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SMASHING PUMPKINS
Zeitgeist 67.777%

REPRISE
Billy Corgan loves the number seven to a ridiculous degree. 
On the Smashing Pumpkins’ debut, Gish, “Snail” (the seventh 
track!) opens with the couplet, “All your seven dreams/Look 
close, son, and you’ll believe,” and on the MACHINA-era rar-

ity “Here’s the Atom Bomb” he declares, “Seven is all you seek.” Finally, on 
Zwan’s under-appreciated Mary Star of the Sea, he portentously proclaimed, 
“For seven years, seven days and seven hours/I took my chances.” And now—
seven years since the last Smashing Pumpkins album—the Smashing Pumpkins 
return on 07.07.07 with the smugly-titled Zeitgeist. Coincidence, or some 
grand conspiracy? You be the judge.

Beyond hypothetical questions of Matrix-like proportions, one has to ask if 
this is even really the return of the Pumpkins. Version 3.0 is merely Billy and 
drummer Jimmy Chamberlin, because, sadly, original guitarist James Iha and 
bassist D’Arcy Wretzky are nowhere to be found (replacement bassist Melissa 
Auf der Maur is AWOL, too). Also gone are the dreamy, stoner landscapes of 
Gish, the fine-tuned extravagance of Siamese Dream and the sprawling ambition 
of Mellon Collie and the Infinite Sadness, replaced by the simple, bludgeoning 
sound of a megalomaniac, his guitar and his drummer. This is Smashing 
Pumpkins in name alone.

Opening with the pounding gloom of “Doomsday Clock,” Zeitgeist sets its 
dulled and repetitive tone from the get-go. Sure, it rocks, but it’s Big Dumb 
Rock in the worst possible way. The lead single, “Tarantula,” courts modern 
rock radio on such a base level that it’s hard to believe that this is the same 
group that once opened the MTV Music Awards by performing “Tonight, 
Tonight” with a symphony orchestra. Corgan’s deft ear for a melody has 
slithered off into the ether (there’s nothing as catchy as “Cherub Rock” or 
“Bullet With Butterfly Wings” here) and the choruses wouldn’t be worthy 
of a My Chemical Romance B-side. Though there are a few bright moments 
here—the jubilant, Zwan-esque “That’s the Way” and the anthemic mantra 
“Bring the Light”—Zeitgeist is mostly a grinding, straightforward affair that 
demonstrates none of the innovation and vision of the band’s previous efforts. 
Though it was produced by both Roy Thomas Baker (Queen, the Cars) and 
Terry Date (Pantera, Rob Zombie), it would seem that Date’s sonic aesthetic 
won over for the most part, though the appropriately-titled parting shot, 
“Pomp and Circumstance,” harkens back to the Mellon Collie glory days of 
strings and things.

Ultimately, Zeitgeist just sounds like a man trying to cash in on a legacy, 
because this LP would tank if it was merely Billy’s second solo outing (remem-
ber how well his first one did?). It’s just sad that we waited this long for 
something this disappointing. We’d gladly wait another seven years, seven days 
and seven hours for an album that lived up to the true potential of the Smashing 
Pumpkins. NEVIN MARTELL

BEASTIE BOYS
The Mix-Up 90%

CAPITOL
When the Beastie Boys dropped License to Ill in 1986, I was just a 
snot-nosed child busting its rhymes on the playground. That cas-
sette introduced hip-hop to white America and, well, whatever. All 
it meant to me, at the time, was everything. I bought the merch 

and found a scene. At that age, things change fast. Come to think of it, they haven’t 
stopped changing since. Hence, nobody will Wang Chung tonight and no matter 
how clean the living room is, Appetite for Destruction will always be dusty. But these 
three MCs from Manhattan who put down their instruments that year to drop snaps 
about rhyming and stealing had started out as a fucking band, man. They were punks 
before they were rappers, and the rap went like this: “The rhymes I write, you wish 
you would!” 

Now, two decades later, they’ve put down the pens and picked up the 
swords— real instruments—again. You may say, with all its funky breaks and organ 
spells, that The Mix-Up is the last album you’d expect the Beastie Boys to make; but 
really, it could’ve been the first. Tracks like “Suco De Tangerina” and “B for My 
Name” are prototypical: the three B-Boys lay it down on guitar, drum and bass, 
creating chill funk and fly beats. Keyboardist Money Mark comes in on top, dropping 
big fat organ riffs to steal the melody. Whereas the group once collectively boasted, 
“If I played guitar/I’d be Jimmy Page,” Adrock shows off legit rock chops on songs 
like “14th Street Break” while the others break it down. The result is dance-hungry, 
hum-ready, and undeniably Beastie.  

They’ll never make another Paul’s Boutique, they’ll never make another Hello 
Nasty, and in three albums from now some reviewer will say of the then-new disc 
that they’ll never make another The Mix-Up. Which means we’ve got a lot to look 
forward to; then and now.  On some playground, somewhere, there’s a snot-nosed 
kid busting these beats; I think he just found his scene. BENJY EISEN

CROWDED HOUSE
Time on Earth  88%

ATO
If this hasn’t already happened to you in your lifetime, it will: 
You’ll be at a funeral and you’ll look around at close friends you 
haven’t seen in some time and ask, “Why does it take something 
like this to get us together?” It sucks. But it’s true. The same 

thing pretty much happened to the members of Crowded House. Coming together 
over the 2005 death of original drummer Paul Hester, the guys thought that it was 
as good a time as any to give it a whirl again. So they picked up what was originally 
planned as another Neil Finn solo disc, dusted off some of the old magic that made 
them international stars in the ’80s and came out sounding like they haven’t missed 
a beat in the 14 years since the last official Crowded House album saw the light of 
day. Finn’s chops remain the perfect mix of sweet and sentimental, riding along the 
dreamy pop-rock that goes from the swaying hooks of “Nobody Wants To” to the 
perky-yet-ultimately depressing “She Called Up.” 

reviews

Daydream Nation: Our expert reviewers rank their top songs for drifting off in summertime thought.    

KEVIN FRIEDMAN
“Fat Old Sun”
Pink Floyd
“Crystal Blue Persuasion”
Tommy James & the Shondelles
“Felt Good to Burn”
Flaming Lips
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PATRICK JAMES
“Sloop John B”
The Beach Boys
“Spill the Wine”
Eric Burdon & War
“Grain Towers & Telephone Poles”
The Gloria Record

BRYAN CHENAULT
“Gold Soundz”
Pavement
“Sunny Afternoon”
The Kinks
“Champagne and Reefer”
Muddy Waters

KEN SCRUDATO
“Picnic By the Motorway”
Suede
“The Passion of Lovers”
Bauhaus
“Forbidden Colors”
David Sylvian

PHIL EASTMAN
“Sleep Sandwich”
Elvis Perkins
“Little Martha”
The Allman Brothers
“No Expectations”
The Rolling Stones

BENJY EISEN
“Range Life”
Pavement
“Spiders (Kidsmoke)”
Wilco
“Yoshimi... (Pt. 1)”
Flaming Lips 
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MICHAEL SUTER
“Let’s Be Still”
Yo La Tengo
“Lay Back in the Sun”
Spiritualized
“Smoke Rings”
Django Reinhardt

KENDAH EL-ALI
“Summertime, Summertime”
Nocera
“Summer Daze”
Nick Holder
“Salvador de Bahia”
Andres

NEVIN MARTELL
“Drown”
Smashing Pumpkins
“The Warmth of the Sun”
The Beach Boys
“Ixtapa”
Rodrigo y Gabriela

JONATHAN PRUETT
“Bros”
Panda Bear
“Hallogallo”
Neu!
“Untitled (Four Tet remix)”
Aphex Twin
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