The Sonar Yen in Manchester

na comer a worse-forwear worman berates her boyfiend at
the 0p of her voice. “No more manipulation, no more ies!”
she yels, before the scream of a gitar signals thefirst glorous.
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Iaunch of these locally cherished Manchester post-rockers"

igid behind the mic, pumped with adrenalin, whle the sheer
power o the four piece elevates the whole thing above the
tangled, confrontational aspectsof e their songs chronice.
Fortunately, Velvet Jesus' is the sound ofthe universe being
opened up o all possibiites,  stomping frenzy behind a
Mark E Smith-style manra. Uvin' Right pulses and contracts

the coupl atthe ront finally stop arguing and dance widly
with one another  coalesced by the sense tha rock'noll i al
aboutbving for the moment, Liane:

\TION FOR A NEW YORK GIG,
SIVES DESCEND ON A PONTIN'S
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