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The Lounge is a for t nightl y review , based ar ound music,
mo vies, the inter net and local ongoings. Its aim is to
pr omote local bands/musicians, w hile also giving a brief
over view of  the w or ldw ide music scene. 

BY SEAN PARSONS

The new film by James Wan, who kicked off a new wave
of modern horror movies with his first film ÒSawÓ,
contributes to the long list of films that deal with revenge
and vigilantism. Like so many other films before, ÒDeath
SentenceÓ describes the destruction of a middle-class-
family paradise by an act of brutal violence. Happy
father Nick Hume (played by Kevin Bacon) helplessly
witnesses the killing of his oldest son by a gang
member, but instead of testifying against the murderer
and thereby bringing him to prison, he claims to be
unsure about the killerÕs identity in order to take justice
to his own hands, stabbing the released killer to death in
the following night. Hume is then not only pained by
feelings of guilt, but has also aroused the anger of the
fellow gang members that now seek to completely
destroy him and his family on a brutal feud. Sinking
deeper and deeper into his rage and feelings of
revenge, Hume starts a bloody war against the gang.

Wan has succeeded in making a suspenseful, visually
interesting action movie with a good performance by
actor Kevin Bacon. However, regarding the nature of the
filmÕs topic, self justice, one should expect more than
that since the questionable moral can easily get lost
within a sensationalist depiction of action sequences.
The director tries his very best to not make a simple
action movie and also includes a critical view on the
main character and his use of violence. ÒDeath
SentenceÓÕs inspiration is obvious: it tries its hardest to
look like Martin ScorseseÕs masterpiece ÒTaxi DriverÓ
and to adopt its message. But since Wan is not
Scorsese, he fails to reach the brilliance and subtlety of
his model. What was transported by the good script,
direction and actor Robert DeNiro in the model film, Wan
tries to achieve by making his characters say trivial lines
and by making Bacon a DeNiro lookalike in the end of
the film, shaved head included. ÒDeath SentenceÓ
becomes even more annoying in shamelessly copying
angles, light and motives from ÒTaxi DriverÓ, and the final
shootout is almost the same as in ScorseseÕs film.

Nonetheless, Wan is not completely incapable, and has
made a fairly entertaining film. But if you are interested
in a more serious treatment of the topic of Òordinary-
people-confronted-with-violenceÓ, try to get your hands
on similar but better films like ÒFalling DownÓ, ÒA History
of ViolenceÓ or the aforementioned ÒTaxi DriverÓ.

Reviewed by MARK SCHMITT

For at least 90 percent of
those working within the
music industry, Yorkshire
punk-trio, The Cribs should
be massive by now! They
should be filling stadiums
on Tuesday afternoons,
gracing the covers of the
most popular magazines,
whilst knocking out tunes
for Westlife on the
weekends. They shouldnÕt
languish in the rockÕnÕroll
second division, while
morons like Johnny Borrell
and Mika become icons for
a worryingly messed up
society. I will someday add
a review of Mika to these
pages. It will however be a
review of his brutal death,
which I shall personally
arrange, in a Saw-like
manner. Yes, the most
infuriating voice in pop
history will continue to
reach those high notes, the
only difference being the
pair of pliers, which will be
utilized to aid the
sustenance of his

screamsÉ anyway The
CribsÉ
The Cribs are almost a
permanent Ônext big thingÕ
band. ItÕs quite funny
because they could easily
be huge, if they were
slightly more marketable.
Lets not forget that they
used to end up covered in
their own blood on a nightly
basis! They also didnÕt
release the kind of singles
that get played by crappy,
overpaid radio DJÕs (all of
them). These so-called
DJÕs prefer the tamer,
polished acts such as The
Feeling or Editors. I think
itÕs actually hilarious Ð
these DJÕs I criticize are all
based in Britain. Ireland
doesnÕt even have one
decent radio station
throughout the whole
country, never mind a good
DJ! 96 fm have been
playing the same songs for
over 15 years. And
apparently itÕs still ÒCorkÕs
perfect music mixÓ Ð

laughable! IsnÕt it about
time the Broadcasting
Commission of Ireland
(BCI) set up a few decent
stations in order to give
people what they want
within the music world.

The Cribs album was
produced by Alex
Kapranos of Franz
Ferdinand, and mixed
Andy Wallace, who has
worked with Foo Fighters,

Biffy Clyro and Jeff
Buckley. Though the Cribs
may not be the best
musicians on the planet,
there is a purity about
them, which cannot be
overlooked. They havenÕt
made this album to
increase their bank
balances, had they wished
to do so, they wouldÕve
created something far
cleaner and much more
digestible.

THE CRIBS Ð MENÕS NEEDS, WOMENÕS NEEDS, WHA TEVER

Be Your Own Pet are a
young, hardcore-punk outfit
from Nashville, Tennessee.
Fronted by stunning young
singer Jemina Pearl, the
band have been creating
explosions on both sides of
the Atlantic, since their
discovery in 2005. She
sings with such a witty,
sarcastic yell, that you can
almost imagine how angry
and bored she had been
before someone within her
immediate group of friends
decided to purchase
instruments and call it
music. Jonas Stein (guitar),
Nathan Vasquez (bass)
and Jamin Orrall (drums)
make up the rest of the

band, however, to be
honest anyone could join in
and you wouldnÕt notice any
difference.
Her bands self-titled debut
album carries her stamp,
her scent. Her effortless
expression of anarchistic
coolness, is a constant loop
throughout the album, and
makes the other members
of the band pale in
comparison. Sloppy guitar-
work, sloppy drums and
sloppy bass lines are the
order of the day. They
somehow, seemingly
unintentionally combine
beautifully with JeminaÕs
snarling vocals. There is a
dangerous element to the

band, I think they may all
be genuinely aware that if
Jemina wasnÕt their singer,
they would no doubt be
back in Tennesse hanging
around the place like their
peers. Jemina personifies
rockÔnÕroll, sheÕs wild, fun
and also not too bad on the
eye! 
I wouldnÕt say sheÕs the
greatest singer in the world,
but sheÕs got more attitude
that any of those lads who
try and mug you at the bus
station! Chord progressions
donÕt go very far. In fact,
most of the time if there are
three chords youÕll be lucky.
The guitar sounds as if it is
plugged into a Fischer-

Price amplifier for 4 year-
olds +. The drums could
realistically, be performed
(possibly better) by a
chimp. IÕm not even going
to begin speaking about the
bassist! These are the
reasons I love the band,
because they are just THAT
bad that theyÕre GREAT.
Also, two of the lads in the
band have started an off-
shoot of the band called
Turbo Fruits. This band is
musically as inept as
B.Y.O.P, however, the
sense of humor within this
group of young punks is a
magnified version of the
original group.

BE YOUR OWN PET Ð SOUND WAVES OF THE FUTURE?ÔDEATH SENTENCEÕ 
DIRECTED BY JAMES WAN


