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Dinosaur Jr., Fox Theatre, Boulder, April 14, 2006. 

 

By Tim Van Schmidt 

 

On April 14, at the Fox Theatre in Boulder, a contingent of rabid fans greeted the reunion tour of 

Dinosaur Jr.- featuring original members guitarist J. Mascis, drummer Murph and bassist Lou 

Barlow- with slamming, shouting- and complaining. Some loud audience members along the 

front of the stage kept bitching about the sound- that they couldn’t hear the vocals. Both Barlow 

and Mascis explained that the offended audience members were in front of the main PA 

speakers, so how could they expect to hear the vocals? Barlow even turned one of his monitors 

around to placate some. 

 

It’s funny how some of the most aggressive fans are the ones who miss the point. Like really, 

how big of a deal is it to hear the vocals when experiencing Dinosaur Jr. live? I’d say not much 

really- I was at the front of the stage, I couldn’t hear the vocals and I just didn’t care. What I did 

care about was the intensity of the ragged, raging electricity this power trio was stirring up. I saw 

people mouthing the words- just as I watched Mascis and Barlow mouth the words- but when a 

runaway freight train is loose right in front of you, you can’t hear a thing anyway, so why 

complain? 

 

Now, let’s be honest about this, Dinosaur Jr.’s music is not very precise on stage, especially in 

the beginning of the set. At times it was really hard to tell if Mascis and Barlow were even 

playing in the same key and the guitar breaks often wandered. Fortunately, the upbeat rhythms- 

and Murph’s athletic performance- served to keep things generally in line no matter what tune 

was up. 

 

But without fail, there would come a time in every song when Mascis would touch a button with 

his foot and the guitar sound would jump into overdrive. He might use just one mighty sound, or 

a combination that really twisted his snaky solos into something above and beyond just guitar 

playing- it was an explosive force. Meanwhile, Barlow and Murph were thrashing their parts in a 

great cacophony of primal rock. 

 

Finally, by the end of the evening, the real power of Dinosaur Jr. was revealed. That is, all the 

thrashing around, the messing with keys, the piledriving pace all came together into a fury of 

sound, Mascis digging in and nailing the moment with rapid fire accuracy and full-on musical 

abandonment. It turns out the magic of Dinosaur Jr. is a cumulative effect. The songs themselves 

are just stepping stones to a larger, grander release- this massive build-up of frantic energy 

finally channeled into a sharp climax. 

 

Now let’s also add the weight of the bands that opened the night as well. Monofog, now from 

Denver and formerly from Fort Collins, began the evening with their own ragged electric music- 

dark and deep. Priestess, from Montreal, followed with a bulldozer mix of metal and hard rock. 

Each act was geared toward the same kind of energy build up as the headliner- coming from 

different angles- and between the three, this was a very large dose of rock radioactivity.  



On my way out of the Fox, stunned and kind of drained, I heard a fan say that this was the best 

concert they had ever been to- and he was one of the guys complaining about the sound. So I 

guess even the hardcore fans had to agree that Mascis, Barlow and Murph have not only 

reignited the flame that was Dinosaur Jr., but have made it blast like a blowtorch. 


