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“ WEEN
At The Cat’s Cradle, 1852
CHOECCDOC
Portrait of the Boognish
as g young spaz

“We must've been really good last
time we were here,” Dean Ween
cracks as he and brother Gener
take the stage. "Half as many
people here” Perhaps audiences
just didn't know what to make of
Aaron Freeman, Mickey Melchiondo
Jr., their funny voices, stage
names, and drum-playing DAT ma-
chine, Over 75 minutes, the duo
pops between contemporaneous
undergrounds: thrashing grunge
("Tick™), jam-bandy teases of Hen-
drix ("You Fucked Up"), lo-fi sludge
("Demon Sweat”) and The Jerky
Boys. Predominant, though, are
Gene/Freeman’s winning melodies:;
glam falsettos ("Captain Fantasy”),
good-natured surrealism ("Marble
Tulip Juicy Tree”) and naked hurt
("Birthday Boy"). Deaner/Melchion-
do shreds, too. Nearly a decade
old by the time of this recording,
this diverse foundation of influ-
ences and styles helped Ween
become one of the mast consis-
tently underrated cult acts of the
‘50s, Mo need for multiple camera
angles on the 45-minute home-
video bonus DVD (different tours,
similar material—it's just Ween

at work, tweakishly over-gestic-

ulating. Audiences got it @
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DEATH CAB FOR CUTIE
Something About Airplones
(Limited-Edition Deluxe 2-disc)

Indie-rock success story’s
remarkable—and remarkably
noisy—first chapter

A decade has offically passed
since Bellingham, Wash.s Death
Cab for Cutie released its first
official full-band LP on Barsuk,
and the timing feels right for

g retrospective. Despite the

impressive commercial strides the
band has made in recent years,
odds are that plenty of recent
converts haven't yet discovered
these early gems, especially the
echoing guitar-and-bass groove
of album standout “Your Bruise.”
Even in those early days, singer
Ben Gibbard displayed a brilliant
intuitive sense of cadence and
melody that set him apart from
the rest of the bespectacled
indie-rock pack. There was an
emotional drama boiling over the
edge of each indelible hook and
elongated vowel,

Calling this reissued edition
of the band's abstinately lo-fi
masterpiece Something About
Airplanes "deluxe,” however, might
strike the faithful as some-
what tongue-in-cheek. After all,
the album sounds like it was
recorded to worn-out cassette
on a thrift-store boombox inside
a massive, gutted, tin-walled,
concrete-floored warehouse (and
all this time | thought it was
just the pitiful-quality MP3s |
downloaded off Napster circa
2000 when | first caught wind of
these guys). But even the record's
lo-fi edge can't fully distract
from the incredible songwrit-
ing and melodic sense captured
on Airplanes.

The album possesses the cata-
Iytic urgency of Death Cab's early
live shows. In case you didn't hap-
pen to reside in the Emerald City
in the late '90s, Barsuk has gra-
ciously bundled the reissue with a
bonus CD containing a live sound-
board recording of the band's first
Seattle gig at legendary venue
the Crocodile Cafe. While the
music is tight and inspired, it's
endearing to hear Gibbard tune his
own Telecaster after songs and
Chris Walla marvel aloud at how
many people showead up 1o the
gig. It's not difficult to hear the
spark Death Cab had early on, and
all too obvious why they caught
fire just a few years later. ££73)
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