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WS _y to see why criria have 
dismissed The near Hunter as 
pretentious. Their debut EP, 
Act L Ihe Lake South, 7ha R i w  
-Ad, is the first in a six part 
plot of tecords. The theatcrcsquc 
fcel to the album doesn't do 
anything to dispel that thought, 
either. Oh yeah: then there's thc 
operatic vocals projecting ly7ics 
that read Iike a darker, modem 
Poc. But h e  fact of lhe matter 
is that, Thc Dear Hunter (aka 
Cascy Crcscenzo) was born nor 
out of delusions of pndetlr but 
simply ap a side project in the 
spare time of a w e e r  musician. 

As Crcsccnm puts it, *I was 
always happy being a part ofa 
bigger id-, but this just came up 
afwr my departure from my last 
band." After laving Receiving 
End of Sirm, Cresmzo went 
through a turbulent time whm 

he was trying to find himself cre- 
atively as well as personally. After 
leaving California, Cresccm 
came to Boston in 2003 and 
soon began cummitting himself 
full time to the realimion of 
The Dear Hunter. "kt Boston 
scene was ovcrwfielming in a 
good way, the p p k  in the 
music community arc arnazingnn 
says Crcsamm. "It's the best. I 
lwc it." 

The Dear Hunter's opera took 
shape soon after. "Well, it all 
started out as this story of a boy 
who falls in lovc with a pmsti- 
rute," explains Cmcam. The 
idea kept gaining steam and 
soon Crescenzo had craftcd a 
story following the m e  b y  
from birth until death. "'Ihcrc's a 
bit of my life romanticized in the 
story, but a lot of lit is] aimplc 
fiction," says Gexenm. 

The Birth d a Legend 

As for the 
music behind it, 
h n z o  says 
his infIuences 
are his parents' 
old records, 
'Weather Re- 
port, Beades, any 
70s jazz fusion,. . 
but I also Iwc 
stuff like Bjork" 
Musically, the 
album nlelds 
fusion and the 
hard hits of a 

heard in tracks like "The Inquiry 
of Ms. Terri," " i 878" and "His 
Hands M~rched His Tongue." 

Musically " 1878" boasts a 
great reward with off-beat time 
signatures, sweeping vomls and 
beau~fu l  use of instrurnmta- 
tion, especially about four and 
a half minum in where 7he 
h r  Hunter gets to jam out in 
an unsuuctd  fashion for a 
while. Recalling the Beach Boys' 
Pcr S o d ,  the wKal play at the 
end of 'His Hands Matched His 

meml opcra 
thmughour (W City Escape"). 
Overall, the album is a gorgeow. 
wer expanding palcttc of the 
dark and the beautiful coming 
to fruition as The Dear Hunteh 
fictional world. 

?he opening tmck, 'httesimo 
dcl Fuaco," s m  the tone of the 
record with cl.wxrlm setting 
the m e  vocally like a medieval 
acapclla p u p ,  singing "the 
Aarne is gone, the fire remains." 
"The Lake South" continues to 

spread the scene, slowly playing 
like a prelude to the epic "City 
Empet r song that cries out 
Mars Volta at the theater. 

Crescc117~'s talcnt for hi& qual- 
ity and diverse production is 
evident througiiout the album, 
but understated is his ability to 
crafr P atchy cune-albeit sewn 
minutes long-wng. This a n  be 

Tongue" i s  another great part of 
many throughout the album. 

A multi-inwrumentdisr, 
Crcscmzo cdtcd the songs, 
stories and even arranged all 
the other parts on the album. 
Still, Act I is a fa~nil  y affair with 
drum, w d  and o r g ~ n  contribu- 
tions from brother, sister and 
farher, In the end, an album 
such as Act 1 is ohcn dismissed 
as pretentious, but there Is no 
denying the stunning mults 
of such meticulous work. Now 
finishing recording on Act II, 
The Dear Hunter-now a five 
piecehas hegun to tour. Most 
notably, they a p p d  at SXSW 
in March. As for che criticism, 
Crescenu, is unaffected. 'Even 
though there's a strong pssi hili- 
ty this remrd is simply dismissed 
as pretenrious, at the heart of it. 
it's stiU just a d record. Just 
enjoy the music." 


