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When trouble finds you, just keep on truckin’

Bucket Truck are a
band that believe in the
maxim “ask and ye shall

receive”

by Alex Pope

For every five independent bands
struggling to make a name for
themselves in a challenging in-
dustry, perhaps only one will actu-
ally make it. Newfoundland punk
rock veterans Bucket Truck count
themselves lucky to be among the
select few bands to be enjoying
a successful career defined com-
pletely on their own terms.

“As an independent artist, you
don’t need a major label, you
don’t need an indie label to put
money into you if you really have
the heart and the desire to do it
yourself,” says lead singer and
voice of experience Matt Wells.
Bucket Truck have been playing
together for ten years, and have in
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numbers as elements of the night.

“The actors, dancers, and musi-
cians — some three dozen in total

— are all professionals in their own
way,” says Titus. “Their individual
and collective skills and dedica-
tion to this has been truly remark-
able. Each piece was conceived of,
developed and mastered by the
people themselves, with the gen-
eral themes of sensuality, mystery
and artistic indulgences always in
mind. Their spirit, enthusiasm and
magical prowess bleeds through
every aspect of the final product.”

In trying to find a creative and
indulgent theatre piece, the focus
on the authenticity of the night
was an enriching and troublesome
responsibility. The show is taking
on the task of making a story of
odd and unusual proportions real-
istic and, at the same time, believ-
ably unbelievable.

First and foremost when ap-
proaching this show, one has to
realize that the cabaret was a place
of escape and indulgence, away
from the black and white world
of the industrial and corporate as-
pects of societies that had for years
been driving the creative and ec-
centric underground into an envi-
ronment of fun and excitement.

“As with today, the cabaret was
a release, an opportunity to let
yourself go,” says Titus. “In addi-
tion, though, it was also a venue
for political satire and criticism in
a relatively safe environment. In a
culture restrained by the forces of
fascism, it was a chance for revo-
lutionary, rebellious voices to be
heard.”

As a director, Titus has had
much of his own creative input
tossed and turned with the intro-
duction of cast ideas and the pro-
cess of formulating a show that
would both amaze and keep in-
terest, while filling the necessary
holes that could make a show look
choppy and distorted. Finding
sanctity in what’s been created,
he seemingly understands the role
of the director as making sure his
and the performer’s expectations
constitute what goes on stage.

“Artistic endeavors always trans-
form as they come to life,” he says.
“One layer of a painting is covered
by another, music is rewritten on
the stage, improvisation evolves
naturally through performance
and, with so many hands in the
pot, it is only right and good that
it should grow and take on a life
of its own. At its foundation, this
event is the same as it was when
it started: an evening of perfor-

mance. In its specifics, it has
changed in all the right ways. It is
now no longer an idea, but a real,
tangible, living thing.”

For my part, having to state
what exactly you'll get out of go-
ing to Le Cabaret Rouge is like de-
scribing all the chemical elements.
Most of us can sound off a few of
these, but to capture them all in
one explanation is nearly impos-
sible.

“It's something unlike anything
you've ever seen or experienced
in this city,” continues Titus. “An
evening of mystery, laughs, magic,
music, and masquerade... a literal
slight of hand, flick of the wrist,
twist of the tongue.”

: For an explosive night of great

food, drink, performance of all

kinds and all of the above, be sure
to check out Le Cabaret Rouge this

Friday, November 18 in the swin-

gin’ Memorial Hall auditorium at

9:00 p.m.

Titus’s advice for attire? Just drop
by “with anticipation, dressed in
your best jazz stylings, eyes wide
and ready to be left breathless by
midnight.”

that time nationally released only
two albums — 2001’s Waiting To
Talk and this year’s seminal work
Favour The Bull — but what they
lack in recorded material, they
more than make up for with the
significance and professionalism
of their existing body of work.

Six years ago, the band - having
garnered themselves something of
a cult following and coveted spots
on the Summersault and Warped
Tours — made a move to Halifax.
“In that time, we started work-
ing on our music and our writing
and working towards making this
album that we just put out,” ex-
plains Wells.

Then, in October 2002, after
two years of “working hard at get-
ting our music out to the rest of
Canada and the rest of the world,”
the band “decided we wanted to
try to work with a producer who
represented what we loved about
music.” According to Wells, they
put together a package containing
their first album, a letter of intro-
duction, and a collection of press
clippings, and sent it to every hard
rock producer they could think
of. Among them were legend-
ary Swedish producers Pelle Hen-
ricsson and Eskil Lovstrom, the
geniuses behind the album The
Shape of Punk to Come by Swedish
band The Refused.

As a testament to the wide ap-
peal of Henricsson and Lovstrom’s
work, “We, collectively as a band,
listen to completely different mu-
sic, and this was one album that
we all individually owned,” ex-
plains Wells. “We thought to our-
selves, ‘why can’t we record with
this guy?’”

The band got replies from just
about everybody they contacted,
but at the end of the day, says
Wells, “[Henricsson and Lovstrom]
were the guys we wanted to work
with.”

In January 2003, Bucket Truck
received an email from Henrics-
son informing them that he’d be
in their “neck of the woods” and

inviting them to meet with him in
Los Angeles (“obviously he’'d nev-
er been to Canada,” Wells laughs).
Despite the short notice and cost
of airfare, the band went to L.A.,
where Henricsson was in the pro-
cess of recording an album with
Poison The Well.

“He told us that he saw poten-
tial in our music, but he thought
that our record was horrible and
that he never would have released
it the way it was,” Wells recalls.
“He said, ‘1 want to hear new
songs, and if I like the way you've
progressed, then we’ll do this.””

In June of that year, Henricsson
agreed to record the band’s album
in August and September, which
gave Bucket Truck a little over
two months to prepare their ma-
terial for production and raise the
funds necessary to pay Henricsson
and Lovstrom. Although time was
short, “we said yes, absolutely,”
says Wells. “We couldn’t turn it
down.”

Favour The Bull was recorded in
Newfoundland and Sweden, and
though at the end of the day, the
band could have bought “a nice,
bungalow-style house with two
bedrooms and one and a half
bathrooms” for roughly the same
amount it cost them to attach
Henricsson and Lovstrom to the
album, Wells in particular is grate-
ful for the learning opportunities
the experience afforded them in
return.

“I think that, especially in At-
lantic Canada people think,
‘why would this big-time record
producer want to hear from me?’
or ‘why would this big-time musi-
cian want to play on my album?’
What we don't realize is that just
because they're from L.A. or New
York or England doesn’t mean
that they’re not just regular people
who love music,” says Wells. “As
an independent artist, you don't
need a major label, you don’t need
an indie label to put money into
you if you really have the heart
and the desire to do it yourself.

You never know what you get un-
til you ask.”

What's next for Bucket Truck?
“We're just six guys with jobs who

love making music and wanted to
do something that we thought for
ourselves would be an extraordi-

can only assume that their next
great adventure is already in the
works. For info, check out www.
buckettruckmusic.com.

nary adventure,” says Wells. One

Peter Diamond/www.blackboxpro.com

Squash thy enemies! Above is a promotional illustration done for Bucket Truck by Peter Diamond.

by Josh O’Kane

Last weekend, a couple of friends
showed up at my place and forced
me to go to a movie. Several min-
utes later, I found myself in line
at the theatres, paying for a tick-
et to Derailed with a handful of
twoonies I got from putting a $20
bill in a vending machine.

In Derailed, Clive Owen plays
American businessman Charles
Schine, whose life is a bit trouble-
some: his wife ignores him, he’s
just lost a major client at his mar-
keting firm, and to top it all off, he
must constantly worry about his
daughter, who has Type 1 Diabe-
tes, a disease for which the medi-
cal costs are phenomenal.

One day on the commuter train
to work, Schine runs into the
beautiful Lucinda Harris, played
by Jennifer Aniston. To cut to the
chase, the two basically click and
it becomes obvious that the two
married individuals are going to
have an affair.

They do, but not without a
twist: a man catches them just as
they begin to do the deed, and the
blackmailing begins. Soon Schine
is forced to pay off the man to pre-
vent him from harming his fam-
ily, and Harris refuses to let him
call the cops so that word of her
infidelity won’t spread.

What follows is a series of twists
and turns that the writers expect
you to not see coming; however,
within 20 minutes of the film, I
managed to guess exactly what
was going to happen. The film
is suspenseful and twisted, but it
isn’t all that hard to see through.
It may have just been a good guess
- you'll have to see for yourself.

Derailed stays
on the tracks

The acting was shiftier than the
plotline, though. Clive Owen'’s
English accent shines through
in almost every second sentence,
breaking his American middle-up-
per-class exterior. Jennifer Anis-
ton still has that sitcom air to her
acting, and doesn’t look right in
a serious film, let alone in a love
scene.

Vincent Cassel plays a pretty
decent bad guy, pulling off ev-
erything from a pistol-whipping
thug to a charming French busi-
nessman by the time the movie is
half-done. He certainly makes up
for his accomplice Dexter, played
by the one and only “X to the Z,”
Xzibit, who plays just as big a thug
on the screen as he is in real life
(hint: not much of one at all).

Another rapper, The RZA, plays a
mail boy in plaid shirts and khakis
at Schine’s office. He loves hockey
but gambles on baseball for cash
using stats from Owens’ character.
That’s right, The RZA. They try to
even this out by giving his char-
acter a past involving drug deals,
prison, and... a 4.0 GPA?

I don’t mean to draw any racial
lines, but come on, look at what
he stands for. The RZA. Wu-Tang
Clan. Plaid and khakis? Dear RZA:
Wzah?

When you add it up, though,

the film is interesting enough to
allow at least one watch. I may
have been the only one to see
things coming, but I still found
it interesting to see. I was even
legitimately kept on my toes...
whenever Aniston wasn’t on the
screen.
***1/2 — maybe more if I wasn’t
able to see through the plot, Clive
Owen’s accent, and Jennifer Anis-
ton.

The things kids listen to nowadays

What purpose does music serve when you can’t discern an actual melody

through the noise! One frustrated listener speaks out

NEW WESTMINISTER, B.C. (CUP)
-- There are certain things in life
that I don’t understand. Cubist art,
reality television, women - none
of these things make any sense to
me. But the one thing that both-
ers me the most is, quite simply,
noise rock. I just don't get it.

Now, before you grab your
pitchforks and call for my head, I
should clarify. I never thought of
early Sonic Youth as noise rock,
for example.

I mean, when was the last time
you heard someone say, “Oh
my god, man I love Shellac!” or
“Dude, the new Butthole Surf-
ers is so amazing”? Alright, to be
fair, a lot of people probably did.
But that’s not what I want to talk
about.

I'm talking about new noise
rock. Deerhoof, Xiu Xiu, all of it. It
makes no goddamn sense to me.

People describe noise rock as
big and cacophonous, abrasive, an
onslaught of noise meant to shat-
ter the eardrums.

The genre is highlighted by
distorted, amateurishly-played
guitars and heavy, crashing per-
cussion, often lacking a cohesive
rhythm or melody, or a melody
altogether.

Reading that description back,
it sounds like I'm describing math
rock. Well, fuck math rock too,
but we’ll get to that another time.
Right now, I'm pissed about how
good people think the new Deer-
hoof is, or the new Xiu Xiu, or the
new whatever. Again, I just don’t
get it.

When I threw in Deerhoof ’s
new LP Apple O’ this week, I was
excited. I had never really listened
to Deerhoof before, aside from a
few tracks that some friends had
played for me, and the new album
was getting hugely positive press
from all points. Clearly, it had to
be good.

My excitement, however, quick-
ly melted into aggravated irrita-
tion.

Not surprising for a guy whose
idea of a good time is a bottle of
wine, a pan-fried trout, and some
old Decemberists while reading
Harry Potter. What the fuck was
this shit?

Why do I hate noise rock so
much? It’s usually discordant and

by Kevin Lalonde,

unpleasantly unmelodic. It's an-
noying. You can'’t sing along to the
words (if there are any), and even
if you can understand the lyrics,
they rarely make any sense. It's
so dissonant and harsh, and you
can’t even get high to it because
it just agitates you and freaks you
out.

Case in point: the song “Saturn”
by celebrated noise rock ‘innova-
tors’ Xiu Xiu.

Theoretically, you should be
able to light a joint and listen to
damn near anything. But that? I
don’t fucking think so. Again, I
just don’t understand it.

That said, not all noise rock is
so unlistenable for me that I can’t
stomach it.

However, it is kind of sad that
the only half-melodic tracks on La
Foret sound unmistakably like De-
peche Mode. What does that say
about the genre?

Indeed, the term “noise rock”
has been thrown around like an
old pair of socks so much recently
that it’s hard to make distinctions
as to who is actually playing noise
rock and who isn’t. No, I won't try
to give any clarity in that regard;
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The Other Press (Douglas College)

remember, I don’t understand it.
However, it frightens me when I
hear people labeling bands like
Wolf Parade as noise rock. Sure,
for the first

12 seconds of “You Are a Run-
ner,” you might think the song a
bit grating. But then, seemingly
out of nowhere, you hear...what'’s
that, a melody? Is that so fucking
hard to play?

It's cohesive, it's pleasant, and
it’s goddamn catchy is what it is!
And it causes me to say to my-
self, “yeah, I really want to put
that on,” and not have to suffer
through it in any way.

So the real question is, why
the hell do people who like noise
rock like noise rock? Is it because
they’re angry? Were they not
hugged enough when they were
little? Have they been drinking
too much?

Frankly — and I know some-
one is gonna hit me for saying it
— I think it’s because they have a
metal plate in their head or some-
thing.

Either that or they’re deaf.

Otherwise, I simply can’t ex-
plain it.
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