
lllST don't mentton the F.wo:d 
Or, rather. the dre'tded FI.-word 
If it slips out, then every A&R 
executive worth his tartan fish 
ftngers will come boundlng 
along. gamt for nlorc Glaswcgan 
art rociers with a taste in orange 
ties. Alex Kapranos, the cod-faced 
Robin Hood of Dadaist indie- 
pop, and his gang of merry , 
men have started the Jock 
Rock Revolution in record 
company land and the poor 
unsigned areabout tdbe made * 
rich. ButT Break can provide darts 
of a different sort of pleasure, 
doing more than simply grow- 
ing a pencil moustache and 
m&kinginusic for girls to dance to. 
Get the cheque books out, grab a 
beer, and lust don't mention 
you-know-who. 

In the dark of the T Break tent, 
the first pint is not going d o m ~  
well. Dingwall has never been 
known to rock in the 200-odd 
years of IL\ existence, dud unfor- 
tunately, 11's nor about to srarr 
now. T& Clnenut lu  aresexyas 
hell and deserve to be in your kid 
sister's posler collection, but the 
matinee show of generic rock 
proves to be as inspiring as their 
decidedlv un-cinematic name. --. --.-.- 
Gaining $Ipressive radio credits indie-Skeletor Steve 
from emaciated Lamacq is one way of 

proving your  c h o p s  
thoueh. and if vnu've ~-~ - - D - ~ .  -~ - -- 
ever wondered ' iha t  
happened to Pugwall's 
curly-haired bass player 
String Bean then you 
need look no further. 

Pint two, a n d  on 
b o u n c e  C e r t a i n  
Death  with tattoos. 
trademarked T-shirts 
and kilts. Fife's given 
Scotland golf and  
coastal villages and 
can now be blamed 
for this. Sounding like 
a fight between a 
heroin-powered tank 
and a black pudding 
s u p p e r .  C e r t a i n  
Death pas te  The 
Bloodhound Gang, 
Motorhead .  a n d  
Sepulrura onto dolls 
of the New Kids On 
The Block. A self- 
proclaimed boy- 
band from hell, 
they are the Chip- 
pendales of Death 
Metal a n d  will 
truly take you out. 
With concrete hits 
like Jug-a-licious 

.. -. 
and Dickheads. 
t h e v  f u s e  
t o g e i h e r  Jock  
Rock and prank 

metal to create their own majestic 
genre, which should be dubbed 
Jonk Forget NYC - these days it's 
about KDY, so let the Kirkddy 
Jonk revolution begin. Golfing 
good-guy thrashers? Possibly. 
Nen year's main stage? Certainly. 

Somebody was bound to suffer 
during a bad pint, and sadly, the 
finger of fate points to a band 
hoGl Perth. b i n  rhough camp is 
definitely thr new rock Itake l h e  
Darkness and the Scissor Sisters. 
for instance). Allergo's metal 
simply cannot fill the-wellies lefi 
beh~nd by Certain Ileath. Desptrc 
having a soothsayer-voiced, star- 
shaped singer who writhes as if 
possessed by the ghostofan Anne 
Summers rabbit, and songs such 
as This Side Of Coodbve that 
sound .~ke  Billy Corgan's'ganny 
fallingdorvn a Iifi ~hafi. thereis an 
infectious malaise amongst the 
audience. The man next to me 
thinks that they're called Allergy 
and something about them gets 
up his nose. Auf achse! (Bless 
you). A throat sweet sponsorship 
deal surely beckons 

Pint four welcomes Red Bee 
Society. There's a muddy whiff of 
Jeff Buckley, a splash ofvelvets, a 
stroke of Belle And Sebastian, d 
dr~zzle of Pop Art and the suspi- 
cion of a higher intelligence at 
work. An onstage cellist moves her 
bow and the audience buzzes in 
sweet harmony, the waspish 
singer has a honey-rich tone and 

l k o  Cops proves to be the Queen flute, and are Scotland's answer to 
Beeof the set. And, there's plenty the Hau Bear Bwlrh. Their Amen- 
of room for bad bee iokes. B h i !  cana farmvard ooo is simolv 

lie FB ~ollccth;. arr a rhytb- adorable. Y&, they Geed morehoe 
mic, Beastie Boys experience, on the uactor wheels, but Ryan 
fronted by low. rubber-lipped Adams and J a d r s o n B m e  would 
MC's with Morningside beats to definitelv eive them a big thumbs 
bounce off Iheir Glectic round up. And kezent singleAni;rher Day 
ha5 echoes of Hause Of Pain and 1s the besr thing ro come our t ~ f  
slack-jawed hooligan Shaun Lewis since the-footage of Billy 
Rvder. and stood side bv side. ConnoUv dancine nude round the 
~ b i n b u r ~ h ' s  answer to   oldie stones df call-h. 
Lookin' Chain are 40 feet of pure See Scotland? It doesn't need 
hippity-hop pleasure. another FE The future is already 

Door OM Ben indeed. It5 plnr rumbling. The future is calling for 
six and it's been a long day. But the Jonk revolution. And, after all 
don't let that put you06 as they've that, there wasn't even a need to 

brought their tov accordion. mention Franz Ferdinand, was 




