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It would be easy to call Midnight Juggernauts one of the luckiest bands 
on the planet. Starting out, the then-duo spent years on the tour circuit, 
supporting friends, remixing and having fun outside the limelight.  
Then the founders, Vincent “Vendetta” and Andy “Streetcrimes,” found 
themselves in the middle of what has become a familiar story: They 
launched a MySpace page and saw their fan base expand exponentially.  
The Internet boost gave Midnight Juggernauts the confidence to self-
release their debut LP, Dystopia, on their own label, Siberia Records, 
early in 2007. Soon thereafter, a chance meeting and dinner with Justice 
landed them an opening slot on the French electro star’s U.S. tour. The 
pair, confronted with the laborious burden that is touring, mixed with a 
little stage fright, enlisted Daniel “Strictmachine” as their live drummer 
and added the Sydney native to Midnight Juggernauts’ roster.

Now the Australian trio is fielding “healthy” record deal offers from 
various American labels, though the self-made band is hesitant to accept 
anything short of complete creative control. They independently produce 
their album artwork, t-shirt designs, posters and stage production. While 
they’re all friends with the Modular Records crew—they’ve remixed, 
played and toured with the heavy-hitting label for years now—they 
want to avoid being labeled as yet another disposable indie-dance group 
churned out by the hype machine. Midnight Juggernauts has more depth 
than that, a greater desire to push the envelope and branch out—“We 
might even experiment with strings and that sort of thing with the 
next album,” professes Vincent—but for now they’re still content with 
bouncing around the world, whether it’s touring in China or holing up in 
a swanky houseboat by Notre Dame.   nik mercer 
 

www.midnightjuggernauts.com
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QUINN WALKER

Rafter 
Rafter is a one-man army of excellence, recording high-minded, lo-fi pop 
in the tradition of whatever’s good. Witness his latest nineteen-song, 
thirty-five-minute opus, which touches upon the rhythmic stomp of Elvis 
Costello, the eerie gentleness of John Lennon, the quirky madness of 
Stephen Malkmus, and Unicorn’s shambling pop. Sex Death Cassette is a 
warm, fuzzy rebuke to our age of overcompressed studio bullshit. “It was 
tracked on four-track with some computer assists for editing and minor 
overdubs,” Rafter Roberts says. As for the songs themselves, he’s all 
modesty: “It’s like an excavation/spontaneous combustion thing. I’m just 
digging them up more than crafting them over time.”

Enlisting the help of several musicians, including Rocket From the Crypt’s 
Jason Crane on trumpet, Sex Death Cassette plays like a well-thought 
mix tape, infused with a slightly noir tinge that lends the proceedings 
distinctive flavor and style. He’s been playing out as a two-piece, with 
girlfriend Lizeth assisting on drums, samples and melodicas. “Prior to 
that it was a twelve-piece with horn section, backup singers, vibes…I’m 
working on the next incarnation as a six-piece with loads of percussion 
and a super-mashed-together dancing music feeling.”  david berkovits

Sex Death Cassette is out January 22 on Asthmatic Kitty.

too, though don’t dare mistake him for another 
run-of-the-mill urban hippie polishing his crystal 
collection. “I feel somewhat honored to be grouped in 
there, but I don’t feel like I fit,” Walker says, who cites 
contemporaries like Joanna Newsom, ex-opera singer 
Cameron Hull and Grizzly Bear. “I do detest the label-
making process, though, because it attracts a lot of 
disingenuous tagalongs who sculpt themselves to fit 
in with others’ successes.”
 

Laughter’s An Asshole/Lion Land is a deliciously 
sprawling epic, with the straightforward brushing 
up against the demented and demonic. Instruments 
pile on top of each other and the full palette of 
studio effects is gleefully deployed, with Walker 
often overdubbing his vocals into a rousing chorus 
of Quinns. “I would have released a dozen albums if I 
could have,” he says of the decision to make his official 
label debut with a two-disc set. “I’m awful at editing 
myself.” Thankfully, there’s never too much of a good 
thing.  scott indrisek 
 

www.myspace.com/quinnwalker

Quinn Walker thinks laughter’s an asshole and that 
you’re softer than a porcupine; he’s a bearded multi-
instrumentalist, a bellowing visionary. The singer-
songwriter (also a member of local act Suckers) is 
releasing a double album in January on Voodoo-EROS, 
the label run by Bianca Casady of CocoRosie and artist 
Militia Shimkovitz. He’s already self-released thirteen 
other albums with hand-drawn cover art and titles 
like People Are Full Of Blood and See You In Your Ears.

Walker originally hails from Stony Creek, Connecticut. 
“My parent’s house was deep in the woods, on the 
ocean,” he says. “[The town] is mythological for its 
pirate hideouts and probably best known for pink 
granite, which was scooped up and used to build the 
Brooklyn Bridge, the base of the Statue of Liberty, 
and the Sony building.” He’s been in and out of New 
York City since the age of 15, but that quality—rural, 
hidden, “supernatural”—still lurks in his solo work. 
Buried beneath the psychedelic layers there’s a 
perceptive twang, a certain country sympathy—think 
Califone or the related side project Ugly Casanova. It’s 
easy to lump him in with the psych-folk movement, CHEAP BEAT

For a moment, the Stockholm music scene threatened to become 
irredeemably passé. Swedish pop and the “Stockholm sound” had given 
us a mob of soundalike indie-pop groups—the Shout Out Louds, Peter 
Bjorn and John, I’m from Barcelona—that were all obsessed with  
the same twee tricks. Luckily, just when we were resigning ourselves  
to boredom, Cheap Beat made their triumphant arrival.

The young quartet introduced themselves to the Stockholm music scene 
through an ongoing party that eventually became known as Club Cheap 
Beat. The group fostered a sizable, loyal fan base from the short-lived club 
series and eventually released an EP, Club Cheap Beat, to commemorate 
the shows; it’s a four-song reminder of how great the Swedish music 
scene was—and still can—be. Vocals recall The Cure’s Robert Smith, while 
the arrangements mix Aztec Camera and Orange Juice with the summery 
harmonies of The Beach Boys and the jangly post-punk raunchiness of 
Echo & the Bunnymen. If you need to categorize Cheap Beat, just call 
them The Undertones of the twenty-first century.

Instead of a standard biography, the four-piece sent us a band-generated 
Sean Connery “James Bond” endorsement of themselves (“Hello. My name 
is James Bond. I would like to present to you Cheap Beat...They say they 
are all in great shape. Thank you.”), a cut-and-pasted MSN Messenger 
bicker over whether writing a biography was worth their time, and the 
lads’ press photo, which appears to have been shot during a slumber 
party pillow fight.

The guys act half their age and are completely convinced that they’re  
the best thing to happen to pop music in recent history, and who are 
we to disagree? Cheap Beat is reawakening us to the truth of great pop 
music and the power of anthemic songs that unify rather than alienate. 
It’s refreshingly honest music in an age of overbearingly segregated 
genres and the aloof pretension of the Pitchfork generation. Cheap 
Beat isn’t out to save the world, but if you listen closely, they might just 
redeem Sweden.  nik mercer
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