by Matt Ster

Luis DUBUC FXPLAING WHAT MF.’B REALLY BRIVING AT

riving a car with one of its rearview mirrors held on by duet tape, Luis Dubuc, the creative
force behind The Secret Handshake, is heading home to Dallas. Heading down the road
in the middle of nowhere, Illinois, he is still quite excited about the one-off show that he’s
just played, the one that found him trekking out to the extremely affluent Chicago suburb
of Barrington. What unique kind of performance opportunity found The Secret Hand-
shake embarking on a cross country road trip? Aa 8th grade graduation party.
1t was all thirteen year old kids,” says the 22-year-old Luis, “It was awesome. It was
really awesome. They lived on this ranch thing I don’t know. There [were] horses...it was
awesome.”
Given his willingness to play a middle school graduation gig, not to mention his endur-
ing post-show enthusiasm, it’s quite clear that Luis has no qualms about the audience o
which The Seeret Handshake’s EP, entitled The Summer of 98, primarily appeals.
“lts fine,” comtinues Luis, discussing The Summer of 98’s ultra-safe aesthetic and the fan
base it has attracted. “It’s like, I'm down with that, but it’s not who P'm trying to be. Ii’s not *“I7°s NeT Likk | sar
like I sit around and write a song and say, ‘well, this one’s gonna be for this demographic.’
It’s not some sort of evil plan or anything. That song definitely appeals ¢o that age wroup, ARSUNBD AND WRITE
and #’s fine”’
Fhe EP features three slices of bubbly, post-Postal Service indietronic schanabiz mixed A SGNG AND SAY
up with a hint of glitch, and three accompanying remixes. Fluffy and radio-ready, # sounds
like it should come free with any purchase at Hot Topic. But Luis isn’ content to hawe Fhe 1‘ELL’ THIS QM’S
Secret Handshake undesstood as vapid mall-rock, despite the EP’s tween-friendly sheen.




