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improvisation/composition divide. 
Meanwhile, in universities and post­
modern pagodas such as the Kitchen, 
musicians had already assumed these 
approaches as a lingua franca. This 
sixth installment of the series fea­
tures some of the better syncretists to 
take that musical vocabulary into the 
21st century. Edgy composer Lois V 
Vierk will premiere "In Memory" and 
is sure to exercise the group at 
Olympic capacity. Anthony Coleman's 
"Lapidation" is bound to be reference­
rich, with good humor mellowing the 
acidity of his cultural critiques (check 
the avant-klezmer of his Selfhaters 
Orchestra on Tzadik). Daniel Bernard 
Roumain is a virtuoso violinist who 
has used hip-hop to lure his students 
into concert music; his "Voodoo for Vi­
olin and Chamber Orchestra" could 
pull from Hendrix and Bartok without 
missing one phat pizzicato beat. 

Supported by musicians of the 
Kitchen House Blend'scaliber, the com­
posers will want to highlight individ­
ual players' sounds, and if the writing 
does call for full-ensemble swells, it'll 
feel like a catharsis. Whatever the 
evening turns up, this house band has 
the experience and expedience to jolt 
us with the stops and starts of pure ex­
perimentation.-MichelJe Mercer 
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Kitchen House Blend: Anthony
Coleman, Daniel Bernanl 
Roumain and Lois V Vierk 
The Kitchen; Thu 2-5at 4 

Agood house band makes for a 
happy house. Vonda Shepard's 
bar group in Ally McBeal tends to­

ward ingratiating ballads or strident 
soul classics; this musical equivalent 
of a power suit is a good enough fit for 
the Ally McBeal crew. In the late-night 
comedy ring, Paul Schaffer gives 
David Letterman the circus calls he 
needs----{)r deserves. But a house band 
stimulating enough for enterprising 
contemporary composers has to be es­
pecially full-bodied. 

Some find that strength and 
breadth in the Kitchen House Blend, a 
ten-piece experimental chamber or­
chestra that draws its players from 
jazz (reedist Sam Furnace, trumpeter 
Ravi Best), contemporary classical 
(percussionist Jim Pugliese, pianist 
Kathleen Supove) and rock (drummer 
Tony Lewis). Curator John King then 
commissions three composers from 
equally far-flung backgrounds to 
write for the ensemble, which per­
forms the pieces over three nights. 

Throughout the '90s, music critics 
discussed the implications of genre 
combinations and new takes on the 
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Sigh + Thrones + Khanate 
Northslx; Thu 2 

Three decades after its incep­
tion, heavy meta] has become 
as vague and insufficient a tag 

as "worldmusic" or "dancemusic." 
Performances in NYC over the past 
few days have offered potent testi­
mony to the realm's teeming diver­
sity, from Gwar's gleeful Guignol 
to Motbrhead's biker machismo, 
from Morbid Angel's guitar super­
heroics to Down's opiated angst. 
Now, the extraordinary Japanese 
trioSighwill stretch thegenre to its 
breakingpoint in its first-ever local 
appearance. 

Founded by bassist-keyboardist 
Mirai Kawashima and drummer 
SatoshiFujinamiin 1989,Sighbegan life 
as a straightforward black-metal trio, 
complementing its cowls and corpse­
paint with a dash of samurai iconogra­
phy for local flavor. Joined by guitarist 
Shinichi Ishikawa in 1993, the bandwas 
groomed for excess by the late Mayhem 
guitarist Euronymous, the central fig­
ure in the Norwegian black-metal scene, 
who issued the band's debutalbum prior 
to his untimely death thatsame year. 

From the beginning, however, 
Kawashima's classical training, alle­
giance to the '80s melodic thrash of 
Celtic Frost and Venom, and taste for 
mind-altering substances led him to 
deviate from black-metal orthodoxy. 
On 1997's Hail Horror Hail and 1999's 
Scenario IV.' Dead Dreams (both on Ca­
cophonous), Kawashima incorporated 
psychedelic flourishes, synthesized or­
chestrations and ghostly female choirs 
into his increasingly baroque construc-

Album reviews 
wicked and exposing their skeletons 
with a few sentences in a Raymond 
Carver-like flash. 

But whichever side of the fence 
you're on regarding Bazan's emo­
Christian deal, eventually everyone 
has to face the fact that this music is 
openly judgmental of people and 
their morals; the songs' characters 
deserve to get screwed to the wall. 
These people-archetypes, really­
are the scum of the earth, philander­
ers, fakes and phonies one and all. 

Viewed in that light, Control is the 
first album I know of that directly 
addresses why the rest of the world 
hates Americans. Within our puri­

tanical roots, Bazan sees a naturally 
occurring cancer that pits theeconomi­
cally and sociologically strongagainst 
the weak-and guess who wins every 
time? When he says, "If it's not making 
dollars, it's not making sense" in "Pene­
tration," you want to hate the cliche, 
but as he rattles off lines about ciga­
rette ads and sports cars, it becomes 
clear he's working in rock's us-against­
them tradition. And so the album be­
comes nota sadcoreexpose of the evils 
of mankind, but something very 
punk-a refutation, a taunt. That last­
ditch sarcasm will cause you to either 
love Control or hate yourself. Bazan, 
being the demanding songwriter that 
he is, would probably prefer both. 
-Joey Sweeney 
Pedro the Uon plays Bowery 
Ballroom Sun 5. 
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Pedro the Uon 
Control 
(Jade Tree) 

David Bazan issues statements that 
essentially say, "people are awful, 
but you must persevere." Released 

under the name Pedro the Lion, the 
Seattle-basedsongwriter's slow-burning 
records have found their way into the 
hearts andminds of emokidsandheart­
broken postcollegiates alike. Carried by 
Bazan's brusque-but-defeated voiceand 
long, lopingguitar lines, someargue that 
Pedro reached its apotheoois with 2000's 
Winners Never Quit, a deft examination 
of everything wrong about everything 
wedo. Adevout Christian, Bazantook to 
examining failings like a fish to water, 
but tohis credit, he's mostly leftJesusout 
of his musical proceedings. Instead, he's 
taken toactingasa fly onthewalls of the 

tions, and dabbled in both serialism 
and free jazz. 

Remarkably, the sometimes hide­
bound metal audience has followed Sigh 
down those oblique byways. Last year's 
Imaginary Sonirscape (Century Media), 
an ambitious release that veers from 
heroicglam-slarn tococktail-lounge fu­
sion, rubbery reggae and Mr. Roboto 
vocoder vocals----{)ften within a single 
tune-was hailed by metal cognoscenti 
as oneof thebest releases of 2001. 

Nearly as subversiveare the two acts 
traveling with Sigh, tortured doomcore 
quartet Khanate-featuringSunn O)))'s 
Stephen O'Malley and former O.L.D. 
members James Plotkin and Alan 
Dubin-and Thrones, a.k.a. former 
Earthand Melvins bassistJoe Preston in 
his one-man-Thunder God guise. Don't 
expect to see too many hands held up in 
devil-horn salutes-they'll be too busy 
scratching heads.-Steve Smith 


