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Husky Energy Can-Am Volleyball Challenge
Thursday – Saturday, October 12 – 14

7:00 Thurs. night & all day Friday & Saturday
Main Gym & U of A Pavilion

Golden Bears Hockey vs Calgary
Friday, October 13 & Saturday, October 14, 7:30 @ Clare Drake Arena

Golden Bears Football vs Calgary
Saturday, October 14, 7:00 @ Foote Field

Madina Lake
The Disappearance of Adalia
Roadrunner Records
www.myspace.com/madinalake

TONY KESS
Arts & Entertainment Writer

Madina Lake may as well just be honest 
and name themselves something along 
the lines of “My Chemical Panic at 
the Fallout Disco.” That way, listeners 
hoping to avoid more of the same recy-
cled, formulaic faux-emo, faux-punk 
and radio-pop for upset-girls-need-
ing-new-screen-names can steer clear 
from the get go. This Chicago band is 
yet another clone of overplayed, radio-
friendly emo, and influences such 
as Finch and My Chemical Romance 
are not hinted at here, but replicated 
entirely.

Aurally, Madina Lake is solid, if 
unimaginative. The Disappearance 
of Adalia is clean melodrama: catchy, 
hook-filled and emotionally gratifying. 

Vocally, they’re literally indistinguish-
able from any of their peers. The typi-
cal pop-punk tone and sing-to-scream 
tricks are reused in every chorus and 
bridge. Subject matter is of the standard 
fare for this genre: girls that hurt feel-
ings and the boys who lived to write 
about it. There are some novel attempts 
at incorporating electronic elements 
into the mix as well, but really, they’re 
just undeveloped afterthoughts.

The Disappearance of Adalia pro-
vides a solid debut that will please fans 
of the genre. However, fans of for-
ward-thinking music should avoid it: 
their most ambitious move to date has 
been adding the “Electronica” genre 
classification to their MySpace profile. 

Fake Cops
Thundertheft
Reluctant Recordings
www.fakecops.com

PAUL BLINOV
Arts & Entertainment Staff

Fake Cops want to kick your ass. The 
Calgary-based punk outfit’s latest 
release is like a fight by the high 
school flagpole; it’s adolescent, brief 
(the album spreads itself to just over 
15 minutes) and offers spectators an 
entertaining—if not a little thin—
spectacle to enjoy.

You can hear the energy pulsing 
behind Fake Cops’ songs. The opening 
track “Better Call a Priest” gives you 
90-degree guitar stabs, lone-coyote 
vocals and even a little call/response 
guitar play. The result is a white-hot 
lesson in dynamic rock that more 
modern modern acts should get 
through their heads.

Unfortunately, everything that made 

“Better Call a Priest” fantastic rears up 
in every other song on Thundertheft to 
a repetitive effect. In addition, the rest 
of the album shows Fake Cops sticking 
to their guns of hard punk rock, which 
is really what they do best; however, it 
would be nice to hear Fake Cops step-
ping away from their tried-and-true 
formula and toying with some ideas 
of greater diversity.

Fake Cops were wise to keep 
Thundertheft short. At seven songs, 
you can’t complain of overindulgence 
on the band’s part. Fake Cops know 
who they are and what they can do—
in other words, they just want to kick 
your ass, even if they end up doing it 
the same way every time.

Over It
Step Outside Yourself
Virgin Records
www.overitonline.com

RYAN HEISE
Arts & Entertainment Writer

Has anyone ever wondered if the 
music industry really hates us? I mean, 
the amount of money sunk into churn-
ing out crap year after year could 
probably end world hunger. Richard 
Branson goes on and on about cutting 
carbon dioxide emissions or ending 
poverty, but for all the good he’s done, 
his label Virgin will go off and do 
something completely heartless. They 
poured loads of money into the Orange 
County-based band Over It, and then 
proceed to drain all the life from the 
production. Yep, Mr Branson, you 
screwed it up, and it’s a good thing you 
didn’t get help from the band. Or did 
you?

Now Over It doesn’t seem so bad 
on paper; they’ve been around a few 

years, and obviously that experience 
might be reflected in their songs. But 
no. The writing is so amateur it imme-
diately brings to mind the Rain-in-
Spain, Moon-in-June kind of tripe that 
you thought Elvis killed off in the ’50s. 
Couple that with the most bloodless 
production you’ve ever heard, and the 
result is a painfully mediocre album. 

So Mr Branson, I blame you for 
producing and marketing this abomi-
nation. Then again, even saints have 
skeletons they want to hide. The only 
socially redeeming thing is that the 
landfill this CD gets chucked in will 
be overlaid with sod to make a play-
ground. But even then, the jewel case 
would probably stick out and slice the 
delicate foot of some poor little kid.


