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Give Up: Deluxe 10th Anniversary Edition

[Universal]

[Sub Pop]

Daniel Jackson
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Ten years on, Give Up—remastered and expanded here onto two discs, complete with remixes,
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fury Love deployed to such devastating effect back in the day. they were showcases for harrowing displays of naked emotion,
and electronic musician Jimmy Tamborello exchanged the snippets of music that became these
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speeds up as the song races toward a climatic pile-up at the doesn’t ﬁt with her visceral persona. Courtney Love’s tumultuous
wouldn’t strike anyone as weird. What remains unusual is the quality of the songs. Playing on
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of fading youth, romantic conundrums, political anxieties and, as he sings in one particularly
memorable line, the indignities
of living in “a gaudy apartment complex.” New songs “Turn
A side project of new offering suggested that its creator was a few strides closer to
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Robison, the
Courtyoung
Yard personal
circumstances
than anything
related
to talent. Wainwright
beat and
frazzled lyrics suggest
romantics
of “Such
Great
Heights”
are slightly
Hounds delivers wrote All Days Are Nights while his mother, Kate McGarrigle, was
older—and no closer to figuring
Patridge
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dying of cancer,
and there is a quiet, complex sadness even in its
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insight—both musical and personal—into the sisters who have
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

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

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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