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POETS & PORNSTARS
“Poets & Pornstars” 
(Adrenaline Music Group)

T h r o w b a c k  
revisionists don't 
get much better 
than Poets  & 
Pornstars. The 
question is, can a 
b a n d  w i t h  
whisky-soaked 
s o l o s ,  b e e r -
swigging and fist-
p u m p i n g  
choruses, an attitude that refuses to let 
rock and roll fade away, and a sound that 
couples blues-seeped schooling with the 
infectious hard rock that ruled the late-
'80s - and a look to match - survive in a 
new millennium that seems hell-bent on 
stripping all the personality it can from 
music?

While that remains to be seen, Poets & 
Pornstars' self-titled debut does 
everything it can to return a sexy swagger 
and boisterous revelry to the world of 
mainstream rock. Cynics will cry 
derivative, but the same thing was said 
about the Black Crowes, whose debut 
delivered more hits than any album that 
would follow, and hardly hinted at the 
soul that the band would expose with 
their pending releases. The soul is 

already seeping through “Poets,” Lynyrd 
Skynyrd swamp-funk crashing headlong 
with the AC/DC-inspired sonics of lead 
track “Rock and Roll,” “Get Your Kicks” 
grinding with a salty groove deep enough 
to drown in, and “Spy Vs. Spy” slinging an 
energy so riveting, the Sunset Strip's 
latest rock darlings can be forgiven for 
the cowbell that kicks off the heady 
“Strange.”  

A few tracks do perch precariously on the 
side of derivative, particularly “My 
Devil's Song (SexWineWomenSong 
SugerMagicMoney),” which might be 
better suited for the “I love the cocaine” 
and “crazy bitch” tendencies of 
Buckcherry, and the swaying chorus, 
flickering lighters and anthemic 
intentions of closing ballad “Earthman.” 
That said, don't miss the organ-driven, 
hidden track hell-ride that ends the 
album.  -Paul Gargano

BLACK FRANCIS 
“Bluefinger”
(Cooking Vinyl)

Painter, musician and media renegade 
Herman Brood inspired the Pixies' 
Frank Black to resurrect his Black 
Francis alter-ego and whip out 11 
incredibly crackling tracks. A human 
laboratory and social gadfly, Brood's 
real-life opera offered Black an 

unprecedented opportunity to weld rock, 
country, surf and punk into a tornado that 
trades perspectives, inhabits characters, 
and tells the sordid story of “Bluefinger.” 
Fresh,  obl ique,  i rreverent  and 
accessible, Black's blatant rhythmic 
chops parallel Brood's bold, chiseled 
colors as Black's bark bolts and crows, 
punching out stuttering scats, compact 
couplets and hi-speed haikus in 
cautionary tales of alley ways and secret 
codes inspired by Brood's overlapping 
fetishes of art, sex, drugs and music. The 
grit and glitter grinds, pops and 
paralyzes in Black's unmitigated 
exuberance and unparalleled talents.
-John Noyd

DEEP PURPLE 
“Live At Montreux 2006”
(Eagle Rock Entertainment)
DVD

It has been said 
that the current 
lineup of Deep 
Purple - one that 
n o  l o n g e r  
includes guitar 
g u r u  R i t c h i e  
Blackmore or 
organ god John 
Lord - would be 
more accurately 
referred to as 
The Deep Purple 
Revue.  While 
this may be true, 
the current lineup is still an impressive 
unit with Steve Morse (Dixie Dregs) on 
guitar and Don Airey (Black Sabbath, 
Ozzy Osbourne) on organ. The rest of the 
members (Roger Glover, Ian Paice, Ian 
Gillan) date back to the heyday of the 
band. 

In this live concert at Montreux, the 
group delivers one of the current lineup's 
finest performances, moving between 
songs from their latest CD, “Rapture Of 
The Deep,” and many of their powerful, 
classic tracks. Of their more well-known 
songs, the jammy “Lazy,” funky “Hush,” 
bl is tering  “Highway Star ,”  and 
crunching “Smoke On The Water” stand 
out.

A bonus DVD is included which features 
a shorter set filmed the same year at the 
London Hard Rock Cafe, and it is the 
hidden gem! On a club-sized stage, the 
group gallops out of the gates with a 
stunning version of “Fireball” and never 
lets up. Experiencing the band in such 
tight confines is more intimate, and it 
shows in the band's hot performance. 
Throughout both discs, sound and audio 
are excellent. The Deep Purple Revue? 
Perhaps, but they still kick ass. 
-Jeff Muendel

KMFDM
“Tohuvabohu”
(Metropolis)

I n  t h e  O l d  
T e s t a m e n t ,  
“ T o h u v a b o h u ”  
refers to the state 
of chaos in the 
universe prior to 
creation. Growing 
u p ,  S a s c h a  
K o n i e t z k o ' s  
mother used the 
word to describe the “state of chaos” that 
was his bedroom. In using the same word 
as the title of KMFDM's latest canon, one 
can't  help but think that band 
mastermind Konietzko is making some 
subtle commentary regarding the world 
today.

As KMFDM approach the quarter-
century mark, the sole constant has been 
Konietzko, who despite his prolific 
resume, has released more band 
members than he has albums. On 
“Tohuvabohu” - the fifteenth studio 
effort from the band whose name is the 
abbreviation of Kein Mitleid Fur Die 
Mehrheit, German for No Pity for the 
Majority - there's little variance from the 
hyper-active pacing and razor-sharp 
riffing that has marked the band's 
catalog. But why bother changing? Sure, 
the tweaked disco underbelly of 
“Looking for Strange” is reminiscent of 
1995's breakthrough single “Juke Joint 
Jezebel” and the title track whips and 
spins like a techno livewire that KMFDM 
has frayed many times before, but there's 
little room to nitpick when the heavy 
metal meltdown, kick-drum frenzy of 
“Saft Und Kraft” takes over, and the 
infectious dance rhythm of “Not in my 
Name” spins the album into a cathartic 
blitz, vocalist Lucia Cifarelli splashing 
the proceedings with a sexy color and 
mind-bending demeanor.

While it's not likely that “Tohuvabohu” 
wi l l  garner  KMFDM any  more  
recognition than the many just-as-
deserving albums that came before it, it 
does warrant extra attention given the 
recent spotlight cast on aggro-dance, 
industrial-flavored acts including 
Infected Mushroom and VNV Nation. 
KMFDM have been doing it longer than 
many of these bands have been alive, and 
“Tohuvabohu” offers a convincing 
argument that they may still do it better. 
-Paul Gargano
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