Catching Up With The Bigger Lovers… 
Last we checked in with the Bigger Lovers, they were at the tail end of the touring cycle supporting their much-admired Yep Roc debut, Honey in the Hive.  They had recently returned from a lap around the states, which included a glorious stop at SXSW ‘03, a string of first-time appearances on the west coast, a bout of bloody vomiting in suburban Missouri, and a disastrous homecoming show in Philadelphia (a local writer dubbed it “their very own Altamont”).  With only a short run of final dates ahead of them, they were unsure of their next move.  So they did what any band would do: they lent their drummer to the Pernice Brothers, moved out of their rehearsal space, and holed up with a laptop in a West Philadelphia basement for the summer.  

November, 2003:  The Lovers complete work on third record, This Affair Never Happened… And Here Are 11 Songs About It, recorded in their hometown of Philadelphia with longtime pal & supporter Brain McTear (Swearing at Motorists, Burning Brides, Capitol Years). Due out March 9, it’s... well, it’s a head scratcher.  If the majesty and reserve of Honey in the Hive was a reaction to 2001’s playful and often bombastic How I Learned to Stop Worrying, it’s hard to tell what this one’s a reaction to.  The songs beg more questions than they answer:

What are those banshee wails all about?  

How can you pull off a soulful ballad that mentions head lice?

Is that a latent 50’s vibe?

Did Tony Thompson play that drum intro?

Is that an Only Ones song?

Not surprising then that the songs each inhabit a world of their own, with few crossing orbits.  The opener—a nasty, searing, peculiarly punctuated stomp, “You (You, You)”—is followed by the bouncy, pleading lament, “I Resign.”  Next comes “Blowtorch,” an explosive, chugging shuffle that finally defines what the Lovers have been only half-jokingly referring to as their adopted sub-genre, “Nü Püb.”  For the remainder of the record the Bigger Lovers bob and weave their own crooked path through the history of song, only occasionally stopping along the way to simmer down.  The overall effect: slight bewilderment, followed by an immediate trip back to the stereo for a repeat.  

Catch them this coming spring at SXSW and beyond.  They’ll be playing as if their lives depend on it, because the alternative is getting married.

