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MovieLiFe’s FINAL CuT

Punk band calls it quits after tour is over

By Frank Yuchymiw
Delivery Manager
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One of
Long Island’s
premier punk bands, The

Movielife, has always made

a promise to itself to give
its fans an experience that is
both heartfelt and true. On
Sept. 26 the band returned to
its roots to play Maxwell’s in
Hoboken, N.J.

As part of the $5 tour,
The Movielife teamed up
with The Honorary Title and
Fairweather to play a number
of small club dates to be
capped off with an appear-
ance at Skatefest 2003 in
Massachusetts.

The Honorary Title
opened its set with a number
of songs off of its self-titled
EP. The performance was
highlighted by “Properly
Balanced,” an ode of lead
singer Jarrod Gorbels life
about knowing what you
want, but maybe not choos-
ing the right path to get
there.

Washington D.C. vet-
eran, Fairweather followed,
using mostly fast-paced old
school punk to send the
crowd into a frenzy. The
crowd, though respecting
the struggles the band has
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been through, were anticipat-
ing The Movielife and only
started to come alive toward
the end of the set.

The Movielife was the
headlining band for the
tour and did not let down
the fans in their own back-
yard. Opening with “Face
or Kneecaps™ off their latest
CD, Forty Hour Train Back to

Penn, the crowd erupted and
sung the chorus along with
singer Vinnie Caruana. The
set intensified with several
hits from their 2001 album
and 2002 EP including
“Hand Grenade” and “This
Time Next Year.”

The band thanked all
of the bands and fans that
had supported them through

the years and felt the small
club was where their music
belonged, not “in some arena
where you can buy hot dogs
while I sing...nothing against
hot dogs.”

The Movielife proceeded
to slow things down with a
cover of the Old 97’ song,
“Question.” The set con-
cluded with a double dose of
power punk in the form of “I
Hope You Die Soon” and set
closer “Jamestown.”

Seemingly stronger
The Movielife
announced the break wup
of the band two days later.
According to a message
posted on the band’s website,

than ever,

there are “no plans to contin-
ue being a band.” This came
to a great shock to fans with
many feeling stunned and
dumbfounded. It is believed
that  the will
now embark on individual
opportunities.

Throughout everything,
The Movielife kept true to
the fans and played the music
they wanted to without
compromise by bucking to
the latest trends. There are
seldom bands that, by just
their mere presence, have the
power to move and inspire.

members

Now there is one less.

Qipup pvsuftz pg Dispo/dpn
Charlie’s Angels 2: Full Throttle
ijut uit CMD uifbufs uijt xfflfoel

‘Charlie’s Angels’

not so heavenly
By Jodi Cantor

Staff Writer

00000 With all of these

sequels and more this

‘Pretty Girls Make Graves’ and good music

By Zack Needles
Staff Writer

Review

Seattle’s Pretty Girls
Make Graves created
a healthy buzz in the indie rock scene
with 2001’s Good Health, a collection of
spunky anthems that recalled equal parts
Sleater-Kinney and Fugazi.

This year PGMG makes its Matdor
Records debut with the full-length
release The New Romance. Stuffy rock
critics would say that the band has
“grown up”, and it’s clear that the song-
writing on this record is stronger and
more confident.

Expanding its sound to include new
wave keyboard breakdowns and room
for vocalist Andrea Zollo to exercise her
impressive vocal chords, this is clearly
a band that isn't afraid to experiment.
With more attention paid to subtle
nuances than to bombastic fist-pumpers,
the quiet parts are eerier (especially the
first two minutes of “Blue Lights”) and
the loud parts are meatier and more dra-
matic. The band really takes advantage
of its tight rhythm section, with bassist
Derek Fudesco, (ex-Murder City Devil)
and drummer Nick DeWitt, providing
both punchy backbones and loose back-
drops for the appropriate songs.

Pretty Girls’ real secret weapon,
however, is Jason Clark and Nathen
Johnson’s ability to communicate with

each other via guitar. Imaginative riffs
weave in and out of each other creat-
ing intricate patterns that bring to
mind bands like At The Drive-In and
Washington, D.C.’s Q And Not U.

Lyrically, The New Romance has a
dark side. A glance at some of the song
titles (“The Teeth Collector”, “This Is
Our Emergency”, “A Certain Cemetery”)
doesn’t exactly paint a sunny picture,
and delving into the lyrics yields even
bleaker findings. Whereas the majority
of Good Health seemed a rambunctious
product of frustration and anger, The
New Romance sports vaguer sentiments,
many of which sound more like intro-
spective self-inventory and loneliness.
“Hello, I'm neurotic/Creating problems
that don’t exist/Don’t believe me when
I say it’s alright”, Zollo drones at the
beginning of “Blue Lights,” emoting
somewhat more straightforwardly than
on most of the other tracks.

On “A Certain Cemetery” she asks,
“What do you do when your angels have
all flown away?”. While the true fuel
behind some of the lyrics is less obvi-
ously apparent, much of the moodiness
on this record comes not from what is
sung, but how it is sung, as well as the
music that accompanies it. Zollo drifts
from bleary-eyed cooing to dramatic
almost-shouting while her band make
sure never to sound too upbeat, even
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Opening softly with “Something
Bigger, Something Brighter,” this album

constantly gathers steam throughout the
duration of its 12 tracks, with its high-
est high points reserved for the soaring
“The Teeth Collector” and “This Is Our
Emergency,” which sets itself up on the
border of emo country. Pretty Girls
Make Graves has triumphantly defeated
the sophomore slump, making 7he New
Romance a very strong case for 2003’s
best album, and a must-have for fans of
simultaneously challenging and catchy
rock music.

summer, it would have been hard
to catch each one. So if you didn'
happen to see Charlies Angels: Full
Throttle you can catch it this weekend
at the Bart Luedeke Center Theater.

Cameron Diaz, Lucy Lui and
Drew Barrymore all reprise their roles
as the three crime-fighting females
from the 2000 remake of the popular
television show, Charlies Angels.

This time around they have new
bad guys to hunt down and higher
stakes involving their own personal
perils. Besides those plot changes,
this film appears to be exactly like the
first. The girls often find themselves in
situations where they are forced to go
undercover in often skimpy or bizarre
disguises such as strippers, surfers,
hot-dog stand workers and crime
scene investigators.

The biggest source of humor in
the film is comedian Bernie Mac’s
portrayal of Bosley. Mac is filling
the shoes of Bill Murray, who is sup-
posed to be Mac’s character’s adopted
brother. Bosley helps the Angels out
with their day to day assignments
and helps them in ways the enigmatic
“Charlie” can't. For the Angels’ latest
case, Bosley helps them to track down
a missing ring which holds the names
and information of everyone in the
Federal Witness Protection Program.
They must also find the person who is
willing to sell the valuable information
of many innocent people including
someone close to the Angels.

Upon further investigation, the
diva detectives realize that Madison,
a former Angel of Charlie’s, has gone
to the evil side of the business and
is the one they are looking for. Demi
Moore plays Madison, the Angel out
for revenge.

Fortunately, the three current
Angels are as determined as always to
make sure that innocent people stay
unharmed and that the bad guys, or
in this case a bad girl, are stopped. But
will problems in their personal lives
prevent the Angels from performing
as well as they always do?

Charlies Angels: Full Throttle is an
entertaining, funny and action packed
sequel to the original. However, while
it does not offer cinematic excellence,
someone in the mood for a good
laugh, not in search of the best picture
of the year, will enjoy the film.




