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arts

by Ali Musa
STAFF LINCOLN CENTER 
CORRESPONDANT

At 3:30 in the morning late 
last spring, I heard the gun 

shots ring out from the parade. 
In pajamas, I joined the grow-
ing crowd of onlookers. Thirty 
some-odd dumbfounded under-
grads kept an even fi fty-yard 
radius from the lone gunman 
in the center of the fi eld, as if 
he were fi ring fi eld goals and 
not bullets. The absurdity of 
standing in the shooter’s unob-
structed view was offset by his 
getup: boxers, a tank-top 
undershirt, cowboy boots 
and hat. Any threatening air 
was mitigated by his portly 
and elderly physique, and by 
the fact that he never low-
ered his gun away from the 
heavens. Everyone quietly 
concluded that whatever his 
beef was, it was up there. 

His face was cast in 
shadow, so we could not tell 
who it was, but my stomach 
twisted with a hunch. Ear-
lier that week, I had met in 
Father McManus’s offi ce to 
discuss my theology thesis, 
and forgot my CD player 
with Modest Mouse’s Lone-
some Crowded West at the 
foot of my chair. I left a note 
in his mailbox about it and 
thought nothing more. Sure 
enough, as I got within ear 
range of the deranged man 
pointing his rifl e to the sky, 
I heard him scream, “God, if 
I have to die, you gone have 
to die!”

Father McManus is just 
one sad and personal example. 
All over the country—Loyola, 
Boston, Regis, Marquette, Se-
attle, Jesuit educators precari-
ously exposed to students listen-
ing to Modest Mouse are falling 
from the ranks of the priesthood. 

A friend at Gonzaga put me 
in touch with his former profes-
sor whom he once gave a copy 
of Everywhere and His Nasty 
Parlor Tricks. James Levino, 
63, now shares a studio space in 
Portland, Oregon. He has aban-
doned his clerical collar and 
cassock for v-neck and plaid. 
He is currently learning bass 
for his roommate’s band and at-
tempting to win over a crush he 
had pursued for years before en-
tering the seminary. I asked him 
what sparked the radical shift. 

“For me, it was the song, ‘So 
Much Beauty in Dirt.’ That title 
just ran contrary to everything I 
was ever taught. I was brought 
up believing that there is no en-
chantment without God. I was 
familiar with the beauty in lit-
erature and marvels of science, 
but still held fast to those old…
prejudices. Then Isaac Brock 

sings a song about watching 
M.A.S.H. and lying in the grass 
and I fucking lost it.”

The discussion took several 
turns, involving exegeses of 
Brock’s lyrics. Regarding the 
song, “Trailer Trash,” Levino 
remarked, “They’re just sing-
ing about the saddest people 
and how they make the most 
pathetic pastimes sound beauti-
ful. You can’t help these people 
with God.” Each time he repeat-
ed ‘God’ his tone became more 
choleric and shrill. “Goood  

can’t make life richer for these 
people! You cannot buy them a 
home with Gooood!”

Levino’s former colleague, 
whom he did not wish to name, 
had a breakdown several weeks 
after Modest Mouse did a show 
in Spokane. He was delivering 
a sermon on the emptiness of 
faith without religious practice. 
Midway through citing a pas-
sage from Psalms, he stopped 
speaking and stared at the fl oor 
for a long time. An altar boy 
went to check on him when he 
fi nally muttered into the micro-
phone, “Every time you think 
you’re talking, you’re just mov-
ing your mouth...” 

“Cowboy Dan,” was the 
same song that turned McMa-
nus.

Levino explained, “You do 
not understand what it takes to 
get up on a pulpit and assume di-
vine proxy. It requires absolute 
self-certainty. The perpetual 
self-questioning of Isaac Brock 
is the antithesis to this. It liter-
ally encompasses the transition 
from righteous self-assurance 

to pissing in a can of Schlitz at 
4pm because the edge of the bed 
seems pointlessly distant.”

The same colleague at-
tempted a triumphant return for 
his own grand-nephew’s bap-
tism a month later. Just as he 
was about to christen the child, 
the priest paused, looked to the 
crowd, threw the holy water in 
the air, and began to twirl, sing-
ing, “Well we sat on the edge of 
the river, the crowd screamed 
‘sacrifi ce the liver.’ If God takes 
life he’s an Indian giver…” 

As two out-
raged attendants 
dragged him out 
he continued, 
screaming, “Who 
would wanna be, 
who would wanna 
be such a control 
freak?” 

I asked Levino 
if he was removed 
from the priest-

hood. “No, he was transferred. 
Given the offi cial line on pedo-
philia, it would be plain wrong 
for them to get up in arms over 
technicalities like belief in 
God.”

This led me to believe that 
perhaps Father McManus could 
be tracked down. 

Sources led me to a retreat 
in upstate New York that serves 
as a halfway house for “recov-
ering” priests. There was small 
building for severe cases. He 
was in solitary because of his 
corrupting infl uence on the oth-
er patients. 

McManus was escorted to 
meet me by two large guards. 
A third man entered to monitor 
our conversation. He claimed to 
hold a high rank in the ecclesi-
astical hierarchy. Though I had 
never heard of a “trustee,” evi-
dently they exercise controlling 
infl uence on the moral codes of 
Catholic universities. 

McManus was clearly still 
drugged, his eyes rolling up-
ward and his head side-to-side. 
When he saw the trustee, he 

belted out in his baritone voice, 
“Well all the apostles are sit-
ting in swings, and I’d sell off 
my savior for a set of new rings, 
and some sandals with the style 
of the strap that clings best to 
the arrow!” 

The trustee slapped him 
once across the face. 

I asked McManus how he 
was. 

He replied, “I’m iiin heaven, 
trying to fi gure out which sack, 
they’re gonna stick us atheists 
into, when Peter and his mon-
key laugh, and I’ll laugh with 
them…not sure what at.”

The trustee jumped across 
the room, hand open, out and 
ready. I stopped him, claiming I 
may be able to reach McManus.  

I asked him about that track, 
“Styrofoam Boots,” and he 
came alive. For a brief moment, 
he was the old fi ery lecturer. 
“The bulk of their discography 
consists in intense laments over 

the beauty in anomie and the 
absurdity of impossible happi-
ness. That is, sad songs. Here, 
though, Brock offers a theologi-
cal argument…” 

McManus was referring to 
Brock’s encounter with God in 
the song (“He moved just like 
Crisco disco, breath 100 per-
cent Listerine”). He continued, 
“Before the epic drum solo, as 
a whisper that sparks a whole 
gale, Brock gently tips West-
ern tradition on its side with 
one aphorism, ‘God takes care 
of himself, and you of you.’ 
Don’t you see? This is not dog-
matic atheism. This is a deduc-
tion from God’s very nature. He 
does not interfere with us any 
more than He is above and be-
yond us…Any more than He is 
a He!”

I responded that while 
Brock is a brilliant lyricist, it 
would be dubious to ascribe to 
him any erudite atheism, seeing 
as his sole public statement on 
the subject is “I’m 100 percent 
on the whole Christianity thing 
being a crock of shit.”

McManus replied enigmati-
cally, “To attribute a subject to a 
book is to fabricate a benefi cent 
god to explain geological move-
ments. Thoughts like this don’t 
need to be transmitted linearly. 
Just be open to them and shake 
yourself free from convention. 
Just like standing in the tall 
grass, doing nothing, thinking 
nothing. What we have in this 
world is what we need: oxygen 
to breathe, etc. The natural con-
clusion to this is that we recog-
nize what it is to be. Because 
that is what life is…” 

He then looked over each of 
his side as his breathing became 
heavier, betraying some awful, 
sudden anxiety, “…pure imma-
nence!”

The trustee hissed, “Get 
him!” his pupils suddenly two 
vertical lines. McManus had his 
eyes closed and recited lyrics 
under his breath as if in prayer, 
“You m-missed when time and 

life sh-shook 
hands and said 
goodbye.” The 
guards jumped 
on McManus, 
lifted him above 
their heads and 
marched him 
into the next 
room, the trust-
ee circling them 
with a fl ute and 
demonic dance. 
McManus con-
tinued, “For 
your sake, I 
hope heaven and 
hell, dooo exist 
but I wouldn’t 

hold my breath.” There was a 
trapdoor in the corner with a 
sign over it that read “Over-lib-
erated.” Just before they threw 
him in, McManus yelled to 
them, and possibly to himself, 
“you wasted life, why wouldn’t 
you waste the afterlife!”

The three men suddenly be-
gan to compose themselves and 
brush their cloths. When they 
again became conscious of my 
presence, they politely asked 
me to leave.

The following week I met 
Levino again. I told him what 
happened at the retreat. “Yeah,” 
he said fondly, “they’ll do that. 
As an altar boy I got fl ogged for 
ringing the bell to the Gillette 
tune.” 

I chuckled and let the subject 
drop. Then, I refl ected on the 
event for a while and realized I 
had neglected to ask something, 
“Do you believe God exists?”

Levino abruptly threw down 
his paddle ball and gave me an 
annoyed look. “Don’t you get it 
yet?” he said. “That’s beside the 
point.”

God is Dead

...And they have killed Him
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Spring has sprung and Eddies will testify to the chari-
oteers and minstrels who arrive to carry the sinners away on 
the Last Day that it was chill and it was baller and that Dave 
Mathews and Frisbee hath been played.

Whenever I pass Eddies I don’t even have time to think, 
“Hey, this actually looks like college,” because behind me, 
someone is already verbalizing my thoughts.  I do sometimes 
think this and smile about it, but mostly it’s sickening.  It’ll 
be a swing and a miss for academics once I lose this cold—I’ll 
be too busy cheering on some douchenobbler running away 
from security with a handle of Georgie.  I do love spring at 
Fordham.   

Being that this is our last issue of the semester, I won’t 
be able to have a one-sided conversation with you, Fordham, 
until next fall.  So say your prayers, wash your hands, spade 
your kittens, but over all, enjoy these events and HAGS!

Rock over London.  Rock on, Chicago.  Heinz: America’s 
favorite Ketchup.            -JM 

 
What: The Mutter-Previn-Harrell Trio
Where: Carnegie Hall
When: Wed, April 22, 8 p.m.
How Much: $10 student tickets! (remember your ID)
Why: Andre Previn, having just turned 80 years old, graces the stage 
as one of the contemporary world’s most preeminent musicians.  
The concert features Anne-Sophie Mutter on Violin, Andre Previn 
on the keys, Lynn Harrell on the cello, and guest Roman Patkolo on 
the double bass.  For ten dollars, you might as well.  I might as well.  
Classical music builds character, or something.    

What: The Generational: Younger than Jesus
Where: the New Museum, 235 Bowery at Prince St.
When: runs through June 14
How Much: $8 students
Why:  A couple issues back I included in the Events List a call for 
“artists” to apply for a position as Living Sculpture for an exhibit at 
the New Museum.  The exhibit has fi nally opened, and Sleepers have 
been chosen.  Even if you were so foolish as to not apply for the job, 
you can still watch other people sleep on a bed in a museum.  In the 
same exhibit, you’ll see the works of fi fty artists, from twenty-fi ve 
different countries, all born after 1976.  Take a look at contempo-
rary Art’s demise—or rebirth—the Soul-Farts of artists young and 
younger. 

What: Open Poetry Slam
Where: Nuyorican Poets Café, 236 E 3rd St.
When: Every Wed at 9 p.m. except 1st wed of the month
How Much: $7
Why: Get there early and sign up to slam, or just go and watch.  
The website speaks for itself: “The fi rst poetry slam ever in New 
York City was held at the Nuyorican Poets Cafe in 1989, and 20 
years later, we’ve become part of the cultural history of this city, 
still going strong. Today’s Nuyorican Poetry Slam is the result of our 
tradition of talented hosts, amazing performers and heart-stopping 
performances. Each one has helped to develop the legendary Poetry 
Slam reputation that is associated with the Cafe around the world... 
The fi rst 20 poets to sign up will slam & the winner of this night is 
eligible to perform in the Friday Night Poetry Slam.”

What: Spring Weekend
Where: Rose Hill
When: Friday 4/24-Sunday 4/26
How Much: FREE
Why: Because Guster is that good.  Honestly, Fordham.  There’s 
nothing like dry (or wet)-heaving to some of America’s fi nest rock.  
Heard it through the grapevine that the completely honest and equal-
ly talented band that won the Battle of the Bands will be opening.  
We might as well soak diapers in Bourbon and wear them as masks.  
Commence the rioting.

by Chris Gramuglia
STAFF OSCAR WOW!

Junot Diaz, author of the 
Pulitzer Prize winning novel 
The Brief Wondrous Life of 
Oscar Wao, visited Fordham 
last week, and judging by the 
thunderous laughter and enthu-
siasm displayed by the large 
audience during his readings, 
he seemed to fi t right in. Sport-
ing a black zip-up hoodie and 
a pair of jeans, Diaz took his 
place behind the podium in Ke-
ating First and asked, “So how 
many people are here because 
of bribes from their professors 
for extra credit?” A few hands 
went up to which Diaz merely 
laughed, “That’s good. I person-
ally bribe the fuck out of my stu-
dents at MIT. So I think that’s 
great.” Diaz instantly struck up 
a rapport with the members of 
the audience after that initial 
F-bomb, even if some of them 
really were only there for those 
few extra credit participation 
points. Yes, even great writ-
ers drop the F-bomb once in a 
while, or in Diaz’s case, fairly 
often. He then thanked Fordham 
for having him, and 
began his fi rst read-
ing, a short story 
that appeared in The 
New Yorker in 2007 
entitled “Alma.” 
Before starting, 
he stated that he 
“sucks” at second 
person, which is 
why he chooses to 
write in it.   

“Alma” is a 
short story written 
in second-person 
that depicts the re-
lationship between 
the main character 
and a Dominican 
girl named Alma. 
Diaz described her 
in the fi rst paragraph as having 
“a big Dominican ass that seems 
to exist in a fourth dimension 
beyond jeans,” and was met 
with some low chuckling. The 
story goes on to explain that 
Alma and the main charac-
ter are very different people. 
“Alma is as slender as a reed, 
you a steroid-addicted block; 
Alma loves driving, you books; 
Alma owns a Saturn (bought 
for her by her carpenter father, 
who speaks only English in the 
house), you have no points on 
your license…” Diaz’s voice 
was soft and rhythmic, yet at the 
same time he was wonderfully 
profane and comical as he read. 
The story ends with Alma’s dis-
covery of the main character’s 
infi delity with a freshman girl 
named Laxmi, via one of his 
journal entries. She insults him 
and berates him for his actions, 
telling him that he has “no penis” 
and “likes curried pussy.” The 

main character then humorously 
defends himself by explaining 
to Alma that Laxmi is techni-
cally from Guyana. The story 
ends with the narrator scooping 
up his journal (which Diaz elo-
quently compares to a “recently 
benutted condom”) and with the 
line “Baby, you say, Baby this 
is part of my novel.” 

Alma is a clear example 
of Diaz’s incredible abil-
ity to smoothly integrate a fair 
amount of profane humor and 
wit into his unique style of sto-
rytelling that keeps his readers 
entertained and deeply connect-
ed to his work. ‘Cause let’s face 
it, everyone loves dirty words.   

Before his second reading, 
Diaz promised the audience 
he would be concise, recalling 
his own boredom during read-
ings he had attended in the past. 
“Dudes would be, like, reading 
chapters upon chapters out of 
their books when they said they 
would keep it short.” He said to 
more laughs. The second read-
ing came from his most recent 
work, The Brief Wondrous Life 

of Oscar Wao. The passage he 
chose was, again, written in the 
second-person style, but was 
more somber than “Alma” and 
did not center around the main 
protagonist Oscar, but rather 
around Oscar’s older sister, 
Lola, and her relationship with 
her mother. 

In this section Lola’s mother 
discovers a lump in her breast 
while standing in front of the 
medicine cabinet mirror of the 
bathroom. She calls Lola into 
the bathroom using what Diaz 
calls an “I’m-not-fucking-
around voice.” Lola begrudg-
ingly puts down the book she is 
reading (Watership Down) and 
joins her mother in the bath-
room, dreading the inescapable 
conversation. She expects her 
mother to berate her about her 
diet, insisting that she eat more 
platanos like she usually does, 
but this time she does not. In-
stead she grabs Lola’s hand, 

presses it down on the lump and 
asks “Do you feel that?” Upon 
noticing the lump, Lola is over-
come with the feeling that large 
changes are about to take place 
in her life and describes the feel-
ing as “exhilarating.” The pas-
sage ends with doctors perform-
ing a mastectomy on the breast, 
indicating that the lymph node 
was indeed cancerous. This 
scene is somewhat of a turning 
point for Lola’s character, as 
indicated in the last paragraph, 
which reads, “You change too. 
Not right away, but it happens. 
And it’s in that bathroom where 
it all begins. Where you begin.” 

After fi nishing this passage 
Diaz opened the auditorium for 
questions. He revealed that he is 
“very nerdy and slow” when it 
comes to his writing, explaining 
that The Brief Wondrous Life 
of Oscar Wao took him around 
eleven years to complete and 
that his creative process is a very 
boring one. He explained that 
he works in a very structured 
regimented fashion and that he 
wakes up at 7 a.m. every morn-

ing while working on a proj-
ect. Diaz also discussed his 
methods of character devel-
opment. He explained that 
his characters are based on 
people he has encountered 
in his own life then gave an 
example of this by referenc-
ing Lola. He explained that 
Lola’s character came from 
the idea that it’s very pos-
sible to fi nd the love of your 
life in college, but most of 
us are “too young and we 
fuck it up.”  

I was fortunate enough 
to ask a question of my own 
and received a very moti-
vational answer. I asked 
Diaz if he ever gets stuck 
while writing, and if he 
does what his methods are 

for dealing with such obstacles. 
He answered almost instantly, 
explaining that being stuck, 
to him, is not a dysfunction in 
himself, but more a part of the 
process as a whole. “I’ve found 
that discovery demands that you 
make mistakes” he said, “and 
that voyages of discovery have 
dead ends. That’s just the God 
damn truth.” This hit home, for 
me at least, giving me a new 
perspective on my own frustra-
tions when it comes to my writ-
ing.     

I can’t speak for the rest the 
extra-credit hungry audience 
members, but after laughing a 
bit with Junot Diaz and hearing 
him use dirty words excessively 
in front the better part of the 
English department, I left the 
fi rst fl oor auditorium of Keating 
feeling inspired and enlightened 
and think it’s fair to say that 
he is always welcome back at 
Fordham.

Books
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The changing of the seasons has Sprung on all of us.  
Many have taken to the streets, teabagging in a hollow echo 
of meaningful protests past.  Many others have taken to Ed-
dies, to throw ourselves into the annual ritual of sleeping on 
blankets, drinking in the sun, and rediscovering hot college 
bods that had been buried under winter coats.  However, the 
temperature still dips a little a night, and if you’re looking 
for someplace to go, why not check out some sweet shows. ?  
It’s only a matter of time before you have to go back to your 
shithole cow-town where there’s no music and the town gov-
ernment has banned dancing, and you have to dance your 
way to freedom like in that movie Footloose.  What a great 
fl ick.

-S.W.

Who? Moby
When? Friday, April 24th @ 8:00 pm
Where? Issue Project Room
How Much? $15
Why? Though he may not be the huge name draw he used to be, 
back in the day Moby produced some pretty bomb tunes.  Go 
down to the Issue Project Room, listen to some songs off Play, 
remember when Moby and the lead singer of No Doubt (before 
she was a star), come home, wake up and go see Guster play a 
college show and pretend it means something.  Congratulations, 
you’ve been transported back to the year 2001.  Pretend we’re 
not at war.

Who? Youth Group
When? Tuesday, April 28th @ 8:00 pm
Where? Pianos
How Much? $25
Why? Not just because Youth Group does an incredible cover 
of Phallus Dei’s cover of Alphaville’s “Forever Young”, but 
because Youth Group is a pretty accomplished Australian indie 
rock band in their own right.  Founded in Sydney in the late nine-
ties, Youth Group has blah blah I wanna be Forever Young…

Who? Vampire Weekend
When? Wednesday, May 6 @ 7:00 pm
Where? Joe’s Pub
How Much? $15
Why? New York City’s own Vampire Weekend are either an 
indie group fusing African rythms with alternative sensibilities, 
or the whitest band alive.  Either way, you have to admit that 
they’re a very listenable band who tends to put on a pretty good 
show.  I caught the tail end of their set at Columbia University, 
and people love them.  You should be like people, and love them 
too.

Who? Ratatat
When? Tuesday, April 21 @ 7:00 pm
Where? Terminal 5
How Much? $23
Why? Because Ratatat is so goddamned amazing.  A pair of 
dude-bros who met at Skidmore and began to make music (al-
legedly) using nothing but one electric guitar and a Mac laptop, 
their fi rst two albums Ratatat and Classics are two of the best 
albums of electronic music ever made.  Their third album wasn’t 
as good, and their live shows aren’t supposed to be as good as 
their albums, but something tells me Ratatat+light show=badass.  
See them.

by Lenny Raney
STAFF OF RAH

What do Vampire Weekend, 
Dream Theater, Trent Reznor, 
and Tool have in common? 
They can all essentially trace 
much of the inspiration for their 
musical output to one man. This 
man, Nigerian Fela Kuti, is 
relatively unknown to most of 
Generation Y, but his profound 
effect on music worldwide has 
manifested itself in some of 
today’s most 
popular acts. He 
is credited as the 
de facto inventor 
of the Afrobeat 
genre. Blending 
funk, jazz, and 
traditional Afri-
can polyrhythm, 
Afrobeat offered 
to the West the 
fi rst contempo-
rary glance into 
a frighteningly 
rich musical cul-
ture: that of Sub-
Saharan Africa. 
Kuti set in mo-
tion a series of 
events that has 
ultimately and 
inevitably led 
to the prolifera-
tion and current 
virtual ubiquity 
of African musical infl uence, 
stateside and beyond. In every 
genre, from hip-hop to country 
and from metal to techno, ele-
ments of this intricately percus-
sive and ebulliently performed 
traditional African music can be 
easily identifi ed. Not only that, 
a renewed interest in the music 
itself has developed in recent 
years.

The most unifying and ar-
guably most easily identifi able 
quality of traditional Sub-Sa-
haran African music is the use 
of polyrhythm. A polyrhythm, 
without delving too far into mu-
sic theory, is the simultaneous 
use of two or more rhythms that 
are completely independent of 
each other within a single song. 
Enduringly popular examples of 
this are the song “Happiness Is 
A Warm Gun,” by the Beatles, 
Paul Simon’s Graceland, and 
just about the entirety of Bue-
na Vista Social Club. African 
music is certainly not the only 
genre to feature polyrhythm; 
historical examples can be 
found in Romantic era classical, 
south Indian Carnatic, and later 
in Afro-Cuban, but the African 
use predates all contemporary 
instances. A popular theory on 
the genesis of African poly-
rhythm cites the importance 
of “call and response” inter-
personal communication as an 
originating infl uence. Two in-
dependent percussive rhythms 
could be said to be “talking” to 
each other, hence the distinction 
between them.

In metal, the complexity 
of the drumming often mani-
fests itself in a polyrhythmic 
manner. Swedish experimen-
tal outfi t Meshuggah uses it in 
many of its songs, as do more 
popular bands such as Tool and 
Mudvayne. Nine Inch Nails’ 
third full length, The Fragile, 
features fairly simple poly-
rhythmic exchanges between 
multiple instruments, with the 
most apparent example being 

the use of rhythm and counter 
rhythm between percussion and 
piano on track eleven of the fi rst 
disk, “La Mer.” Known for their 
elaborate approach to progres-
sive rock, it only makes sense 
that Dream Theater would fea-
ture polyrhythm heavily in its 
output. More surprising, how-
ever, is a recently released al-
bum prominently featuring tra-
ditional African music from the 
most unlikely of sources. Banjo 
virtuoso Béla Fleck, best known 
as the creative force behind 
bluegrass/jazz fusion stalwarts 
Béla Fleck and the Flecktones, 
recently released a documen-
tary and album entitled Throw 
Down Your Heart, which docu-
ments his journey through four 
African countries and his subse-
quent attempt to incorporate the 
banjo into Central African mu-
sic. The results are absolutely 
fascinating.

Now, the most presently 
en vogue of the current crop 
of Afrophile musicians is a 
bit of a different story. Vam-
pire Weekend, of “Cape Cod 
Kwassa Kwassa” and “Oxford 
Comma” fame, fl irt with the 
idea of incorporating African 
infl uences into their music, but 
only superfi cially so. Their for-
ays into polyrhythm and Con-
golese rumba signify more of a 
concerted effort to simply sound 
different than a respect for and 
genuine effort to refl ect African 
musical sensibility. Unfortu-
nately, it is desperately out of 
their ostensive reach.  Vampire 

Weekend prove an essential 
point: if you want to fully ap-
preciate something as nuanced 
and complex as African music, 
the best place to look is at the 
source itself. Apart from the 
major players such as Fela Kuti 
and Babatunde Olatunji, as re-
cently as twenty, ten, and pos-
sibly even fi ve years ago, there 
was a remarkable dearth of Af-
rican material available to us in 
the West. 

Luckily, the 
very same re-
sourceful crat-
ediggers who 
have spent the 
last several de-
cades in the 
basements of 
i n d e p e n d e n t 
record stores 
looking for com-
pletely unneces-
sary The Doors 
B-sides and fi eld 
recorded late 
60’s hippie-folk 
nonsense have 
fi nally found a 
worthwhile en-
deavor: scour-
ing the African 
countryside for 
low-print and 
unreleased re-
cordings. Chief 

among them, founder of Analog 
Africa Records Samy Ben Red-
jeb, has made it his life calling 
to traverse desert and jungle 
alike in search of 70’s African 
funk. The German’s fi ndings are 
marvelous; he has managed to 
release four, soon to be fi ve, full 
length albums fi lled with some 
of the most exceptionally funky 
and groundbreaking music ever 
to be recorded. With trumpets 
and saxophones blaring, poly-
rhythmic percussion bumping, 
and bass lines so sinister James 
Brown would be intimidated, 
little known acts such as Be-
nin’s Orchestre Poly-Rythmo 
de Cotonou and Togolese singer 
Roger Damawuzan sound com-
pletely vintage all the while re-
maining immediately relevant. 

That Pitchfork Media re-
warded two Analog Africa com-
pilations with its coveted “Best 
New Music” rating and the New 
York Times described Volume 
3 as ranging between “hyp-
notic” and “unstoppable dance 
music” is just icing on the cake. 
With acts such as Toumani Dia-
bete and Béla Fleck playing this 
year’s Bonnaroo Festival and 
Malian duo Amadou and Mar-
iam headlining a quickly sell-
ing out U.S. Stadium tour, the 
damage is done. With its effects 
reaching the most distal of mu-
sical genres and its homegrown 
artists beginning to achieve 
mass popularity, Sub-Saharan 
Africa has cemented itself as an 
unstoppable musical force in the 
global market.

“Is that an 
echo?”
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epicly long trip? THAT IS OF 
MONTREAL LIVE. No exag-
geration. Example: towards the 
end of the show, the pig-people 
used leaf blowers to blow mass 
amounts of feathers onto the 
gyrating audience, and Barnes 
left the stage, returning in a rat 
costume. Tell me you can fi nd 
something cooler or more bi-
zarre than that, and I will… 
probably not believe you. 

Though I have been a fan of 
Of Montreal for a while, seeing 

them live makes 
listening to their 
music a com-
pletely different 
experience, more 
so than with any 
other band I’ve 
seen live. Their 
peculiar lyrics 
and constant en-

ergy are augmented by the fact 
that they really are just as ridic-
ulous as you could imagine they 
would be. I highly recommend 
seeing them; it was honestly the 
most fucking insane thing I have 
ever experienced. Even if you 
aren’t a fan, go anyway just for 
the experience; it will defi nitely 
be worth it. Just don’t actually 
take any LSD beforehand, or 
your head just may explode. 

played through most of Skeletal 
Lamping and premiered a new 
track they had never played live 
(they didn’t give the name), and 
the entire hour-and-a-half show 
never ceased to be anything less 
than ludicrously fucking amaz-
ing. Kevin Barnes walked out 
in an electric green jacket and 
the tightest black pants possi-
ble, with silvery mask-like eye 
makeup, and the basist, Bryan 
Poole, wore a long, bright, fl o-
ral dress with glittery, feathered 
w i n g s 
on his 
b a c k . 
Between 
the neon 
screens 
saturat-
ing my 
e y e s , 
the ac-
robatic pigs, people in black 
bodysuits crowd surfi ng, and 
the high-pitched nature of 
Barne’s voice, I got as close to 
feeling like I was on LSD as it 
is possible to be without actu-
ally doing it. Know that part 
in Across the Universe when 
Eddie Izzard is singing Being 
For the Benefi t of Mr. Kite and 
there’s all those blue people 
running around and all the char-
acters are supposed to be on an 

up to the D, and took the hour 
and twenty minute ride to the 
Music Hall of Williamsburg in 
Greenpoint, Brooklyn. The hall 
was an intimate venue, with a 

downstairs bar and 
couch area and 
an upstairs con-
cert hall complete 
with a second bar 
and balcony area. 
We arrived early 
enough to catch 
the two opening 
acts but ended up 
only watching the 
second, Janelle 
Monae. Monae has 

been likened to Lady Gaga in 
that she shares the same dance-
party-esque music but is far less 
poppy and commercial; with a 
Elvis-like curl to her Mohawk 
and a souful, energetic voice, 
Monae was fucking awesome, 
a perfect opening act to Of 
Montreal. 11:00 came around, 
and Of Montreal was heralded 
on stage by a large man in a 
white tux and tiger head roar-
ing at us–-this was going to be 
epic. Upon playing, a psyche-
delic light show began to pul-
sate across the three enormous 
screens behind the band, and 
the entire crowd became one 
jumping, pulsating mass. They 

know I take it both ways” to 
the chiming of tambourines and 
bongo-esque beats? Not many. 
The band’s live performances 
are as gaudy and glorious as 

their lyrics, with fuck-fashion 
outfi ts that step beyond the 
realm of ridiculous. The lead 
singer and band’s founder Kev-
in Barnes appears in costume at 
some point throughout each live 
performance –centaur, rat, tiger, 
to name a few – and frequent-
ly performs mostly nude. The 
band also has a four person per-
formance-artist accompaniment 
that galavants around the stage 
in bodysuits, pig costumes, and 
spandex bags, performing often 
sexual side skits. Knowing their 
reputation for truly putting on a 
show, I was more than excited to 
go. So my friends and I packed 
our “water” bottles, trekked 

by Sean Kelley
STAFF POTATO NAME

logical prowess to a small audi-
torium full of enthusiastic fans 
from colleges and universities 
throughout the New York metro 
area, some coming from as far 
as New Jersey’s Montclair State 
University.  The 
show opened 
with a set from 
Miracles of 
Modern Sci-
ence, a group 
that describes 
themselves as 
“a bluegrass 
band that was 
transported to 
outer space on 
a funky disco 
ball.”  Com-
prised of a vio-
linist, cellist, 
stand-up bass-
ist, mandolin 
player and a 
drummer and 
dressed in tight 
shiny vinyl 
jumpsuits, Mir-
acles of Modern Science played 
a set loaded with infl uences of 
bluegrass, classical, pop, and  
lo-fi  and even featured a bizarre 
sea shanty about a man who 
lost all of his limbs to gangrene.  
Though the theater was relative-
ly empty at the time of their per-
formance, MMS still managed 
to impress the crowd and inspire 
a good amount of dancing from 
many of the attendees.

Next up on the bill was a 

set from Teeth Mountain, a 
psyched-out, drum-heavy, skull-
splitting, hyphenated-word-
eliciting group with heavy over-
tones of doom and drone.  They 
were playing their set as the 

theater was fi lling up, so those 
who entered the show at this 
time were bombarded by tribal 
drumming, crunchy bass lines, 
and shrill saxophone shrieks, a 
great way to be greeted at any 
concert.  It was during Teeth 
Mountain’s performance that 
the feel of the theater began to 
change from strained waiting to 
trancelike dancing (which cer-
tainly set the tone for Dan Dea-
con’s impending performance).   

After Teeth Mountain came the 
fi nal opening act, a three-part 
electronic dance group known 
as Future Islands.  Future Is-
lands produced a unique sound, 
which seems comparable to an 
amalgamation of 80’s dance 
pop and borderline theatric 
show tune vocals.  The lead vo-
calist sang in a deep, somewhat 
gruff, melodramatic voice punc-
tuated by wild movement and a 
healthy smattering of crazy eyes 
directed at the audience.

Finally, Dan Deacon and the 
Bromst Ensemble took the stage 
(or, more accurately, the Bromst 
Ensemble took the stage while 
Deacon put his wooden appa-
ratus full of samplers and lights 
on the edge of the stage with his 
back to the audience).  The des-
ultory and widely varied group 
began their set with a long 
drone that sounded tantalizingly 
similar the beginning to the epic 
“Wham City.”  After this brief 
greeting, Dan Deacon began 
to speak, informing everyone 
present that this was his fi rst 
time playing on stage with this 
particular group of musicians 
and offering a preemptive apol-
ogy for any defi ciencies in the 
performance.  He then began to 
instruct the audience through an 
odd choreography.  First, every-
one was told to put their hands 
in the air and then subsequently 
gravitate towards the tallest pair 
of hands in the room.  When the 
audience had suffi ciently con-

densed, Deacon ordered all to 
lower their hands onto the head 
of the person in front of them, 
and simultaneously think of the 
one thing they feel most guilty 
about.  He then instructed the 
audience to channel the guilt 
into the fi ngers on top of their 
heads and then told everyone to 
lift up their hands.

While this was certainly an 
interesting and unorthodox way 
of opening a show, the peculiar 
antics were far from over.  Dea-
con and Ensemble played sever-
al tracks from their new Bromst 
album in order, including “Red 
F,” “Paddling Ghost” (which 
was accompanied by a dance-
off between people in circle 
and triangle costumes), “Snook-
ered,” and “Of the Mountains,” 
all of which had the audience 
crowded around Dan Deacon’s 
sweaty self on the fl oor of the 
theater.  While Deacon natu-
rally focused on tracks from his 
new album, he still brought out 
a few classic songs, including 
“The Crystal Cat.”

Although this was his fi rst 
show of a long and intense tour, 
Dan Deacon’s preemptive apol-
ogy proved to be unnecessary.  
Alongside all the opening acts 
and the members of the Bromst 
Ensemble, Deacon played a 
fantastic and energetic perfor-
mance that had the audience 
sharing one another’s sweat and 
walking away strangely satis-
fi ed.

by Mickie  Meinhardt
STAFF OF QUEBEC

Recently, NYU’s famous 
(and now infamous) Kimmel 
Center was subjected to an oc-
cupation of a different type.  
The NYU student center hosted 
Dan Deacon and Ensemble on 
April 2nd, an event that marked 
the opening of his summer 
“Bromst” tour after the recent 
release of his album of the same 
name.  Additionally, this tour 
opener was the fi rst time Dea-
con has ever played on stage 
(or, rather, on the edge of the 
stage) with this ensemble, bor-
rowing members from all three 
of the opening acts on the tour 
with him. 

Taken over and occupied 
by members of the student run 
“Take Back NYU!” campaign 
only months ago, the Kimmel 
Center has seen its share of pub-
licity and controversy recently 
(among the most notable, a pic-
ture of the militant protesters 
gathered on the student center’s 
balcony).  However, on the sec-
ond of April, this former epi-
center of dissent and unrest saw 
an infl ux of eclectic and, well, 
odd individuals ready to see a 
night of music of the same per-
suasion.

Accompanied by Miracles 
of Modern Science, Teeth 
Mountain, and Future Islands, 
Dan Deacon brought his unique 
brand of peculiar electronic 
whimsy and baffl ing techno-

Thursdays are not a particu-
larly exciting day, especially 
for someone with a severely 
depleted bank account like 
me. So when I was invited 
to go see Of Montreal for 
the paltry fee of $25 last 
Thursday, I nearly died 
with sheer happiness. For 
those not familiar with 
the group, Of Montreal is 
a Georgia-based experi-
mental indie band whose 
music is a mixture of psy-
chedelic and lo-key pop 
with catchy lyrics. Their 
older albums were novel, with 
childlike exuberance and hom-
ier melodies (“Let’s pretend we 
don’t exist/ Let’s pretend we’re 
in Antarctica”). However, their 
newest release, Skeletal Lamp-
ing, took a big step away from 
that. Though the whimsical psy-
chedelia remains, the songs are 
much more danceable and hy-
phy in beat, with more personal  
and provocative (and graphic) 
lyrics. Hailed as one of the 
greatest releases of 2008, Skel-
etal Lamping is utterly fantastic; 
what other band could get away 
with singing “We can do it soft-
core if you want, but you should 
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Museum and gallery hop-
ping is a cheap and enriching 
way to explore the city. Yes, 
many cry boredom when con-
fronted with traditional or old art 
(think bronze busts of old white 
men, old white men in uniforms 
triumphantly sailing in ships on 
turbulent seas). Others profess 
an aversion to modern art, pre-
tension and impossible to get. 
However, a grand medium of 
the more modern art world that 
pretty much everyone appreci-
ates is photography, and New 
York City offers a wealth of re-
sources for audiences to enjoy.

CLAMPART Gallery is lo-
cated amidst the labyrinthine 
hallways of 531 West 25th St. 
between 10th and 11th avenues. 
“Kids Behaving Badly” is a 
group show of work from the 
sixties to present day, expos-
ing the debauched, late-night 
exploits of young adults. The 
exhibit is centered around the 
work of Larry Clark and a sort 
of manifesto of his, glorifying 
the wayward acts of his youth, 
including “a little bit of rape.” 
His photos were the most pleas-
ing of the bunch, though perhaps 
only for their genuinely vintage 
quality. Much of the newer work 
was stagey and contrived and 
seemed straight out of an Ab-
ercrombie and Fitch catalogue 

(case in point: a pack of frat 
boys spraying beer onto a shirt-
less guy with a six-pack, a not-
so-subtle glimpse of homoeroti-
cism within bro culture). One 
of the themes tying this exhibit 
together is copious nudity of all 
types, so 
if that’s 
your bag, 
act before 
the show 
closes on 
Saturday. 
The ac-
company-
ing exhib-
it, Blake 
F i t c h ’ s 
“Expecta-
tions of 
A d o l e s -
cence” is 
similarly 
stagey and less interesting, but 
much prettier. He creates por-
traits of several, blonde, late-
adolescent young women in 
various settings, from angsting 
in pearls and sweaters at fam-
ily parties to angsting in bath-
ing suits on a lake front or in 
underwear in a bedroom. The 
vivid colors and patterns of 
the domestic settings of these 
prints are to the exhibit’s credit. 
Fitch’s work will be on display 
until next Saturday as well.

The Von Lintel Gallery can 
be found on the ground fl oor of 
555 West 25th St. between 10th 

and 11th avenues. Japanese pho-
tographer Izima Karou’s new se-
ries, also closing this Saturday, 
stages Japanese celebrities as 
corpses in unusual landscapes. 
The young women, ornamented 
with fl awless hairstyles and ee-
rily luminous makeup, are clad 

in designer 
clothes and 
look less dead 
than caught 
perfectly still 
in an inner 
w o n d e r m e n t 
(I only know 
the crux of 
the work from 
reading the 
press release). 
Karou’s fi nest 
piece is a beau-
tiful cityscape 
he captures of 
the cluttered, 

dilapidated rooftops of India, 
cut cleanly by a smooth river. 
Most of the other scenes are 
more staged: a perfectly white 
room, sunlight with white sand 
and fl owers covering the fl oor, 
and the most disturbing image, 
a pregnant corpse in a bed of 
white fl owers in the clearing of 
a wood. Next, Marco Breuer’s 
“Part __ of __ Parts” is a bit 
more experimental, a series of 
abstract images, some created 
by exposing photographic pa-
per to fl ashes of light and fi r-
ing a shotgun at it. Breuer’s 
techniques make for somewhat 

interesting images, albeit sprin-
kled with a fair bit of preten-
sion; the photos will be on ex-
hibit until June 13th.

The Bruce Silverstein Gal-
lery is on 535 West 24th St. 
between 10th and 11th ave-
nues. “Cloud 9” is, shockingly, 
nine black and white prints of 
clouds by photography leg-
ends Edward Weston, Imogen 
Cunnigham, and Alfred Stieg-
litz. Weston and Stieglitz’s 
prints from the thirties give a 
new meaning to fi nding image 
in the clouds. They frame the 
wispy confi gurations into im-
ages of great richness, texture, 
and movement. Cunningham’s 
work is much simpler but much 
more graphic, with heavy con-
trast. Next, German-born E.O. 
Hoppe’s “Early London Photo-
graphs” document turn of the 
century London. The prints are 
primitive, ranging from small 
to smaller and dingy to dingier. 
However, the way this practi-
tioner of an early manifesta-
tion of photography captures 
the city people and city sights 
of 1900s Britain parallels the 
way thousands of amateur and 
professional photographers try 
to document New York City is 
incredibly powerful.

“Into the Sunset: Photogra-
phy’s Image of the American 
West” is on display at the Muse-
um of Modern Art, on 53rd St. 
between 5th and 6th avenues un-

til June 8th. The exhibit chroni-
cles all things Western from the 
past century and a half. This 
extensive display features dated 
fare: daguerreotypes of gold 
miners, aging prints of loggers 
at work and Native Americans, 
breathtakingly beautiful scenic 
vistas of the mountains and val-
leys of the coast, and portraits of 
cowboys and rodeo companies. 
On the more contemporary side, 
visitors can fi nd images of sub-
urban sprawl of the fi fties and 
sixties, desolate gas stations and 
abandoned shacks along desert 
roads, and photos of the urban 
grit of East LA. A testament to 
the diverse powers of the cam-
era, this incredibly thorough ex-
hibit is worth seeing.

Entrance to the small galler-
ies is free of charge and gener-
ally possibly from 10 a.m. to 6 
p.m. Tuesday through Saturday. 
The experience of navigating 
the endless modern art galler-
ies of Chelsea, stacked high in 
industrial high-rises, is an ex-
citing experience in itself. The 
MoMa is generally open 10:30 
a.m. to 5:30 p.m. but is closed 
on Tuesdays. Admission for 
students is $12 but free for ev-
eryone after 4 p.m. on Fridays, 
when the museum remains open 
until 8 p.m. MoMa is a fascinat-
ing wonderland that no one in 
the area should miss seeing, es-
pecially for free.

by Creighton Muscato
STAFF BUMPKIN

The sun staggered sickly on 
the horizon, the sky streaked in 
violent hues above the tree line, 
now black in contrast.  The heat 
from the pavement was gently 
abating, and the patrons - sober 
or otherwise - had moved on, 
reeled inside on unsteady toes.  
As the shadows grew longer, 
things got quieter, and from the 
faraway sounds escaping the 
stadium, it was safe to say that 
the concert was headlong un-
der way.  Everything in the lot 
seemed calm… but I held my 
doubts.  In my mind, the chaos 
was merely fermenting, now 
further away, but just as real, 
and possibly getting weirder.

My skin was beginning to 
itch in the early stages of a se-
rious sunburn.  As I stalked the 
lot during the day, I would catch 
glimpses of myself in parked car 
windows and watch the gradual 
eradication of my ghostly com-
plexion.  It’s been ten hours in 
the brutal sun, pacing countless 
aisles of cars, wandering amidst 
less sober folk, “patrolling” as it 
were, boldly ensuring the safety 
and protection of the paying 
customer.  Right… but the sun 
was going down now, and the 
post-twilight ruckus would be a 
different beast completely.  Of 
that much, I was sure.  

It was Tommy Kelly, a long 
time friend, who tipped me off 
to the job and convinced me to 

sign up for the event.  He had 
worked the concert the year be-
fore and promised a spectacle 
that would intrigue and twist my 
fragile perspective.  The allure 
was too strong to deny, and the 
prospect of easy money is also a 
diffi cult thing to ignore.

The event 
was Country 
Fest (formally 
known as the 
Third Annual 
New England 
Country Mu-
sic Festival).  I 
would later read 
that the concert 
was sold out 
in a matter of 
eight hours and 
would prove to 
be the largest 
one-day coun-
try music event 
ever.  Kenny Chesney was said 
to be playing, and almost every-
one I knew was rumored to be 
attending, if not for the country 
music, then for the day-long 
tailgating epic, and the general 
debauchery that was sure to en-
sue.

Tommy and I were paired up 
by our supervisor at the start of 
the day, given a single handheld 
radio, and assigned the alias 
Roam Team Five.  We were is-
sued orange collared shirts with 
big block letters spelling “SE-
CURITY” on the back, and were 
required to wear black shoes and 
slacks for the detail (which we 

would later damn in the callous 
heat).  We found out, soon after, 
that there would be two teams 
patrolling Lot C, a vast expanse 
of pavement stretching almost 
a half-mile long, and a quarter 
mile wide.  Before opening the 
lot, we chatted idly with the 

members of 
Roam Team 
Six, three old-
er gentlemen 
who would 
later prove to 
take the job 
a bit too seri-
ously.

Folks be-
gan fi ling in 
with their cars 
around noon, 
and would 
continue do-
ing so for 
seven or eight 

hours later.  Our supervisor 
showed up on the scene again 
to issue our instructions, which 
were pretty clear cut.  No kegs.  
No pools.  Report cases of fi ght-
ing.  Cite incidents of underage 
drinking.  But, most important-
ly, no drinking on the job.  You 
get caught drinking, your ass is 
fi red.  Simple as that.  He also 
advised to make sure someone 
is stationed outside when using 
the outdoor facilities.  The gen-
eral trend of an unruly crowd, he 
said, is to topple an outhouse on 
its front, trapping the unsuspect-
ing security person inside with 
spilled, ungodly fi lth and no 

means of escape - I shuddered 
at the prospect.  My friend also 
enlightened me as to the violent 
history of Lot C; apparently, 
the year before, a small-scale 
riot erupted, including twenty 
or thirty drunken individuals 
struck by a blind rage.  It was 
shaping up to be a strange day; I 
wasn’t let down.

As we later found out, the 
only area in need of any real 
security presence was the fi rst 
ten or so rows of the parking 
lot.  This represented the fi rst to 
arrive, those who regarded tail-
gating as an art and who took 
social drinking (perhaps) too se-
riously.  By the end of the day, 
the area could have been con-
fused for a refugee camp that 
had been settled for too many 
weeks.  This is where we found 
the day’s more colorful charac-
ters and where we spent most of 
our time walking.  

The bulk of the day was 
spent doing just this, walking 
around, watching the weird 
scene unfold: straw hats and raw 
attitudes, jean shorts and drunk-
en revelry, and a constant back-
drop of whooping, howling, and 
raucous laughter.  A Marine 
was found bloodied up for some 
unknown reason; a group of un-
derage hoodlums were tossed 
around by a brigade of hard-
nosed bike cops; a girl, maybe 
thirteen, was put into the back 
of a paddy wagon for conspicu-
ously wielding a beer bottle.  
A few other scuffl es occurred, 

but other than that the natives 
were pretty tame and unusu-
ally friendly.  Just about every 
camp stopped us at one point or 
another to offer us all sorts of 
drink, which we reluctantly de-
nied.  We crossed paths with the 
entire Patriots roster on the way 
back from one of our breaks, 
and when night fell we watched 
Chesney from the parking lot 
on a big screen which he shared 
at one time with a tipsy Mike 
Lowell (Red Sox 3B) who had 
somehow staggered on stage.  

The rest of the night ap-
peared to run smoothly.  The 
procession of cars and human 
zombies exited the stadium in a 
slow but seamless fashion.  The 
only case which required atten-
tion concerned someone who 
had passed out while walking 
and split his head open on a car 
bumper.  Afterwards, we were 
congratulated by our superiors; 
the event was projected to be an 
apparent success, despite some 
minor injuries and disputes.  It 
wasn’t until the next day that I 
found out that two high school 
students had crashed on their 
way home, and were fatally in-
jured; the driver was reported to 
be under the infl uence.  It was 
a tragic occurrence, to be sure, 
and one never to be made light 
of; but, given what I had seen 
that day - the shameless and 
reckless behavior, the depths of 
human decadence - I was open-
ly fearful, shameless in antici-
pation of far worse in the wake.

by Lindy Foltz
CHIEF COPY EDITOR

If Altamont taught us 
anything...
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