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TALES OF THE RAT FINK

SHOUT! FACTORY (2006}

Ed “Big Daddy™ Roth wasn't just the missing link between graphic
designers, greasers, kooky kar kustomizers and horror movie butts.
He also invented the eternal T-shirt icon Rat Fink, who looks like

Mickey Mouse after a three-dav Benzedrine and mali ]it]llul'

bender. This doc’s blend of animation and archival lootage cap-
tures the spirit of Roth's work nicely, though questionable choices undermine the
hip factor (those testimonies from souped-up vintage rides are cheesier than the
entire state of Wisconsin). 5Still, for anvone interested in vroom-vroom autos and

Pop Art, this is a must-watch.

BRAZIL

CRITERION (1985)

Terry Gilliam’s masterpicce is the last word on dystopian satire,
positing a future broken-down Britannia tull of ineltectual
bureaucrats, guerilla revolutionaries that double as repairmen

and 5;_1{_}:;1.;'5 Orwellian :'i[::lh]t‘n|h'.‘&k. It’s the most solid of the

director’s post-Python work, and the one movie in which his bric-
a-brac set design and visual audacity complements the storvtelling rather than
overwhelming it. Thankfully, it’s just a paranoid fantasy: I mean, a government run
h_w nh;ui:. corporate fat cats that sanctions torture and imprisoning its citizens
i:u‘ir.'ﬁnj[rh.' for no apparent reason? Seriously, could vou imagine il that actually

hdp[wmﬂ? It'd be t{'T'r'i’r"-.'lng.!

LEONARD COHEN: I'M YOUR MAN
: LION'S GATE (2005)

i [ Poet, songwriter, ltfgenda]'}' Don Juan and jaded man of the w orld:
ladies and g_ﬁfmtvnwn. Mr, Leonard Cohen. Filmmaker Lian
Lunson's J;[_'ri|i[} Lo get the rHJ[H]'][JIJhl:'. |:|n‘:~:.-.—4.h_". cult ’r'i\gﬁ.ll'r‘ to open

up on camera is impressive cnough on its own, but it's the tribute

concert to the Canadian croaker that drops vour jaw: Check out Nick
Cave lounge-lizarding his way throush the title track, Beth Orton bringing down the
house with “Sisters of Mercy™ and trilling transoender troubadour Antony Hegarty

turning his rendition of “If [t Be Your Will” into a bona fide religious experience.

MY MORNING JACKET: OKONOKOS
ATO/RCA (2008)

We're going to assume that, like us, vou've already worn down
VOLIT COPY of the double live album from these Louisville .':.]H‘}::E:{L‘FH.
Luckily, the band has also issued this companion DVD, which

allows you to watch them perform tunes like the gorgeous *1 Will

Sing You Songs” from the comtbort ol vour own settee. [t also con-
firms that country-rock dudes are, like, seriously hairv. And dig that [_H'u]:;gm_' in
which a guy with an old-timey moustache leads an alpaca to the concert, thus con.

firming that their ungulate fanbase is now crazyv huge.

T THE DEVIL AND DANIEL JOHNSTON
Sl | soNY (2005)

r I'I_ "ZEI J-‘-'L-‘H 1 . - o . s .
o iyt = It’s hard to tell at first whether this documentary on manic-

¥ i -tl'!-__ ;|+|U-'_.:' 4
7 depressive songwriter Daniel Johnston is meant to uncover the

talent beneath a neurological tangle or present a career car wreck

in progress. But in using Johnston's own cassette diaries and back

catalogue to detail his professional rises and falls, director Jeft

108 . FILTER

I—rurrnrig fashions a mm'iny__ lock at someone who isn’t an outsider artist, but a
hidden treasure. More 'n'n['n:3:1'1.1n'[|~f1 the film doesn’t ‘.'-l-iil'l']]_‘.l on his pop min'l—t'-]‘.li-:‘.-a

about ghosts, Satan and heartbreak, all of which prove that the delusional naif is

truly a genius.

WONDER SHOWZEN, SEASON 2
PARAMOUNT HOME VIDEQ (2006)

The sccond season of MTV's levr_'kL*{j—Ll[.‘r fake kid's show isn't

WONDE
SHOWZEN

quite as brilliant or shocking as those first cight episodes from
Year One, but don't think that creators John Lee and Vernon
['!1&{!“1;”1 aren’t able to milk their Molotoy -;1rni—g]'a]mm—L']'aclw:r
mixture for some subversive effects. Seriously, you can’t discount
what kind of havoc can be wrought by a child (dressed as a dead pope) quizzing
bystanders about religion, or by having a friendly puppet annoy homeless people
to the point of actual physical violence. And those cartoon parodies...man; it's

still just, like, 19 kinds of wrong!

BLACKALICIOUS: 4/20 LIVE IN SEATTLE

MVD (20086)

The dvnamic duo from NorCal's Solesides crew bring their linguis-
tics lessons to the ity ol Starbucks, and unless vou think yvou can
rock a rhyme about the periodic table of elements (!!1), we suggest
vou start taking copious notes. Gift of Gab's wordplay is dense and
dizzying enough to tie your cerebral cortex into knots, w hile Chief
¥eel backs him up with the nimblest of beats. Fn]«'[lp past the MEemory lane bits and
hip-hop philosophizing, and just go straight to “Alphabet Aerobics,” an exercise in

alliteration that tells vou r:w::'rlltiug_ vou necd to know,

JEFF TWEEDY: SUNKEN TREASURE

NONESUCH (2006)

Wilco's switch from ?‘iu—]_jt‘[ll':fﬁ'-_-‘iun country to cascades of cotton-
candy noise was a big leap forward lor the band, but all that sonic
bluster can sometimes obscure Jefl Tweedy's songwriting chops. As
this DVD of the singer’s solo tour through the West Coast demon-
strates, however, wa*f;':_i:-. s work can withstand the scrutiny ol a
simple acoustic setting. Compare the Brian Wilson-esque version of “A Shot in the
Arm"” that’s on Summertecth to his version here: SLFip down the SONES, and his gl It for
melody stands out. And fans of self-deprecating stage banter, vou've got voursell a

new patron saint.

NOT A PHOTOGRAPH: THE MISSION OF BURMA
STORY
MVD (2006)

From Boston's great pmt—]mnk hupr.—' to famous premature

fllame-outs, Mission of Burma was one of those bands who

peaked big (“That's When T Reach for My Revolver™ is the

unsung anthem of the '80s) yet never fulfilled its full potential.

In a perfect world, this chronicle of the group’s return to touring and recording
in 2002 would make evervhody bow down in unison. Rt'gﬂﬁ_“f*h. it's a i:l‘l'|ﬂ'i
primer for those who simply know them as the guvs who wrote that Moby song

and proof that their angular puitar-roc k has aged to pertection,



