclear age; others did not. They were all seduced by
the sheer audacity of the endeavor they were engaged
in. They wanted to know if it worked.”

American theater director Peter Sellars captured
this complexity in an unconventional and pointedly
non-narrative libretto. He wrote more an exploration of
personal experiences of the historical figures than a
chronological outline of events. Rather than write an
original interpretation, Sellars created a sort of collage
of primary sources and existing works of literature,
including government documents; personal correspon-
dence between the characters; the Bhagavad Gita; lyrics
from traditional Tewa songs; and poetry by Baudelaire,
John Donne, and Muriel Rukeyser.

The literary passages were refreshingly artistic for
the opera and appropriate given the abstract nature of
the work and the production. However, the few scenes
constructed with technical jargon and logistical dia-
logue were a bit incongruous with the traditional opera
vocal technique and full orchestral accompaniment. The

un-romanticized words sounded almost silly, especially
in the language of the audience, an uncommon experi-
ence for English-speaking opera lovers.

John Adams, an esteemed American Minimalist still
working today, composed the opera and was, remarkably,
present for bows at the November 13th final performance
I attended. 

An incredible portion of the vocal music lacked a
comprehensible tune, and the score featured very few
virtuosic solo numbers. The most notable, though, was
Oppenheimer’s dramatic delivery of Donne’s sonnet
“Batter my heart, three-person’d God” as a statement of
his personal crisis. Further, Adams employed a wide
array of non-orchestral sounds, including recordings of
motors running and clips of pop music. However, the
score is by no means radical.

The most anticipated musical moment, of course,
was the actual detonation of the bomb, the finale of the
piece; its countdown prompted the most terrifying and
anxious suspense that I have ever experienced in a the-
ater. As the set returned to its initial position, as the entire
cast gathered on stage, and as the characters began to
divulge their immense fears, the audience began to pre-
pare for the moment. A siren signaled the initiation of a
five-minute countdown, which, of course, dramatically
extended far beyond its allotted amount of time. The
orchestra provided a cacophony of ticks at varying tem-

pos, slowly expanding in a
great crescendo as the cast
stared out into the audience
with protective glasses,
nervously readjusting their
positions and checking
their watches. At the peak
of anticipation, the theater
miraculously filled with
the sound of hundreds of
crying babies, a surround
sound experience I cannot
explain. It penetrated every
particle of matter in the
entire opera house and was
unlike anything I have ever
experienced. Then, the
chorus exploded into non-

words and the characters dropped for cover, staring at the
audience. Eerily, the opera ended with the recording of a
female Japanese voice repeatedly pleading for water for
herself and her thirsty children. According to Adams,
“the audience gradually realizes that they themselves are
the bomb.”

Woolcock, a British filmmaker and screenwriter,
made her Met debut as the director, and her countryman
Julian Crouch designed the set. The set was expectedly
magnificent and appropriately abstract. The finest
moment of stagecraft naturally occurred during the
countdown. The monstrous, multipurpose vertical stacks
of cubicles slowly collapsed into the center of the stage
as the wooden debris that floated above the stage
throughout the whole show slowly descended and a huge
white mountain of suspended white cloth rose into the
sky. The visual flawlessly translated the terrifying feeling
of claustrophobia and doom and made for a completely
innovative theatrical experience, again unlike anything I
have seen. The opera house truly seemed as if it was
about to implode. 

Video projection was a key aspect of the production.
Images of ID photos of test site workers, maps, planes,
and geometrical sketches were innovatively projected
onto all types of surfaces throughout the opera.

Doctor Atomic features a uniquely collaborative and
equal partnership between music, words, and set work.
Featuring a fusion of musical styles, stunning and unusu-
al technology and design, and a thoughtful and literary
approach to libretto, the result is an intriguing and enjoy-
able work of abstract art. Significantly, the opera
explores one of the most monumental and morally dis-
tressing events of our time, and its success aligns with
Woolcock’s sentiments on the magnificence of the atom-
ic bomb itself: “The terrible truth is that there is ravish-
ing beauty in destruction.”

by Rosalind Foltz
STAFF BOMB DIGGITY

Who? Grails, Silver Apples, Arbouretum,
Dinowalrus, Nudge
Where? Knitting Factory
When? Saturday, November 22 @ 7 pm
How Much? $25
Why? The Silver Apples are a electro-psych band,
popular in the 60s. They dropped off the radar for
a few years (well, decades), but returned with a
vengeance in the 1990s. Their influence on elec-
tronic music and krautrock is well documented, so
I’ve found it a bit unusual that they’re listed as
opening for some band I had never heard of.
Grails, it turns out, are an epic-sounding soul band
that’s been around since 2000. They have quietly
worked up quite a following, and sound like they
would be wildly entertaining live. Silver Apples,
though, is still the draw here, kids.

Who? Xiu Xiu (with host Judah Friedlander)
NY Mag Bad Art Auction
Where? Wednesday, November 19 @ 8 pm
When? (le) poisson rogue
How Much? $25 (21+)
Why?  Xiu Xiu will be playing this auction event,
in which bidders will vie for terrible art. They did
this last year and apparently people bid well over
$200 for some of this crap (literally. very. crappy.
art.) It may seem a smidge pricey for a Xiu Xiu
show, but it’s for a good cause—New York Cares.
In addition to that, that guy from 30 Rock and Best
Week Ever will be hosting. I can’t decide if he’s
funny or it’s just the shows he is on that are funny;
maybe this will clear that up.

Who? Andrew WK, Ted Leo & the Pharmacists
Indie Rock Karaoke
Where? Studio B
When? Wednesday, December 3 @ 8 pm
How Much? $20 (21+)
Why? This will be a night to remember. Andrew
WK will host the night as Ted Leo and the
Pharmacists play as your backing band for a night
of karaoke. If you’re the kind of person who gets a
smidge embarrassed doing karaoke in front of a
crowd—and the possibility of embarrassing your-
self both in front of a large crowd (Studio B is
huge), a well-known band (Ted Leo and the
Pharmacists), and an icon (Andrew WK, obvs)—
then you’re in luck: there will complimentary
vodka at the event.

Let’s face it kids, winter is almost here. It’s now
dark before I get out of my class on Monday
and Thursday evenings. I’ve broken out my
winter coat. And as I walk through campus I
feel as if I’m swimming in a sea of leggings
tucked into Ugg boots. Ah yes, before you know
it we’ll be back from Thanksgiving break, get-
ting invites to the O’Hare tree lighting, and
each dealing with seasonal depression in our
own special ways. But hey, since you can’t lie
out on Eddies anymore (except when Michael
Douglas is on campus), you should probably
pull yourself out of the warmth and comfort of
your bed and check out a few shows.
-KM
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A word to the uninformed: Buckethead is not just
that guy who played with Guns N Roses a couple of
years ago at that MTV Awards thing.  Although a gift-
ed multi-instrumentalist who frequently plays all of his
own shit on his more than 20 albums, he’s also worked
with the likes of Bootsy Collins, Primus, Serj Tankian,
and Aragorn from the Lord of the Rings movies.  His
music collects strains from many
genres including metal, funk, ambi-
ent neo-classical shit, traditional jazz,
and roots rock.  And there’s his list of
soundtracks, which honestly isn’t all
that impressive (you remember the
music from Last Action Hero?
Mortal Kombat: Annihilation?
Neither do I!)  The point being is that
this is a man who deserves much
more credit than being the guy who
stood in for Slash, long after every-
one had realized that GNR sucks and
didn’t need to reunite.  His lack of
acclaim and public recognition is
something that has always bothered me and the five
other losers who consider themselves to be hardcore
fans.

You will probably not be impressed by the fact that
his most recent New York show, at B.B. King’s House
of Blues the day after Halloween, was my third time
seeing him. The two previous shows were, in a word,
awesome.  Buckethead commanded the stage (he is
about 6’6”) and shredded, robot danced, talked
through a monkey mask he wore on his face, and gen-

erally kicked ass. I came to this show expecting much of
the same, but I was severely disappointed.

The show started out decent enough, in that I was
stoned out of my brain. When I was standing around
deciding whether or not I should try buying beer from
the bar, I noticed that the stage was filled with some
speakers and a thing that looked like a big turntable. I
didn’t think much of that, considering that his opening
acts use very unorthodox instruments (the support at the

last show consisted of one guy who
played Black Sabbath covers on an
electrified standup bass made out of
pieces of garbage). But when
Buckethead took the stage, and most of
the people got excited and pushed to
the front, fear struck me.  There was no
backing band.. He normally plays
with a bassist and drummer, which is
necessary to make the large amount of
noise they do. But tonight he was
going to play with what looked like a
drum machine and some other prere-
corded shit.

Things got much worse.  Early on
in the set it occurred to me that on top of one of the
speakers was an iPod, and that was where all of the
backing tracks that we playing along with were coming
from. So basically I had gotten high to watch a man noo-
dle around on guitar with a glorified television surround
sound system.  At this point I still wasn’t pissed off, but
then the sound system started to poop out.  Instead of
getting this fixed, Buckethead awkwardly danced with
nunchucks while his obese, incompetent roadies pro-
ceeded to make the sound problems worse. Buckethead

would play another ten, fifteen, twenty minutes and then
the sound would fail again and those two lardbuckets
would show up again and break something else. All in
all, this went on for about an hour and a half, at which
point Buckethead walked off the stage and some guy in
a skull mask came out and read a poem that no one paid
attention too. After he was done, our Lord and Savior
Buckethead came out again, awkwardly waved, and
walked off.  That was the end.

On the subway ride back I did my best to think
about what I had enjoyed. There had been some fun at
the show.  He played an extended version of “Walls of
Jericho,” a fan favorite he doesn’t play live all that
often, as well as an amusing medley of the themes of
famous horror movies.  The show had some of the usual
goofiness, such as an impressive nunchuck perform-
ance, some sick robot dancing while shredding, a spo-
ken word bit done through a swollen head he wore on
his hand, and the presentation of action figures and rub-
ber chickens to fans near the front of the stage. But no
matter how much I tried to think about which songs I
enjoyed or what was funny or weird, I couldn’t shake
the idea that I had wasted my time.  The lack of a sup-
porting act, a backing band, or competent roadies were
all indications of what was painfully obvious and hard
to swallow; he had done it for the money, and it showed.
I’ve always told people that the least thing you can say
about Buckethead is that his prolific discography and
multiple collaborations indicate he is a man who loves
making music, period. But after the Halloween show it’s
a little harder to argue that he’s not like most other musi-
cians who live to suck up as much money as possible,
and I feel a little less inclined to argue on his behalf.

by Eamon Stewart
STAFF GNR HATER

While avoiding work in the Dean’s Office this sum-
mer, I stumbled upon the Met’s Web site. It featured
information about a future exhibit with a picture that
looked similar to something Paul Cézanne would do.
Now, I don’t know much about art, but I like Cézanne
a lot. So from this one picture I made a vow to check
out this exhibit, Giorgio Morandi, 1890-1964, when it
opened in mid-September. 

When I finally found a chance to go, I paid my
donation (a whopping 75 cents) and walked into the
somewhat circular Robert Lehman wing of the Met,
where the exhibit was on display. The exhibit was sur-
prisingly well laid out; with the exception of a few
paintings, the stairs leading to the room drop you off
almost at the chronological beginning of Giorgio
Morandi’s work. I liked walking around the circular
exhibit, following Morandi’s work through time,
watching as his work changed in style and subject, pro-
ducing painting after painting until his death in 1964. 

Giorgio Morandi entered art school in Florence,
Italy in 1907, where he began a life-long career of
painting still-lifes and landscapes. Although his subject
matter—boxes and vases—and his intention of explor-
ing shape and tone stay consistent throughout, his style
of painting went through considerable changes, often
abruptly switching styles, even within the same year,
only to return to the same styles later.

The first paintings I encountered, spanning from
1918 to the early 1920s, show Morandi experimenting
in metaphysical still-lifes influenced by Giordio de
Chirico and Carlo Carra. There is little to no attention
to naturalism, the brushstrokes are visibly non-existent
and the objects interact with each other in a way that
suggests a lack of the existence of gravity. The colors
of the shapes are nearly solid, with subtle shading
within the forms and a heavy focus on shadows in the
spaces between the shapes. 

Opposite to these metaphysical early works, and
continuing down the first corridor, is a series of serious
experimentation on Morandi’s part, in which nearly

every painting shows a radical new direction. Again
keeping the same general subject of boxes and vases,
these paintings are clearly inspired by Cézanne in some
areas, with block-like masses, fuzzy outlines, and notice-
able brushstrokes. Other
paintings show very minimal
choices in palate, using only
two or three colors. Directly
next to this is a fine example
of Morandi’s complete disre-
gard for continuity in style—a
painting in which the only
definable interest is in the tex-
ture of paint. The paint is
applied so thickly and deliber-
ately that certain peaks and
valleys rise nearly a full half-
inch off the canvas. There is
nothing else remotely like it in
the entire exhibit, and even
though I had only seen a sin-
gle hallway at this point, I couldn’t help but think that it
must be nearly impossible to walk around and like
everything in the exhibit. 

At the end of the hallway is a small room showing
some of Morandi’s most interesting departures from his
usual box and vase style still-lifes: a series of flower
drawings and a smaller series of shell paintings. Outside
the entrance to the room are two landscape paintings on
either side of the door. The two landscapes were painted
one year apart, in 1927 and 1928, and show the exact
same house in two different lights. At first glance they
are almost perfectly identical, with subtle differences in
the color of the sky and the shade of the shadows on the
bush around the house. An information plaque next to
the paintings enlightened me to the fact that Morandi
wanted to demonstrate how the time of day has an effect
on the relation between objects in a landscape. “Nothing
is more abstract than reality,” reads a quote from
Morandi on the wall between some paintings that begin
his more extensive and better-known series of still-lifes
that began in the late 1940s and continued through to his

death. The name of the game is shape and shape rela-
tions in these pieces. A brief collection of watercolors
demonstrate his most abstract work, with a departure
from naturalism so drastic that shapes aren’t outlined at

all. No background is given;
the only color on the canvas is
shown in a few subtle blocks
of watercolor that denote the
negative space between the
objects. 

While his early work is
characterized by chaotic shifts
in style, his later work shows
an almost boring obsession
with unity. The last two hall-
ways of the exhibit show what
at first glance looks like the
same painting over and over
again. It consists of a few slop-
pily outlined boxes and maybe
a vase or two, all in the same

general color scheme of a two tone background and the
objects not far off. Their outlines are characterized by
darkness between them, and the paint is so thin that the
canvas is clearly visible through the brushstrokes. That
said, it is this thin paint technique that allows the view-
er to clearly see the direction of each stroke, and conse-
quently the shapes of the objects are better defined. 

The exhibition ends with a painting that Morandi
had just finished before his death. It was on his easel
when he died, and the Met very fittingly placed a quote
next to the piece that Morandi had said to his friend
Roberto Longhi two days before his death. “If you only
knew, my dear Longhi, how badly I want to work…I
have new ideas that I wish to develop,” it read. Very
befitting of a man who was constantly in search of the
truth and the best way to describe the world he saw
around him; a man who never gave up looking. Giorgio
Morandi, 1890-1964 will be on exhibit at the
Metropolitan Museum of Art until December 14th, and
is certainly one of the better exhibits put out by the Met
in quite some time.

by Chris Sprindis
EARWAX EDITOR

It’s more exciting than this, we swear.

Disappointment.
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the paper’s favorite
James Bond Films

From Russia with Love is the more tightly constructed thriller, and Goldfinger is the better film, but You Only Live Twice
is by far and away the campiest of the Connery Cannon. As the final consecutive Bond film starring Sean Connery, You
Only Live Twice sees our hairy hero romping around in exotic Japan, looking to stop the evil Dr. Blofeld from trying to
dominate the world…or some shit. As per usual, plot and believability take a back-seat to ridiculous gadgets (“Little
Nellie,” the portable helicopter complete with rocket-launchers easily bests Thunderball’s jet-pack in terms of complete
absurdity), memorable set-pieces, and major babes. It’s Connery’s turn as Bond “disguised” as a Japanese fisherman
(picture him with a bowl cut hair piece and masquera) and the presence of “ninjas” (read: commandos in pajamas) that
elevate the flick to the status of Bond royalty. -CH

I remember my first Bond movie, Goldeneye. It was the fall of 1995, my six year old brain managed to wrap itself fairly
readily around the violence, but it was the sex that really seared itself into my mind.  Why was the Russian lady making
tiger noises and scratching the red-bearded captain’s naked chest?  Why did she and James Bond kiss and fight at the
same time? Unaware of the changes that would come over my body in the years ahead, I simply wrote it off as weird and
enjoyed the frequent gunfights, explosions, and enormous tank chase.  How about that fucking tank chase?  I remember
James Bond rolling through the streets of St. Petersburg, just owning face, up and down and all around.  And while the
movie was awesome, it was the N64 game of Goldeneye that changed my life.  Just gunning down your friends and explod-
ing shit, it set the precedent for Halo, Gears of War, and Call of Duty.  But I sat down and played it a few months ago,
and it fucking sucked.  And then I watched the movie, and it sucked too.  Funny how things go. -SW

As a creation of the Cold War, James Bond never got to take on Hitler and the Nazi regime. Fortunately for
him, Ian Fleming dreamed up a scenario in which Bond takes on a weakly veiled caricature of old Adolf
with an uncannily similar plot to create a master race—and in space! Hence Roger Moore’s fourth appear-
ance as 007, Moonraker, was born, capitalizing both on the public’s hatred of Hitleresque schemers and
newfound love of extraterrestrial science fiction (Thanks George Lucas!). The movie finds Bond in search
of a Moonraker space shuttle hijacked in midair during its maiden launch. The pursuit takes Bond across
several continents, where he crosses paths with rocket scientist/CIA agent Holly Goodhead and metal-
mouthed henchman Jaws. But Bond doesn’t stop there: for the finale he launches into orbit to confront an
evil billionaire—the impressively ugly Hugo Drax, whose plot to create a master race involves gassing plan-
et Earth and repopulating it with the exceptionally beautiful and intelligent people he’s brought with him.
Sounds familiar… Needless to say, the story is over the top and the space shuttle laser fight is hilarious, but
despite these instances, Moonraker is Moore’s strongest offering in the Bond canon and well worth the view-
ing. For those still unconvinced, I have only this to say: anti-gravity sex. -AO

James Bond: a character who was once just a figment in author Ian Fleming’s imagination is now a man most Americans are quite
familiar with. 007 was first put on screen in 1962, in the movie Dr. No, and since then he has appeared in over twenty major motion
pictures, played by six different actors. With the recent release of Quantum of Solace, the newest installment to the Bond canon, we
here at the paper got to thinking about all the different bond flicks. Our heated debates of covered best gadet, best villian, best Bond

babe, and best Bond actor, but no question is as important as which Bond film takes the cake as the best all around. Here are the
paper’s picks—we’ll watch ’em with you anytime.

by Alex Gibbons, Charles Hailer, Alex Orf, and Sam Wadhams

Goldfinger was the first Bond film I ever saw, and from the opening shot of Sean Connery wearing a duck
hat to the climactic fight with Oddjob, I was transfixed by the genius that was James Bond.  There are
many bearable Bond flicks, but Goldfinger is without a doubt the best. The plot finds Bond investigating
the nefarious dealings of Auric Goldfinger, who—get this—loves gold, more specifically, Nazi gold!
Goldfinger, as Bond discovers, plans to irradiate the entire gold depository of Fort Knox, rendering it use-
less, and increasing the worth of his own gold by huge sums. Brilliant! Goldfinger, in my opinion, is the
greatest nemesis for Bond in the entire series.  His manservant Oddjob is responsible for the awesome
death of two Bond babes, and Goldfinger himself comes this close to emasculating Bond with a giant indus-
trial laser.  Of course, many of the movie’s greatest attributes are owed to Sean Connery, who is in top form
in Goldfinger, delivering his dry wit with the experience of a seasoned alcoholic/chauvinist. Goldfinger was
also the first Bond flick to introduce the Bond car and an arsenal of awesome Bond gadgets—the latter
seriously missed in the newer, more serious Bond films. -AG

You Only Live Twice

Goldfinger (1964)

Moonraker

Goldeneye

(1967)

(1979)

(1995)
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