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If you took every clown at a
Ringling Brothers Circus, gave
them a couple hits of acid every hour while sitting them in front of a tel-
evision airing nothing but war, sex, drugs and religion for a straight
month, you might just get a proper glimpse of the world Marilyn
Manson creates on each of his albums.

Viewed as a hell spawn by many (the Church of Satan founder
even gave him the title “Reverend”), this shock-rocker carved out a
name for himself with 1996’s industrial-glam Antichrist Superstar kick-
ing off a style in music that dreary Goth kids could rock out to while
keeping a communal connection alive with popular dark visions of
death, sex and living life on the edge.

A strong proponent of free speech and a target for most middle-
aged soccer moms (not to mention their Senators), Manson ran into
political trouble in 1999 after many opponents blamed him for the
shootings at Columbine High School and unexpectedly canceled the
rest of an already unstable tour in support of Mechanical Animals.

Late in 2000 he released the somewhat autobiographical Holy
Wood featuring Manson on the cover in a Christ pose missing his jaw.
The album’s theme revolved around the pressures of fame, govern-
ment, religion and greed on a rock star melded between Antichrist’s
industrial edge and Animals’ devil inspired operatic songsmithing.

This year we finally see the shock-rocker find steady ground. He’s
already scared the shit out of right-wing advocacy groups and now it’s
time to really have some fun. The Golden Age of Grotesque takes all of
the best elements in Manson’s past projects and turns them into an art-
filled explosion of sex, hate, aggression and vaudeville freakiness that
is sure to make your skin crawl with goose bumps.

Starting off the album with quite a satirical look at his shocking self
with the opening line of “This is the New Shit,” with “Everything has
been said before/Nothing left to say anymore/when it’s all the same/
you can ask for it by name.” Then, like a Coop “Street Rod” driving off
the stage, the forceful break guitar plows over the chorus while Manson
screams out to a responsive crowd wanting more.

Blasting into the first single, “mObscene,” Manson continues his
flair for creating a metal song that almost teeters on the edge of pop
with washed out three chord guitars. The chorus takes on the Faith No
More cheerleader chant from “Be Aggressive” and changes it to “Be
Obscene, be, Be Obscene” in Oscar Wilde fashion.

Another dramatic change to his sound has to be accredited to the
addition of co-producer Tim Skold (formerly of KMFDM) who replaced
long-time bassist Twiggy Ramirez. With Skold behind the wheel on the
production, many songs like “Use Your Fist Not Your Mouth” carry the
classic metal meets techno crunch that Skold mastered on albums like
Boots, Attak and the kidneytheives’ Phi in the Sky.

For “Para-noir” Manson held open-auditions in which women were
recorded while answering the reasons why they might sleep with him.
The haunting voices behind his repeated four-line verse make the song
sound like a slutty version of Sara Goldfarb’s head in “Requiem for a
Dream.”

Those who buy the CD early will get a bonus DVD featuring a 20
minute noir-film created by Manson called “Doppelgangers,” which fea-
tures himself in various mind-tripping scenes including many with a
sexed-up Siamese-twin adorned in true Manson-style nude costumes.

With the Golden Age of Grotesque, Manson bleeds his art like a
freshly tapped vein and in its livid imagery, you have to believe him
when he says that, “The genius of art finds sanctuary among children
and madmen to survive.”
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Formed just after
the fall of Black Flag,
the Dead Kennedys
and the Sex Pistols, the Washington-based Bad Brains
captured the aggression and attitude hardcore punk
oozed in a time of unrest and political upheaval.

Once a jazz-fusion guitarist, founder Dr. Know was
influenced by the fuzzy lines between reggae and punk in
Europe and compiled the genres to spawn one of the
most respected cult bands in America. Although they
never garnered complete embracement from mainstream,
they have been a monumental influence to bands such as
the Red Hot Chili Peppers, Jane’s Addiction, No Doubt
and the Smashing Pumpkins. 

Disbanded in 1995, the Brains issued two previous
collections last year, Live in San Francisco and the much-
anticipated Dub-only I & I Survived, to critical acclaim
while fans jumped at the chance to get new material out-
side of their previous nine-album repertoire. 

Banned in DC captures Bad Brains’ raw power from
their cassette-only debut to their latest compilation of Dub-
only tunes while providing a rich retrospective of their
style changes and groove-pumped Dub sessions. Starting
off with the hard-to-find debut single “Pay to Cum,” the
power house of noise and energy explodes with lead
singer H.R.’s rants speeding over the top belting out criti-
cisms of pay-to-play venues and boasting individual free-
doms.

Dipping into their fan favorite I Against I, “Re-Ignition”
shows a mellower melodic side of the band, full of stop-
on-a-dime rhythms and flagrant metal guitar while H.R.
drifts off to keep your ears attune. The big rock intro to
“Voyage to Infinity” shows off Dr. Know’s abilities along
side the big-hair acts so popular around Quickness’
release, but with rolling thunder drum lines by Earl
Hudson it became evident they weren’t about to conform
to ‘safer’ ear-candy melodies. 

Dub tracks like “The Meek Shall Inherit” and “I Luv
Jah” show off the Rastafarian weight the band carried with
them after a brief, yet life-changing meeting with Bob
Marley backstage before the band left D.C. for New York.
The Dub pieces blend an island feel with the political
angst of hardcore while keeping the messages simple and
to the point. Almost every album of theirs has been dotted
with these rhythmically catching songs with bassist Darryl
Aaron Jenifer’s steady rock and sprinkled accents by
guest musicians.

Ending off the way they began, “Riot Squad” reminds
you that Dub is only one piece of this muscular band. The
pounding rhythm and spastic guitar lines barrel over the
listener with so much force, you’ll be surprised that a
hardcore act could deliver such a resounding instrumental.

Although many of the songs on Banned in D.C. were
released on 1996’s Black Dots album (a group of sessions
from ’79 that took 17 years to release), it compiles a great
cross-section of the band Adam Yauch (the Beastie Boys)
called “the best punk/hardcore band of all time.” This lat-
est adventure is a great tool for avid fans to get the cream
of the crop, but it’s an even better beginning to music
entrepreneurs grasping the roots of a genre and start of a
hardcore revolution.
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Following up their American debut
Chat & Business, UK punk rockers Ikara
Colt deliver an EP slightly left of field of
their no holds barred approach and off
the handle banter.

C&B showed audiences you really
don’t need more than a drummer without
rest, a hot female guitarist with gritty
licks beyond her age, a bass player
straight out of the Pistol camp and a
lead singer with no boundaries to his
stage presence and scream-your-head-
off vocals. With Basic Instructions, the
band shows that even in the space of
one year, their style has grown vast
dimensions not so prevalent on their
debut.

Instead of focusing on the raw atti-
tude of the band, the studio precision
and melodic overtones prevail on songs
like “May B 1 Day #2,” which blends
more electronic elements like loops and
moog-style ambience. 

The dramatic elements of the song
build like their normal fare, but with
Massive Attack-style backgrounds and
fuzz-boxed vocals they prove that the
UK mainstream may actually have some
kind of influence over them.

Not forgetting the punk-rock ele-
ment, “Bring It To Me” shows their roots
a little more with poppy rhythms, over-
the-top distortion and chanting choruses.
Blending the two styles on “Don’t They
Know,” they find the perfect complement
to their method. 

Drummer Dominic Young plays the
high hat like a madman while bassist
Jon Ball keeps it tight, but guitarist
Claire Ingram chimes in with a perfect
overlay while backing singer Paul
Resende on harmonies. 

With “Panic,” Ingram’s guitar work
prevails all over the track. Combative,
grueling and ear-piercing, she rips up
the song while Resende screams out
“What the hell do you know anyway?”
Pure chaos at some points, you’ll be
positive the song is about to break apart
into white noise until remarkably, they
come back together to grind it out till the
very end. 

Surely a unique listen for Ikara fans,
Basic Instructions provides a small
glimpse into what we have in store from
the band. 




