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THE FLAMING LIPS
Embryonic
by Charles Hailer

For many, Embryonic will 
represent a return to the earthy 
scuzz of The Flaming Lips’ 
acid eating indie days before 
they were turned on to ques-
tioning the cosmos through 
syrupy synths 
and wacked out 
Beach Boys 
harmonies, but 
the reality of 
this new album 
couldn’t be fur-
ther from that 
assumption. As 
the writhing 
motorik mad-
ness groove 
and kaleidoscopic sounds of al-
bum opener, “Convinved of the 
Hex,” indicates, this album rep-
resents a greater departure for 
the Lips and a remarkable af-
fi rmation of capital “W” Weird-
ness that holds its own in a three 
decade long career built largely 
around weirdness.

The double album (18 ab-
solutely essential songs) is 
loose, dark, dense, ugly, loud 
and gorgeously cosmic in its 
panoramic freak out-ness. Each 
song breaths with its own psy-
chedelic imagery; none of 
them even attempt to capture 
the orgasmic sunshine feelings 
of yesteryear’s “Do You Real-
ize?!?” or “The W.A.N.D.,” but 
they all crackle with that same 
undefi nable energy. Everyone is 

at their freaky best here: Wayne 
Coyne’s vocals effortlessly 
switch from saccharine wonder 
to menacing trance at the turn 
of a dime, while Steven Drzod’s 
guitars and drums wreak fantas-
tic havoc on listeners’ eardrums. 
If At War with the Mystics saw 
the band indulging in audiophile 
excesses, Embryonic is the work 
of a band at war with speakers. 
Songs like “See the Leaves” 
seem created for the purpose 
of destroying speakers, with 
demented guitars and booming 
komisch rhythms leaping from 
the speakers with a sort of inter-
planetary verisimilitude that has 
to be heard to be fully compre-
hended.

The stylistic ground covered 
on the album is remarkable, 
especially given the fact that it 
maintains a relatively cohesive 
feel throughout its hour and ten 
minute running time. Songs 
like “The Sparrow Looks Up 
at the Machine” suggest Can 

trance without 
the funk, while 
“Gemini Sy-
ringes” suggests 
Pink Floyd aural 
mystery without 
the classic rock 
overplay poten-
tial, and “Worm 
Mountain” sug-
gests Led Zep-
pelin heaviness 

minus the big cock obsession, 
but they all feel very much a 
part of a single album “state-
ment” (which, for the love of 
Dean Rodgers, does not mean 
that this is statement rock at all).

It seems anachronistic that 
a band in the iTunes age would 
make such a hullabaloo over the 
release of a double album, but 
the move seems to cement the 
Flaming Lips’ part of the glori-
ously bone-headed continuum 
of 70s weird-o rock excesses. 
The difference between an al-
bum like this and the output 
of a lesser band like The Mars 
Volta is that the Lips’s prog 
feels at once earnest and self 
aware, never falling into bor-
ing pastiche. This double album 
doesn’t have the patchwork 
brilliance of Sign ‘O’ the Times, 

Blonde on Blonde, The White 
Album or any of the other “great 
double albums” of the rock ‘n’ 
roll era; rather, it feels like a 
post-modern prog rock concept 
album, which is appropriate 
given the bands indie roots and 
the stadium crowd pleasing sta-
tus they enjoy today.    

Regardless of all the fat of 
this review, the bottom line is 
this: The Flaming Lips are back 
to skull-fucking the eyes of God 
in his bedchamber in the worm-
holes of the Phrygian galaxy 
with guitars, and the world is all 
the better for it.

CHASING KINGS
The Current State of Our 
Future EP
by Katie McShane

One of LA’s well known 
and respected bands, Chasing 
Kings, is a group that I was 
fortunate enough to see live 
about twenty times in high 
school.  And damn, can they 
play good music.  This group, 
with the oldest member be-
ing only 21, is the epiphany 
of talented musicians.  Chas-
ing Kings is made up of four 
members, Matt Schwartz (lead 
vocals and piano), Drew Beck 
(guitar), Nick Sandler (drums) 
and Mike 
G o l d m a n 
(bass).  Their 
sound is strik-
ing and ad-
dictive;  once 
you hear their 
work, you 
want more.  
Their six song 
EP, The Cur-
rent State of 
Our Future, varies with a typi-
cal rock and roll vibe contrast-
ed with blues and more emo-
tional pieces.

      Their small fan base and 
undersized recognition all 
changed when I left.  Their EP 
hit iTunes in the end of August 
and was featured at Amoeba 
Records Hollywood; since 
then, no one has been able 
to shut up about them.  They 
have received rave reviews 
from Impressionable Youth 
and Hype Machine, leading to 
more plays and purchases on 
iTunes and Hypem.  Because 
of their current success, and 
their recent EP release, Chas-
ing Kings is going on their fi rst 
tour around the country.  
      I’m not really sure how 
to encapsulate their record in 
a small review, but I’ll do my 
best.  Similarly, it is tough to 
choose my favorite songs of 
theirs, because of their diver-
sity and ability to achieve the 
same pleasing sound in every 
piece.  I particularly enjoy 
“This Town,” containing an 
upbeat sound 
and lyrics in-
volving com-
plications with 
home and the 
infl uences of 
one’s upbring-
ing (ie: the lyr-
ics “This town 
built me, this 
town killed 
me”).   Their single, “The 
Current State of our Future” 
more than often compared to 
Kings of Leon, is ultimately 
their most impressive piece, in 
my opinion, because of each 

m e m b e r ’ s 
best perfor-
mance on the 
record.  This 
song introduc-
es their abil-
ity to incor-
porate horns 
into their mu-
sic, including 
trumpets and 
trombones in 

the fi nal minutes of the song, 
leaving your mind with an in-
credible musical climax. An-
other favorite of many is “Dark 

Sunglasses;” Impressionable 
Youth reviewed this song and 
referenced it as being “play-
ful but badass,” considering 
he’s got his “dark sunglasses 
and a box of cigarettes.”  Not 
only do the lyrics express their 
playful badassness, but their 
capacity to bring a blues and 
jazzy piece on their record.  
Schwartz is on the piano with 
Beck’s harsh guitar and vocals 
to put across the fun of the 
song.  
      Chasing Kings doesn’t just 
offer rock and roll, but con-
tains two moving emotional 
pieces, “Empty Handshake” 
and “All My Life”.  Empty 
Handshake presents a creative 
and marauding bass line that 
generally guides the entire 
song through powerful yet 
peaceful sounds.  The quieter 
aspect leaves Schwartz to give 
a powerful performance and 
truly polish this piece with his 
voice.   
      Fordham, listen to Chas-
ing Kings on Hypem or pur-
chase their new EP on iTunes.  
Chasing Kings is coming to 
New York on their tour, and 
FORDHAM on October 30th, 
so keep your eyes peeled.  I 
can pretty much guarantee an 
unforgettable show.

KID CUDI
Man on the Moon: The End 
of the Day
by Will Yates

When an artist professes 
as his inspiration a topic as 
wieghty and tragic as “the 
hell we all live in, the sys-

tem called life,” 
the listener has 
mixed expecta-
tions on how 
the fi nal product 
might deliver. 
This is how I 
approached Kid 
Cudi’s latest al-
bum after hear-
ing that phrase 

in the spoken word fi rst track 
“In My Dreams.” But after 
hearing all fi fteen songs off 
the eclectic Man on the Moon: 
The End of the Day, I had no 
reason to doubt his accom-
plishment.  Cudi grew to fame 
over the last year or so with 
several hugely popular mix 
tapes and his collaborations 
with Kanye West and other 
high-profi le rappers. A highly 
conceptual piece, Man on the 
Moon is broken into four parts 
representing Cudi’s struggle 
with simultaneous, staggering 
life problems. 

In between each section, 
Cudi speaks, narrating the 
hero’s struggle in sometimes 
corny but earnest prose: “Our 
hero must confront himself, 

Greetings, earthlings. This issue 
we have quite the eclectic col-
lection of reviews for you. Indie 
heroes/weirdos The Flaming 
Lips’ fi rst album in three years, 
Embryonic, is our lead review, 
with rising West Coast stars 
Chasing Kings, Kanye accom-
plice Kid Cudi, and London’s 
very own The xx and Dizzee 
Rascal featured as well. Also, 
make sure to check out the in-
ternet for very good reviews 
of Built To Spill and Alice In 
Chains’ new offerings at http://
fupaper.wordpress.com/earwax. 
Onwards and upwards!



october 14, 2009 the paper page 23

the paper’s ill-legal download list

CHARLOTTE GAINSBOURG & BECK - “IRM”
http://www.charlottegainsbourg.com

Yes, that is exactly the Gainsbourg you’re thinking of. Brilliant 
French music god Serge Gainsbourg has a daughter, and she is 
ridiculously talented... at everything. Earlier this year she was 
busy accepting the Best Female Award at Cannes for the gratu-
itously graphic Lars Von Trier fi lm, Antichrist, and now she’s get-
ting ready to release her third pop album, MRI, in November. Not 
much has been revealed about the project other than one impor-
tant fact: Beck is producing it. The fi rst single, “IRM,” does not 
disappoint.  Visit her website and enter your e-mail address for 
the download link.

BORIS - “8”
http://www.pitchfork.com/reviews/tracks/11547-8/

Boris is one of those bands from whom you never exactly know 
what you’re going to get. From one album to the next there is 
no continuity of theme. Pink could be best described as “noise 
metal” and their very next LP, The Thing Which Solomon Over-
looked 2, was sludgy ambient drone in the vein of Sunn O))) or 
Earth. Their latest offering, “8,” comes off of the fi rst volume of 
a three part 7” series entitled Japanese Heavy Rock Hits. It starts 
off with a minute long drone workup and then explodes into an 
afterburner shredfest complete with walls upon walls of guitars 
and a ridiculous solo. Be wary of blowing out your headphones.

BURIAL - “FOSTERCARE”
http://www.last.fm/music/Burial/_/Fostercare

2008’s Untrue is possibly one of the greatest albums of all time. 
The dark moody atmosphere perfectly encapsulated in it is as 
vivid 100 plays in as it is the fi rst listen. The label responsible for 
the majority of the dubstep output (including Untrue), Hyperdub, 
put out a fi ve year anniversary album, of which this song is the 
fi rst single. Burial is in top form. “Fostercare” is incredibly good 
stuff, particularly for a label compilation.

VAMPIRE WEEKEND - “HORCHATA”
http://www.myspace.com/vampireweekend

Afropop enthusiasists (read: impressionists) Vampire Weekend 
are coming out with their new album, Contra, in January. The 
fi rst single, “Horchata” is about as bearable as they’ve ever been 
to listen to sober, and that’s only because we at the paper RE-
ALLY like horchatas. We kid, we kid. But seriously, “Horchata” 
is twee and cutesy as all hell, and maybe that’s a good thing. You 
decide for yourself. The song is available on their MySpace via 
streaming and on their website as a free download.

a new level of growth awaits 
him.” In this respect, the al-
bum almost sounds like a self-
help tape, urging listeners that 
the hero, too, went through 
some of the toughest trials the 
life can throw out. It is how-
ever, neither pretentious nor 
begging for sympathy. (I chal-
lenge anyone to hear “Simple 
As…” without feeling an in-
stant positivity about life.) 
Beyond the hugely original 
message of the songs, there is 
also much to admire in Cudi’s 
sound. Strangely, most tracks, 
until Cudi opens his mouth, 
don’t really sound much like 
rap. Cudi defi es the standard 
that a rap album must have a 
track in the epically overdone 
“booty in the club” vein with 
oppressively unoriginal beats 
which should have been put 
to sleep in the late 90’s like 
an injured horse in a Civil 
War movie but which indus-
try people still seem to think 
is the hottest new shit. Instead, 
heavy layers of synth, crunch-
ing bass, and even horn solos 
put his sound more accurate-
ly in a comfortable middle 
ground of electronica and psy-
chedelia. 

Instead of constantly dis-
playing his formidable rhym-
ing talents, Cudi chooses 
slowed down choruses in 
which the beat ceases and he 
can have space to comfortably 
sing (thankfully without auto-
tune) with a good deal of skill 
and audible passion for the 
message. With his sometimes 
fl at but always earnest croon-
ing, it is little surprise that 
Cudi is the protégée of Kanye 
West, especially after West’s 
recent turn to melody-over-
rap. 

At least three of the tracks 
are from his previous mix 
tapes, but I assume diehard 
Cudi fans will fi nd that they fi t 
in well with the narrative and 
the fl ow of the mood through-
out. Some of most original 
moments occur in the collab-
orative tracks, such as the two 
mind-bending contributions 
from Ratatat, whose synth-
rock always been begging for 
a lyrical accompaniment. Al-
though meandering and con-
ceptual, the album works. Cudi 
cements himself not only as a 
great storyteller in the clas-
sic hip-hop tradition, but also 
as a game-changer. One can 
only hope that this troubled 
MC from Cleveland fi nds the 
solace he seeks from his past; 
in the meantime he has made 
a refreshingly unique piece 
of work that will surely have 
ripples across the industry for 
sometime.

THE XX
xx
by Lenny Raney

A lot of the time with critic’s 
darlings, it’s easy to be drawn 
into a prejudiced opinion before 
even hearing the music. Those 
conformists amongst us tout the 
band as the year’s best, despite 
not having heard much else, 
while the nonconformists allow 
their dislike towards the estab-
lishment to manifest itself as an 
unreasonable hatred for music 
that is nine times out of ten in-
nocuous at its very worst. So, 
being several thousand miles 
across the pond and a largely 
ignored blogosphere away from 
this band’s massive amount of 
late spring hype, I found myself 
well behind the curve. Given 
the fact that this album was re-
leased in Europe two months 
ago, I had already heard many 
things about the band, every-
thing from “insufferable hipster 
drivel” to “the Samuel Beckett 
of indie rock.” I am happy to 
report that the critics are right; 
this is extraordinary stuff.

The xx are four kids (liter-
ally—none of them would be 
served alcohol in the United 
States) from South London who 
play desperately stripped down 
midtempo guitar driven rock. 
xx, their debut album, with its 
sparse arrangements and mini-
malist tendencies, adds to the 
dialectic started by the Trip-Hop 
and Dream Pop movements in 
the early nineties. In this way, 
they kind of are the Samuel 
Beckett of indie rock, with this 
album being their “Waiting for 
Godot.” Vocalists Romy Croft 
and Oliver Sim trade lyrics 
much like an ex-
change between 
Vladimir and 
Estragon, con-
versing about ev-
erything at once 
and nothing in 
particular. To be 
frank, there really 
is not much here. 
As with most of 
Beckett’s output, the beauty is 
in the lack thereof: a light guitar 
strum here, a synth swell there; 
the barebones nature of the in-
strumentation puts Croft and 
Sim’s voices on full display.

And what great voices they 
have. Clearly infl uenced by late 
90’s R&B, Croft and Sim sing 
in an entirely unpretentious and 
unassuming fashion, and be-
cause of this, the lyrics are all 
the more impacting. “You’ve 
applied the pressure/To have 
me crystalised,” croons Sim on 
early stand out and fi rst single 
“Crystalised.” While we’re nev-
er clued in as to exactly who is 
applying this pressure and for 
what reason, I have the sneak-
ing suspicion that it doesn’t re-
ally matter. All that matters for 
the entire three and a half min-
utes is the mood that’s being set, 
which is one of yearning, quiet 
transcendent yearning. The 
best track on the album, “Infi n-
ity,” sounds like the synergistic 
amalgamation of about a dozen 
vaguely familiar songs that you 
won’t be able to put your fi nger 

on but will fall in love with all 
over again nonetheless.
       xx is at once distant and wel-
coming, as if to invite you into 
its apartment and walk right out 
of the front door, leaving you 
alone in its mood lit bachelor 
pad, fi lled with sleek electron-
ics and modern styling, to lay 
down on its couch and revel in 
the wonderfully cultured world 
it lives in. By the end of the 
album, you’ve realized Godot 
isn’t coming, but you’re pretty 
damn glad you waited around 
for him anyway.

DIZZEE RASCAL
Tongue N’ Cheek
by Nick Murray

2003. A 17 year old British 
MC’s debut album. Synthesiz-
ers creep through our head-
phones like roaches or thugs 
in the East London project in 
which we imagine him record-
ing. These synthesizers are 
either as schizophrenic as the 
rapper or as confused as the au-
dience. “I’m just sittin’ here/I 
ain’t sayin’ much, I just think” 
he begins the record. He is, as 
the title suggests, the Boy in Da 
Corner. 

Time machine noise. 2009. 
“Naboof, Naboof, Naboof,” Ar-
mond von Helden’s beat thuds, 
encouraging us to put down our 
drinks and head to the dance-
fl oor. “Some people think I’m 
bonkers, but I just think I’m 

free/Man, I’m 
just living my 
life, there’s noth-
ing crazy ‘bout 
me,” the rapper 
now says, as von 
Helden distorts 
his fi nal syllable 
until it becomes 
unrecognizable 
from the electron-

ics behind it.  The grime is still 
there, but Dizzee Rascal has 
come to accept it as his own. 
It’s Lily Allen’s “LDN” turned 
inwards. 

Unlike, for instance, Jay-
Z, whose new album contains 
boasting so over the top and so 
incessant that it ultimately re-
veals the rapper to have (rela-
tively) little confi dence in what 
remains of his abilities, Dizzee 
stays cool. This lightness is ulti-
mately the album’s best quality 
(not to mention what Blueprint 
3 lacks). He blithely follows 
“Bonkers,” the album’s opener, 
quoted above, with songs about 
road rage, dancing, and  “freaky 
freaky.” 

Such self-assurance was on 
display last May when Dizzee 
took the stage at Webster Hall. 
He addressed a common criti-
cism of his music. “Everybody 
always saying ‘Dizzee we can’t 
understand what ya’ sayin,’” 
he told the audience in his East 
End accent, then answered, “IT 
DON’T MATTER WHAT THE 
FUCK I’M SAYIN.” Unlike, to 

continue the comparison, Jay-
Z, whose recent disregard for 
critical opinion 
comes off al-
most like a cry 
for approval, 
Dizzee seems 
really to not 
care. 
Still, the album 
has its weak-
nesses. Some-
where before 
the track list-
ing hits double 
digits, the album stops moving 
forward and begins spinning 
its tires. As you might have 
guessed, the hook of “Money, 
Money” sounds obnoxiously 
similar to more hip-hop songs 
than you can remember. “Mon-
ey, Money, Money, Girls, Girls, 
Cash, Cash,” Dizzee repeats, 
seemingly ignorant of that fact 
that the relationship between 
these variables has been proven 
by rapper after rapper. How-
ever, the song almost redeems 
itself when Dizzee narrates, 
“We do the wild thing cuz we’re 
fi nished skinny dipping/Then 

I pray in the morning that my 
willy ain’t stinging.” I can re-

spect that. 
L a c k i n g 

a banger like 
“Jus’ a Rascal,” 
or even Maths 
+ English’s 
“Pussyole,” the 
album may put 
off old-school 
Dizzee Ras-
cal fans. I cer-
tainly wouldn’t 
have minded if 

he threw a song along the lines 
of those classics somewhere 
into the track listing, but it still 
stands as an enjoyable Grime al-
bum following the more upbeat 
model of Wiley’s paradigm-
shifting “Wearing my Rolex.” 
Tongue N’ Cheek isn’t another 
Boy in Da Corner, but when 
Dizzee’s having this much fun, 
you can’t help but have fun too. 


