PRAISE FOR THE WOWZ:
[image: image2..pict]**** (Four Stars) [September 16, 2005] The Wowz' nugget-pop are happy pills for manic-depressives, sucked-out helium from dodgeball-sized balloons. Looking and singing like some oversized kewpie doll, Sam Grossman co-writes this chipper anti-folk anthem with Dave Longstreth of the Dirty Projectors, and it turns out precisely the charming heart-of-gold loser jam you'd expect to spring from their super-clever collective loins: "My baby loves me/ and I can't understand why/ I've come to believe that her standards aren't very high." Seems basic, but still, the Wowz are smart enough to know that cheery self-effacement, far from improper, speaks volumes of sense. - Rachel Khong
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[Daily Download, July 29th, 2005] New York City trio the Wowz, whom Time Out New York described as "a coked-up youth group sing-along," are among the best bands in the almost uniformly obnoxious "antifolk" scene (amateur-on-purpose folk rock with smart-ass lyrics). "My Baby Loves Me," which was co-written with the brilliant and cracked Dave Longstreth of the Dirty Projectors, is the band's ragged but charming take on '63-'64 Beatles - the time of the Beatles' career that no one really bothers copying anymore, and that adjectives like "Beatlesy" and "Beatlesesque" never refer to. Also try "Happy Today" for a dose of their cheery irony. ("I know that this feeling will soon go away, but I'm feeling happy today"). - Thomas Bartlett
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Antifolkies so raggedy-ass they could be postpunks or something, they have the great virtue of knowing the early Beatles exist - that is, existed. – Robert Christgau
[image: image5..pict][Issue #66, March/April 2005] Either good music is timeless, or these guys have figured out how to create Beatles-esque and Dylan-ish music without sounding like a tired nostalgia trip. They don't strictly sound like these artists, but with songs built on strong harmony and a stripped down musical approach, those are the two most obvious comparisons. - Rex Reason
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[Printed in multiple issues] The Wowz are kind of like a coked-up youth group sing-along; the duo plays hyperchirpy, manic songs with ecstatic titles like "Nothin' Would Be Better" and "Happy Today." Watch out, though - their cheery outlook (ironic or not) is contagious.
[image: image7..pict][Issue 5, Summer 2005] The Wowz' full-length debut, Long Grain Rights, is a righteously shambolic North Brooklyn hootenanny filled with neurotic surrealism, joyous lust, and more catchy folk-rock melodies than you can shake a cryogenically frozen hipster at. The sing-along begins with "Happy Today," which sets the keynote by applying bipolar logic to Beatles- like warmth. "I'm feeling happy today just to be living," they sing with the heart-wrenching sincerity of a manic-depressive on a three- day/no-sleep joy binge, "and I know that this feeling won't go away, 'cause I'm feeling happy today." "Nothin' Would Be Better" is perfect teen-pop: "I love just sitting here contemplating / the geometrical perfection of her kiss." Again, though, there's a manic edge to it all: "I used to think that being happy wasn't interesting / until I realized I love everything!" And then a middle eight! With handclaps and harmonica! The band's tempos are maddeningly uneven throughout. Mostly, it's right charming - a genuine twist on the canned fake-folk of The Beach Boys' Party LP. Some songs, though, like the beautiful, straight-offa-side-two-of-Bringing-It-All-Back-Home weirdness of "When I Die," would probably better be served by a steadier pulse. But when there are lines like "from flesh to ask and dust to salt / the ocean is a landlocked vault," who really cares? At the center of Long Grain Rights is a take on modern, urban (?) life that owes more to Lou Reed's shock-happy Transformer than any innocent '60s pop. "Everybody will be dancing, every tranny boy and girl," they sing on "Birds Fly High." "See You In The Paper" is a wry recounting of a doomed relationship, appending "... when you're dead" to the title for a wickedly infectious chorus. Even on less successful ventures - like the drifting "He Wanders" - the band finds nooks to mine. If the trio - guitarists Simon Beins and Sam Grossman, and drummer/percussionist Johnny Dydo - can continue to expand on this initial fusion of inspirations, they could be plum fucking huge. - Jesse Jarnow
[image: image8..pict][April 2005] Long Grain Nights, alt-country-folk-whatever-you-want-to-call-it, is wholeheartedly a fun record… The humorous bits are similar in their silliness to early Bob Dylan or certain Pavement songs… "See You in the Paper," a rockabilly love story, follows a ripening relationship gone sour, ending with the perfectly bitter last words: "I'll see you in the paper...when you're dead." I laughed out loud. Long Grain Rights also has its share of sadder songs, including "Snow Covered Eyes," which features some tasteful guitar work, a wandering distant harmonica and only a tambourine keeping beat: Perfect company for a lonesome trek through the countryside. I can't help but think Mid-western, though the band is from New York City. As far as the recording goes, it is raw and loose, the drums especially, and fits well with the flavor of the music… The Wowz pull off something rare with Long Grain Rights: an honest, successful coupling of humor and sentiment. Hats off. - Brad Amorosino
[image: image9..pict][October 2005] Usually, anything even remotely Beatles influenced gets rudely ejected from my car stereo and lovingly set free out the lowered car window while I continue merrily on my way at 110km per hour; The WoWz survived this bug music cleansing because they made me laugh with them and not at them. They have a smart sense of black humor that snakes its way through most of the acoustic rave-ups and sardonic songs on the full-length Long Grain Rights album. "Happy Today," a feel-good, noisy romp, opens it up with loose, dustbowl vocals, empty bottle percussion and simple earnest lyrics that make you feel like you might have picked up a kids record by mistake; be assured you have not. They start to darken it up a bit with "Twist in the End." Wowz have a way with the words - some good poetry happening here, as "everybody will be dancing with the gravestone of the world." Nice acoustic playing and just a really cool offbeat tune. "(646)" is a pseudo doo-wop / weird show tune amalgam where the protagonist laments the lack of a certain girls number. He regales us with his wants, needs and odd details of his stark existence. We all know this man and may have once have been him; think of a real demented Sha-Na-Na tearjerker or Uncle Rico from Napoleon Dynamite. A bit deeper into the record, The Wowz get off a good one-two punch. "When I Die" runs lyrically like early acoustic Bowie. They drop the black humor and just take through with thought-provoking imagery. The left hook tongue in cheek ramble drive of "See You in the Paper" is Long Grain Rights' most fun track; we get dragged, play-by-play through a relationship that travels north to south in few weeks. The lyrical turn of "spent the next day breakin shit and crying...three weeks I was half hearted and depressed" being teased along by a loping, jangly, upbeat ditty nearly had me on the floor in tears of laughter. Well done, gentlemen! NYC’s The WoWz are solid players who know how write a snappy tune. They must be a riot to go drinking with and probably get invited to a lot of cool Big Apple loft parties. Hell, I would invite them over and ply them with good wine in exchange for an impromptu performance of Long Grain Rights. - Ron Kirsch
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[April 7, 2005] Talk about a lack of subtlety! "Happy Today," the first song on Long Grain Rights, is as instantly addictive as a shot of heroin, and it sets a pretty high standard for the rest of the album. The song is catchy as all get-out; with its loud strummy acoustic guitar and happy, upbeat singing, there's no reason for you to not feel happy today. Seriously, folks - this might be unfortunately classified as 'anti-folk,' but to this writer, The WoWz do not sound a damn thing like any of those kinds of bands, nor should they be classified as such. (Damn lazy music writers, always forcing bands into meaningless genres!) Comparisons to bands like the Byrds and the Beatles may abound on their website, but there's something a bit more... childlike... about their music. The wholesome innocence of sing-along numbers like "Happy Today," "He Wanders" and the clappy-sad "Nothing Would Be Better" are reminiscent of a weird blend of Daniel Johnston, Half Japanese and Beck on a Schoolhouse Rocks! tip. The simple melodies are compounded by words that are instantly catchy; it's easy to envision the WoWz as a great live band, one who gets the audience worked up and happy - even though, of course, sometimes they're singing songs about breakups and death and not happy stuff. New York has too many people and even more crappy bands, but the WoWz stand out in the crowd. Literally - they're the kind of band you're more than likely see standing out on the street, singing outside subway entrances and street carnivals, entertaining the crowd. Getting hooked on Long Grain Rights is really easy to do - it's getting off of them that's complicated. Once you've put this deceptively simple record into your stereo, you'll find that attempting to remove it is an utterly complicated thing to do. Now, how's about coming out and wowing the rest of the country? In complicated times, The WoWz's simplicity and wholesome innocence is a welcome relief. - Joseph Kyle
[image: image11..pict][Issue #55, Fall 2004] The contradiction at the heart of this N.Y.C. trio's music is right there in the chorus of the first song on Long Grain Rights: "I know that this feeling will soon go away / but I'm feelin' Happy Today." So often on LGR and the five-song EP, the music's cheery, but the clever lyrics are disaffected. The vocals, caught between music and words, reflect this by emphasizing the strains and stretches. When these guys take the plunge into a sad-sounding song on "(646)," it's with such outsized expression that exchanging phone numbers with a girl becomes an act of howling desperation that's downright comic. Stylistically, the WoWz hark back to '60s sounds - Dylan on the dark imagery and acoustic, ramshackle "When I Die"; a scruffier, folkier Hollies on "He Wanders" - but with a deliberate lack of polish that's very modern. The creaks and cracks in this music make it go down roughly, but they're what make it interesting.

[image: image12..pict][March 22, 2005] With Long Grain Rights the Wowz have revived the long lost art of the Hootenany, a loose sing along celebration of hand claps and woolly guitar strumming. "Happy Today" is a ditty the whole gang can get into, the kind of shuffling, cheery folk song that little kids instinctively dance to and men can wear overalls without shame while performing. The Wowz probably aren't real hillbillies, mind you, rather tasteful Lit majors who likely grew up on the Pixies but nonetheless have a genuine love for American music. It's all in there, though - the harmonizing chorus on "Birds Fly High" bears a striking resemblence to portions of Working Man's Dead, minus the acid damage and suspect odors. "Twist In the End" is a more brooding and foreboding track, a thoughful head nodder to hold time between the other jug band knee slappers. "Nothin' Would Be Better" mines the late 60's folk-pop scene whereas "(646)" sounds a bit out of place as a drunken Richard Hell demo (in a good way). "Where I Die" [sic] is almost Neil Diamond-esque at times, a well crafted folk epic with twists, turns, epilogues and post scripts. "Sometimes I Feel" is a whistful closer, vocal harmonizing on top of a pervasive distorted guitar line. It's clear that the Wowz have an impressive record collection and have harnessed those reference points to craft a clever love letter to the rustic 60's pop music for which we all rightfully have a soft spot. Well done. - Jon Rooney
[image: image13..pict][Editor’s Pick, March 2005] New York City's The Wowz are a trio that demands to be reckoned with. Whether it's their affinity for Americana as evidenced by their album opener that would have fit right in with any old Dylan record. This sort of lo-fi folk rock will appeal to the purveyors of the anti-folk scene but won't be so elitist that the less "tre cool" kids would feel dumb for showing up to see them perform live at the old ramshackle coffeehouse down the corner. They've garnered a bit of comparisons to The Beatles, which is righteous only because they write upbeat and inventive tunes. Pick up this CD now from your indie store - there's no excuse for not owning genius like this. - J-Sin
[image: image14..pict][April 2005] Who out of here used to love the Dead Milkmen? That silly, but quirky sense of humor with a punk rock spirit championed a new sound for the college market. That is back when indie music was considered college/alternative rock. The WoWz have managed to bring back the fun in indie music while still making some good pop songs("See You In The Paper"). These are fun tunes for fans of Ween, Dead Milkmen, and early The Flaming Lips.

More press and reviews available at http://www.thewowz.com/press.htm.
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