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 Sad Baby Wolf
· Albuquerque based Indie rock band
· Features two original members of The Shins- Marty Crandall & Neal Langford
· Booked by Inland Empire Touring (The Hold Steady, Modest Mouse, Shabazz Palaces, etc)
· Scheduled for several summer festival dates
· Played San Francisco's Noise Pop & Daytrotter
The band was conceived during a homecoming of sorts—not in the heat of a romantic dalliance, but a brotherly collaboration. Prodigal sons return and find themselves playing proud papa to a Sad Baby Wolf. 
It was autumn of 2010 and Marty Crandall had just been “let go” from a little group you may have heard of—The Shins? —all amidst a painful buzz of gossip-mongering. No doubt it was a welcome relief to be back in his dusty hometown surrounded by open sky, family, and old friends. An old friend with roots in the Albuquerque music scene of yore (i.e., the mid-90s, when the Shins were Flake Music and headbangers and zinesters still rifled through albums on vinyl at Bow Wow Records) was seriously ill and hosting a benefit concert to offset medical expenses. Hot air balloon pilot and fellow-former-Shins guitarist Neal Langford was a natural collaborator for what they assumed was a quick, one-off gig. Along with another long-time buddy and musician, Jason Ward, and Marty’s brother Maury on drums, they pasted together a set of two covers and two originals. It was a slap-dash rush to compose the new songs, yet they found that it felt oddly, exhilaratingly effortless. The feeling persisted through the performance. The Sad Baby Wolf began singing to Papa Marty: Maybe you should come home more often…

And so he has. He usually stays at Ward’s house in the Rio Grande North Valley, on an acre with cottonwood trees, goats, dogs, and chickens. The two sit outside with their acoustic guitars and animals milling about, each adding details to the outlines of new songs. It has been a loose, hierarchy-free process from the outset. When the full band convenes to rehearse with Ward, Langford, the brothers Crandall, and bassist Sean McCullough lending exuberant backbone, the songs can undergo unexpected evolutions.  What might have started out in the backyard sounding like vintage shoe gaze with some country lilt soon slides into darker terrain when Jason, who comes from a heavier rock perspective, riffs on it. In Neal’s hands the songs progress down loopy, psychedelic detours, and Maury might add an unexpected beat that completely shifts the emotional movement.

Marty’s lead vocals are not polished or shimmering. They rise plaintive and vulnerable above the bracing wall of guitar sound. His melodies—like those lent by the instruments—bend and melt almost out of tune. But it’s defenselessness that can lure, particularly when braced by such muscular musicianship. As a band, they’re still nascent, not fully formed, and they seem to be celebrating it. They’ve only recently begun thinking of themselves as a concrete entity with a visible horizon; a full album early next year, hopefully, and more gigging. The wolflet still cuts its milk teeth. Beware of fangs and talons quivering in wait.
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Digital photos, bio and music available at


�HYPERLINK "http://www.audibletreats.com/download/sad_baby_wolf"��http://www.audibletreats.com/download/sad_baby_wolf� 


For more info contact:


Gavin Rhodes:  718.768.7275 � HYPERLINK "mailto:michelle@audibletreats.com" ��gavin@audibletreats.com�
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