High Bias
Listening with extreme prejudice
The Dwarves - Fuck You Up and Get Live
Directed by various
(Groto/Universal Warning/Greedy/MVD)
Hmm…the cover depicts a crucified dwarf lording it over a trio of dirty, naked women. Yep, this must have come the Dwarves' camp. Despite this band's relative infamy (largely stemming from its twin habits of ten minute sets and graphics featuring, well, dwarves and unclad chicks), I've somehow managed to go through a life in rock without stepping in any Dwarves scat. Until now, that is.

And to be honest, I'm not so sure The Dwarves: Fuck You Up and Get Live is the best introduction. Besides being of a reputable length (19 songs in 40 minutes), the 2004 show captured here showcases a respectable, if not spectacular, punk rock band that crossbreeds melodic popcore and Detroit street metal in a way that, alas, doesn't really take advantage of either strain. Several tunes will definitely get the blood pumping—dig "Salt Lake City," "I Will Deny" and "We Must Have Blood" for some healthy jackbooted kicks—but there's nothing here nearly as outrageous as I've been led to believe. Hell, even flamboyant guitarist HeWhoCanNotBeNamed (clad, as always, in a thong and a wrestling mask—thank Jesus the former stays on) merely jumps around a lot, with the instrumental load being carried by the other six-stringer. Imposing frontguy Blag Dahlia never lets the energy flag, but his voice is kind of thin for music this wannabe aggressive. This is hardly a bad punk rock show, but it's not the orgy of claret, viscera and sexual misconduct I was expecting, either visually or musically.

Most of that is saved for the "Sextras," a half-dozen videos that will never be played on MTV. (Even if MTV still played videos.) Though there's little blood, there's a whole lotta unabashed nudity, from the clever artiness of "Over You" (the music of which uses hip-hop production techniques in non-cliched ways) to the home-video tomfoolery of the tributary "HeWhoCanNotBeNamed." The live footage interspersed in these clips gives evidence of a much more psychotically inclined band than the one in the 2004 concert—not that I have any need for so many glimpses of Little HeWho, but at least there's a genuine sense of anarchy in the older stuff. Maybe if The Dwarves: Fuck You Up and Get Live sells well, the powers that should be will dig up an earlier, much more fucked-up show that will really titillate the masses. Michael Toland
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