MMUSICMAG.COM

ISSUE #24

REVIEWS

HOLE

ANobody’s
toms for
peace
Daughter
[Universal]
Amok

Daniel Jackson
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in common with The Eraser, the Yorke disc that brought the gang
together. The sound is antsy, airy electronic art-rock—a blend of
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COURT YARD HOUNDS

for so long ceded center stage to Chicks singer Natalie Maines.
Though steeped in familiar instrumentation, the album offers little
of the barn-burning brashness that made the Chicks famous (save
perhaps the gutsy “Ain’t No Son”). Instead, its delicate folk-pop
prettiness perfectly suits Robison’s more-than-capable voice and
the jumble of emotions, sunny and melancholy, that emerge in a song
cycle inspired by her 2008 divorce. Maguire’s weeping ﬁddle and
seamless harmonies are welcome as always, and her one turn on
lead vocals (“Gracefully”) is so warmly affecting that listeners may
wish she stepped to the mic more often. Court Yard Hounds ably
demonstrates that, whether with their fellow Dixie Chick or without,
these ladies’ talent runs deep. –Katie Dodd

Too often, though, the slower songs trip her up. While once
they were showcases for harrowing displays of naked emotion,
Love sounds more dispassionate these days. The production
doesn’t help—the songs have an airless, sanded-down feel that
doesn’t ﬁt with her visceral persona. Courtney Love’s tumultuous
history suggests that she has a compelling story to tell, and
Atomsonfor
Peace
perhaps she does. It’s just not the one she’s telling
Nobody’s
Daughter. –Eric R. Danton

On “Stuck Together Pieces”—perhaps a meta-comment on the
band itself—Flea shucks off his lab coat and lays down the disc’s
new offering suggested that its creator was a few strides closer to
slinkiest bass line. “Go back to what you came from / Go back
crafting something truly monumental in both musical and social terms.
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–Kenneth Partridge
less autobiographical
material. There’s nothing here except piano
and vocal, and Wainwright doesn’t project his words in the way
we’ve come to expect from him. Instead of serenading the person
in the farthest corner of a packed theater, he’s singing to himself in
an otherwise empty room. –David Styburski

OZOMATLI
‘The sound is antsy, airy electronic

Ozomatli’s music has been called a collision
of styles, a cultural mash-up, and a 20-car
pileup of genres. It’s also some of the most
joyfully energetic music you’ll ever hear. On
its ﬁfth album, the L.A.-based band stirs its
blend of salsa, ska, samba, funk, and hip-hop
in ways few groups could conceive. Imagine
Fire Away
tossing the English Beat, Herb Alpert and the
[Mercer Street/Downtown]
Tijuana Brass, Caetano Veloso, and Sly and
the Family Stone into a magical blender and
you get some sense of Ozomatli’s eclectic approach. High points
on their latest, Fire Away, include “Are You Ready?,” a horn-andpercussion-driven blast of salsa-ﬂavored ska; “Yeah Yeah Yeah Yeah,”
an exultant Latin pop anthem ﬁtted with shrieking sax; and “Gay Vatos
in Love,” a rockabilly-tinged tune with a soaring chorus. Even when
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For a dozen years, the
arrangements on Rufus
Wainwright’s albums got
busier and his sometimes
naughty, occasionally
angry declarations of gay
pride got louder. Each
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