“Some people act like stars. Some people see stars. But Rollerball | think might actually be stars —
the galactic kind, giant nuclear fusion engines firing atoms & light across the vacuum of the universe.
Right now, of course, the five members of Rollerball are trapped in human form, mere dying bones,
blood, & brain cells. Yet there are moments during every Rollerball aloum when it seems like they
cease to exist. They have transcended gravity, time, space. They have become energy.”

- John Graham, Williamette Week

Rollerball is jazz or post-rock or no-wave or lounge music. In
other words, it's the kind of band Han Solo would take Princess
Leia to see to make her think he’s hip & smart. Rollerball fully
explores the world of texture and tone, ever teetering on the brink
of chaos and dissonance without ever losing complete control.
These are smoky, dark, modern cabaret songs built with
accordion & dueling male-female vocal harmonies; gnarled
jazz-damaged improvisations broken beneath reeds, brass, &
percussion. These are future bass & piano standards.
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Real Hair, Rollerball’s ninth full-length release, follows a more direct path than any of the band’s previ-
ous albums. By zeroing in on actual songs (rather than a mixture of extended sound collage & improvi-
sation) Rollerball captures the essence of its live sound more here than on any previous release. That's
not to say that the group didn't utilize the studio for some sonic magic & deeper audio experimentation.
In fact, this album marks the departure from their usual preference for home recording. Instead,
Rollerball chose to record at Aleph Studios in Seattle, Washington with Randall Dunn (who has worked
with all sorts of boundary blurring artists like Eyvind Kang, Critters Buggin’, Wayne Horvitz, & Bill
Horist). The result of this collaboration is a high definition recording, more focused on emphasizing
pieces that are finite in process, but infinite in all the inner intricacies of nuance & possibility.

For booking & interviews contact:
rlirbll @yahoo.com

For distribution & ordering information contact:
slberspy@silbermedia.com
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“Thisalbumisstaggering initscrestivity, eventhoughit's probably the most pop-focused of Rollerball'sreleases.
They bringthefunk

influence, which hasalwaysbeen [urking, closer tothefore quitetasteful ly, with propul sive drumsand full-
bodied bassinspiring

movement, but the highlight of their musicisdefinitely the super-catchy lyricsand melodies. Stabbing, anthemic
hornleadsand

smoky piano linesaccompany their vaguely dadaist cabaret vocas, snging seemingly lighthearted versesabout
clarinet samples

and our forefatherswearing drag, but the sense of tension that their dramatic presentation inspiresisremarkable.
Rallerbdl'slittle

detailsof organic experimentation and everything-including-the-kitchen-snk noisemaking aretill presentin
someform, but they're

moretightly woven into the songsthemselves, such that the albumisfull of interesting soundsthroughout, but
freefromgratuitoudy

tacked onelements. Still, thisisafar cry from the extended free-noise of their earlier works. Trackslike"66
Deadhead Spies’ and

"Starling” play up theloungey aspects—shared ma effema e voca sand dick pianoinstrumentation; whilea
steady basdineanchors

"Mike'sHind," thesoleinstrumental piece, asvarious sound effectsand improvised phrasesfloat through the
mix."SpineDeay"

seemsto beashout out to al dudesin theaudiencewith itsderanged, at times hyper-falsetto, singing, until the
horror-movieorgan

emergesand the band settleson amellow groove. The album endswith asuitably incomprehensible spoken
word piece about

nature. Rollerbal | arean entertaining and interesting band, and it'sgresat to hear further development of their
refreshingly uniquepop

mugc.”

- Steve Smith, Brainwashed.com

"Just when | think | havethose merry prankstersover at Silber figured out, they somehow manageto springa
new oneonme. At

first, | thought they wereadrone-oriented |abel (thanksto Aarkticasstellar No SolaceIn Sleep). But they've
veered off into

minimalist soundscapes (If Thousands) dark-ambient pieces(Kobi), moredrone (Small Life Form), folk (Rivu-
lets), industrid (Clang

Quartet) and even aweetouch o' goth (Lycia). And then dong comes Rollerball's Real Hair, which carves out
itsownuniquenichein

Silber'scatalog.

Just aswith Silber, there'sasense of unpredictability about Real Hair. When you think you havethe album
figured out, the band

seems content on frustrating your expectations. And that startswith the cover art, which, withitstypefacesand
pink hair, mademe

wonder just what the heck | wasgetting into.

Theabum'sfirst 3tracksare darkly orchestrated piecesthat trai pse about just beyond the periphery of !!! and
Out Hud'salbumslike

sometattered gypsy caravan or danse macabre. While nowhere near as spastic and hip-shaking as!!!, there's
anundeniablesense



of rhythm and groove that coul d get toestapping and headsnodding (just listento " GirlsHugging Trees™
mariachi hornsand grunting

basdine)... or send shiversdown your spine, Pleasure Forever-style. These songs possessamurky, almost
cabaret-esque

atmosphere, courtesy of the serpentine pianosand accordionsand strangelyrics ("l forgot thetaste of cold,
sanitized sted") that

haunt the songs corridors.

However, "MikesMind" soundsjust likethetitleimplies, awandering journey through aclouded mindscape
littered with smatterings

of trumpet, snippetsof piano, and scattered drums; altogether, it soundsvaguely like Supersilent'swork onthe
stunning 6. Onthe

other hand, "Hecho En" dowly unfurlsitsalf inthefinest Do Make Say Think tradition. Femaevoca sfloat lazily
amidgt undulaing

accordions, billowing horns, and sparse percussion... before suddenly morphing into something the VVolga
boatmen might humas

they march alongsidethe River Styx. And even that disappearswithin acascade of sad, wavering notesthat,
despitesounding

somewhat out of place, neverthel essadd ahaunting touch.

"SpineDeday" dishesout theabum'smost bizarre moment, aquasi-hip-hop collagethat soundslike Soul-Junk
splicingtogether

their ownversion of Beck's"MidniteVultures'. However, that lastsall of 2 minutesbeforegiving way to murky
organs, shuffling

drums, banshee-likefeedback, and morecrypticlyrics(" Spinedelay/l sway/And | shimmer downto my
knees").

Even after dll that'stranspired ontheabum sofar, "Bara" till might bethea bum'smost schizophrenic song,
aternating between

drunken uproarsinwhich pianos, horns, and drums sound fully intent on crushing every bit of chinawithinreach,
and momentsthat

sound almost Out Hud-esquewith their pulsing el ectronic synthsand rhythms. The el ectronic, uptempo mo-
mentsaremore

interesting, and assuch, | find it hard to get into the song asawhole simply because | never know how longit'll
be beforethe song

growssurly again.

"Eight Inch Nun" endsthe album on arather restrained and calmnote... or soit seemsat first. Over another
mercuria soundscape

of scattered drums, wordlessvocals, and droning horns, alow voicerecitesthe a bum's strangest, most cryptic
lyrics- picturea

cross between medieva achemica imagery, socio-palitica commentary, and stream-of -consciousness
psycheddia(asample:

"Elaborately framed portraitsof multi-cultura lovers, tonguesentwined, genitaliaserpentine, and sprouting the
luckiest four lesf

cloverintheworld/Itisbeautiful all engulfingfire'). Aswith much of Real Hair, it doesn't make much rhymeor
reason, and yet can be

captivating andintriguing.

Still, asmuch asl liketo be kept on my toesby an album, | haveto say that | much prefer the momentsonthe
discwhenRollerball

exhibitsmorefocus. Whilel enjoy the more bizarre and abstract soundsthat are sprinkled liberally throughout



thedisc, Rollerball is

most successful when they can take those abstract sounds and work them into amore defined, song-oriented
context. Whenthey

do so, theresult (such as" 66 Deadhead Spies' or " Starling") isall that much stronger and more captivating
becauseof it.

-- Jason Morehead, Opuszine

""GirlsHugging Trees' startswith agrand-but-forboding horn-section, then thetight rhythm section kicksintoa
grooveandthisvoca

line: "Thesunisblocking out the church signtoday". | don't mean to be melodramatic, but | want to say that this
heraldsanother

album'sworth of seriousabsurdist-surred lyricd imagery and semi-depressing avant-progressive/jazz dirges.
Andit'sgreat stuff.

"66 Deadhead Spies’ followswith an errati c-yet-composed RIO-ish style, with awkward Henry Cow-ishtime-
changes, Cutler-type

percussiveagility, piano and freaky synth. " Starling" isafairly dreary bit with dub-bass, brass-section, apsy-
chotic avant-jazz

meltdown and achorusthat sticksin the head, provided by one of the group'swomen (of whichtherearea
few). "MikesHind" isthe

album’stoken psychedelic freak-out jam, smilar tothelast album's" Butter Fairy", but shortened - acreepy
bass-line, crawling

drawn-out single-note horn lineslike something from Zappa's '68/'69 squonkers and grooved-out drum-fillswith
whispery cymbals.

"Hecho En" isad ow dramatic accordion-led march with more great mel odic (though never cute) femmevocals,
andthere'san

apocalyptictheatrica fed with thelyricsreferingto theland's nativesand the prancing, cross-dressing, intruding
whitemen.

"Spine Delay" startswith aquite strange and surprising hip-hop opening, though therap isbacked by tripped-
out ‘tronicsand wacky

horns. It al seguesinto another somber, dare-1-say, depressing dirge, thistimewith co-ed vox. "Barad' comeson
likesomecrazed

scary Faust freak-out, goesinto soft spacey keysand another co-ed vocal proclaiming amusing, somewhat
tweelinesabout a

trans-global horn-playing couple sampling each other... then the doomy Faust bit comesonagain. "Eight Inch
Nun" endsital witha

super-cosmic trance bit (not refering to the € ectroni casub-genre) with more sustai ned-note trumpet, deep
echoing drums, genera

ambience and aspittle-miked malevocd that usually makes mewant to tear something or someoneto bits,
unfortunately. Just an

arbitrary pet-peeve, | guess.

Anyway, thisalbum grew on melike some scummy urban Portland lichen. If | wereto get academiconyou, |
guess| might say:*

(leaning back in swivel-chair inan office, literary bookcasein background, fingersconnected toformatriangle,
bushy beard):

"Rollerball... keepstheirony of their lyrics, titlesand imagery in check... with the seriousness of themusicitsalf.
Could appedl to

college/indie-rock people, progressivetypesand thefreak scenesbetween.""



-- Chuck Rosenberg, Aura Innovations

"After eight albumsof jazz-infused post-folk droning, Real Hair seesRollerball moving towardsmore conven-
tiondly structured

songwriting. It'sabold move, and it provesto beawildly successful one, showing aband finally becoming
interestedin

communicating their ideasto an audience. Rollerball'searlier studio albumshaveteetered onthebrink of self-
CONSCious pomposity,

sorely lacking the humor & directnessof their liveshows. It'sgood to seethem loosen upinthestudio aswell,
bravingthe

conventionsof space-y art-folk. Thereare enough tracesof their former albumson here, but thetruegemsare
thediscomforting

doo-wop neo-folk of songslike"GirlsHugging Trees' and " Starling," wonderful tracks showing both the con-
gtant evolutionandthe

disconcerting stability of aband awayssearching out new directions. Themale/femalevocal interchanges, the
tumbling percusson,

the saxophones and clarinets pushed to thefront all go together to create some of Rollerball'smost focused,
controlled work to date,

without losing any of the band'sinherent playfulnessand open-endedness. Rollerball has, perhaps paradoxi-
caly, expanded their

scope by focusing on more conventiona songwriting, proving ableto retaintheir playfulnessat thesametime
thy're approaching the

parametersof established folk-rock structures.”

-- Stein Haukland, ComesWith A Smile

"Letsput it smply: Real Hair takesRollerball toanew level. Thisalbum managesto retainthelo-fi/experimental
fed of earlier

effortswhilebeing better produced, better written, and more sharply focused. Studio experimentationisstill a
major feature, butitis

now embedded intight rock songsthat blend |o-fi/noiserock, aternative, skalreggae, and avant-prog elements.
"GirlsHugging

Trees' openswith addlicatetrio call from accordion, saxophone and trumpet, before"Mini Wagonwheel1s'
bassriff kicksin. Once

themelody enters, it becomesobviousthat Real Hair isafew stepsahead in termsof arrangementsthan any
previousRollerbdl

album. "66 Deadhead Spies' hasat itscoreavery nicepiano melody, itsdight quirkinessalowing for strange
developmentsto

gpira out of itsmedium tempo. "Eight Inch Nun" hasthe s ow pace and foggy improv feel of aSupersilent track.
"Starling" adoptsa

reggaefee, making good use of the grouptssmall horn section, and the song soundslikeit could hit theair-
waves-- until al hell

break loosein the bridge section, where the horn section tearsthe cue sheet, shredding tonality to pieces. These
areonly afew of

thedelightful quirksin Real Hair. Each piece holdsitssurprises, but thebiggest oneistofind thegroupin such
top compositiona

shape. That and thefact that they pull it off without ever compromising their edge. Essential American dternative
rock."



-- Frangois Couture, All Music Guide

"Rollerball isoneof those bandsthat I've aways enjoyed agreat deal, but never camearound to exploring as
much as| would have

likedto. Thisisactualy theninthfull-length releasefromthisPortland, Oregon ensemble & athough having not
heard everything

fromtheir back catalogue, thisiseasly themost structured work I've heard from themyet. But fansof their
dightly derangedjazz

streaked expeditions don't need to worry because we get plenty of sax, trumpet, & clarinet blare mixed with
gurgling synth & spacey

keyboards, but to tell you thetruth there'sjust asmuch accordion, piano, & AmandaMason Wiles angdlic
voicetolatchonto. The

useof accordion & keysprovidesan amost cabaret feel inaJeremy Barneskind of way, but just likewith
Jackie-O Motherfucker,

previouslabel mateson Road Cone (which sadly has ceased operations), Rollerball isall about organics, texture
& surprisngly

sonic gestures. Addto al thisthe occasiona drone, samples, hip hop beats& deep audio experimentation &
you know wereinfor

an adventurousjazz listen. Thisisjazz for the oneswho enjoy staring at the sky, exploring the spacefroma
comfortabledistance.”

-- Mats Gustaf son, The Broken Face

"El mangjo delastrompetasal iniciode"GirlsHugging Trees' asi comolavozy en genera € track ledan un
extrafio mood cas

oscuro a iniciodeestemateria de Rollerball, que de entradacon €l uso detodoslosinstrumentosindicamusica
alaquedeberia

ponerse atencion.

El disco aunque extrario, resultainteresantisimo. A veceslaseccion deviento (trompetas, clarinetes) llegaa
generar sonidoscas

cacofénicos que por momentos podrian desquiciar y sinembargo, Rollerball loshace caber en sumusica
"Sarling” llegaatener un sentido retro, graciasalavoz femenina(sin saber s esMae, Amandao Madame)
Escuchenlossonidosquelearrancan alosvientos estas mujeresen "Mike'sHind" con los sonidos sincopados
y casl desafinados,

en ocasionesde piano, como paraoscurecer € ambiente. Labateriay el bajo realizando su trabgjo
eficientemente, comoalolargo

detodo d disco. Interesantisimo track.

El acordedn aparece como instrumento central en"Hecho En", untrack que se despegaun poco del resto, de
nuevograciasala

voz femeninay en este caso, a mismo acordedn.  COmo sacasonidosy partido de susinstrumentos cada
miembro delabanda!

Uno demistracksfavoritosdd disco. Pongan atencion a cambio enlasegundamitad del track... jmuy bueno!
"Spine Delay" 10 hace de nuevo mangjando sampl es, sonidos, sonidosambientalesy distorsionesdelos
instrumentos (escuchenla

introduccidn del track). Después delos desquiciantes primeros 2 minutos, € track entraen un ambientecas
religioso (pongan

atencion alamodulacion delasvoces), parafinalizar de nuevo en unacacofoniaabase de distorsionesque son
capacesde



manegjar dentro del track sin que salgadebalance.

En"Bara' labandarecrudece mas su post rock, arrancando en un experimento que luego abase devocestrata
dellevar por otros

rumbos, acompafiadosdetecladosy € siempre buen trabajo delaseccion ritmica, pasando por experimentos
sonorosy vocales

(incluidos s, gritos desesperantes).

"Eight Inch Nun" finalizacon un sonido entreindustria, post, experimenta, de performance (contodoy
mondlogo), todoun

misterio, interesantey perturbador alavez.

Unabandaque habraque seguir y revisar suevolucion'

-- Ciro Vd&zquez, Eufonia



