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CONGRATULATIONS! You made it through the groovy madness 
of FYF with few battle scars, lots of dust in your underwear, and 
even more memories that will be cherished for years to come—at 
least until next years Fest.Or, do you happen to be one of the few 
who had other things to do, because, rather simply, you didn’t 
feel like crawling around in the heat fighting off the crowds just 
to get a glimpse of your favorite musician?Whichever camp you 
belong to, rest assured we are here to guide you through what 
was a rather JAM-packed weekend full of the overwhelming, 
underwhelming, and everything in between. These highlights* 
are supplied with hopes of jogging the already hazy memories of 
the weekend, or to enrich your fantasies of what could have been 
while you were living your life elsewhere. 

*highlights will not include the likes of Mr. Kanye West, because 
I assume everyone everywhere has already summed up his 
performance featuring Rihanna better than I ever could. 

Let’s begin. 

SATURDAY

From the get-go, it was clear that the crowds at FYF were in 
the highest of spirits, eager and ready to step into the music. 
Maybe the much improved and expedited lines at the entrance 
had something to do with jumpstarting the good vibes, but even 
by 3:00 in the afternoon, it was hard not to see smiling, albeit 
sweaty faces everywhere you turned. 

Saturday’s schedule was a rather relaxed affair, as the 
seemingly most hinged upon artists were properly spaced out, 
saving us fiends from making heartbreaking choices. You could 
amply check out the laid back rock of newcomer Mikal Cronin 
at the sprawling Lawn Stage and then easily meander on over 
to the wildly infectious psychedelics of France’s La Femme over 
at the most rambunctious stage of the event, The Trees. For 
those of us who wanted to avoid the sun as much as possible, DJ 
Dodger Stadium was in The Arena heating things up in the cool 
darkness with an insane, heart-pumping set. 

Where things really started to take shape, however, may 
have been with Melody’s Echo Chamber who took the stage at 
The Lawn in the early evening. Not only does the young Parisian 
lass have the airy vocal thing down pat, but her and her band 
of misfits also proved that all it takes is a little spirit on stage 
to make the crowd fall in love with you. If the people of FYF 
weren’t grinning ear to ear already, they certainly were after she 
played “Some Time Alone, Alone.” 

The nighttime then brought a slew of genres that made 
even the most stalwart friend groups split up. Over at the Main 
Stage—which often seemed too great a distance to venture—80s 
rock band Dinosaur Jr. delivered a rather subpar set to sea 
of faithful fans. It may be the fault of the Main Stage with its 
placement of speakers; either you’re too close or way too far 
from the experience of immersion (see also, Chet Faker).

But no need to fret! Goldroom was there to pick up all the 
slack at The Trees, laying down the most dance-worthy beats 
that put the crowd in a proper state of frenzy, and it’s a good 
thing, because there were two musicians coming up that would 
be needing high-energy aficionados.

Atlanta-based hip-hop craze Run the Jewels proved to be 
one of the most unforgettable acts all weekend by catering their 
performance directly to the crowd, urging participation, and not 
to mention bringing on guest performers Zach de la Rocha of 
Rage Against the Machine and Travis Barker of Blink-182. 

And then there was FlyLo. It’s really no surprise that the 
surprise DJ set—which wasn’t even a DJ set—from Flying Lotus 
would be a fan favorite, that is if you were able to get into the 
abyss that is The Arena. After last year’s debacle with the only 
indoor stage at FYF, where many, including yours truly, were 
turned away from the likes of Caribou and Todd Terje when the 
space was nearly empty, we hoped that the kinks would have 
been panned out. If you weren’t willing to wait in the snaking 
line outside for floor space, you could join flocks of people vying 
for seats. Unfortunately, many of us were still denied FlyLo by 
blocked off seating and overzealous security. But from what I 
heard from the outskirts and from the few lucky ones who made 
it within, he did not disappoint. 

From then on, the hits kept on hitting. From the quirka-
delic rock of !!!, who replaced Deerhunter last minute, to 
electro-god Shlohmo, FYF-goers were never left standing idling 
by, waiting for grooves to sweep them away. But really, there was 
one showstopper on Saturday night, and that was Bloc Party.  If 
you had the good idea to check out what these British rockers 
had up their sleeve, then you left thinking you’re a genius. The 
beginning of their set was groovy enough, but it was really 
halfway in when they cued up their biggest hits from their 2005 
album Silent Alarm that had the crowd completely bugging out. 
It’s hard to describe how much energy exuded from The Lawn 
when “Helicopter” echoed from the amps. These guys even 
made Purity Ring seem tame.

SUNDAY

And then there was Sunday, which, unlike Saturday, was a 
complete emotional mess. Sunday was like a parent choosing a 
favorite child, and in this case, many children were left behind 
in the dust. 

It all started with some great punk rockers. Both King 
Gizzard and the Lizard Wizard and Girlpool utilized their early 
set times wisely as they roused the hungover and reinvigorated 
the sleep-deprived from the day before. 

But then Lower Dens, Andrew Jackson Jihad, Unknown 
Mortal Orchestra, and Neon Indian all decided to play on top 
of each other. If you chose wisely, you went to fan favorite AJJ 
or Neon Indian. I, unfortunately, did not. While I’ve seen UMO 
put on a good show in the past, their sound was overwashed 
with poor acoustics—not to mention that sun. It was hot and 
miserable. 

And so, learning from that mistake, the rest of Sunday 
became about splitting sets in half in order to see as many gems 

as possible. The result:

- British singer-songwriter Laura Marling wooing an 
entire audience, making every girl, boy, man, and 
woman want to propose to her, and many did. 

- Toro y Moi providing enough funk at The Main Stage to 
appease even the most square of listeners. This was one 
act that was hard to tear away from.

- Canadian chill rocker and FYF favorite Mac Demarco 
wooing an entire audience, making every girl, boy, man, 
and woman want to propose to him, and many did.

- And then there was Flume, who, despite the troubles of 
the Main Stage’s sound system, delivered a phenomenal 
electronic set, punctuated by an unexpected appearance 
by Lorde, who she just kind of danced alongside him.

If you ask me, the rest of the evening provided the best of FYF 
Fest. Despite rumors of disbandment last year, industrial hip-
hop legends Death Grips have been gracious enough to continue 
on touring and thank goodness for it. When they hit the stage at 
The Trees, fans came in droves, hungry to get down. And they 
did. Ohhhhh they did. 

The battle for best show of the weekend then comes down 
to two. As many expected, D’Angelo and The Vanguard killed 
it. The return of the R&B legend with his latest album Black 
Messiah in tow, was, in no form of hyperbole, an essential of 
the FYF experience. Him and his band of astoundingly talented 
musicians made each and every audience member a slave to the 
groove. You couldn’t be a curmudgeon, even if you wanted to. 

BUT…

It may have been the one and only Nicolas Jaar who turned the 
tides of FYF. Last year, his brief and rather genius collaborative 
effort Darkside amazed audiences with one of the most 
outrageous sets, which included a giant mirror/portal that 
transformed the arena into a spaceship. This time around, with 
his “DJ set,” he had the audience’s interest piqued with a three-
minute ethereal prelude, and then set off into a wild range of 
avant-garde electronic mania. It was the type of moment where 
fans became fanatics. If you ever wanted to know what it looks 
like to be in a trance, look no further than the audience of one 
Nicolas Jaar. 

And thus, we can conclude, FYF was a success. With few 
pitfalls and many major musical leaps for mankind, I think its 
safe to say the music fiends of LA will be satiated, at least for a 
little while. Until next year, FYF. 

FYF 
HIGHLIGHTS: 
EVERYTHING 
BUT KANYE
BY COOPER COPELAND

THUMP.VICE.COM
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I WILL BE THE FIRST TO ADMIT, I wanted to hate American 
Ultra with all of my being. Call it a willful stubbornness, 
mainly based on the previous and rather stale pairing of Jesse 
Eisenberg and Kristen Stewart in Adventureland (2009), but I 
was immediately readying myself to be snobbishly lulled into 
a wearied stupor after what was sure to be another ill-attempt 
at stoner comedy.

Whoa, was I wrong. 
American Ultra is flipping fun as hell. And it’s smart. And 

it’s sweet. And I’ve apparently lost the ability to form complex 
sentences. Let me reel myself back in for a moment and start 
with the story.

It’s all based on a real-life government operation called MK 
Ultra, which started in the 1950s in an attempt to reprogram 
random peoples’ brains using psychotropic drugs. It’s main 
goals included mind control, and in the best-case scenario, 
creating superhuman assassin monster things. As you might 
imagine, the op failed miserably, but that also means its prime 
material for movie magic. 

American Ultra is about what happens when one of those 
puppet assassins is a regular ole Joe—or at least believes he is. 
Mike Howell’s (Eisenberg) life is a simple one; he works at a 
food mart, likes to smoke a lot of pot, and daydreams about 
proposing to his dear girlfriend Phoebe (Stewart), but all of 
the sudden everything about his small-town life is turned on 
its head. When some power-hungry agents at The CIA believe 
Mike’s untapped abilities are a threat to national security, they 
instigate a mission to wipe him out, but when trouble comes 
knocking, Mike is activated into a frenzy of preprogrammed 
kickassery, and well, you can imagine some heads will roll. 

Awesome right? You bet your butt it is.
Following his first debacle of a film Project X back in 

2012—another reason for my initial skepticism—director 

Nima Nourizadeh had something to prove. Where his debut 
tried too hard to capitulate on teenage culture, becoming an 
absurd and cringe-worthy watch, American Ultra is everything 
but. Paired with the young talents of screenwriter Max Landis 
(Chronicle, 2012), they cradled the fact that, even if the premise 
is somewhat over the top, the dialogue, the humor, and the 
action surely don’t have to be.

The result is effortless from pretty much every angle, 
with the exception of some of the government bits with a 
bothersome Topher Grace (“That 70s Show”) as the CIA 
villain, and a totally underutilized Tony Hale (“Arrested 
Development”). But all of that becomes wonderfully trivial 

when compared to our two heroes Jesse Eisenberg and Kristen 
Stewart, who together form the most oddly perfect couple in 
American Ultra’s world of chaos. 

Eisenberg, who usually seems like he could burst from 
an anxiety attack at any moment, flows into the role of stoner 
with… precision? It seems too uppity of a word when paired 
with talks of weed, but its true. His comedic timing and ability 
to bring something refreshing to the overwrought cliché of 
stonerism flows from some natural spring of wit that can only 
be tapped into with the right material, e.g. Zombieland (2009) 
and The Social Network (2010). It’s especially in the moments 
when his stoner life crosses his assassin tendencies, and he is 
sincerely and hilariously confused about it, where Eisenberg 
wins us over. 

And then there’s Ms. Stewart, who many have hardcore 
opinions about. Take me for instance. I’m hardcore apathetic 
towards her as an actress. She can’t seem to choose whether to 
be in bad movies or good movies, so I’m often left teetering on 
the line of meh. But as Phoebe, Mike’s loving girlfriend who 
deals with all of his ridiculous quirks and who also has wicked 
tricks up her sleeve, she is unexpectedly flawless. It’s her first 
role as a love interest that is deeply felt and utterly believable, 
and thankfully, on top of that, Nourizadeh and Landis give her 
tons of oomph that make her worth rooting for besides being 
the handy girlfriend. 

Long story short, if you’ve been wondering what to do 
with those 96 minutes between scratching your head and 
picking your nose, fill it American Ultra. That’s all there is to it. 

GRADE: A

AMERICAN ULTRA is in theaters now! 

 BRAINFREEZE.COM

Eisenberg, who usually seems 

like he could burst from an anxiety 

attack at any moment, flows into 

the role of stoner with… precision? 

AMERICAN ULTRA: SUMMER’S BEST STONER SURPRISE 
BY COOPER COPELAND
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BY COOPER COPELAND

FOR INNUMERABLE REASONS, the coming-of-age tale is one we can all instinctively connect 
with. Even if the specifics are somewhat marginalizing, the simple phenomenon of growing older in 
this uncontrollably vast space is a widely universal experience. That’s precisely why coming-of-age 
stories have a leg up on winning the audience’s favor, because it wields an essential part of our being. 
So when a film like Ten Thousand Saints rolls around, flaunting all of the tormented whimsies of 
youth, and all of the sudden you catch yourself wondering what you’re gonna be having for dinner 
later that night, then you know something went horribly awry.

On paper, this adaptation of Eleanor Henderson’s novel of the same name seems rather 
promising. Boasting a cast that includes the likes of Ethan Hawke (Boyhood), Hailee Steinfeld (True 
Grit), Asa Butterfield (Ender’s Game), and Emile Hirsch (Into the Wild), your mind automatically 
calculates an enjoyable, if not memorable movie-going experience. 

And then there’s co-directors Shari Springer Berman and Robert Pulcini, whose previous works 
like Oscar-nominated American Splendor (2003) and the impressive HBO movie Cinema Verite 
(2011) warrant a certain amount of hope in their latest endeavor, but unfortunately, that hope swiftly 
turns to disappointment with Ten Thousand Saints. 

Set in the mid 80s in the midst of a growing punk scene, the narrative revolves around a 
quintessentially rebellious teenager named Jude (Butterfield) as he traverses the angst-riddled waters 
of whatever. His deadbeat father Les (Hawke) left his family for another woman when he was a kid, 
so he’s obviously jaded and has the haircut to prove it. So years later, when Les (confusingly) sends his 
latest girlfriend’s daughter Eliza (Steinfeld) to hangout in their small Vermont town for New Years, 
he’s a bit remiss to show her any sort of affection. Naturally, and because this is a movie for crying 
out loud, he totally digs her against his own will, but of course she’s more intrigued by his best friend 
Teddy (Avan Jogia). 

It’s after unexpected tragedy of Teddy’s death that ultimately brings Jude to live with his estranged, 
weed-dealing father in the East Village in NYC. And this is where things get weird. Looking to keep 
his connection to Teddy alive, Jude seeks out his brother Johnny (Hirsch), a straight-edge musician 
squatting in one of the worst NYC neighborhoods. Johnny shows Jude a new lifestyle, while also 
winning the affection of Eliza, once again to Jude’s chagrin. It’s at this point when Ten Thousand Saints 
suddenly turns into a kitschy, melodramatic rendezvous in the messiest of ways. 

Mainly, Pulcini and Springer-Berman’s script is tonally disjointed, to the point where the waves 
of lightheartedness trivialize the already reaching emotional stakes. The overtly dramatic themes of 
death, abortion, and drugs become awkwardly counterbalanced by the script’s ill attempt at comedic 
relief. 

Hirsch as the straight edge—that is, someone who abstains from sex, drugs, meat and other 
“unclean” lifestyles—becomes a wildly laughable aspect of the film, which is wholly disheartening 
since his acting is often something I admire. Surely, he was meant to be somewhat of a clown, but 
seeing as his world became Jude’s sanctuary from the hazards of his life, it completely drowns out the 
poignancy of his struggle. 

The exception to their comedic pitfalls is, unsurprisingly, Ethan Hawke’s performance as Jude’s 
hippie, non-committal dad. With his usual seamless appeal, Hawke exudes coolness in Les that 
perfectly explains why no one really hates him when they really have every reason to. His moments of 
bonding with Jude hold more weight than any of the other dramatic scenarios—a shame considering 
his storyline is by far the least emphasized.

The youngsters that take up most of the screen time, however, are left feeling overcome by a 
cliché of the teenage plight. The distinctive aesthetic of the 80s becomes a costume as Butterfield 
and Steinfeld attempt to portray something they do not know, as something they needed to fit into 
instead of wear. 

Regrettably, the tumultuous nature of this era of NYC, with the AIDS epidemic taking flight and 
lower classes raising hell, was lost to a façade rather than a spirit, something that is truly surprising 
to see from these particular directors who are capable of so much more than Ten Thousand Saints. 

GRADE: C-

TEN THOUSAND SAINTS is available on VOD and in theaters now.
 

LITTLE SPIRIT 
TO BE FOUND 
IN 80S DRAMA 
TEN THOUSAND 
SAINTS

DEADLINE.COM
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BACK IN 1999, DIRECTOR PAUL WEITZ was unsure about 
the reception of his debut film, a little raunchy comedy called 
American Pie. Well, we all know how that went, but even over 
a decade later, Weitz still found himself twitching in his seat at 
the closing night at Sundance, anxious to see how the audience 
would react to his latest project. There were no pies, no MILFs, 
and no solo cups full of horror to catch laughs on. No, Grandma 
relied on the simple absurdities of human nature for not only 
humor, but also for a sincere consideration of the relationships 
we form with our loved ones throughout our wonderfully 
complicated lives. 

And to do that, Weitz had to create a story that resounded 
within all of us, in some innate capacity. And so he wrote about 
Elle (Lily Tomlin, I Heart Huckabees), a 70-something novelist 
who, after breaking up with her girlfriend (Judy Greer, “Arrested 
Development), finds her doe-eyed 18-year-old granddaughter 
Sage (Jula Garner, Perks of Being a Wallflower) on her doorstep 
with a bit of a predicament on her hands. She’s pregnant, and she’s 
scheduled an abortion later that day, but doesn’t have the cash for 
it. To Sage’s dismay, her unruly, stubborn grandma had cut up all 
her credit cards and made it into a lovely wind chime, so she is 
just as broke as she is. Luckily, Elle has a couple of people who 
owe her favors, and so, they embark on a journey in Elle’s beat 
up vintage car, revisiting relationships of yesteryear in hopes of 
helping her granddaughter

But hold on. If you happen to be a person who shudders 
at the word abortion, and thinks “Oh, it’s gonna be that kind of 
movie,” you should know that Weitz’ approach to Grandma avoids 
the pitfalls of preaching and shoving. The issue of abortion is not 
what is important; it’s the person grappling with the decision of 
having one.  

Weitz explains, “For me, it was very important to not make 
light of anything, so early on in the movie, [Lily’s] character says, 

‘have you thought about this? This is something you’ll think 
about at some point everyday for the rest of your life.’ I think it’s 
very easy to lose track of the human beings in the stories that are 
about social issues and turn people into statistics.”

With that spirit, Weitz explores Elle’s complicated past 
with deft curiosity and tenderness, showing that even though 
her overt anger may get the best of her, despite Sage’s pleas for 
a cool head, its really something that stems from the sorrow 
of loss that she’s experienced through the years. Whether its 
seeing Elle confront her last male lover Carl (Sam Elliot, The Big 
Lebowski) for help, or remembering the death of her long-term 
love Violet, we see a narrative underscored with frustration of 
true misfortune. 

“The issue was a purely human one, asking how do you 
move on from sorrow and take steps forward and how hard that 
is,” says Weitz. “I think that there are tools that we use to avoid 
that, and one is humor and one is anger. Sam’s character seems 
to have been nursing his sorrow for a long time, and seems still 
be in love on some level with Lily’s character.  There’s some really 
dark stuff with it. So to me, that’s actually what the movie’s about, 
where the anger is a step rather than a product essentially.”

Indeed, the anger is there and it is often hilarious and 
simultaneously heart wrenching to behold. As Weitz wrote the 
role of Elle for Tomlin specifically, she initially didn’t consider 
herself similar to the character. Yes, she is lesbian, yes she is a bit 
tenacious, but it was only as the film progressed over the 19-day 
shoot where she felt a kinship with Elle’s ferocious nature. 

Tomlin explains, “I think Paul really did write it with me in 
mind. Looking at it from the outside I wouldn’t have said that I 
was like Elle, but I think I must be a great deal like Elle. It was 
so easy; it was so fluid; it was so natural. I mean, there are times 
when you have to transpose yourself from something or some 
experience or some memory or some person you know, but it 

was terribly natural to me, and that was a blessing.”
For Elliot, a true icon of the screen (and voiceovers), the 

finished product was a testament to the simplest of ingredients: 
a good script, a good cast, and the will of the team at large to 
create something worth remembering. 

“This thing was on the page, and when you have a chance to 
work with [Weitz and Tomlin], I mean, if you can’t get something 
out of that, then you just should go home… When we got together 
on the set, we just connected. We also shot it in sequence, which 
is always a great blessing. It just rolled and just got bigger and 
bigger, more and more dynamic in some way. But I just attribute 
it to great acting across the stage, and generous acting, and a great 
piece of material,” says the booming voice of Elliot. 

Truly, Weitz handled the script with a perspective of care 
and strength. These women, these generations of women are 
all representative of people in our lives, so why treat them as 
anything but? To see Elle traverse the precariousness of her past, 
especially in the loss of Violet, the love of her life, is to see Elle 
connect with her present in evolved form.  

Weitz says, “The most emotional thing in the movie, to me, 
is not in the moment when Lily is crying, but actually when she’s 
laughing—when she’s thinking about some old joke that Violet 
told, and she says ‘you really made me laugh.’ It’s a very private 
moment and I really like that. I like that it’s about letting go of 
stuff and moving on to something of optimism in spite of all of 
the crap one sees in human nature.”

It’s in this capacity that Grandma becomes not about one 
grandma, but about a slew of friendships that, while some may 
have faded and others continue to blossom, there is an inertia to 
our lives that prevents us from going back. We can only move 
forward and use what once was to foster what can be. 

GRANDMA is in theaters now! 

DIR. PAUL WEITZ, LILY TOMLIN, & SAM ELLIOT 
ON THE HILARIOUS ANGER OF GRANDMA

BY COOPER COPELAND

 TRIBECA FILM
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FILM

BY NOW, WE ARE ALL PROBABLY FAMILIAR WITH THE 
WAYS OF WOODY ALLEN. Over the past half century, the man 
has been creating some of the most iconic pieces of cinema, and 
at a staggering rate, so it’s really no wonder that he’s become one 
of the surest auteurs out there. That also means he is bound to 
make some missteps in the scramble to average almost a film each 
year, because, hey, he’s only human, and we cannot hold anyone 
to strict standards of perfection. That being said, when certain 
films come along and fall somewhere in between his catalogue 
of masterpieces and major flops, they simply become forgettable, 
and unfortunately that may be the fate of Irrational Man.

Adhering to the template that many of his films fall into, 
Irrational Man is a story about a man facing an existential crisis 
that drives him into a pit of despair. This man is Abe Lucas 
(Joaquin Phoenix), a philosophy professor renowned for his 
controversial ideas and even more controversial affairs with his 
young students. So when he comes to the quiet town of Newport, 
Rhode Island to teach at the fictional Braylin College, teachers 
and students alike are all in a tizzy to see what this brilliant and 
broken thinker will bring to the table.  

From the get-go we can already assume that the whole 
affair with a student thing is going to play out in the forefront, 
seeing as its one of the driving tropes of Woody Allen’s career 
and, ahem, personal life. These suspicions are quickly confirmed 
when a charismatic and rather doe-eyed student Jill (Emma 
Stone) proves to have a special knack for philosophy, stimulating 

Abe’s conversational interest. Any romantic notions are quickly 
cast aside by both parties—Jill for the reason that she has a 
loyal boyfriend, and Abe because an unhappily married science 
professor Rita (Parker Posey) is there to satisfy his more carnal 
pleasures of life. Naturally, that doesn’t last too long.

Irrational Man’s first half is where the big problems 
lie, providing little in-depth conversation about the greater 
philosophical questions that Abe brings up and quickly 
brushes over. Instead, Allen’s script focuses on the more trivial 
interactions with Jill that really don’t hold much weight, which 
is an issue seeing as they are supposed to share an intellectual 
bond that ought to drive the film. Knowing that Allen is deeply 
motivated by philosophical thinking, an idea that flows through 
most of his films, it’s simply surprising that this one, which 
grapples directly with issues of philosophy, does so in a marginal 
way.

This first act is also riddled with rather odd editing choices 
by Alisa Lepselter, who has worked on many of his recent hits like 
Blue Jasmine and Midnight in Paris. Integrating way too many 
fade-in transitions within the same scene start to give Irrational 
Man a lazy feel about it, especially mixed with the rather hazy 
cinematography, prompting the viewer to start daydreaming at 
any moment. 

All this said, however, Allen creates a startling change of 
pace pretty much exactly at the midway point that manages to 
save the day. Sitting at a café, Abe and Jill overhear a woman 

crying that a judge is going to take away custody of her two 
children, despite all reason, and for Abe this is his calling—
to make an honest difference in the world where words and 
teaching can only go so far. To murder this judge would be to rid 
the world of an evil that would directly benefit another human 
being. It just needs to be executed in the right way.

It’s at this point when the momentum actually becomes 
momentum, and Irrational Man becomes an engaging affair. 
Joaquin Phoenix (Her, Gladiator) as the depressed drunkard 
turned man with a purpose is pretty spot on, seeing as he 
exudes a natural complexity into all of his works. Unfortunately, 
Emma Stone (Birdman) doesn’t seem to shine as she usually 
does, arguably held back by one of Allen’s more tepid scripts.  
What’s truly a shame is that Parker Posey (Best in Show) as 
the sex-crazed science professor doesn’t get more screen time, 
because she brings something offbeat, something refreshing in 
an otherwise stale on-screen environment. 

So, yes, there’s a lot to be scrutinized, and yes, it may be 
forgotten in a couple years time in his massive body of work, but 
still, Irrational Man shows enough Allen-esque panache in the 
second half—with a rather satisfying ending—that it warrants a 
look from his most loyal fans.

GRADE: B-

Catch IRRATIONAL MAN in theaters now!

IRRATIONAL MAN: WOODY ALLEN’S 
LACKLUSTER, BUT ENTERTAINING DRAMEDY

BY COOPER COPELAND

INDIEWIRE.COM
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MUSIC

NO MATTER HOW BUSY I AM AT WORK, in my free time, or in my sleep, my subconscious self 
is always somewhere else—somewhere out there in the world that I have yet to explore. Yes, Los 
Angeles is nothing to turn your nose up at with its countless bodies of entertainment lying in every 
nook and cranny, but with its proximate mountains, deserts and sea, the beckoning of earth and 
soil trains my eyes and ears to the horizon. I am not appeased by the hills of Runyon, nor the bike 
paths of Venice beach—both of which are wholly citified. No, what I need is a landscape that holds 
more rock than footprint; that breeds wildlife rather than CO2 emissions; and that enlightens us to 
the existence of our each and every cell of being. I want to go there, wherever that is. 

I know many of us Angelenos often feel this same type of compression brought on by the 
ceaseless traffic and hustle of simply existing within this ever-growing populace, and that’s why I 
want to share just a few titles with you. Whether it’s to tip you over that edge of indecision about a 
trip you were fantasizing about, or perhaps simply to give your brain the opportunity to daydream 
in the moments of respite between emails, I hope you come away mad with wanderlust, because, 
quite simply, we were made to explore this earth, damn it.

Desert Solitaire – Edward Abbey

For many, this isn’t news. The works of the master Edward Abbey have become a staple, no, a model 
for narratives of nature for over fifty years now. So let this be a reiteration and a plea to dive into his 
world of Desert Solitaire. It’s incredible enough that this book would be his first work of non-fiction, 
published in 1968, but what’s even more so is the depth of beauty, wit, anger, and unadulterated 
joy with which Abbey captures his time as a Park Ranger in the Arches National Monument Park 
in Moab, Utah.  

Flipping between his own adventures traversing the unyielding harshities of the desert 
wilderness and the gruesome facts of its decay as humans impede on nature’s course, Abbey 
dictates an irresistible form of exploration. You could even say it shames you for living any other life 
besides one  that is constantly engaged with the natural state of things. True, Abbey is an extremist, 
a radical with wild views of change—or perhaps a complete lack of change—but his urgings are so 
deeply thought through, they’re hard to argue against, even if they initially sounds preposterous. It’s 
in his poetic assuredness that Abbey will inevitably make you gluttonous for the untouched world 
that lies beyond. 

Stardust – Neil Gaiman

The reach of wanderlust is not confined to the genre of non-fiction, and if anyone can prove that it’s 
the wildly illustrative novelist Neil Gaiman. You may know him best from the dark and fantastical 

story of Coraline, which was dutifully recaptured in the stop-motion film of 2008, but when you 
begin to explore his other books, you will immediately discover Gaiman’s own method of escapism, 
and Stardust is the surest example of such. 

It has magic, it has death, and it has an immeasurable amount of that British dry humor that we 
Americans just adore—Stardust is about a young man named Tristan who rediscovers his identity 
once he traverses “The Wall,” beyond which is a forbidden land of enticing mystery. Through 
wild adventures and numerous near-death experiences, Tristan discovers the true meaning of his 
origins, the landscape he is meant to be a part of with all of its unimaginable shadows, but even 
more astounding brilliancies. In the simplest and most enigmatic of terms, Tristan is reacquainting 
himself with the earth he belongs to, and it’s easy to see Gaiman reaching out through his fictional 
voice.

A Walk in the Woods – Bill Bryson

For all you hiking-crazed wanderers out there, Bill Bryson’s A Walk in the Woods (1998) is 
dedicated to you. Detailing Bryson’s attempt at hiking the over 2,500 mile-expanse that makes up 
the Appalachian Trail, spanning from northern Georgia all the way up to Maine, this is a work of 
non-fiction that simultaneously educates and inspires you to leave the ferocious comfort of your 
couch and at least try to do something challenging. You may know Bryson from his generously 
digestible science textbook A Short History of Nearly Everything (2003), and knowing so you can 
already surmise that A Walk in the Woods is to the point, concise, yet surprisingly enjoyable to read. 

But it goes beyond that. As Bryson and his unlikely hiking companion Steven Katz—an 
overweight fellow fighting alcohol abuse—traverse the often overwhelming loneliness, stillness, 
and silence of the Eastern mountains, we are also met with bountiful histories and autobiographical 
tales, both gory and inspiring, that go on to inform us of the fact that no matter how daunting or 
even impossible a task is, we should go for it. Or better yet, inhale it. Compromise your brief state 
of comfort for the wilderness that awaits us. You don’t have to feel guilty about craving an ice cold 
Coca-Cola, because Katz and Bryson daydream about them constantly on their journey. 

So I relay these on to you as a gift, for I found each and every one of these stories, true or untrue, 
to be of immense influence and inspiration in times when city life becomes overbearing. By no 
means is this a challenge to drop all things and get lost in the woods (or is it?), but what I do hope 
to instigate is the spirit of wandering, the spirit of exploration, the spirit of doing something that 
doesn’t fit into your usual day-to-day routine. Whatever that means is up to you, but just get up, 
go out, and do it.

3 BOOKS TO WORSEN YOUR WANDERLUST
BY COOPER COPELAND

WOLVERINEFARM.ORG
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YOU THINK YOU KNOW YOURSELF. You think you know what 
you are, and what you can be. You see others in power and scoff 
at their seemingly gross abuse of it. You see others in submission 
and bemoan their weakness. But the reality is that we have not an 
inkling of our capacity to change behaviors if the circumstances 
call for it, and that’s what Dr. Philip Zimbardo discovered, rather 
accidentally, when he began The Stanford Prison Experiment.

Ever since its short six-day run in 1971, Dr. Zimbardo’s 
controversial study has sparked increased curiosity and 
conversation about the effect of environment on the human 
condition, and it really only makes sense that a director like Kyle 
Patrick Alvarez (C.O.G.) would find it a luscious topic to capture 
on film. To him, The Stanford Prison Experiment and the story 
about what happens when college kids are cast into a simulated 
prison environment, where some were to take on the role of guards 
and while the others donned the chains of prisoners, was rife with 
creative potential, mostly because it is a madly implausible tale of 
non-fiction. 

“Apparently at Sundance, people were talking on the 
shuttles, being like, ‘That was bulls**t! That would never happen 
at Stanford’ and things like that. So, in a weird way, you wanted 
the movie not to be unbelievable, but to create that sense of, well 
hey maybe that happened a little bit, but then you go and read 
about it and see there was really a guy who did a fake southern 
accent. They really did chant ‘Prisoner 819 did a bad thing.’ A 
priest really did come and send all these kids further down into 
the hole of it all,” says Alvarez. 

And he’s not exaggerating; screenwriter Tim Talbott (“South 
Park”) worked for thirteen years with Dr. Zimbardo himself, 
going over his own meticulous accounts and footage to grasp the 

complex and unexpected impacts of environmental influence. 
From the guards’ uncontrollable sense of megalomania to the 
prisoners’ pitiable relinquishment of pride and individuality in 
the face of sadistic power—it’s all there, fully recorded in the light 
of history. 

So for Alvarez, who’s past films like C.O.G. (2013) and Easier 
with Practice (2009)—both of which were based on memoirs—
dealing with real stories and the people that lived them is familiar 
territory; however, The Stanford Prison Experiment is also his first 
time adapting someone else’s script, rather than writing it himself. 
But for this particular film, he thinks it was a necessary blessing. 

Alvarez explains, “I felt with those movies, I was making 
fictional narratives based on memoirs, which in and of themselves 
are arguably fiction. So deliberately, with those two writers [David 
Sedaris and Davy Rothbart], I told them that I was going to cast 
people who didn’t look like them, not on purpose, but just in 
terms of casting the right people. We were going to treat them like 
fiction. In this case it was the opposite. In some ways, not having 
written it, I think it helped me give the distance and the objectivity 
that it needed.” 

That kind of detachment is a key angle of approach for this 
narrative, which is richly dependent on the ensemble rather than 
the individual, because while the study was interested in the 
varying ways that each person grappled with their role within 
the simulation, what was more interesting was to see how the 
increasing tension and instability influenced group dynamics, 
and that’s precisely the mentality that Alvarez wanted his cast to 
embrace. 

“That was something I told each of the guys: ‘Look, even if 
you’re not speaking in the scene, you want it to be that you could 

train the camera on any one of them and it be their story… Those 
guys really worked hard to grab some of those little moments—
like when [Ezra Miller is] getting stripped down in the corridor, 
and the look that Logan [Miller] gives. Those are my favorite 
moments in the movie, just those little things that we had to work 
really hard to grab,” says Alvarez. 

These moments of minutia, these moments when these 
young men string together glances, trying to make sense of 
themselves in a situation that they know was once fake but has 
since taken on the air of horrific reality, these are the moments 
where we start comparing The Stanford Prison Experiment to the 
polemics of today’s social and political culture, even if decades 
have since passed. Not only is it a fascinating examination of 
extreme human behavior, but it is also relentlessly pertinent to the 
psychologies of our lives; however, if you think that Alvarez timed 
the project in congruence with our current state of affairs, where 
it seems too pertinent to be coincidence, you’d be wrong, because 
simply put, it will always be. 

“I think the reason it feels [timed with the political climate] is 
that this experiment is always relevant,” Alvarez explains. “Every 
three or five years something happens and people say it’s like the 
Stanford Prison Experiment. It happens all the time. You can go 
back, whether it’s Abu Ghraib or, now, police brutality. So I was 
more interested in making a film that embraced those universal 
ideas in a really non-didactic way. I never wanted to make a movie 
that was like ‘this is what the experiment told us about humans,’ 
because we’re still arguing about it to this day.” 

THE STANFORD PRISON EXPERIMENT is available now on 
VOD.  

FILM

BY COOPER COPELAND

DIR. KYLE ALVAREZ AND THE PSYCHOLOGY OF POWER IN 
THE STANFORD PRISON EXPERIMENT

 VARIETY.COM
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THERE’S SOMETHING ABOUT FIRST-TIME DIRECTORS 
that gives them an insatiable amount of fortitude. Perhaps it’s 
just about having nothing to lose with little expectation set for 
before them; or maybe it’s the fact that the big bad movie world 
hasn’t dug out that feared chip on the shoulder just yet. In John 
Magary’s case, I don’t think either really applies. With his debut 
film The Mend, it’s as simple as being smart.

When time and time again we are barraged with films that 
take on too much with too little enterprise to see it through, little 
guys like Magary remind us that all it takes is a little wit and a 
dose of precision to give you something of quality. 

The Mend showcases the writer/director’s ability to 
compress emotions in a modest time frame, while still allowing 
them to ebb and flow, breathe and exhale. Some may refer to his 
narrative of humility as mumblecore, as these people are your 
neighbors, your friends, your relatives, or the strangers across the 
subway that you wonder about long after you’ve parted ways. So, 
doesn’t that naturally make you want to lean in to learn more?

Yes? Good.
The Mend takes us through the emotional duress of 

fragmented relationships between lovers, as well as, and more 
importantly, siblings. It begins at a close-knit get together, where 
Magary begins to show his flare for zooming in on the minutia of 
dialogue that so fills our lives. Whether it’s the frustrated bantering 
between Alan (Stephen Plunkett, Care) and his girlfriend Farrah 
(Mickey Sumner, Frances Ha!), or the tedious and drunken slew 
of the state of our world’s affairs, Magary’s world begins to look 

much like our own. It’s when Mat (Josh Lucas, American Psycho), 
Alan’s down-and-out brother, unexpectedly shows up after a 
three-month disappearance, where things get uncomfortable, 
drunkenly pushing the tender buttons of everyone around him. 

And then, days or weeks later (who knows?), Alan comes 
back from vacation, distraught from a horrible break up with 
Farrah and finds Mat, his girlfriend Andrea (Lucy Owen, Kelly 
& Cal) and her son Ronnie (Cory Nichols) squatting in his 
apartment. But the combustion of his own destroyed relationship 
mixed with the general unlikableness of Mat leads to Alan doing 
something unexpected: nothing. While he doesn’t exactly invite 
them into his home, Alan lets them be there, alongside him, as he 
also simply is. Through vignettes of time spent with Andrea, with 
the precocious Ronnie, and of course, his constantly dismantling 
brother, we see not only Alan, but the unit of them, reforming 
themselves through the nature of each other.

What makes the whole mumblecore genre different from 
others, is the departure from climaxes and coherent structure 
that viewers tend to rely on in order to plan their feelings 
accordingly. So while Mat’s reintroduction into Alan’s life is an 
upheaval of his normalcy, Magary decides to leave the bombastic 
moments hidden, and instead relies on the moments in between 
where brothers are forced to figure each other out, despite their 
desires to punch each other in the face. 

This is aided by the just-jumpy-enough editing of Joseph 
Krings who never lingers too long on the moments of weight. 
Paired with Magary’s buoyant dialogue, Krings brings out some 

modern Truffaut flare that comes surprisingly naturally.  It is 
through the simplicity of the script that Magary deftly proves 
that heartache can remain in the dustiest of nooks of our soul 
and memory, and that we come to understand a little bit more of 
ourselves after shaking a bit of it off. 

What also doesn’t hurt are the seamless performances 
by our four main actors, Lucas, Plunkett, Owen, and Sumner, 
all of whom, besides Lucas, are relatively unknown (again, 
mumblecore), but all of whom have proven to take comfort in 
being vulnerably precise, and often vulnerably hilarious. Each 
manages to bring an effortless care and wit to their roles, roles 
that are often wrought with bouts of turmoil. Magary may, in a 
small handful of moments, especially as the end draws near, dip 
into the shallows of melodrama, but if anything, his cast brings 
him back on to the dry sands of reality. Lucas especially shines 
poignant light on the dark, and often absurd, ability we have to 
keep ourselves down when there’s little reason to be down in the 
first place. 

The Mend then strips itself of overcompensation and excess, 
and sticks to the foundations of human interaction, reminding 
us that someone is sitting next to you waiting to be prodded 
and asked what’s going on in that head of theirs. So ask. They’re 
waiting for you. 

GRADE: A-

THE MEND hits select theaters Friday, August 28th. 

FILM

BY COOPER COPELAND

BBOOK.COM

JOSH LUCAS AND THE MEND PUSH 
MUMBLECORE IN THE RIGHT DIRECTION 
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LAST YEAR, WITH THE CRAZY AWESOMENESS that was The 
LEGO Movie, all of us who had long ago put our bins of the tiny 
little building blocks in our dusty attics were once again reminded 
of the glory of the colorful structures that filled our childhood. 
At a certain point, at a certain age, the building seemed useless, 
as all the hard work was inevitably going to be knocked down, 
whether by you or your bully of an older sibling. But there are 
two documentarians here to remind us just how foolish we are 
to think the beloved little toy called LEGO is trivial, because 
with the their documentary A LEGO Brickumentary, they are 
about to astonishingly prove that LEGO’s are, in fact, necessary. 

Daniel Junge, who won an Oscar for his 2012 short Saving 
Face, and Kief Davidson, who got an Oscar nom for his short 
Open Heart in 2013, are at the helm of this sheepishly fun doc, 
and are now turning to less somber subject matter, but with 
equal amount of spirit in the Brickumentary. 

Just when you thought that LEGO’s had a pretty singular 
use—that is, stacking one on top of the other in hopes of 
matching the box just so—Junge and Davidson explore the 
lesser known underground worlds that LEGO has inspired. 
With the delightful guidance of a LEGO-fied Jason Bateman 
(Arrested Development) as our narrator, we are given a special 
glance into how these plastic boxes have been integrated in some 
of the most unexpected and truly exceptional ways.

The magic of the Brickumentary is its unearthing of the 
magic of the LEGO, because really, even if you think your versed 

in all the ways and mechanisms in which you can use a LEGO 
to build or do something, you’re still far from understanding its 
reach. Because it’s a far reach. A really far reach. 

From the massive conventions held around the world, to 
fighting political injustices, to the classroom where kids with 
autism find a new source of confidence, the Brickumentary 

widens not only our grasp of its influence, but also our 
appreciation of its immense impact on countless people’s lives. 
For example, I bet you didn’t know that if it weren’t for LEGOs, 
the TV cult hit “South Park” probably wouldn’t exist, because 

it provided creator Trey Parker with an outlet of escape when 
stress became wholly unmanageable.   

As you can see, this isn’t just a movie for your kids—
although they will find plenty to guffaw and drool over (like 
seeing the biggest LEGO structure ever built—I won’t tell you 
of what though). If the Brickumentary teaches you anything, it’s 
that being a kid with a LEGO in your hand is just the beginning. 
We are introduced to the concept of AFOLs (Adult Fans of 
LEGOs) and KFOLs (Kid Fans of LEGOs) who come together 
to share their passion on the same platform, the same level, to 
be regarded with the same assurance of creativity and gumption. 

Appropriately so, the Brickumentary doesn’t try to be too 
profound, nor does it belittle itself. By showing us a variety of 
niches in which the toy has taken root in the rightly playful way, 
Junge and Davidson give credence to the idea that we all never 
truly grow up. They show that we can still embrace our childlike 
spirit, a spirit that can spur our innermost creative beasts to 
build something unforgettable, something meaningful.  

So, before you go throwing your old set away, just think 
about the possibilities that lay before you. If you need inspiration, 
then look no further than A LEGO Brickumentary. You may—
no—you will be surprised.

GRADE: A

A LEGO BRICKUMENTARY is available now on VOD.  

BY COOPER COPELAND
BLEEDINGCOOL.COM

If the Brickumentary teaches 

you anything, it’s that being a 

kid with a LEGO in your hand 

is just the beginning.

A LEGO BRICKUMENTARY
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BY COOPER COPELAND

SOMEWHERE IN THE DEAFENING SILENCE of Joshua Tree 
National Park, you will find yourself gazing upon an odd sight. 
At a brief glance, it may appear as if some eclectic hoarder 
has left behind remnants of their collection of unwanted 
knickknacks and rubble. But look closer and you will find 
a meticulous compilation of items worn and weathered by 
life and the destruction that it often causes. Look closer still 
and you’ll realize the way in which these seemingly dejected 
materials reflect much of our social consciousness and how we 
now communicate with each other and our world. This is the 
way in which artist Noah Purifoy examined the experience of 
social conflict, and this is the way we need to continue to do so.

Back in 1965, the confrontation between a white police 
officer and a young black man at the wheel of a car led to one 
of the most prolific riots that Los Angeles has ever seen. Watts 
was wreathed in flame as the community rose up against racial 
prejudice. Before the violence erupted, Purifoy was a graduate 
of CalArts, founder of the Watts Towers Arts Center, and 
with little work in his portfolio to show for it, but after, with 
his comrades up in arms, the clarity of his calling suddenly 
manifested.

His first sculpture series, 66 Signs of Neon, would be a 
recollection of the damage done to not only the physicality of 

Los Angeles, but the psyche of those who dwell within it by 
using the still smoldering debris of the wreckage.

Purifoy’s perspective explored with a focused intent the 
queer idiosyncrasies of modern social warfare. The assemblage 
of such bizarre materials, which represent a major turning 
point in our conversation of the racial divide, would be the first 
trickle of progressive, Dadaist momentum in Purifoy’s work, 
and would certainly not be the last.

From then on Purifoy would engage in his specific world 
of cultural disobedience by employing creative energy in 
others who had been denied such basic rights. He infiltrated 
the concrete walls of state prisons to militarize the jailbirds 
with paintbrushes, canvases, and a taste for the visually 
expressive with his ‘Artists in Social Institutions’ initiative. 
Much like Marcel Duchamp, Purifoy found seamless reason in 
confronting all that was never meant to be confronted.

And then it was to the dry desolation that basks east of 
the city of Angels where Purifoy saw grounds for creation. He 
continued to construct assemblages of only used items—some 
might call it ‘junk’—to further abstract conversation on the 
implications of societal injustices. To this day, Purifoy’s Joshua 
Tree Outdoor Museum sits quietly in its Mojave nest, evolving 
effortlessly with the conditions of its host landscape.

So, why do we, why should we still be talking about 
Purifoy’s work, over a decade after his death in 2004, and 
six decades after the instigation of his work in the little 
neighborhood of Watts? The answer is simple. If you redacted 
the date and the city of the riots, most readers would think 
we are talking about today. About now. About Freddie. About 
Michael. About Trayvon. About Sandra.

It is up to us to embrace the imperative nature of social 
justice, and Noah Purifoy’s work that lives on through the 
relentless heat of desert scorn is a model for our reaction to 
today’s outrages. We cannot forget that by simply engaging 
with the physical world and utilizing its ugliness to portray 
change we can finally see the beauty that comes with being 
fellow humans sharing breaths and words and glances and 
experiences.

So participate. Participate in the world that you live 
in. Use the creativity that is resoundingly unique to you to 
instigate something of enriching quality. Don’t know what I 
mean? Then head to LACMA anytime before September 27th 
to witness Purifoy’s emblematic work in the exhibition “Noah 
Purifoy: Junk Dada.” Undoubtedly, you will begin to see grace 
in Los Angeles’ decrepit facades and trash-riddled streets as 
the immense capacity of humanity’s warmth shines through.

HYPERALLERGIC.COM

THE RECONSIDERATION OF 
NOAH PURIFOY’S “JUNK ART”

http://www.campuscircle.com
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AS YOUNG PEOPLE WITH MALLEABLE HEARTS, metabolisms, 
and eardrums, we tend to soak up the elements around us that 
ring true to the woes and the whims we face. Musicians tend 
to pioneer that front, raising voice against the wrongdoers and 
praising the invaluable beauty of our youthful nature. If there was 
someone today, a musician that has managed to encapsulate the 
uniquely naïve, yet also brave quandaries of youth, it might be our 
beloved gap-toothed Canadian friend Mac DeMarco. 

Ever since the release of his first studio album Rock and Roll 
Night Club back in 2012, the 25-year-old has managed to carve 
a unique spot for his laidback rock to take root in the radios 
of those struggling to make sense of life’s punches, whether it’s 
friendship, cigarettes, or meaninglessness. But with his latest and 
perhaps most sensitive album Another One, DeMarco zooms in 
a bit closer on one topic, to be examined in a more personal and 
tangible light, and that’s love.

Stop! Before you go and roll your eyes—because who really 
needs another album about stinking love—I need to tell you how 
Demarco approaches it differently than his previous albums and 
beautifully so.

This album is full of regret. It examines love that ended and 
can’t be shaken off. It sighs for an opportunity that slipped by 
that shouldn’t have. But this isn’t a hopeless album. Another One 
is about seeing that something has ended, and despite the pain 

of it, being happy that you were the one to love that person. 
He’s given us songs full of wistful love advice before with 

tracks like “Let Her Go” and “Treat Her Better,” but Another 
One is full of lessons on how to cope with young love that, for 
one reason or another, has come or is coming to an end. Its not 
dramatic or grandiose, his mournful expression of love—it’s 
recognizable and painfully relatable.

From the first track “The Way You’d Love Her,” you are 
immediately met with the customary wavy twang of DeMarco’s 
guitar. His chill-infused voice then chimes in, crooning in his 
usual playful manner of a missed chance to show someone how 
you really feel. The harmonies will be immediately familiar 
to any DeMarco aficionados, especially those who hold his 
previous album Salad Days in high regard—which you should.

And then there’s the titular track “Another One,” which 
embraces the doubts that can often swarm the faculties of a 
relationship. DeMarco embraces his hazy synth and allows it to 
carry his mournful wondering of another man sweeping his girl 
away. It’s a simple message, like most of his songs, but powerful 
nonetheless in his sensitivity.

Despite being from Canada, and despite now living in 
Brooklyn, Demarco has an incredible ability to transport you 
to a California beach with any of his brightly lazy songs. “Just to 
Put Me Down,” is so darn sunny it’s hard to imagine yourself in a 

cramped NYC apartment (where he recorded this entire album). 
And if you know Mac, you know sometimes he likes to tackle 
those high octaves with unabashed gumption, and we’re glad to 
see more of this in this track about being toyed around with and 
being f***ing sick of it.

And then, quite appropriately, DeMarco finishes his mini-
LP with two tracks that tie the rest together simply and wholly. 
“Without Me,” embraces some dreamy 80s noise as DeMarco 
wonders where his ex-lover will go and who she will be with 
now that she’s gone. It’s immensely bittersweet, as he oozes a 
longing for her, while truly hoping she finds happiness in the 
new terrain of her life.

Finally, he flows into “My House By the Water,” which is a 
humble ambient orchestra of waves and synth, culminating with 
the address of his NY beach house, and an invitation for coffee. 
It shows peace of mind, contemplation, and optimism for a new 
future,

Like I said, Another One is for us, the youthful lovers who 
don’t know what the hell we’re doing, and he’s reaching out to let 
us in. Thanks Mac.  

GRADE: A

ANOTHER ONE is available in stores and on iTunes now! 

BY COOPER COPELAND

COLEY BROWN

GETTING OVER 
HEARTBREAK WITH 
MAC DEMARCO’S 
NEW ALBUM 
ANOTHER ONE
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TOSSING AND TURNING IN BED, unable to shake the 
restlessness that the day passed has brought, our mind wanders. 
It wanders into the corners of everything intangible, where 
colors and shapes mesh together and become at once a feeling. 
It’s as if our exhausted brains are trying to communicate to us 
something in a language we’ve learned in a previous age, and 
that we can only now understand in our half-dazed states by 
simply letting it happen to us. 

This is how Jacco Gardner’s latest album Hypnophobia 
came to light. As a compilation of bright and hazy allure in 
the form of songs, his latest album informs the rest of his 
discography by showing a masterful control of his whimsical 
fancies. If you’re familiar with his work, you know that this 
Dutch jack-of-all-instruments has an arsenal of skills that could, 
if in the wrong hands, be used for evil. But thankfully, we live in 
a merciful world where Gardner can satiate his lust for musical 
creation and bring us something so delightfully playful, dark, 
and nostalgic as Hypnophobia. 

As we all know, having a solid first track off an album is key 
to not only pulling in new listeners, but also informing the rest 
of the playlist by encapsulating its entire spirit. “Another You” 
is luckily all of the above, embracing his lazy, shoegaze pop that 
does his 1960s brethren proud. Throughout the layers of guitar, 
synth, and his high-energy drums, we hear Gardner restraining 
indulgence, but giving us something heartily satisfying to hold 
us over to the main course. 

What exactly the main course is largely dependent on the 
listener, but after the quirky instrumentals of “Grey Lanes,” which 

brings to mind the cinematic worlds of I Heart Huckabees or any 
of the fantastical works of Jon Brion, we build to the simple, yet 
enirely catchy track “Brightly.” Think Simon & Garfunkel and 
the manner in which they let the melodies kidnap and transport 
them into the beyond rather than ardently producing them. 

Okay, so maybe I do have an inkling of what the main 
course is, at least in my ears’ opinions, and that’s “Find Yourself,” 
which feels like it has existed in the airwaves forever, but 
never really grasped by a musician till now. It’s harmonies are 

recognizable, yet simultaneously new, perhaps akin to meeting 
a stranger and feeling like you’ve known them your whole life. 
It’s an exciting sensation, to be sure, and one that really informs 
the rest of Gardner’s tracks. The music video, conjuring the 
emotions of otherworldly angst, is also excitingly simple, if not 
entirely infused by druggy bliss. 

On that note, and a la Brian Jonestown Massacre, 

Gardner also doesn’t seem satisfied with being subjugated 
to the limitations of whatever “psych-rock” really means by 
embracing vintage instrumentals, especially in the title track 
“Hypnophobia,” which uses a myriad of Gardner’s obsessive 
collection of noisemakers.

Compared to his previous album Cabinet of Curiosities 
(2013), the focus of Hypnophobia is tightly structured and 
meticulously executed, which aren’t exactly traits you look for 
in your most admired psychedelic rockers; however, Gardner 
opens the floor to your own imagination, inviting it to sweep the 
music into its folds and create your own imaginary storylines. 
By implementing commendable restraint with his utilization 
of lyrics, he often lets the instrumentals instigate a narrative of 
your choosing. 

For example, I’m sure when you listen to the lengthy yet 
hypnotizing “Before the Dawn,” you don’t immediately see a man 
dressed in a moose costume playing Dance Dance Revolution, 
because that’s my own genius working its magic. But that’s the 
beauty of Hypnophobia: allowing your own brain in all of its 
unpredictable oddities to engage with each track and inform 
your own stories, rather than simply being explicitly informed 
of Gardner’s own. 

So, for all you daydreamers, don’t you dare stop daydreaming. 
In fact, daydream harder, and listen to Hypnophobia when you’re 
doing it. Your mind will thank you for it. 

HYPNOPHOBIA is out now! You should probably definitely 
get it!

SOUNDDESSERT.COM

Hypnophobia is tightly structured 

and meticulously executed, which aren’t 

exactly traits you look for in your most 

admired psychedelic rockers…

LISTEN UP/TUNE-IN: JACCO GARDNER

http://www.campuscircle.com
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ARE YOU 
inTANDEM 
WITH YOUR
TYPE I   
DIABETES 
OPTIONS?
A new clinical research trial is now studying an investigational  

oral product inTANDEM with your current insulin regimen.

ASK NOW

• Are 18 years old or older
• Have a confirmed diagnosis of Type I Diabetes Mellitus

• Have A1C levels 7 - 11%

YOU MAY QUALIFY IF YOU:

FOR MORE INFORMATION 

Reference: NCT02384941
OR VISIT: www.ClinicalTrials.gov 

13Apr2015_LX4211.309_Flyer_English

AS EACH TRACK CUES UP, you think you know what to expect. A resounding sound, you 
might call it, but always familiar—in the way the smell of ocean smells different at each shore, yet 
a comforting universality rests in the air in between. This is the way Beach House weasels itself 
into your bones with each coming album that steadily creeps towards something… more. With 
their newest blast in the face of swaddling noise, Depression Cherry, what exactly that “more” is 
something intangibly precise, yet staunchly fluid. 

Phil Spector coined the phrase “wall of sound,” but for Beach House, it may be more appropriate 
to call it a “mind of sound,” due to the modestly beautiful fact that each meticulous, soaring note 
finds root in every nook and cranny of you, brainwashing you for the better. 

Over their last few records, especially Bloom, the Baltimore-based duo comprised of Victoria 
Legrand and Alex Scally built upon their hazy tunes with more oomph of bass and pow of drums, 
creating more punctuated and authoritative effects in their sound. Depression Cherry, however, 
marks a turn to the more subdued Beach House of yesteryear, like Teen Dream, but elevated with 
something we haven’t yet heard from them. I want to call it avant-garde, but that may reference 
something unreachable. No, I’ll call it oddity—the kind of oddity that makes you turn up your 
headphones just a wee bit louder to hear what intricacies really lie between the notes.

It all starts with “Levitation,” a too-perfect embodiment of the experience of listening to any 
of the dreamiest of dream pop Beach House has to offer. Indeed, just like you’d hope, Legrand’s 
trained vocals take their time, but also know when to dip in and out of focus to quickly lead you 
into a colorful dreamscape. 

As usual, soaring synths and guitar play a key role in Depression Cherry’s full bodied-
ness. Where an untrained ear may hear redundancy in their scope of work, there lie quirks and 
idiosyncrasies throughout their cohesion. Tracks like “Sparks” introduce a wholly unique take that 
makes me question the band’s intent on making Depression Cherry a return to the simple—and 
I mean that in a good way. Looping background vocals and a ripping electric guitar bring out a 
surprising rambunctiousness that is extremely refreshing for them, as if the somewhat reserved 
nature of Legrand and Scally was briefly peeled away for some craved catharsis. 

Yet, still, it is in their simplicity that makes your atoms and fibers move with emotive consent. 
Listening to the 80s-tinged “Beyond Love” with a good set of headphones is enough to get you 
through any stormy occasion. Legrand’s ability to fluctuate her voice, pulling you through like 
a loyal dog on a leash, and then suddenly let you off to go running through fields of green, is 
unmistakably important and unmatched.  

Then we have tracks like “10:37” which offers a compartmentalized take on Legrand’s lush 
quality, breaking up the usual flow of harmony with more eccentric flare. The song flirts with 
simultaneous androgyny and femininity, as her voice floats down in a waterfall effect to the 
mechanical tick of a drum—an engrossing effect to be sure. 

The latter half of Depression Cherry then trickles into that promised land of breeziness that 
can easily be embraced, as long as you are ready to be embraced back. From “PPP” to “Wildflower,” 
Beach House doesn’t let you walk away without considering each and every melody with equal 
fervor, for each has been crafted to create, again, that mind of sound that is so inextricably theirs. 
To end on the melancholic flight that is “Days of Candy” is simply the digestive component to the 
already plush soundscape you just traversed.

And then, forty-five minutes later, you find yourself waking up from a stupor of guided 
buoyancy. If anyone, like I, was concerned that eventually Beach House would fall into a pit of stale 
repetition, then sleep well tonight knowing that Depression Cherry is indeed an evolution of musical 
thought and craft. Can’t wait till the next one. 

GRADE: A

DEPRESSION CHERRY is now available on iTunes and in stores near you. 
BEACH HOUSE comes to The Fonda theater Dec. 9-12th to completely sold out shows. Sorry.  
This review is dedicated to the memory of Hannah Copeland Neal.

NME.COM

DEPRESSION CHERRY AND THE 
EVOLUTION OF DREAM-POP DUO 

BEACH HOUSE 

BY COOPER COPELAND

Laugh Your 
Arse Off!

REAL 911 Calls sure to make you...

Truth is by far funnier than fiction, and this collection of real calls 
to law enforcement in Hometown Police Blotter is exactly that. 

Whether you give it a gander atop the throne, or share it with 
friends, it’s sure to bring a smile to everyone’s face and then some.

Available in Paperback, Hard Cover and ePub.

www.HometownPoliceBlotter.com



Fundraising dog walk,
5K run and festival

October 10 
7:00 a.m. register, 9 a.m. start 
Exposition Park, Los Angeles (near USC)

strutyourmutt.org/LA2015

Sign up for Strut Your Mutt 5K walk/run. 
You make many new dog friends, smell many good smells, and do local 
doggie shelters good. Join the pack and have your dog walk you. 

Chip timed 5K - run with or without your dog.

Human!
Stay. Read. 
Important.



Save up to $400 Sept 5 - Oct 31.
Anytime season pass valid any day or night during the 15/16 season. No blackouts.

Season pass sale starting at $249!

UPGRADE to the POWDER ALLIANCE 
PASS for $49 and get 15 RESORTS 

for the PRICE OF ONE
Plus our NEW WINTER GUARANTEE

!

Order online at mthigh.com (CC Required) or call (888) 754 7878.  Children 6 & under are FREE 
with the purchase of an adult season pass.  $10 processing fee applies to all new pass purchases.


