One of the awesome advan-
tages of writing for & cool fanzine
kikee Feak? is that it gives you ample
opporiunity to write about people
who float your boat. (Well, thank
you Morley, the sports car is (n the
mail-ed.) Every once in a while
something special spins across my
micro-mini tumtable and helps me
redefine what it is that | truly love
about the maic | truly love. Solet's
spill some hot sauce on this sonic
sapcer full of swirling secrets

11 you den’t know her already,
please mtroduce yoursell 1o Suan
Jemes. Now, she's not a "pop”™ chick,
of & neo-ska babe, or even a Lilith
Diva for that matter. But if your mu-
sical taste buds can imagine Leo
Kottke and Jeff Buckley jamming
with Siereolab then you've anly just
begun to live and riotously rock your
way through the wobulus world of
Susan James. Take Fantasiic
Voyage's fhirst disc entitled
“Lovesick.” Some kind of strange
tape Joop “loops” its way through the
strong fibers of foundation in order

o set the seming for “Manna "~ Ana
it’s almost as if Jeff Bockley was
spinning the front cover of Lad Zep-
pedin 1T,

"Statc” tells the truth aboui
bearing love songs an the radio when
you're not in the mood for love. It's
followed immedimely by “The Bloogd
Of Expenience.” which seemingly
blends folk -rock with an open-tuned
healing totmicreet. As intriguing tape
loops kick stant the track, the words
then provide poetic interpretations of
love lost and found and then lost
Again

For me. the most powerful
emotional moment on the record
occurs dunng the mesmenzing sev-
enth track, “Love & Luck & Sin " |
don’{ know if Il was the vibe of the
Venice, CA recording studio on that
particular night or what? But 1o sav
she naaled it would be an understate-
ment. And lord knows | could use &
few more of those

“All She Ever Wanted™ has this
ultra-cool organ track running
tiwrough i compact (wo minutes and
37 seconds before it wildly careens
and then crashes directly into “Spin-
ning Down,” which happens 1o com-
pletely rock my world Sounding a
kot like T. Rex side-swiping The Pre-
tendery us they drive down Abbey
Road

Hey, as if that wasn'l enough,
there's a socond CD. James effon-
lessly broils pop, folk, blues, rock,
peychedelia, classical, swamp, and
choral into one deliciously intoxical-
ing brew, The production certainly
sounds like a perfoct mamage be-
tweoen analog and digntal. And | wish
more records today had that balance
and feel—something so easily

meshed between these very muwmcal
Erooves, Buried deep within the
magical confines of these two very
different, yet compatible reconds, lies
aseductively diverse voyage that can
only be described as fantastic. Bravo
address: 2029 Verdugo Blvd..
Montrose CA 91020
www.pacificnet. net/- susan)/
—Morley Bartnadl



