Five Bonies In The Snotlocker …

 
Unless you study your own in the mirror, at close range, it’s not often you come across a large nose in your day-to-day life. To look upon the cover of Scotch’s CD is to look at a grotesque Cyrano de Bergerac nose, with the words Five Bonies in the Snotlocker displayed across its self-made canvas.

Far be it from me to judge a book or a CD by its cover, or a nose by its size, but I did with Five Bonies in the Snotlocker. Like a bad accident on the highway, I was unable to turn away.

To listen to this collection of songs is to be transported to a time and place far from the Yukon.

The album is like stepping into a nightclub; it reeks of whiskey and cigarettes, from the growling vocals to the honky-tonk piano. 

The arrangement of instruments is a unique palette from which songs of drink and regret, violence and sorrow, are painted. The tunes are lively and the musicianship is tight.

Dark Cold Night is a clever song of jealousy and murder, with spare vocals interspersed with implied violence and just a few bouncy “yada la la las” to complete unsaid lines of the story.

The opening tune, KnukleCrack has the vocal styling of American folk-jam artist Keller Williams. An obscure reference, but an uncanny vocal similarity nevertheless.

KnuckleCrack begs to be played in a car at highway speed.

The other tune of stylistic similitude is La Toilette, which evokes a spirit of Tom Waits, complete with pounding, crawling piano and growling, slurred vocals to convey a failed pickup story.

Too much drink and not enough thought, hoping against hope, giving up an immediate opportunity for a hazy promise in the future, the stuff of which hangovers are made, and perhaps a moral to end the CD.

Five Bonies in the Snotlocker could allude to the five songs on the disc, though if you wait a few seconds after the fifth song there appears an unlisted hidden track.

I am a fan of bands putting hidden tracks at the end of CDs. I really enjoy that moment of realization that the music is still playing, long after the CD is over. This space also gives an artist a chance to put in a non-sequitur song or an unusual live track that would otherwise mess up the flow of the CD.

The whole album feels like a powder keg of emotion ready to ignite. The laser grooves in a CD cannot hope to translate the live act that Scotch presents.

This CD is a shadow representation of Scotch — live — but, isn’t that the truth with all good live acts?

Get with “the nose” and check the boys out when they play live, but grab this CD as a fix between shows. Scotch is a band that gets better with age and frequency of exposure.

Five Bonies in the Snotlocker can be found at Triple J’s Music Café: Just look for the nose.

