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ASTRALWERKS
Luck is the blessing and curse that any artist not relying on cal-
culation may find themselves trying to sort some years into their
career, and, in this brave new age of rapid disposability, proba-
bly failing horribly at. (Imagine being Thievery Corporation in

the age of Interpol and Babyshambles. Ouch.) Air, as earnest a couple of Mssrs.
as France might reasonably throw our way, found themselves placed atop the
wave of breezy, chic internationalism produced by a middle ’90s moment
brought to you by Wallpaper* magazine and unfathomable prosperity. But enter a
ratty lot of rockers from Brooklyn and East London, and throw in an American
president willing to rend all Western foreign relations fecklessly asunder, and,
Zing!, please exit this party, leave the glasses on the table, thank you. Oddly, one
half of the Versailles duo, JB Dunckel, had to extract himself from the confines
of Air to split off and make a record as Darkel, so as to impressively waltz into
the darker aesthetic reality that was always at odds with Air’s weirdly pretty lit-
tle world. The dark, the really dark, just didn’t seem to be embraceable within
the well-constructed framework of the iconic French duo’s music. Pop in the
tweely titled Pocket Symphony and it’s no wonder. On the surface, it’s as breezy as
a peacetime lullaby. 

Now, Air have always come off more as modern day composers than as a pop
act, but even composers had to capture the mood of their times. And that Air’s
other half, Nicolas Godin, had embraced classical Japanese instrumentation
makes perfect sense as a new way forward, but is hardly a radical gesture.
(Siouxsie and Budgie, as the Creatures, made a startling, utterly spontaneous
album, Hai!, with Japanese Koto drummers while touring Japan back in 2003—
and Budgie had embraced the culture long before.)

So, this new Air CD becomes their decade-in, it’s-all-about-your-collabora-
tions inevitability. Genuine fans will hardly be shocked that they pull it off with
style and grace. Indeed, they eschew trendy collaborations (no Gerard Way vocals
here) for the sake of incorporating the talents of like-minds. And after the possi-
bly all-too-obvious Bacharach-inspired “Once Upon a Time,” enter the dark lord
of existentialism, Jarvis Cocker, on the agonized “One Hell of a Party”), which
has all the markings of a lost, late Pulp track. The oddly titled but winsome, wispy
“Napalm Love” follows, but “Mayfair Song” revives the weird psychedelic impuls-
es that formed the Virgin Suicides soundtrack into such an oddity. The pretty,
melancholy “Left Bank” is only slightly wanting for a genuine Jane Birkin vocal,
and there are some lovely, evocative instrumentals. The Divine Comedy’s Neil
Hannon, a man desperately under-appreciated in his time, aims for Nick Cave on
the haunting “Somewhere Between Waking and Sleeping” but lands instead a Pet
Shop Boys sort of sadness. In fact, not unlike those same Pet Shop Boys, Air seem
to straddle a fence between the simple conveyance of emotion through beauty,
and the desire to be much odder. Pocket Symphony lurches toward the former, and
is hardly the worse for it. Besides, madness and eccentricity have a habit of being
terribly overrated. KEN SCRUDATO

EXPLOSIONS IN THE SKY
All of the Sudden I Miss Everyone

TEMPORARY RESIDENCE
I think it was a little writer named Jack Kerouac who wrote so
eloquently about his friends, saying that the only people for him
are “the mad ones who end up as fabulous yellow roman candles
exploding like spiders across the stars and in the middle you see

the blue centerlight pops and everybody goes ‘Awww!’” The very name Explosions
in the Sky echoes that sentiment, and the Austin band honors it musically on All of
the Sudden I Miss Everyone by creating yet another firework-filled post-modern work
of true art. Although the song titles are typically hot (“Catastrophe and the Cure,”
“The Birth and Death of the Day”), it makes no sense to pay them much heed.
These aren’t ditties that will heat up the request lines or that you’d ask for at the
roller skating rink. These songs are chapters in a book without words, where the
music launches from some humble place in the dirt before soaring off into the
astro-surf, filled with crescendos and crevices and such. A four-piece rock band
that sounds like an entire orchestra, rock songs that are actually symphonic
compositions—All of the Sudden I Miss Everyone waxes and wanes continually
until you no longer know if you’re at the beginning or end, just that you’re lis-
tening to Explosions in the Sky create the most perfect music of their most per-
fect namesake. Awww! BENJY EISEN

THE MAGIC NUMBERS 
Those the Brokes 

CAPITOL
The Magic Numbers are an unorthodox proposition in the year
2007: Two hirsute brother-sister pairs writing ’60s-inflected pop
tunes that would be the perfect soundtrack for a Summer of Love
folk festival. Their eponymous 2005 debut was feted by the press

and earned them a fanclub that claimed Brian Wilson and Noel Gallagher as
members, but now it’s time for the foursome to prove they’re more than a one
trick pony. Those the Brokes opens promisingly with the chiming mini anthem “This
Is a Song,” all aflutter with delicate melodies and toe-tapping rhythms. It’s the
closest thing to rocking out that the quartet allow themselves, though “Take A
Chance” is a chipper ditty that gives power poppers like Fountains of Wayne and
Ted Leo a run for their money. There are slow songs aplenty here, like the gentle
ballad “Boy” and the Nick Drake-esque “Take Me or Leave Me,” but that’s the
problem: there are just too many frickin’ snoozers. So, about halfway through,
the LP runs out of steam and drifts into Slumbersville. The closing song
“Goodnight” is appropriately titled, because you’re already asleep by then. It
seems hateful to diss the Magic Numbers as they seem so damn cuddly and
friendly, but that’s never stopped anyone from clubbing baby seals before. It’s too
bad that the proverbial cudgel had to get bloody this time around, but, and you
knew it was coming, those the brokes.   NEVIN MARTELL
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Hustle & Bustle:
KEN SCRUDATO
The Clash
“London’s Burning”
New Fast Automatic Daffodils
“Stockholm”
Editors
“Munich”
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KENDAH EL-ALI
Gil-Scott Heron
“We Almost Lost Detroit”
The Specials
“Ghost Town”
Crosby, Stills & Nash
“Marrakesh Express”

JEREMY MOEHLMANN
Jay-Z
“Heart of the City (Ain’t No Love)”
Common
“The Corner”
The Clash
“London Calling”

JONATHAN PRUETT
Stevie Wonder
“Livin’ for the City”
Spacemen 3
“Big City”
Gram Parsons
“Streets of Baltimore”

PHIL EASTMAN
The Black Keys
“Meet Me in the City”
Serge Gainsbourg
“New York USA”
Marvin Gaye
“Inner City Blues”

Our expert reviewers pick their favorite songs of the city

KEVIN FRIEDMAN
Grandmaster Flash
“The Message”
Johnny Cash
“Jackson”
Tom Waits
“I Wish I Was In New Orleans”
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TRISTAN STADDON
Interpol
“NYC”
David Bowie
“Suffragette City”
Desparecidos
“Greater Omaha”

BRYAN CHENAULT
X
“Los Angeles”
Spoon
“Chicago At Night”
PJ Harvey
“This Mess We’re In”

CARRIE TUCKER
Kevin Shields
“City Girl”
The Scorpions
“Big City Nights”
The Church
“Metropolis”

COLIN STUTZ
The Jam
“In the City”
Starship
“We Built This City”
The Decemberists
“Los Angeles, I’m Yours”
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