THE SMOTHER PARTY

NORTH EAST INDIE [NEI 44]

2006

Lineup: Alec K Redfearn (accordion, vocals, etc.); Margie Wienk (string bass, vocals); Domenick Panzarella (guitar); Olivia Geiger (violin); Ann Schattle (horn); Matt McLaren (drums, glockenspiel, vocals)

Guest Musicians: Frank Difficult (electronics and processing); Jason McGill (alto sax); Orion Rigel Dommisse (vocals)

“Joy is abundant the minute Redfearn begins to play the accordion, the second the first song starts. A playful attitude, highlighted by the motion of his sound, bounces from second to second and is supported in the form of singing violins and the pitter patter of drummer keeping time in the background. Vocal harmonies…weave with the pulse and sway of the other musicians as they dance about each other in circles – it’s a magnificent way to open a record, a complex and catchy introduction to a band I’m now firmly addicted to. Fortunately the rest of the album doesn’t disappoint. Redfearn and the Eyesores play with their sound, modulating it enough to evoke cartoon images of French sailors one moment and tormented, hungry thieves the next. They stay sweetly listenable the entire time…exquisite song writing.

Though the songs are obvious and immediate, there exists an air of surrealism all over the disc. The accordion is, at times, turned into an electric instrument, sounding like a guitar about to gasp its last breath; the drums escalate from light percussive spices to all out assaults of bombastic flare and titanic rhythms. The lyrics…run the gamut from bloody details and awkward sexuality to mechanical, cold, stiff displays and demented takes on what an adjective can do for a word. Everything swims on the edge of the void… Redfearn and company are…constantly swimming against the current and fusing the strange with the recognizable in a seamless fashion.

There’s a lot to love about this record, but first and foremost is how musically accomplished it is. This band plays together so well it’s scary. …There are memorable melodies all over this record, but the band is also obsessed with more obscure, surreal music and they integrate that … without forgetting about and obscuring the songs. …It’s a miracle this band hasn’t seen more press. They certainly deserve it, their ability to merge two distinct worlds of music into one is reason enough to check the band out. I keep coming back to this record for its exotic sound and wonderful melodies, though. …the arrangements and the band’s ability to play with tension and release are the most exciting and the most inviting and rewarding parts of an album that seems to have an endless supply of ideas to offer.”

– Lucas Schleicher, Brainwashed, 6/8/06, brainwashed.com

“Alec K. Redfearn, everyone’s favorite anarchic accordionist, is a man of many interests – punk and improv, krautrock and gypsy music, prog and electronic soundscapery. In this…he takes a more melodic, song-structured approach than on The Quiet Room, while retaining an air of submerged danger. The new album offers…melancholy waltzes…skewed and minor-key East European folk tunes, one stark blues lament and a 23-minute long improvisational freak-out. It hangs tipsily together, pulled in every direction by divergent ideas, but united by a subversive passion, a giddy surreality and the sing-songy arpeggios of Redfearn’s accordion.

Core members of Redfearn’s musical family…have been playing together for years, and their sureness – of themselves, their instruments and each other – keeps songs…on the right side of the precipice. The magic comes as the band flirts with meltdown but successful avoids it.

The songs mostly begin with unadorned accordion, moving in repetitive, fevered patterns. It’s an odd sound, reminding us of…mostly joyous, simple occasions…organ grinders, circus music, weddings and polka parties – but twisting it in uneasy, aggressive directions. So when the songs begin to develop out of this framework…their shadings of punk, 20th century classical and prog are jarring but not quite unexpected. …

The Quiet Room hinted at song structure and lyricism, but The Smother Party puts these elements up front.… 

Most of the cuts on Smother Party are relatively self-contained and structured, diverging by their song-ness from the drone and abstraction of The Quiet Room. However, there are two very freeform cuts…

Smother Party is an adventurous and exciting piece of work from the Eyesores, perhaps a bit more accessible than The Quiet Room on the surface, but just as thought-provoking. Ambrose Bierce once called the accordion “an instrument in harmony with the sentiments of an assassin.” If so, in an album that balances structured compositions with slashing improvisation, Redfearn is making the most of its innate character, the harmony and the assassin.”





– Jennifer Kelly, Dusted, 5/20/06, www.dustedmagazine.com

“The Smother Party…is a collection of tales about real and imagined horrors. The music is decidedly more cabaret than…The Quiet Room. However, The Smother Party does feature two lengthy instrumentals including the monumental “Gutterhelmet Ascending,” a highly dynamic, organic long-form duo piece for drums and distorted accordion…”




– Editorial reviews, Amazon.com

THE QUIET ROOM

CUNEIFORM [RUNE 204]


2005

Lineup: Alec K. Redfearn (accordion, piano, vocals, etc.); Margie Wienk (string bass, vocals); Alec Thibodeau (guitar); Ann Schattle (horn); Olivia Geiger (violin); Matt McLaren (drums); Chris Saraullo (percussion); Jason McGill (alto sax, etc.); Frank Difficult (electronics and processing)

Guest Musicians: Sara Stalnaker (cello); Matt Everett (viola)

“…They certainly deserve much wider recognition; their experimental Balkan/East European folk-inspired music is not only cleverly conceived, but executed with wit, style, and just a hint of darkness (a Transylvanian edge, perhaps?). Goth elements are reinforced by three minor-key vocal tracks with artfully morbid lyrics. …Redfearn’s wheezy, rhythmic accordions, both amplified and unamplified, are the dominant instrumental sound, and while much of his playing has an authentic folk base, his compositions and arrangements are filled with eccentric embellishments and exaggerations. Drones and repeated riffs in many pieces take on a hypnotic, almost obsessive quality, giving the music an almost demonic urgency. It’s clear that minimalists such as Steve Reich have been a source of inspiration for Redfearn and the ensemble… the minimalist sensibility is wedded to modal folk melodies, with some skronky free jazz energy dumped into the pot, along with occasional, totally unexpected electronic treatments, the most arresting of which are the beeper tone and then repeated rhythmic busy back signal on “Coke Bugs.” The use of telephone sounds brings to mind another similarly oriented futuristic folk group, Simon Jeffes’ marvelous Penguin Cafe Orchestra… The affectionate distortion of traditional materials is common to both bands, and both serve (or served) as vehicles for the vision of an individual leader. …But the English PCO had a stronger classical influence and was more refined and even whimsical… Alec K. Redfearn & the Eyesores, on the other hand, have a rougher, more visceral sensibility. They offer experimental future folk with elements of real dirt and sweat – and a touch of mania. Highly recommended.”





– Bill Tilland, All Music Guide, www.allmusic.com

“…this Providence, Rhode Island nontet of reeds, strings, acoustic bass, drums, percussion, guitar, keys and even alarm clock and paper cutter breeze through this pan-folk, jazz and blues continuous song cycle of waltzes, drones, funeral dirges, dances, and ballads with an assured confidence that is breathtaking. One of the dangers of this kind of genre-blending, especially in roots music, is that it tends to be a little too polite and earnest… In this case, though, this ensemble isn’t afraid to experiment, whether it be the musique concrete samples and biting electronics on the Waitsian “Coke Bugs” or the innovative accordion/sax dub of “Portuguese Man O’ War” dub or the raucous Sonic Youth guitar; thereby, giving this gorgeous amalgam of 20th Century Americana, cabaret and theater music, Eastern European folk, noise rock and minimalism, a bracing textural snap. …wonderful ensemble interplay…”



– Richard Moule, Signal to Noise, #38, Summer 2005

“Accordionist Alec K. Redfearn heads up the Eyesores…whose stylistic influences are widespread: Gypsy music, experimental American composers such as Partch and Oliveros, folk, cabaret, and noise rock. This type of mélange sound like it shouldn’t work… On the contrary; The Quiet Room, their latest release on Cuneiform, is a delight.

Bizarre instrumentals like the electronica-laden “Coke Bugs” and phase chamber work “Morphine Drip” sit side by side with the TMBG-influenced indie rock song “The Bible Lite” and the hypnotic gypsy trance “Slo-Mo;” a motley, but entertaining, assortment. …

…after hearing all of the wondrous hi-jinks on The Quiet Room, who would want them to change a thing?”

– Christian Carey, Copper Press, 2/7/05, www.copperpress.com

“Falling somewhere between psych-folk revival and free jazz, constructed from a diverse and unfashionable set of instruments including accordion, strings, glockenspiel, telephone and pots and pans, Alec K. Redfearn and the Eyesores’ fourth full-length is as bizarre as it is appealing. The pieces change from moment to moment, evoking Eastern European folksongs, Indian sitar music, multi-part madrigals and the sweet-sour celebration of circus music. Although largely organic and hand-fashioned, the tracks also include a substantial measure of electronic sounds…

Redfearn…has made music for film, theater and dance performances, and his work has a definite theatrical flair. …all of these pieces…are as much stage-set as free-standing compositions, a space against which unusual and foreign activities might be acted out.

The Quiet Room is divided between longer, more fully-realized pieces and short sound experiments. …Only the longer pieces provide the space required to appreciate Redfearn’s skilled and collaborative band, a collection of eight regular members and two occasional members who weave an interlocking tapestry of rhythms, harmonies and dissonances. …during “Punjabi/Watery Grave”, the drum’s pulse provides a foundation for arabesques of violin and accordion, with occasional flourishes of guitar. The sounds never move in unison, instead finding the space around one another in a way that simply would not be possible if the band were less able or less familiar with each other.

The album is mostly instrumental, but vocals occasionally rise out of the texture of the tracks – and when they do, they’re used more as instruments than conveyers of meaning. …

Many of the best tracks have no words, no voices at all, and are no less interesting for it. …The title track, with its hazy, hanging tones that shimmer and shift, is pure, brain-stem-level psychotropia, acting on you in ways that elude and precede words. …

This is wonderful stuff – brave and experimental, yet warmly human. Make room on your folk revival shelf for something that may be influenced by folk, but is in no way a revival.”



– Jennifer Kelly, Splendid, 3/29/2005, www.splendidmagazine.com

“…Like a avant-rock “marching”-chamber-band their energy is simply captivating. …musically a lot happens. “Punjabi/Watery Grave” is especially hypnotic. This track is…based upon this hypnotic one note rhythm that could be heard on an Indian hit… Perhaps the most brilliant track on the album…

A splendid, highly recommended release. Perfect from beginning to end. 4.5 STARS”

– Gerald Van Waes, Progressive Homestead, March 2005, progressive.homestead.com

“…homespun intimacy…on this recording by a band that tends to shun brightness and gaiety. “Providence is haunted,” so the booklet notes tell us – something one might attribute to…Lovecraft and his “Old Ones.” …Led by accordion and winds, with occasional guitar and frequent detours through contrasting textural and mood breaks, Alec Redfearns’s music turns up a clever American twist on the Art Bears/Zamla axis, unafraid to admit having absorbed influences from klezmer ad Balkan traditions as well. Alternately there is a gloomy, almost post-rock muse speaking to this band, which appears on the few vocal tracks. The Quiet Room doesn’t dazzle you with mind-boggling compositional structure, but rather locks quickly into grooves of minimal development…implying…that simplicity trumps when shooting for the outre. …place them next to Hamster Theatre and Non Credo on the most approachable side of current American R.I.O. music.”

– Michael Ezzo, Exposé, Roundtable Review, #32, Sept. 2005

“…Like label mates Hamster Theater, they’ve completely absorbed the folk influences of Eastern Europe and woven them into a complex musical fabric of their own creation, while retaining an aggression and attitude that gives them a unique twisted character and separates them from the rest of the pack… With accordion front and center courtesy of Mr. Redfearn…a rhythm section of string bass, drums, and multiple percussionists drives the bottom end and creates the structures, while lively guitars, bowed strings, saxes, horns and various electronic gadgetry carry the fragments of melodic turmoil that fill in behind the accordion’s lead. There are…decent vocals…but only on a handful of tracks. There’s plenty going on here to capture the listener’s imagination, and for a band that plays most of their pieces in odd time meter, these folks flat-out rock. …Those looking for melodic adventure need look no further – the Eyesores deliver the goods and even give you a little extra.”

– Peter Thelen, Exposé, Roundtable Review, #32, Sept. 2005

“…a twisted American rock ensemble who capture the bustle and out-of-sequence nature of modern life in their music. …Individual pieces are often built on themes reminiscent of Scandinavian and East European folk music, with pseudo-minimalist repetition and part layering creating a sense of building, at its best like a combination of Samla Mammas Manna and Velvet Underground. The group is promiscuous in its influences, with a clear appreciation of out jazz and soundtrack-style collages of music and background noises. The vocal parts are infrequent, melodically inventive, and ultimately fairly unobtrusive. …The Quiet Room is one of my top ten releases of the year.”

– Sean McPhee, Exposé, Roundtable Review, #32, Sept. 2005

“…earmarked as the WEIRD Big Band of America, and if the titles of the songs and the line-up are any hint, I am not too surprised. …

…The Night It Rained Glass On Union Street is a piece that combines the Middle-Eastern feel of say Alamaailman Vasarat with the angular rock of King Crimson and Present. Sometimes, the music proceeds in a light cabaret like style, other times the tension drips from the music. …

…Punjabi/Watery Grave… has some mesmerizing, trippy guitars… we hear the combination of the relatively frolic folk melodies and the Crimsonesque instrumentation (although more world music like than KC). The band can be compared to Paranoise, although this combo seems less rocking, more avant-garde and less serious. …

Morphine Drip…reminds me of…the minimalist elements of Steve Reich. …The Smoking Shoes… is a very slow moving tune that reminds me a bit of Tom Waits… Accordion again shows to be one of the leading instruments for this outfit. …

The Quiet Room is indeed a quiet track, more like dark ambient than anything else. A somber piece of work. …

This is quite a unique album. Take a dose of angular rock, add doses of minimalism, cabaret and quite a lot of Balkan folk influences and you get something that can sound like Steve Reich or Alamaailman Vasarat (although not in the same track). …they are strongly linked to the avant-garde with which they also share a sense of humor. What makes this band stand out, is the link to the music of Present and King Crimson, which adds the necessary tension in places. …”



– Jurriaan Hage, Axiom of Choice, Oct. 2005, www.cs.uu.nl

“…music writing is typically a thankless occupation. …For every promo that’s even moderately appealing, there are heaping piles of digitally encoded shite that aren’t even worth their weight in plastic…but once in a long while you do find something that completely blows you away. That, that moment when you realize that such-and-such album is one of the most exciting things you’ve heard in a long time or that such-and-such band has changed the way you think about music forever, that makes it all worth it. After that, all you need to do is start typing and let the world know about it.

…I had a moment like that while working on the review for Alec K. Redfearn & The Eyesores’ Every Man For Himself & God Against All. …What I discovered was an immaculately composed world of metaphorically ripe lyricism set against a kind of earnest musicianship that I’d scarcely believed existed. Redfearn had so impressed me that after scrawling an effusively positive review, I contacted him…

…at his core Redfearn is basically just one of those artists and musicians who’s profoundly unburdened by the kind of musical preconceptions that divide the scene into hostile factions and sub-genres. He doesn’t seem to be trying to make indie-rock or noise-rock or punk or experimental-whatever,  he’s pretty much just making music… quite beautiful music.

…his new album The Quiet Room…I would today describe as one of the strongest records to come out in ’05. With much richer production-values and a fuller arrangement, The Quiet Room takes a decidedly more musical tack than Every Man..., reducing Redfearn/Margie Wienk’s vocals to a more peripheral role and giving room for the ensemble’s wholly unique brand of bastard free-jazz-noise-rock-indie-klezmer. Meandering through a pristine landscape of accordion, strings, piano, various percussion, guitar and noise instrumentation, on The Quiet Room , sedate musical promenades quickly explode into manic convulsions of clatter and jarring atonal arrangements before quickly fading…back into gently arranged atmospherics. Nothing like the soft lullabies or cacophonic nose-bleeds that tend to propagate today’s instrumental music, this is music without a single discernable mood or method, accountable only to its own ever-evolving thematic language and its apparently unceasing creative inertia.

The few vocal tracks on The Quiet Room are absolutely essential to making these instrumentals really work as they serve as a kind of grounding, lending a human voice to an album which otherwise might feel overly detached and compositional. When the delicate refrains of Redfearn/Wienk’s melodies end, their presence nonetheless lingers in the space like a ghost or an echo; as if the music itself was merely some substance of meaning outside or in between their words, an elaboration of things that words could not express.…
 If you’re one of those people that does take some stock in what music writers like myself have to tell you…I strongly suggest you go pick up The Quiet Room. …it’s great music that’s unlike most everything around. Hmmm… maybe this job isn’t so bad after all.”

– Germ Ross, ArtNoise, 6/13/05, www.deadmetaphor.com

“…this nonet provides a refreshing shot in the arm to progressive rock drenched stylizations. The band often generates…notions of a gang of gypsies, meshed with a revved-up jug band effect amid…sonorous strings and knotty rock riffs. They…exude a folksy disposition via an organic acoustic element… The musicians also display a propensity for turning up the heat with metallic musings, featuring pulsating, off-kilter rhythms and steely-edged guitar parts. …Through it all, this band aims to excite, thanks to a surfeit of charmingly inventive surprises. (Eagerly recommended…)”







– Glenn Astarista, Jazz Review, jazzreview.com

“Records of the Year 2005: Top 10

Alec K. Redfearn and The Eyesores – The Quiet Room (Cuneiform)”
    – Tiit Kusnets, Post Times (Estonia)

EVERY MAN FOR HIMSELF & GOD AGAINST ALL

CORLEONE RECORDS

2004

“...a complex mix of psychedelic folk, progrock, old-time country, acidic cabaret, dark circus music, and sinister dream fragments that haunt in recurring motifs; all built around the musical visions of one Alec K. Redfearn. Seasick sea shanties and ghost songs dance and weave in the shadows. Ancient spirits are invoked as avant garde experimentalism blurs the shimmering ritual. Organic human interplay warms these melancholic laments and celebratory exclamations with equal care and grace. From harsh nightmare riddles, to sweetly swooning tranced-out droning somnambulant reveries, or an almost indie-pop brightness, this is all well worth investigating.”    – George Parsons, Dream Magazine #5

“Emerging from the same fertile arts scene (Providence, Rhode Island) that brought us Les Savy Fav and Lightning Bolt, wandering minstrels Alec K. Redfearn & the Eyesores stick out like a sore thumb in today's all-too-ironic world of anglo-bred indie rock. Descriptors like “gypsy-rock” and “klezmer-rock” crop up when discussing Every Man for Himself & God Against All; the album sounds as though it was crafted sometime in 1944, with the world's best prohibition-era brass band providing a solid backbone for Redfearn's sordid tales. There's a strong Balkan undercurrent running through festive stompers like “Black Tar and White Slavery”, while “Heartpunch”’s wild accordionized oscillations sound like someone electrocuting the life out of the world's funkiest polka band. The delirious carnival coda that sends “Nail/Total Eclipse of the Head/K-Hole” into the sunset is beautiful and beguiling -- like tuning into a shortwave station broadcasting Tom Waits' heliocentric brain waves. The brave soldiers of the Eyesores are boldly willing to buck musical trends, and never afraid to skin up the rulebook and do things their own way. As such, they deserve your respect, and perhaps even your adoration.”



– Jason Jackowiak, Splendid
“Themes of Judeo-Christian catastrophe are reinforced with accordion, the foundation of most of Every Man for Himself & God Against All: layered beneath everything (even utensils in live shows), creating a frenetic sound that reinforces feelings of hurtling toward inevitable expiration. Redfearn applies biblical imagery to descriptions of the DIY art-school scene from which the Eyesores grew – the same one that fostered noise-rock mainstays Lightning Bolt. “Temptations seep from the walls,” Redfearn sings, against a happy, bleating Weimar Burlesque backdrop. …”









– Jessica Grose, The Village Voice
“The music is the kind of stuff celebrated by the NPR listenin’, fair-trade sippin’, NY Times magazine readin’ crowd, but it has a punk sensibility that has won me over nonetheless. Beautiful and expansive, the music is at once tender and sad, but also reminiscent of the playfulness and excitement of acts like The Lounge Lizards. Featuring lush strings and wind instruments (and even an am radio!) the music draws on the best of European folk music (both east and west) along with elements of rock, to form an orchestral unit all its own. At the forefront is Alec, with gorgeous and thoughtful lyrics and some of the most forward-thinking accordion you’re bound to find. …get the album and spread the word.”

– Camille Acey, Kittymagik.com
“Funeral music for the last white man, cajun art-rock played by nuns who were too quiet for even the church, a full moon leaking through a jail cell in a town she said she’d never return to – the sounds and imagination of Alec K. Redfearn & The Eyesores. …the band is an experience, and since ’97 has been tenacious in delivering us some of the finest folk-Mass material this side of the Incredible String Band and the new-wave interest in the genre. They play up their imperfection, and in return have built up trademarks, particularly Alec’s lone accordion, which echoes throughout the patient ensemble like a secret color. …there’s a deeper level of resource going on. Either that or it’s a good soundtrack. Take yr. pick. The Poulenec arias meets Sicilian street-music in “Mole,” the middle-east meets Steve Reich in “Heartpunch,” the unknown backup band for Tom Waits in “Cold Little Knife” – all these supported by a cast that includes Margie Wienk of Fern Knight and Alec Thibodeau. …”

– New England Performer
“The Eyesores are an accordion-driven, gypsy cursed, sour jazz band that specialize in funeral marches and hypno-drone trance music, among other, equally odd things…this is easily the most cinematic album I've ever heard…with all the oompahs and nautical chanteys and the filmy layer of dark, decadent fuzz that burrow through these bizarre little blood-sonatas like wormwood, the Eyesores are bad ass motherfuckers in an entirely new way. Recommended.” 









– The Noise

“Like Henry Cow and its numerous splinter groups… Alec K. Redfearn & The Eyesores are practitioners of a sometimes heavily politicized form of neo-chamber rock… But whereas Zoyd and their brethren derive much of their iconoclastic density from traditional classical and contemporary European avant-garde influences, Redfearn & The Eyesores opt for a somewhat gentler approach to RIO-styled art rock, somewhat more akin perhaps to Italy’s Stormy Six and…Skeleton Crew. There are times…when The Eyesores could almost be described as avant-folk. And Redfearn’s often biting lyrics and deceptively simple  (though not simplistic) compositions reinforce the connection with the singer/songwriter camp. Redfearn is, at times, a brilliant lyricist… Existentialism is back in fashion. Using a variety of instruments… Redfearn & The Eyesores move effortlessly from highly experimental electronic pieces… to Magma-esque trans-klezmer zeuhl-like music… to some heavy hitting rock with jagged avant edges… Defiantly eclectic, Every Man for Himself & God Against All deserves a serious hearing among aficionados of RIO as well as anyone who appreciates musique difficile. Brutal yet beautiful cries from a tormented soul exiled in an indifferent universe. “






– Charles Van de Kree, Aural Innovations, #29, Oct. 2004

BENT AT THE WAIST

HANDSOME RECORDS

2002

“…Bent at the Waist has the lilting mysticism of gypsy ballads and the swagger of sea shanties. It's got the shameless emotion of the bedroom, the comforting atmosphere of the garage, and the craft and polish of serious music. The Eyesores jump around several subgenres of rock and folk music without breaking a sweat or turning an ankle. They use discord along side of melodic confection. They are gentle and harsh simultaneously. They rock without really rocking. They stagger and swear like a drunken sailor, but are still able to be sweet and charming. I like it.” 









– Edward McElvain, The Independent Mind
 “On Bent at the Waist, Alec Redfearn is Providence’s own War-Time accordionist, an absinthe-swilling, torch-song singing, doe-eyed artiste… infatuated with Edith Piaf and Erik Satie, drunk with melancholy… Bent at the Waist is not the accordion-rock and noise hybrid of Eyesores past, nor does it present the eclectic idealism Redfearn and the collective reveled in formerly. In fact, it’s much better than that, a cohesive, rather accessible disc of low rock, Franco American style, littered with pretty performances, languid solos, and poignant musicality. There are hints of nearly Pogues-style pop on the opening cut and the cheekily coined “Dashboard Lazarus.” Elsewhere, the band seeks out the delicate grooves and microtones of the violin, guitar, banjo, and accordion, specifically on the striking “Shopping Cart” and the loping, Tom Waits-like “Thousand Yard Stare.”









– Bob Gulla, Providence Phoenix
“Undoubtedly the accordion and violin throw a lot of folks for a loop. This is pop music, but what realm does it fall under? Certainly not rock. Certainly not “pop” in the way that most radio-addicted listeners would define the term. But it is “pop” in the same way Joe Jackson's Big World or Paul McCartney's Standing Stone might be considered pop. Or how about one of Randy Newman's movie scores? That's the sort of thing we're hitting at here, yet maybe not as grandiose. But then, it doesn't need to be. 

To this writer, The Eyesores sound like early Camper Van Beethoven mixed with a dash of John Flansburgh from They Might Be Giants. Or perhaps They Might Be Giants in total…

So yes, Bent at the Waist is the kind of odd little pop album that rests perfectly within its own quarters yet isn't so terribly hard to define after all. …Of course, that description doesn't even qualify the odd “Shopping Cart” that sounds like a cross between His Name Is Alive and Tiny Lights. What? Yes, perhaps this album is a bit tough to peg. But I still say “Thousand Yard Stare” could be a great They Might Be Giants song that the two Johns never wrote themselves. So let's leave it at the “Arabian music/left field alternative pop” description. 

…Is the album good despite all the strange descriptions? Yes it is…there is enough to explore here to make the average listener scratch his head and listen all the way through at least once. Plus you can't fault any band that would title their songs such things as “Dashboard Lazarus” and “Chupacabra” to invite people in. … it is an album to hear and explore.”


– Jason Thompson, Popmatters.com

CONCERT PREVIEW

“…this ragtag bunch of poet-punks put on a seafaring musical featuring all manner of perverse, anthropomorphic creatures. The sad, haunted songs of Providence accordionist-composer Alec K. Redfearn bloom into mini epics in the hands of his large-ish band The Eyesores.”

– Time Out New York, 10/5/05

