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Belated UK release from rapturous, Brooklyn-based dream-poppers

The Last Town Chorus

THE LASTTOWN CHORUS
i i
FIRST ISSUED IN their native USA in 2002, this
highly seductive debut is finally set to spellbind a
whole new set of languid disciples. Floating on
the lap-steel and thawed-crystal voice
of songwriter Megan Hickey,
and anchored by Nat Guy's
understated guitar-plucking,
the sound they make is a liquid
tension of urban and rural,
transplanted souls with an
impossible longing for the best o
of both. In their own words, they
" feel canals, flight patterns, subway
rumbles and riverbeds” . More specifically, by
pushing lap-steel to the forefront (soaked in reverb
and delay), it's the stark economy of old-time folk
adrift in the rich dreamscape of '80s pop. Welch
and Rawlings bathed in the oceanic rapture of AR
Kane, perhaps. Or, as Hickey herself describes their
sound to Uncut, "The Cocteau Twins swallowing
The Stanley Brothers,”

Both Hickey and Guy grew up on the fringes of
suburbia (she in Pennsylvania, he from Delaware
farm stock), pooling interests as diverse as Culture

UNCUT: How much
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Club, Joni Mitchell and Hendrix once they'd
relocated to Brooklyn. They're clearly smitten with
New York, evinced most passionately by "Dear
City", an open love letter scored by abrupt ascents
and dips of steel, minimal guitar and organ providing
the faintly paranoid undertow. As Hickey becomes
lost in steaming city heatwaves, she
declares: " We're all freaks without
fear/We float up your avenues/And
we ring in your ears” . But it's a spirit
in constant transit, hankering for
the red midsummer skies of the
country on “Ten Mile” (with
2 — filmy frontier-town ambience)
or singing "til dawn down by the
lake on “Little Star” . Imprinted by memory
and place it may be — each with its own peculiar
resonance — but it's not always cosy. "Brooklyn
Navy Yard, 1950" begs her returning lover to
"please leave town" after years away (" seven
fucking letters is all you wrote”), against subtle
backwards effects and upright bass, while “State
Fair" recounts the grisly tale of a teenage thrill-ride
tragedy, set to steel shivers, urgent flurries of quitar
and a sickly beautiful carousel waltz. Hickey's voice
is never less than hypnotic, the cool clarity of Laura
Veirs combined with Cat Power’s lonely ache.
Highly recommended. ROB HUGHES
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