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REVIEWS  what some people said about Furtips somewhere in time in Dutch and English
updated: 07-07-05

We are communications


I am beginning to wonder if the Furtips aren't escapees from some interplanetary funny farm who spun off course, crash-landed in Holland, retrieved a soiled LP of Help! from a nearby dumpster, 'acquired' a studio in Arnheim and proceeded to remake rock and roll in their own fetching style. 

We Are Communications, Furtips' fifth full-length, continues the cuckooness. Opulent, off-their-tits nonsense using vocals, guitars, drums and various keyboard apparatus. 

The album pace is mad like Cujo; but without the senseless urges, appetite for meat or the surplus of foam. It has the frenetic effect of three rats joining a fourth on a wheel that suddenly spins out of control. Using English as a second language is a delicious proposition for wickedly clever bands like the Tipsters. 

Favourite lyric: 'Lots of sweaty men I can't remember having so much fun/ Let the games begin/ This is pure, it's uncompromising: Salsa Revenge!' How curious. How disturbing. Take me back to your spaceship and have your way.

Shane Moritz (for Plan B Magazine) - planbmag.com



The Furtips are a noisy pop group from the Netherlands, who have been making music for over a decade now, though they're not exactly a household name. Not for lack of trying - they have had records released on a several labels at home and on Ajax and Animal World in the US - but their unique brand of offbeat lo-fi pop is not the easiest thing to describe. They combine equal parts of American 90s indie rock bands like Pavement & Marmoset (with whom these guys shared a split 7" a few years back) and the unconventional sound of groups like the Television Personalities & the Swell Maps, adding a fair amount of humor in the lyrics and music along the way.

The songs themselves vary greatly in style, jumping from the almost loungey sound of the opener "Sociopaths And Tearjerkers" to the manic sound in "19999" (and quite a few others, for that matter) to the Syd Barrett-influenced psych sound of "Salsa Revenge". Usually the styles work, although there were times that I wasn't too into the sound of a particular song; but, like with the weather, wait a few minutes, and it'll change.
Mix Tape Quotient = 10/14

Chris - (indiepages.com)



Kubelik, Kubelik, tie tie tie (toetsen die het geluid van een fluitend persoon moeten fonetiseren ontbreken jammergenoeg op mijn toetsenbord). Ik heb Furtips zeker vijf keer gezien de afgelopen paar jaar en steevast was dit nummer het hoogtepunt van het optreden. Ik ging er eigenlijk vanuit dat ik het wel ergens op een vage single had staan – leuke nummers brengen altijd meteen een hé dat ken ik-reactie teweeg – maar het blijkt nu pas voor het eerst te zijn uitgebracht. Gegeven dat ik recensies pleeg te schrijven alsof ik er zelf mijn aankoopkeuze op zou moeten baseren: kopen dat ging. Meteen! Desnoods draai je alleen maar dat derde nummer.

In een poging dan toch ook nog maar wat zinnigs te zeggen voor de rest: De Arnhemmers maken tegendraadse lo-fi indiepop waarbij even gretig als willekeurig uit vaatjes als The Cannanes, The Television Personalities, TFUL 282 of Pavement worden getapt. Wat zeg ik, er zijn 273 bands in Nederland die zijn beïnvloed door Pavement, maar Furtips is de enige die het begrijpt. We Are Communications is het vierde studioalbum in ruim tien jaar en men klinkt nog steeds even anders als altijd. Nog steeds misschien wel de beste band van Nederland. 

Martijn Grooten - (Thinksmall)




Het Arnhemse bandje Furtips loopt al vanaf 1992 mee, maar in Nederland is hun muziek nooit echt aangeslagen. Mede doordat ze hun cd's altijd op Amerikaanse labels als Ajax en Animal World hebben uitgebracht. Maar het vijfde album van de Gelderlanders komt uit op het jonge Arnhemse Speakers From The Night Records.

We Are Communications zet de luisteraar bij het eerste nummer even op het verkeerde been. 'Sociopaths and Tearjerkers' is een op een sterk pianodeuntje gebaseerd nummer dat vooral in het refrein veel van The Magnetic Fields wegheeft. Maar zo kennen we de Furtips niet. Doorgaans maken zij eenzelfde soort lofi pop als John Wayne Shot Me en Club Diana. 

Zoals in het eerste echt pakkende liedje, 'Kubelik', dat uitblinkt door geestig gefluit en een lekker basloopje. En zo staan er wel meer nummers op het album. 'Do Not Go Back' en 'Frenzy Are You There' vallen op door mooi lopende zanglijnen en originele gitaren en orgeltjes. 'I Would Rather Be a Catholic Now' klinkt als een verloren gewaand Eels-liedje, simpel maar schijnbaar perfect in het gehoor. 

Niet alle nummers zijn even opvallend. Dat hoeft ook niet, met We Are Communications hebben de Furtips een alleraardigst plaatje voortgebracht. De jaarlijstjes zullen ze er niet mee gaan halen en veel zieltjes winnen zit er waarschijnlijk ook niet in. Maar de trouwe volgers van de Nederlandse lofi-scene zullen hier toch ruim een halfuur plezier aan beleven. 

Thijs Zilverberg (kindamuzik.net)


Ondanks of misschien wel juist doordat de Furtips hun plaatjes altijd uitbrachten bij Amerikaanse labels, is de belangstelling voor deze band in eigen land altijd ver achter gebleven. Feit is wel dat de Arnhemmers een van de belangrijkste Nederlandse vertegenwoordigers zijn in de internationale lo-fi-scene. Met We Are Communications maakt het vijftal na een bezettingswisseling, labelperikelen en een coveralbum een nieuwe start. Met een ander geluid, want de Furtips rocken meer dan ooit.

Met de tranentrekker Sociopaths And Tearjerkers begint het album nog rustig, maar daarna worden alle registers opengetrokken. Die nieuwe aanpak is na drie albums mei kleine lo-fi-liedjes even wennen, maar als het kwartje eenmaal gevallen is, blijkt Wc Are Communications net zo verslavend te zijn als het eerdere werk. Alleen jammer van de tenenkrommende rap in 'I Would Rather Be Catholic Now'. DJ Bobo doet die nog beter. 
Maar verder: fijne plaat! 

Peter van der Wijst (Fret-magazine)




Niet gehinderd door optredens bij TMF Awards en vergaderingen over marketingstrategieën werkt indiepopband Furtips in de donkere krochten van de popmuziek aan een fijn oeuvre, We Are Communications is het vijfde album van deze Arnhemse muzikale anarchisten. Het is hun eerste op een nieuw labeltje, dat als slogan heeft: 'strange popmusic for relatively normal people.' 

Het openingsnummer Sociopaths And Tearjearkers zet iedereen op het verkeerde been, want na deze pianoballade met ijle OMD-synthesizer, trieste trompet en onbeholpen gastzang gaat Furtips lekker loos met indiepop en postpunk. Tempowisselingen, zoete invallen, rare ingevingen, nerveus gedoe, dat soort dingen. Onder meer Sonic Youth, Pixies en Wire hebben hun sporen nagelaten op het lovenswaardige werk van de ideeënrijke Furtips en ook, getuige het dreinende Salsa Revenge, de oude Pink Floyd en Black sabbath. Laat die Furtips maar schuiven.

Rene Megens (Oor-magazine)


Het zal wel Arnhems chauvinisme zijn, maar ik hou van elke noot op We are Communications van de Furtips.
Een eigenwijze plaat van Europese klasse, origineel, vrolijk, vol anekdotische liedjes met rammelende gitaren en enthousiaste orgels. Wekelijks worden er cd's van Britse bandjes op het bureau van Kunststof gekwakt. Here todoy, gone tomorrow, het is nauwelijks de moeite dat de postbode ze komt brengen. 

Vergeet Kaiser Chiefs, Tom Vek en al die anderen, Furtips is het echte werk. De groep bestaat sinds 1991, was even het tweede bandje van Bettie Serveert-bassist Herman Bunskoeke en had rond 1996 een bescheiden aanhang in de VS. Je reinste cult: een jaar geleden moesten de Tips hun coveralbum Gourmet Sounds nog via hun eigen website uitventen. Die cd ging van David Bowie naar The Monkees, de nieuwe Furtips is even afwisselend. I would rather be a catholic now is een mooie ballade, Kubelik zing en fluit je mee, Do not go back is een sublieme song. We are Communications is een lo fi-plaat waar Domino en EMI om zouden moeten vechten.

Werner Bossmann (De Gelderlander)




Paus Benedictus XVI stond na zijn benoeming de gelovigen toe te spreken, keek nog wat onwennig over de menigte, maar leek toch te genieten. Ik vond het maar een vreemd gezicht. Hoe lang hadden we immers zijn voorganger Paus Johannes Paulus II niet gehad. Zo is het ook bij het Arnhemse Furtips. 

Ze brengen al vanaf 1992 hun unieke lofi gitaarliedjes uit. Hadden zelfs een Amerikaanse platenmaatschappij, maar de echte doorbraak is er nooit gekomen. Ze bleven echter gewoon doorgaan en brengen, met de nieuwe bassist Melissa, eindelijk - de vorige was een coverplaat - weer plaat met geheel eigen werk uit: We are communications. De nieuwe plaat is net zo verrassend als de nieuwe paus. Het ziet er bekend uit, maar het is toch anders. Dit komt vooral door de toegevoegde keyboard partijen die een wat meer opvallende plaats gekregen hebben. 

Af en toe klinkt het zelfs behoorlijk bombastisch, iets waaraan ze zich tot op heden nog niet schuldig hadden gemaakt. Of de nieuwe sound een vooruitgang is zal afhangen van wat je verwacht. De fans konden er wel eens moeite mee hebben, maar als je er wat verder vanaf staat kon deze plaat je wel eens behoorlijk verrassen. Persoonlijk vind ik het af en toe net wat over de top, maar er moet ook gezegd worden dat er inmiddels genoeg albums met het oude geluid verschenen zijn. 

Ik denk dat een vernieuwde Furtips dan ook een goede zet is. Ik gun ze namelijk een nieuw en breder publiek dat ook weet te genieten van deze unieke fijne humorvolle gitaarliedjes. 

Ewie (fileunder.nl) - fileunder.nl


De vijfde cd alweer van Furtips uit Arnhem. Ze overleven al sinds 1991 en bieden ons een diversiteit van muziekstijlen aan. Na verscheidene ledenwisselingen en problemen met het vorige label AnimalWorldRecordings wordt op het nieuwe label Speakers From The Night een zeer apart klinkend album voorgeschoteld. 

‘We Are Communications’ begint met de tranentrekker ‘Sociopaths And Tearjerkers’ dat waarschijnlijk nog voor de invoering van de Euro is geschreven omdat er voor vijftien gulden “sadness and truth” wordt gekocht bij de Free Record Shop waarbij in het boekje van de cd nog even wordt vermeld wat de tegenwoordige waarde is. De toon is direct gezet. De toonzuiverheid totaal niet. Maar daar heeft deze vijfkoppige-formatie patent op zo lijkt het. De naar de B52’s neigende songstructuren qua zang en rariteiten laten zich regelmatig onderdompelen in de hectiek die je ook al van de Pixies gewend was, zoals ook de duur van de nummers die gemiddeld op twee minuten uitkomt. Dit alles geeft aan dit album een sfeer mee die 20 jaar geleden heel modern was. ‘You May Kiss Me Now’ geeft een zwengel aan de snelheid en actie van deze plaat. Met daarna een aantal up-tempo gitaarliedjes waarbij de inhoud van de teksten onnavolgbaar lijkt te zijn. 

‘I Would Be Rather Catholic Now’ laat een mooi hedendaags, lekker in het gehoor liggend, liefdesliedje horen waarna ‘ Frenzy Are You There’ er weer flink tegenaan gaat en punk op de Furtips-manier laat horen. Al deze popliedjes staan als een huis en zullen live waarschijnlijk nog vreemder overkomen met de bandleden Beetle Sonique, Camille, Chief Wasdatwat, Jane en Melissa op het podium. Al dan niet in stijl gekleed. Muziek is kunst! 

Roel Willems (musicfrom.nl) - musicfrom.nl


Gourmet Sounds




A tribute to some fine chefs by some Dutch screwballs, infusing old recipes with opiate grins and gold absurdities. 'Gourmet Sounds' pays respect to Pere Ubu, Pet Shop Boys, TV Personalities, Swell Maps, Monkees, Mekons and many more. It's an impossibly tuneful, scatological pop meddle studded by atonal wipe outs, screeching noise-pop flurries, with song after song doused in good, old-fashioned dementia. Furtips are the not-quite-right merger of Monkee-style mayhem and Pavement's more artful guitar charms. Since inception, Furtips have conceived three perfectly awesome CDs, a cassette, three 7 inches, become one of my favourite all time bands and at the same time consolidated their proud position as one of Holland's least successful musical ventures. Mostly nice, occasionally scary, 'Gourmet Sounds' is some dish.

Shane Moritz (for PlanB Magazine)



Je neemt een niet al te bekend recept, gebruikt eigen ingrediënten en gaat vervolgens geheel je eigen gang. Wat zo ontstaat lijkt helemaal van jezelf te zijn. Dat is ongeveer wat er gebeurt op de covers-cd Gourmet Sounds van de Furtips. 

De Arnhemse lo-fiband Furtips is al jarenlang een goed bewaard geheim. Kregen zij bij Nederlandse platenmaatschappijen geen voet aan de grond, bij de Amerikaanse labels Ajax en Animal World Recordings bleek men beter inzicht te hebben. In 2001 werkte Furtips mee aan de Shaggs-tribute-cd Better Than The Beatles. Naar aanleiding hiervan besloten de Furtips een eerbetoon te brengen aan hun persoonlijke muzikale helden. Helaas had Animal World Recordings te lijden onder de verslechterende economie. Furtips liet het er niet bij zitten en bracht de cd in eigen beheer uit. En dat is maar goed ook. Je moet er niet aan denken dat dit soort juweeltjes de ijskast in zouden gaan. De cd staat vol met zorgvuldig uitgekozen, onherkenbaar mooie covers, waarbij ook niet altijd voor de meest bekende songs is gekozen. 

Wilt u namen? Bowie, Pere Ubu, Swell Maps, Sneaky Feelings. En titels als 30 Seconds Over Tokyo, Trouble With Kay, Read About Seymour en What In The World. Zoekt u zelf even wat van wie was. Het zou een enorme hutspot kunnen worden, maar dankzij het charmant rammelende geluid van de Furtips met hun ongewone ingevingen is het een viersterrenmaal. 
Van harte aanbevolen! 

zone5300.nl (Jessica Hummel) - zone5300.nl


Okay a covers album. Oh…mmmm you might think, and yes my first thought too, what on earth causes a band who've been around for over 10 years to suddenly decide to devote a whole album to interpretations of other people's material. 

Well the story goes something like this. The Furtips along with a few other fellow Dutch indie ensembles were asked to submit material for a new project to be overseen by Animal World Recordings, who at this point where feeling particularly pleased with themselves following the reception to their Shaggs tribute CD. Suddenly financial collapse loomed on the horizon and belts were tightened as a consequence resulting in the project sitting high on the shelf getting a suntan and a dusty skin. By way of a few prods and a number of anxious phone calls the Furtips were exonerated from the project and allowed to release the material via their own website. 

A clue to this release is further offered by an attributed quote to Albert Einstein found on the spine of the CD which simply reads "the secret to creativity is knowing how to hide your sources". Boy, if ever a quote was taken at its literal meaning. 

'Gourmet Sounds' not only reveals a band on top of their game but furthermore it offers a vague insight into the ensembles collective mindset, and boy it's a place you don't want to stay to long labouring as it does between the finite line that separates genius and lunacy, a band who know they can play cute pop at the drop of a hat and yet for the greater part belief it all with a crooked menace. If reference points are needed or worthwhile, Furtips attitude towards other artists material is pretty much akin to the Fall in that they make the songs their own albeit with the aid of a few spots of mix 'n' matching from other unlikely sources which is an achievement in itself if you consider the set that's on offer, take for instance Per Ubu's immortal '30 seconds over Tokyo' reduced to an oddly unsettling mass of out of time percussion and drone dub and sounding like a wired Blockheads c. 'D.I.Y' jamming with a particularly angulated Killing Joke. 

Swell Maps legendary 'Read about Seymour' is rekindled and remoulded in analogue electronic heaven and dusted down with an electro-clash spine that gives most of the pretenders of the genre a serious run for their money, think Ladytron boogying with Kraftwerk (seriously). Pet Shop Boys are next in the firing line with 'Rent' and rightly so, let's be honest it always was the most weedy and sadly lacking affair in the Tennant / Lowe canon. On this occasion it's giving a right royal kicking, the chorus reduced to a meltdown that sounds like the Pixies and Sonic Youth having fisticuffs in the studio, while elsewhere Bowie's 'What in the World' is dragged through the shredder that has all the hallmarks of Devo being the Pretty Things doing Roxy Music, very scary stuff. 

Perhaps the tracks that shows perfectly how wicked these kids can be are their re-branding of TV Personalities 'A picture of Dorian Gray' and the Monkees 'She', in some house holds any hint of such tampering would probably require the death penalty to be sanctioned upon the perpetrators. The original version of 'Dorian Gray' can be found on the Cherry Red retrospective 'The very best of the Television Personalities', previously covered by the King of Luxemburg, the Furtips set about the classic by investing upon it a eerie ballad-esque calm that sounds like Nick Cave having his mind unravelled which amazingly out weirds the original by some distance while the heartbroken Monkees minor classic is given a true 'fuck you then' treatment aligned to a seriously pissed off bubblegum pop backdrop that's insanely awkward a light years from its saccharined older sibling. 

Demented and quite obviously delicious. 

losingtoday.com (Mark Barton) - losingtoday



Furtips is zo'n Nederlandse band die in eigen land niets voorstelt, maar er wel in slaagde sinds hun oprichting in 1991 een drietal cd's uit te brengen op gerenommeerde labels als Ajax en Animal World Recordings. Door het ten ondergaan van het eerste label en de financiële problemen waar het tweede label mee kampt, besloot de band onderhavige tribute-cd dan maar zelf uit te brengen (hij is te verkrijgen via hun website, tien euro inclusief portkosten). De aanzet voor dit schijfje is er gekomen nadat ze werden gevraagd voor de compilatie 'Better Than The Beatles: A Tribute To The Shaggs'. 

Het idee beviel hen in die mate, dat ze verder bleven werken aan een cd vol eigenzinnige covers. Eigengereid, dwars, avontuurlijk, het zijn kernwoorden die meer dan toepasselijk zijn op deze Arnhemmers. Niet alleen een verrassende coverkeuze, maar vooral de manier waarop ze die eigenwijs tot op het bot uitkleden om ze dan volledig naar hun eigen hand te zetten, verdient bewondering. 'Read About Seymour' van Swell Maps wordt in handen van Furtips een synthesizerdeuntje met een zweverig stemmetje erbovenop, '30 Seconds Over Tokyo' van Pere Ubu krijgt een marsintro om dan quasi onherkenbaar verder te hobbelen. Zelden een dergelijke geniale coverversie van om het even welke song gehoord. Verder nemen ze onder meer The Mekons, Bowie, Roland Kirk en zelfs Pet Shop Boys onder handen. Ze sluiten af met 'Matilda Mother', een track van Pink Floyd toen Syd Barret er nog de broek droeg. 

Ze maken meteen een van hun grootste invloeden kenbaar: psychedelische pop met weerhaakjes. 'Gourmet Sounds' is indiepop van het tijdloze soort, geen hype maar eindeloos interessanter en mooier dan de integrale Engelse Britpopscène.

Gonzo Circus issue #63(Patrick Bruneel) - Gonzo Circus



Furtips werd door de labelbaas van Animal World Recordings gevraagd een cover-album te doen. Toen de opnamen af waren kwam AWR echter met de mededeling dat er voorlopig een releasestop ingesteld was. 

De groep heeft daarna nog geprobeerd het materiaal bij een ander label onder te brengen, dat leverde niets op, zodat het tegenwoordig vijftal besloot het dan maar zelf uit te brengen. Gourmet Sounds biedt 11 eigenzinnige covers van een aantal klassiekers uit de (alternatieve) pophistorie waarbij de nadruk ligt op de new wave van de jaren tachtig. Voor diegenen die de oorspronkelijke uitvoeringen kennen, is dit een erg lekker plaatje. 

Vooral het feit dat Furtips vaak een heel andere benadering kiest en sommige uitvoeringen zich maar moeilijk laten herkennen, maakt het album erg spannend. Hier en daar is het resultaat zelfs hilarisch, omdat het vijftal op een ludieke manier weet te spotten met de oorspronkelijke (soms) heilige ingrediënten, maar dat overigens wel met het nodige respect doet. Voor liefhebbers van bijvoorbeeld The Mekons, Swell Maps en Television Personalities (van alle drie is een herbewerking te vinden) is hier veel te halen. 

Af en toe doet het aan The Residents denken, niet dat Furtips qua geluid in die hoek zit, maar de manier waarop doet wel degelijk denken aan hoe de oogbal-dragers materiaal herinterpreteren. Mocht je de originelen helemaal niet kennen, is Gourmet Sounds toch ook wel degelijk een interessant album omdat het vol zit met grillige composities die bij elke draaibeurt groeien en ook prima op zichzelf kunnen staan. 

NPI.nl (Roel Bouman)




Eigenzinnige bandjes & eigenzinnige helden
Waarom maken bands in godsnaam eigenlijk platen met alleen maar covers? Heet je dan Elvis Presley of heb je geen inspiratie voor eigen werk? Of gaat het om een statement over onbegrepenheid: 'Jongens, snap het nou eens. Luister hier naar, dit is wat wij eigenlijk willen, maar niet kunnen.' Het mooist is uiteraard de tribute-versie die gemaakt wordt door bands die echt en oprecht hun helden willen eren. 

Zoveel CD's ken ik eerlijk gezegd niet, die met dat idee gemaakt worden, op die ene verdwaalde cover op die zoveelste tribute-verzamelaar na. Furtips' Gourmet Sounds kon wel eens één van de eerste zijn die me te binnen schieten. Waarom zou je anders zowel Pet Shop Boys als Pere Ubu als Roland Kirk als Pink Floyd bij elkaar willen zetten, als je geen soundtrack te vullen hebt? Veel wisselende namen, namen die iets zeggen over de leeftijd van de muzikanten (iemand van onder de dertig die de Mekons en TV Personalities nog iets zeggen?) en namen die volgens mij nooit meer dan een paar honderd platen in Nederland verkocht hebben (Swell Maps). 

Liefhebbers dus. En de enigen die deze plaat zullen kopen zullen dan ook liefhebbers zijn. Liefhebbers van Furtips' eigenzinige liedjes en hun soms zeer eigenzinnige bewerkingen van eigenzinnige muzikale helden. 

#FileUnder
More stuff to read at (dutch) fileunder.blogspot.com 



Cliché's zijn vaak waar en wanneer een band een CD volzet met covers zegt het cliché dat dat een treurig teken is. Fijn om weer eens een uitzondering te horen. En nu fluks terug naar de eigen liedjes, dank u.

Jan Peter Prenger - Subjectivisten.org
More stuff to read at (dutch) Subjectivisten.org and dubbelmono.blogspot.com 



Tja, dat Furtips een hele leuke band is met hele leuke nummers, dat weet ik, dat weet jij (toch? anders eerst even een cd van ze aanschaffen, dan verder lezen) en dat zou de band zelf ook wel mogen weten. Ik heb het ze in elk geval vaak genoeg verteld. Maar ja, de band is Nederlands,en dus graag bescheiden en vind andermans nummers kennelijk beter. En daarom moest er per se een cd komen met eigen versies van andermans werk, bij gebrek aan label dan ook maar zelf uitgebracht (en te koop via de website). Nou is er wel het voordeel dat de bandkeuze je als recensent een lijstje klinkt als'en geeft, want bands The Television Personalities, The Swell Maps en, vooruit, The Pet Shop Boys zijn toch zeker van invloed geweest op de lofi-indiepop van de Arnhemmers.

Of het ook leuk klinkt? Tja, het blijft Furtips, dus die vraag kan sowieso positief beantwoord worden. Daar moet eerlijkheidshalve wel bij gezegd worden dat ik van de elf nummers er maar van twee of drie het origineel ken en dat één daarvan, de trage uitvoering van The Television Personalities' Picture Of Dorian Gray het enige minpunt aan het album is. Maar dat buiten beschouwing gelaten klinkt Gourmet Sounds erg goed. En vooral erg Furtips. Met bovendien een aantal leuke verrassingen, zoals het geschreeuw op de achtergrond in Rent, oorspronkelijk van The Pet Shop Boys, en vooral de freaky synthpop die Where Were You van The Mekons is geworden. Een meer dan aardig tussendoortje dus, in afwachting van het volgende ‘echte’ album, dat hopelijk niet al te lang op zich laat wachten. 

Martijn Grooten - Thinksmall




Shaggs Tribute (a selection)



VARIOUS ARTISTS (ANIMAL WORLD RECORDINGS) 

BY MARK BARTON - LOSING TODAY



The first of a planned release schedule that will see future tribute accolades going to such heavy weights of outsider pop as Captain Beefheart, Young Marble Giants and Family Fodder. Okay it's own up time for me, I have to admit not owning either of the two albums by the Shaggs, though I do vaguely remember a friend playing a tape of the trio's debut release 'Philosophy of the World' some years back. I have tried desperately in the weeks since receiving this compilation to acquire copies of the two CD pressings of the said albums to no joy. 'Better than the Beatles' is not a statement of intent, though I bet someone somewhere is already planning perhaps even finished a Doctorate for literary discussion. The title comes from a quote attributed to Zappa in reaction to having heard the trios first mythical outing, 'Philosophy of the World'. 

The Shaggs story is the stuff of legends, perhaps no other artist has been so spoken in hushed awe with so little recorded output to inspect than perhaps Robert Johnson. Late 60's the Wiggin sisters, encouraged by their father set about tying a deal with a local label owner, who goes walkies with their money and all the pressings bar one box. Said box with records becomes one of the most sought after releases from the underground ever. This tribute captures the essence of the band perfectly, naive pop that is almost ridiculously immature but in many ways that's the drawing power, honest pop like never before and never since. Packed to the rafters with the kind of hamfisted efforts that on paper shouldn't work, that are thrown in the air and miraculously reassemble neatly into a curious blend that recalls a melodic version of Tony Hancock's 'infantile school of art' in the film 'The Rebel'. 

To the sounds within then. Thirteen bands assembled with the arduous task of making sense of the nonsensical. Perhaps the two key highlights are the contributions of Plastic Mastery and the Furtips. Plastic Mastery loosen up. 'Shaggs own thing' is totally reclaimed as their own, crossing between 50's style at the hop chorus' with a vague whiff of their brand of wired goofiness and distantly recalling the Boxtops. The Furtips on the other hand tangle with 'You're something special to me' and take it to teenage summer fuelled extremes, particularly fetching half way through when it all starts loosing the plot.

Elsewhere, the magnificent Optiganally Yours whose last album was surely one of the ten albums that every cool record collection should own, get to grips with their interpretation of 'You're something special to me'. Lets just say if you are looking for a more upbeat but spiritually kindred spirits of Black Heart Procession, then search no further. Perhaps of all the bands featured here, The Shaggs sense of awkward melodies best suit Optiganally Yours as they smoothly reorganise the blueprint for their own. Mongrell give good account with 'My Cutie' sounding more in common with Shonen Knife with their childlike outlook. Bauer introduce harpsichords, their baroque stylings add a degree of dimension to their version of 'We have a saviour', a crystal clear continental sound is weaved to grand effect recalling groups such as Remington Super 60. 

Joost Visser provides an inspired insight on his cover of 'It's Halloween' that draws a parallel between The Shaggs and the underrated talents of Daniel Johnston no less. As tributes go 'Better than the Beatles' is an essential starting point to tracking the work of the Shaggs, which less face it is a job in itself.
Personal I don't go with tributes persay, but not since the Troggs covers album a few years ago have I had so much fun and such pleasure with an album. This is a testament not only to the Shaggs themselves but to all the bands who have had the nerve to recreate and re-evaluate one of America's true treasured secrets. Now back to hunting for those albums...




VARIOUS ARTISTS
"Better Than the Beatles: A Tribute to the Shaggs" (Animal World Recordings) ***1/2

In case you'd given up hope of ever hearing a tribute album that made any sense, here's one that actually functions nicely as a beginner's introduction to the Shaggs, who put out an album at the end of the sixties that was both worshipped as a masterpiece and reviled as one of the worst ever. Fortunately, little effort is spent on imitating the twisted logic of the Shaggs' rhythm section (R. Stevie Moore -pretty much the biggest name on here -is one of the few who makes a foolhardy attempt.) The best tracks cast the songs in a whole new light, as in the bouncy pop of Bauer, the rowdy Real Kids garage rock of Furtips, and especially Ida's spare, gorgeous opener, "Philosophy of the World", which gently and accurately reveals the bare bones of a haunting, other-worldly melody.

Chandler Travis, The Boston Herald



Various Artists
Better than the Beatles: a Tribute to the Shaggs Animal World Recordings

Did the Shaggs know what they were doing? No. Does it matter? Not really. Critics raved about them. Irwin Chusid called them the "godmothers of outsider music." Frank Zappa, with hyperbole up to eleven, described them as "Better than the Beatles" (hence, the title of this tribute). And even though it's been over thirty years since the Wiggins sisters (Dot, Helen, and Betty) recorded their magnum opus, "Philosophy of the World," their legacy is stronger than ever. Today they stand alongside Captain Beefheart, Os Mutantes, Destroy All Monsters, and the Residents in the inderatis' sacred obscuro pantheon. Upon first listen, the uninitiated will hears only three unmusicians playing seemingly different songs simultaneously. But scratch the surface of the Shaggs' primitive, childlike tunes and there's idiot savant gold in them songs.

Time for a tribute? Animal World Recordings thinks so. Interestingly enough, there could hardly be a more worthy group to pay homage to. Since the Shaggs' songs were so extremely weird and incredibly out of time and place, cover artists have much room to play with the originals. Some of the tracks on "Better than the Beatles" sound surprisingly unlike the songs being covered. Yet, herein lies the beauty of this disc. For example, both Thinking Fellars Union Local 242 and Danielson Famile cover "Who Are Parents." Neither sounds like the Shaggs' version. Both are, nonetheless, marvelous. Thinking Fellars' adaptation evokes a morphine drenched hymn, as scary as it is bizarre. Danileson Famile's rendition is cozy and twee, somewhat like the Shaggs'.

Still, the Danielson kids sound like virtuosos when compared to the Shaggs. Because the Shaggs were so wrong that they were right, it's hard to imagine how a Shaggs cover could run amok. (Perhaps it would be too well produced or arranged. Conversely, an artist might rightly feel some real fear and trembling over being included on a Beatles, Kinks, or Zombees tribute album. Because these bands executed their songs with such precision, it might be asked what could be gained from cover versions?) Is it possible to improve on the Shaggs? Maybe it's heresy to say this, but, Yes. Bauer's version of "We have a Savior" is far better than the original! It's actually fun to listen to. Something you want to hear over and over again. It wonderfully employs the Association and the Left Banke to sweeten up the Shaggs's original.

Other great renditions on "Better than the Beatles" include Optiganally Your's dingy, lo-fi "You're Something Special to Me," impressively true-to-form cuts from Mongrell, "My Cutie," R. Stevie Moore, "My Companion," and The Double U, "Philosphy of the World." Also noteworthy are Plastic Mastery's Jonathan Richman-esque "Shaggs' Own Thing" and the Furtip's classic indie reading of "You're Something Special to Me." None of the songs feel out of place. This is truly a brilliant tribute album.

Randall J. Stephens (this review appeared in both Tidal Wave and Ink19)



Amazon.com

One common joke about the Shaggs is that it would be impossible to cover their songs note for missed note, each missed beat, as they embody the true definition of shambling pop. This late-'60s group, made up of three sisters (and fostered by their father, who was by some accounts a domineering Svengali), has been elevated to cult status over the years, heralded by the likes of Frank Zappa, Ira Kaplan, and John Zorn. Conventional notions of musicality aside, the Shaggs played with a childlike innocence and sort of sleepwalking confidence that--when not just silly--was captivating, enchantingly charming, and downright spiritual. 

Against all bets, here's a compilation from artists most qualified for the impossible task: Ida, whose members cultivate a Sergeant Pepper-era Beatles vibe on "Philosophy of the World"; avant-rocksters Thinking Fellers Union Local 242; Holland's minimalist-in-residence Joost Visser; home taper for life R. Stevie Moore; and naive wonder-Christians Danielson Famile. "My Pal Foot Foot," likely about an imaginary friend, is expertly warped even further by Deerhoof. You'll probably want to be acquainted with the Shaggs to appreciate this effort, but even if you aren't, chances are you'll seek out the originals after hearing this loving tribute.

Cyndi Elliott



Better Than The Beatles: A Tribute To The Shaggs Animal World Records by Jack Cole

"I get a lot of letters. Most of them are nice. I got one awhile ago, it was insulting, or asking if we were trying to insult them. I guess they didn't like the music, or didn't think it was music. I just threw it away. I figured everybody has their opinion. If they don't like it, they don't have to buy it." Dot Wiggins, as told to John DeAngelis, New Rhythm & Blues News #19, October 1984.

Once upon a time in Fremont, New Hampshire the mother of Austin Wiggins, Jr. had a vision that his daughters would form a band. To fulfill his mother's prophecy, Austin Wiggins, Jr. bought his daughters instruments and paid for music lessons. He would be there manager and produce the albums, Dot Wiggins, the oldest daughter, writing all of the songs. Though the townsfolk may have laughed at what the Shaggs played, nonetheless, the family band create of the most unique and powerful musical visions ever. Still, outside of Fremont they went virtually unknown, completely out of sync with the mainstream they wanted to be part of with their group. In 1969 they recorded The Philosophy of the World, pressed by the shady Third World, which ended up only sending them one box of records, stiffing them on the rest. Soldiering on, they continued until Austin Wiggins, Jr passed out of this world in 1975. Though the Shaggs may have quit, the sisters becoming good citizens of Fremont, raising families and working, the album itself took on a life of its own. Praises were poised by the likes of Terry Adams (NRBQ), who reissued the record in 1980, Frank Zappa, and Irwin Chusid, a man who has built his career on outsider music. The Shaggs' legacy became greater than anyone could imagine -- especially for the Wiggins sisters. 

Their songs careen in their innocence, uneven strumming, and lyrical tributes to Foot Foot and the importance of parents. Covering a Shaggs song would be a difficult proposition in deed, capturing the spirit and sound difficult. Deceptively simple, Shaggs compositions have their own internal logic, quirky structures of guitar and drums. 

The act of attempting a Shaggs cover brings to mind when Tom Hazelmeyer of the record label Amphetamine Reptile attempted to play with Cows. Prior to that experience, Hazelmyer had thought that Cows songs would be a piece of cake to play -- that is until he attempted to play with the band and discovered that the surface belied the convoluted contents. The Shaggs are the same way -- deceptively primitive, but actually intricate.

And now Animal World Records has released a tribute to the Shaggs, 13 bands attempting to do the the Shaggs' "own thing". I understand if you hesitate. Tribute records, in general, are cesspools -- ragged patchwork quilts of the good, mediocre and bad. Who wants to listen to terrible bands destroy good songs? Who wants to listen to boring covers that attempt to recreate a song note by note instead of building something new that is more faithful to the original spirit? I can probably count on one hand the number of good tribute records I've heard. To that tally, I would definitely add Better Than The Beatles, which succeeds more often than it fails. Almost every band choses to cover songs from the Shaggs' Philosophy Of The World, with the exception of a few who dig into The Shaggs' Own Thing, a collection of material that came out on Rooster in 1982 composed of songs they recorded between 1969 and 1975 before ending the band.

Let's first briefly run through the known bands on the tribute, saving the wild cards for later. Ida opens up the tribute with a pretty stiff version of "Philosophy Of The World." The song's life is completely drained from it by their rigid vocals and tiresome "college rock" instrumentation. Fortunately, the tribute perks write up with Optiganally Yours' take on "You're Something Special To Me." Pea Hix and Rob Crow tear into the song with gusto, adapting it to fit into their airy optigan style. Rob Crow injects passion and wistfulness, making for a fine cover. The tribute just gets better with TFUL 282's "Who Are Parents." They follow the Shaggs' lead, transforming the song into something almost sacred with its angelic background vocals on top TFUL 282's skewed playing. They almost convinced me that parent's aren't so bad after all. 

A few songs later, Joost Visser appears out of the void he has disappeared to, tackling "It's Halloween." Visser clocks in with a nicely done spare rendition consisting of himself and his guitar recorded very lo-fi. His version, unlike the Shaggs', is a bittersweet nostalgia for a holiday he can no longer participate in with the loss of his youth. Visser is followed by Deerhoof, a band that always strikes my fancy. Deerhoof choses to cover the classic Shaggs song, "My Pal Foot Foot," tearing it apart and rebuilding it sloppily in a elliptical series of distorted melodic chunks. R. Stevie Moore, the eccentric NJ resident and the only person contributing who ever actually saw the Shaggs play live before 1975, on "My Companion" is the only musician who is able to precisely capture the Shaggs sound to which he adds his voice processed to a high pitch. His Shaggs interpretation comes off as a novelty song, but then again, what R. Stevie Moore song doesn't doesn't sound like a novelty? 

Next for the known groups, the Danielson Famile provides a sweet version of "Who Are Parents", which contrasts nicely with the TFUL 282 stab at the song. The Danielson Famile approach is to turn the song into a sweet children's song marked by cheap keyboards and guitar. Whereas TFUL 282 probably don't buy into the song's message, the Famile buys the whole hog as is to be expected with their Christian perspective. After the Famile, Furtips leap in with a wobbly and lax, fuzzed out "You're Something Special To Me", another nice contrast when put aside Optigonally Yours' recreation. Appropriately, the tribute ends with the Double U's vision of "Philosophy Of The World," sweet singing ably supported by even sweeter melodies slipping their way out of keyboards and guitars.

Now that the household names are out of the way, let's take a peak at the fledgling stars of the underground who appear on Better Than The Beatles. None of the newcomers will annoy you and all of them seem to be handle the Shaggs. If most of them suffer from any problem, its probably not having a unique sound yet to call their own, the arrangements straight from the indie rock playbook. Mongrell has a nice strum, folk vibe in their rendition of "My Cutie." the song as adorable as a frisky pup. Bauer transforms "We Have a Savior" into harmonies between the boy and girl in the group supported by a bright sixties foundation what with its organ and shiny guitar parts. Slot Racer is probably the most prosaic of the batch, their twofer, "Painful Memories"/"Wheels", undynamic with its low in the mix hushed male vocals. Their cover is mediocre at best. 

The best of the newcomers, I think, is the Plastic Mastery, who dive into "Shaggs' Own Thing" with gusto. This Tallahassee, FL band oozes with potential as they swagger through the rough-around-the-edges pop licks, prancing about territory usually reserved for Antipodeans like the Cannanes, Crabstick and Huon. They completely capture the essence of the song, the Shaggs' own thing becoming their own.

I heartily recommend Better Than The Beatles: A Tribute To The Shaggs. Not only is a fine band given the respect it deserves, but the majority of the bands conjure up fine takes of the Shagg's compositions. Moreover, the compilation turns a negative (multiple covers of the same songs) into an asset. I was fascinated by how different bands approached the same songs, warping them to their own whims. No finer compliment can be paid to either the Shaggs -- or to Animal World Records, for that matter, who have put together a rare item -- a good tribute.



Other reviews



In the two years that have passed since the Furtips 2nd album Le Louping, the Dutch band has taken it upon themselves to up the ante in both the recording quality department and in the songwriting dept., coming up with their magnum opus, When My Baby Smiles at Me, I Go to Rio, their second Animal World CD. 

This album finds the band rising above the lo-fi/ home taping scene it arose from and coming closer to joining the ranks of quirky American bands like Grandaddy, Home or the Starlight Mints. However, the Furtips still bear a resemblence to the Television Personalities (especially in the vocal dept.) and the Swell Maps, they even added some tinkering piano interludes this time around. There is also a hint of New Zealand/Australian flavor coloring this album (think Tall Dwarfs/Chris Knox, Alastair Galbraith, the Cannanes), however the band stands alone as its own entity, each song could be picked out of a line-up as having that distinctive Furtips sound. 

The album gets off to a galloping start with the raucous "It's Cold Offside," then quickly changes gears with the low-key "Grapes, No Vine," and the album's sure-fire hit "Chosen Ones." It should also be noted that this album contains the single "Selection Kat" from the recent split 7" with Marmoset, as well as an amazing older song, "Stand Back" which was originally slated to appear on the first Furtips CD as the title track but for some reason was left off. W.M.B.S.A.M.I.G.T.R. is a triumph for Jane Pol, Camille Courbois, Royal Penguin Saver, recent addition Beetle Sonique (keyboards) and Chief WasDatWat, who make up the Furtips, and although it is only November of 2000 at the time of this writing we can already say that this album will be considered one of the best albums of the year 2001. 

Daniel Gill - Animal Worldrecordings



When My Baby Smiles At Me I Go To Rio, de derde CD van de Furtips was al een tijdje uit toen Think Small werd opgericht (de opnames stammen zelfs van ruim vóór dat Centraal Beheer een gelijknamig nummer in haar reclames ging gebruiken), maar is sinds kort officiëel in Nederland te verkrijgen, dankzij de distributie-deal die Livingroom en Animal World afsloten. Een mailtje van Furtip Jan Pol zorgt ervoor dat When My Baby... toch een recensie krijgt en dat is eigenlijk wel zo terecht, want net als haar twee voorgangers is het een erg fijne plaat geworden. 

De muziek van de Furtips houdt het midden tussen vroege Pavement en pakweg Thinking Fellers Union Local 282: rammelende gitaarpop met veel weirde stukken, zonder dat dit echter storend wordt, want het liedje staat bij de Arnhemmers toch nog altijd voorop. Voorzover ze dat op vorige platen nog niet gedaan hadden ("driemaal is scheepsrecht" ligt voor de hand, maar dat zou teveel afbreuk doen aan eerder werk) bewijzen de Furtips op dit album definief tot de absolute top van de Nederlandse lofi/indiescene te behoren.

Martijn Grooten -www.thinksmall.nl



Like everything about Amsterdam indie pop group The Furtips, the story of their beginning is filled with whimsy. One Herman Bunskoeke founded the group after his old band De Artsen folded, hoping to form a Dutch equivalent to the Canadian hardcore band No Means No, but the folks he recruited -- guitarist Camille Courbois, vocalist/multi-instrumentalist Jane Pol, and percussionist Thom Vanderdoef -- knew nothing about hardcore and much more about making catchy and strange pop; Bunskoeke departed a year later when his other band, Bettie Serveert (a pop group, it should be noted), got big. 

But despite the addition of enigmatic new vocalist/bassist Royal Penguin Saver (who reportedly found his instrument in a trashcan), The Furtips did not get big, especially not in their native Holland, despite releasing a few playfully sloppy singles and a debut album, Stand Back, Speak Normally, on the Chicago label Ajax in 1995, which critics both near and far found rather agreeable.

After stumbling about for a good part of the '90s, The Furtips hooked up with the peripatetic Animal World label (now stationed in New York City), in 1998 releasing their sophomore effort, Le Louping, which is something of a document of those years of stumbling around, a compilation of songs featuring countless different drummers and a few guest musicians. The album's shambling, giddy songs pile goofy noises and cheap keyboard lines atop fuzzy guitars and roller coaster rhythms; sometimes it sounds like the band invited a bunch of prepubescent youngsters to accompany them with a variety of noisemaking devices. For the most part, the music is structured, but from time to time things go to pieces in a pleasant sort of way. 

All in all, The Furtips messily tuneful din tends to feel like a guileless, energetic version of their lo-fi pop compatriots from Down Under -- bands like The Bats, The Go-Betweens, and Huon. Their 2002 album, When My Baby Smiles at Me, I Go to Rio, ups the production quality (making it somewhat debatable as to whether they're strictly a "lo-fi" band anymore), while adding new focus to their brief offbeat tunes. The Furtips' knack for unconventional yet catchy melodies and delightfully strange instrumentation is sure to bring a smile to the face of any pop enthusiast. 

Jesse Ashlock - www.epitonic.com



After playing ten years and releasing one EP, a slew of singles, and two other long-play albums (Stand Back Speak Normally / le louping), the Furtips created a new statement in their musical journey, When My Baby Smiles at Me, I Go to Rio. People close to the band's history will enjoy this fresh new taste of pristine pop and brilliant sonic overtones. Perhaps the production techniques and trickeries surrounding them are a weakness of this record. Still, with bravery and the perfect feel of romance at their lips and in their hearts, the Furtips perform a lush 15 songs in 36 minutes, following upon the innocence and nostalgic days of Thinking Fellers Union Local 282, Fly Ashtray, and Trumans Water. 

Along with the likes of the aforementioned groups, the Furtips bring to the stage an off-kilter, obscure pop sound with a weird hint of jazz. This group provides a great sense of enthusiasm and fun to each open ear, with a youthful exuberance that is engrossing and insatiable. Certainly, this record provides immediacy in its delicacy and melodic and musical impact.

Shawn M. Haney - www.allmusic.guide.com



Lo-fi indie pop is hip these days, but what's hip is to sound lo-fi, even if you're not. That extra level of buzz to your music and sometimes odd mixture of vocals, just sounding flat enough, might evoke a warm vinyl recording or might just sound a bit more simplistic and back to basics. As far as rock bands go, the Holland band Furtips clearly embraces that lo-fi pop sound, even if they won't admit it, because it's never hip to admit to being lo-fi. What's intriguing about this, the band's third full-length album, is the way Furtips approaches their pop music. One moment fuzzed-out indie rock, the next keyboard-led playful, bouncy retro pop, Furtips tries a little bit of everything. What's reliable throughout this album is that each song is simple yet playful, crisp yet lo-fi, filled with strong pop vocals and nice guitar work that's never too clear to avoid being lo-fi. "It's Cold Offside" comes across as a mix between spy movie music and early fuzzed-out alternative rock, an odd but fun and bouncy combination. 

But the band's real sound is epitomized on the slightly playful "Grapes, No Vine," with its indie pop style and often subtle aesthetics. The band takes an Apples in Stereo kind of approach on "Chosen Ones," and "Selection Kat" suddenly brings a kind of new-wave sensibility to fuzzed-out pop. A little of everything, indeed.

Perhaps the band is best when they just go all-out, like on the rocking "Isn't She Pretty," with its almost shouted vocals but soft, dreamy keyboard lines. The kind of garagey lo-fi rock of "Eat All Our Heart" reminds me of Major Matt Mason's own unique brand of pop, and "Bunny Falcon" has an upbeat, almost grungy rock feel to it. More subtle pop, "Vampire Smile" is light and airy and centered around keyboards, while "Stand Back, Speak Normally" is uptempo, danceable indie pop along the lines of Death Cab for Cutie at times. Then you have electro-pop keyboard playfulness with "Colonel Impossible," and "Das Schloss finishes with perhaps the tightest and slicked song, a lullaby of a track.

Furtips may be just a bit too lo-fi for my taste, although when they rock out with some fuzzed-out guitars and put more confidence in their vocals, these songs work quite well. Otherwise, I think this album would go over well with fans of lo-fi pop goodies like early Guided By Voices and Neutral Milk Hotel, but it's a far cry from the slick pop of their recurring tourmates and fellow Holland natives Bettie Serveert.
Jeff - www.adequacy.net

If Dutch pop group Furtips aren't going to be the future of rock'n roll, you'd have to ask why any of us should bother going on with the show at all. They have such a vivid, garrulous approach to their music, their singing, their playing. Their lyrics are funny/strange, their production values esoteric, their melodies unique. Their first album, Stand Back, Speak Normally and this one (there's not much difference in quality between the two and you can't generalise about a Furtips song, because they're all over the top) are good examples of why Australians should embrace as much Dutch music as possible. Like the Dutch (or many other small European nations) we are constantly encroached on by cultural imperialists of all kinds, however, we have the guppy spark which makes us able to simply chew up literature, art, or in this case rock'n roll, and hand it back better, cleverer, more interesting.

The Dutch and us (and let's not forget the New Zealanders and the Irish) are on the margins but we're not sitting there picking our noses, we're watching what's going on centre stage, and realising how much better we can do it. Back to the Furtips specifically. Critics in the States have often compared them to early punk indie group Swell Maps, a comparison that makes sense to me but I'm not absolutely sure why-possibly it's lyrical attitude, perhaps it's their good-natured willingness to try anything, perhaps it's something as mundane as their frequent use of double-tracked vocals, or their organ sound, or their punky guitar. Possibly it's just that Furtips and Swell Maps are two of my favourite rock bands of all time. I don't know. I shouldn't have brought it up. 

Because there are so many cool songs here, "Piano Go Home," a thrashy masterpiece, "Hey Deejay," a remarkable stop-start clockwork ballad, or "Blackeye" which sounds like an obscure circa 1978 one-hit wonder band from Perth's only single (yes, that good!), or "Zoom and Dash" which is exhilirating (in the chorus) but absolutely spooky in the verse. You'd be nuts to miss Le Louping. 

David Nichols



Like many of the releases reviewed in here, you would probably like this if you enjoyed a certain form of music - that being, I wouldn't think of playing this for somebody not already familiar with the genre at work here. Furtips debuted in the states with an album release on Ajax a number of years ago. As with that one, Le Louping contains a number of catchy indie pop songs small on production values and big on personality. 

The group's songs are whimsical and optimistic, keeping a fast tempo and passing around the singing duties. And yet, there's something inventive going on, for songs rely less on a catchy chorus amidst forgettable verses and work more providing overall agreeable tunes with many amicable points of entry. It's reminiscent of former labelmates the Cannanes in this regard, and like them, Furtips will likely continue onward, unfazed by relative popularity or trends. 

Ben Goldberg- Badaboom Gramophone #4



The Furtips charmingly work up a ramshackle clatter that would have seemed a tad redundant several years ago. But in 1998, the Dutch band's perseverance and enthusiasm are downright refreshing, as eclectic indie rockers are getting more and more scarce. Le Louping continues to refine the Furtips' skewed, low-to-medium fidelity craft, seemingly immune to fads and brimming with thoughtful, idiosyncratic tunes.

The crackling distortion spasms, spirited male-female vocal spats and chipper abandon steer this sophomore effort away from overt cuteness, while a barrage of abrupt musical drop-offs, rinky-dink piano walks and bleary-eyed guitar leads lend character to the Arnhem five-piece's shaggy dog stories. Few artists can stumble through left-of-center pop with such amiable, easy-on-the-ears exuberance. 

Jordan N. Mamone- CMJ New Music Report, Issue: 597



A few years ago, a sub-genre music came to prominence under the absurd moniker "lo-fi." What was important about the music was not how it was recorded-groups given the label got some basic ideas right regarding catchy melodies, simple structures, and spirited performances. Recording themselves gave them the chance to perform under relaxed (and inexpensive) circumstances, and the execution, while rarely hyper-proficient, reflected this comfort. While the recordings were rarely technically superb, they were well thought out and carefully mixed. 

After some of these bands achieved popularity, many bands seemed to think that by merely imitating the cheap recordings and simple song structures, they could create equally memorable music, and most of these bands failed. The Furtips are a Dutch band who remind me of why I cared about such music in the first place.

Their songs are carefully constructed without losing the aura that they came to exist without effort. Inexpensive equipment captures the playing, but good (if trashy) instrument sounds keep everything clear. The levels in the mixes are always appropriate, and stereo and occasional effects are used intelligently rather than gratuitously. While all of this sounds like a simple formula, the Furtips fill their music with such energy and conviction that it stands out from a far too cluttered field. If your life was already changed by such music, than the Furtips will merely remind you of why you cared in the first place, but that was more than enough for me. 

Steve Silverstein- Tape Op Issue #15

Furtips - When my baby smiles at me, I go to Rio CD (Animal World Recordings) This is an excellent toss up of indie pop music from the always reliable Furtips. All of this music is wonderfully catchy, and definitely worth checking out. What sets this aside from the competition is the charming originality they bring to their craft. Definitely worth picking up. 

indieville.com



Furtips/Marmoset Split 7" 
Furtips, Ajax alums make me guess "Dutch." Open with "Selection Kat" and get you herked and jerked with the duo-gendered rant and hum. "Famke Janssen" marches along with confidential whispers undercutting and does eventually flow into big rock outburst. It all sounds good - fun and strange assembly from the weird little keyboards to the phrasing and effects. 

I still trust the taste of Ajax's Tim Adams, despite persistent suspicions that he hates this rag. Marmoset wanders in off the Secretly Canadian roster, and "Nite Skool" rings chimes like said is in session. Bubblegum weirdness goes POP. That doesn't describe the backward loop drone of "Mook Loot" as an intermission to the underground rock fidelity of "Missle Tits." A single standing alone and worth it.

-Multiball Magazine #20



Furtips/Marmoset Split 7" 
A strange little band those Furtips, not really our bag but very inventive and creative. Not just on one song but both actually. Like I said, strange. Marmoset is a lot more straight forward with happy and catchy music on "Nite Skool." The band does experiment a bit very much like Jad Fair on "Missle Tits," one of the best titles I've heard in a long time.

Eddie Ugarte and Brad Cohan- Ghetto Blaster #3



Furtips/Marmoset Split 7" 
I wasn't familiar with either band when I put this on the record player. I did recognize Furtips from those old Ajax catalogs. I lived off those catalogs back in the day. I think Animal World released their last full length if I am not mistaken. They play quirky indie rock, guitars and blips from a circus sounding keyboard with boys and girls singing in a really heavy Danish accent. How European! Marmoset is full lo-fi indie rock, distorted instruments on a 4-track. For fans of Deluxx and The Sweetest Things 

Jeffrey Howard -Kickbright.com



Le Louping
This is the second album from a wonderful Dutch band known as the Furtips. Theirfirst album was released on the Ajax label, and it is titled "Stand Back,Speak Normally." We can’t really express in words how highly we recommendthese two albums, but Popwatch magazine came close when they wrote "CamilleCourbois and the rest of the band throw down some one-of-a-kind tunes,and the more they sound "thrown together," with different instruments comingat you from all sides, the more amazing it becomes."(PopWatch No.10, 1999).

Or, as David Nichols wrote, "If Dutch pop group Furtips aren’t going tobe the future of rock’n roll, you’d have to ask why any of us should bothergoing on with the show at all. They have such a vivid, garrulous approachto their music, their singing, their playing. Their lyrics are funny/strange,their production values esoteric, their melodies unique." 

Daniel Gill – AWR


Furtips Stand Back, Speak Normally CD

Low tech Netherlands residents approximate the lowbrow sensibilities of Sportsguitar while quietly lamenting the passing of their youth. Buzzy little songs, 15 distant (stoner) cousins to bedroom pop - the Furtips riddle my sense of verse-chorus-verse structure and dependencies on hooky songs that linger. Akin to Mayo Thompson’s repeated material and Drunken Fish’s catalog of releases - these four guys dissect notions and expectations by plowing through the human body with a dull scalpel, half a medical degree and a ton of intuitive curiosities. Askew, yet intelligently painted, Stand Back, Speak Normally is an example of why independent music works, why it exists, and why it forges forth in search of discovery

silvergirl.com


