
White Sails construct frail, rickety

indie edifices that teeter on the edge

of collapse, yet somehow stay

together. As a band they’re

hesitant, but manage to keep the

songs afloat, coming across as a

YTS version of The Wannadies.

Half the songs are performed by

Stornoway’s Ollie Steadman, and

his intimate voice sneaks into the

songs charmingly, even if he could

do with projecting a little more;

sadly, other lead vocal duties are

taken by Swiss visitor Ulysse

Dupasquier, whose weedy, cracked

voice is as limp and nourishing as a

Little Chef salad garnish, and

whose magical inverse stage

presence sucks any life out of the

band. Some very promising

elements on display, but some

serious homework to do, too.

 Gresham Flyers are named after a

vintage pushbike, sell

immaculately-crafted split EPs with

bands called The Pale Corners and

Wintergreen, and have songs named

‘Factory Records Museum’ and

‘Berry Buck Mills Stipe’: exactly

what we’d come up with if we

wanted to parody a Swiss Concrete

booking, basically. But why be

cynical, when the performance is

such fun, all ungainly

4 OR 5 MAGICIANS / GRESHAM

FLYERS / WHITE SAILS

The Wheatsheaf

spasming, tinny guitars and sherbet

lemon keyboards. They remind us

by turns of a pre-fame Pulp, The

Wedding Present, Bis and

Coventry’s Ludicrous Lollipops, a

band so obscenely obscure we feel

guilty mentioning them. But what

better way to describe these indie

archaeologists than with a defunct

band you’re even less likely to

have come across? And they have

Fall-referencing coloured vinyl.

Bloody great fun.

 Intensity levels change for

Brighton’s 4 Or 5 Magicians, who

play bouncy indie with a shiny,

muscular carapace, which is oddly

like a hi-octane cross between The

Senseless Things and The Foo

Fighters. The room may be

alarmingly empty in terms of

punters, but the band fill every

corner with their dense guitars,

thumping drums and clean arcing

vocal lines. We’ll be honest, we

weren’t mad on the songs (although

the opener was pleasingly like a

steroid-pumped A House), but

we’re all for any band who can

look out into yet another empty,

listless toilet venue and play with

such passion, joy and volume

regardless.

David Murphy

HARRY ANGEL / WE ROCK LIKE GIRLS

DON’T / DESERT STORM / HARLEQUINN

The Wheatsheaf

That we should even be thinking Banbury’s all-girl rock band Harlequinn are an oddity is

disappointing, but the fact is that such bands are all too rare. Oxford has had its successes

with all-female groups, with Death By Crimpers, Beaker, and Harlette all enjoying

success before they imploded. Harlequinn remind us of the oft-maligned Caliber in that

they are heading down a very straight-ahead rock path, which suits them, but it all feels a

little bit safe. This is probably best witnessed in their slightly dodgy cover of ‘Billy

Jean’, where they sidestep the solo cleverly, but fail to stamp their authority on the song.

A bit more attitude and an urge to tear things up should find them making huge steps

forward.

 No such problems with Desert Storm, as they fill the stage with attitude - attitude and

fucking great riffs. This is consummate stoner rock, and everything Desert Storm do

tonight is locked into a groove so deep it probably has no bottom. Iommi-strength riffs

stomp all over the audience as a nod-fest slowly evolves into a moshpit. ‘Cosmic Drips’

oozes class and might well be one of the finest songs written by an Oxford band in the

last few years. If there’s a better metal band in Oxford at the moment, then we haven’t

heard them.

 We Rock Like Girls Don’t do exactly what you expect two girls to do when they have a

band name like that. They do indeed rock. As you’d expect from a two-piece the sonic

palette is somewhat limited but when it’s limited to jet-propelled garage blues it doesn’t

really matter. PJ Harvey would do well to catch this band and remember that this is the

kind of thing she did best.

 Harry Angel are back after what seems like an extremely long lay off. Resurrected on

Good Friday, it’s good to have them back. If anything they’ve edged away from the full-

on gothic rock sound they once had, and embraced a few more dynamics. At times it’s

bordering on post-rock but then they remember that rock was pretty damn good before it

went past the post and kick into the simple things that get the adrenalin rushing. The

changes in tone and pace have added to their arsenal and it shouldn’t be too long before

we’re heralding this second coming as something  incredible.

Sam Shepherd
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If you took The Ting Tings, threw

in a handful of extra band members,

made them acoustic and took them

to a carnival, the end result would

be Six Day Riot. The Bully’s stage

is busting at the seams with band

members and a plethora of

instruments. This creates a set

filled with variety, as they

continually dip in and out of

styles. Juxtaposing the Ting Ting-

esque ‘Every Third Sunday’

against ‘Breakdown’, which would

fit neatly on a Catatonia album,

were it not for the addition of a

squeeze box, before offering the

samba driven ‘Run For Your Life’,

the reason for their acclaim as one

of the most innovative new bands

around quickly becomes apparent.

Tamara Schlesinger’s vocals ooze

sweetness whilst simultaneously

adding something sultry to the mix.

While their Myspace page lists

‘hair flicks’, ‘head bops’ and ‘hip

swings’ under the band’s

instruments section, it seems that

this is perhaps less tongue-in-

cheek that first expected. Like a

fairground ride, the set if far

shorter than wished for, though at

least with Six Day Riot we’re able

to ride the waltzers and the merry-

go-round in one fell swoop.

 Gideon Conn is the Picasso of

SIX DAY RIOT / GIDEON CONN

The Bullingdon

music. Fusing elements which

range from the surreal to the

strange, he is almost so abstract

that you are forced to tilt you

head to one side, in the vain hope

it will create some clarity. There is

then, a subtle irony that Gideon is

spotted sketching away at an

image of Six Day Riot as they

perform. His creations sound

something like Emimen and OMC

going head-to-head in a mash-up in

a comedy bar. Rap meets retro,

producing songs crammed with an

abundance of lyrics and atypical

melodies. His band exemplify the

minimalist elements of Pablo’s

cubism, with just a drummer and

bass to back up Gideon’s acoustic

guitar, However, it’s Wil Hesketh

and his mixing desk which adds

the je ne sais quoi, giving

Schlesinger the finishing touches

to Gideon’s vocal quirks in ‘I

Want You Around’ and turning

‘Yesnomaybe’ from an elementary

style song into a classic depiction

of everything that’s wonderful

about Gideon’s style, and as he

closes his set with a cover of

Outkast’s ‘Ms Jackson’ and his

self-titled ‘Eccentric’, it becomes

clear that weird as it may be, the

art of music holds no bounds.

Lisa Ward


