ROCK-Y! ROCK-Y!
Tamar Kali is hardcore more than a little bit >
Tamar Kali doesn't have bad shows, because that's just not her thing. Sure, if regular guitarist Jerome Jordan's onstage that night she'll let him drop to his knees and play that nasty masterblastoff solo he likes to play, but other than that she puts her band through tight changes–no fucking around. For Kali, that's the only way to get to her sound, which for better or worse is wrapped up neatly (and without a total lack of mystery) in the title The Geechee Goddess Hardcore Warrior Soul EP she is currently finishing for release on her own Oya Warrior Records. "If we're in the basement, sure, act a fool" says Kali. "But what I don't like is to be up on nobody's stage and not have it together, because I will be infuriated and a mess."

That's a frightening prospect–the infuriated mess–because the image Kali has constructed for herself befits her chosen namesake of the Indian goddess. She has created an image of oozing black female sexuality crossed with a thundering hardcore authority that has attracted a mishmash of fans: moshing white boys, moshing black boys, and more recently, fawning, affirmation-hungry black girls. One such black girl went to see Kali perform recently; things being what they are these days the chick was expecting Jill Scott and got something she later described as "kind of rock-y."

That's a gross misappraisal; though she can send the hordes to the floor with a stormy refrain like Get down on your knees/ and beg motherfucker/ beg motherfucker/ Beg for mooooore Kali's voice commands any number of tones, from a deep blues hover to a back-of-the-neck church shout, and it's all pretty–or pretty scary at times. But as a survivor rather than a newcomer to the scene, Kali–whose influences run from Bad Brains through Kate Bush and PJ Harvey to the politicism of Nina Simone, for whom she directed a musical tribute earlier this year ("Nina was a punk rock icon to me, because she had more angst than a little bit, and she said what the hell she wanted and lived where she wanted–whereas folks today are caught up in some rigmarole bullshit.")–isn't stressed or pressed to be labeled. "There's gonna be a lot of terrible stuff put out in the name of black rock," predicts Kali. "And I'm just glad I won't have anything to do with it. I'm so butch, I'm so black, I'm so African, I don't need to subscribe to anything. All I have to do is breathe."

–Knox Robinson, The Fader Magazine

