Deep within the vault-like recesses of the Bellview Mental Ward in New York City, a smock clad assemblage of psychiatrists are administering a Rorschach test to a diagnosed bi-polar manic depressive at the tail end of a 48 hour Zoloft bender. Tucked furtively amidst the arbitrary ink-speckled flash cards that resembled entities ranging from Abe Vigoda to a pair of homemade Chinese finger cuffs is an artists rendering of the state of Texas; slapdash and metrically inconsistent for certain, but unmistakably Texas. As the cards are shuffled past the patient at a dizzying speed, he assumes a confident demeanor, rifling off triggered responses as if there was no interpretation at all, simply an articulation of a universal given, as accepted as the alphabet. Yet, when we come to the aforementioned card depicting the Lone Star State, the patient becomes dubious and awkward, running his emaciated fingers through his home cut hair, looking for a respite from the square feet of pressure that have just assumed residence upon his chest. The lights seem to be getting brighter, the corners of the sterile room just a bit more intrusive. One of the doctors writes in illegible cursive upon his clipboard then excuses himself from the room. The other three exchange glances as the patient tries to truncate his profuse sweating by tucking his hands under his arms before shifting them uneasily to the back of his neck.

The doctors are going to need an answer. An image this might trigger. Just say "cattle". Just blurt out "black gold". Anything. 

"Robots." replies the patient, through trembling lips. The Doctors indignantly shuffle their files, one runs for the phone tearing at his chest while another wipes his glasses on his lab coat as a single tear traces the wrinkles down his face. Years of diligent research now proven inconclusive by a monumental instance of clarity- the schooling, the field studies, the countless hours crouched over a computer, all nullified as four of the top psycho-analytic researchers in the country simultaneously arrive at the comprehension of a single underlying maxim. This patient is not insane after all. He has been listening to The Rise, from Austin, Texas, an exercise endemic to only the most astute and mentally capable music aficionados. 

Certainly the mere mention of the word "Texas" is enough to arouse vivid cyborg nightmares- vast Giger-esque horrorscapes stretching meticulously to a mechanical sunset that writhes across the horizon. The stereotypes of insipid agricultural plateaus has been effaced by the prevalence of scenery comparable to only that of the 1980's sci-fi thriller "Tron"; while the wholesome American spirit we once affiliated with Texas has been ruthlessly impeached by the collective yearning for a new revolution. A new alma mater has been established, implemented to replace the humdrum droning of the 

pop-rock fad our air waves have become inundated with. Enter, The Rise, a Voltron like formation consisting of Ben, Colin, Danny, Stuart and Coco hell-bent since the summer of 2000 on altering our preconceived notions of not only southern music, but music altogether by hybridizing hardcore and techno-logical mayhem into an orchestrated car crash. By uniquely blending electronics with emotion, The Rise is quickly becoming a band that will undoubtedly assume their position as the pioneers of the hardcore scenes next frontier- relying not on exhausted e-chord crunches, but methodically placed samples and sequencers, shaking the stable confines of the scene with pulsating rhythms and a voice that pleas not for change, but for a complete overhaul of our expectations. 

"I think all of us involved are hoping that what we are doing now is a little refreshing and eventually leading up to defining something new," explains Coco. "Lots of ideas, more electronics. Getting down with keyboards, a piano, sequencers, samplers, this band is breaking ground on some interesting hardcore ideas." 

Look for their debut on Ferret Records entitled "Signal to Noise", and prepare yourself for a music revolution that requires its enlistees to dance just as hard as they scream.

