Snakes, had left Minneapalis at 3:45 p.m

on 4 Tuesday afternoon (with me and

wds of the h.'.l'.-.l in bow

Dwis other [rie

and landed at Schiphol Alrport outside
Amsterdam at 6;30 a.m. an Wednesday
The Snakes plaved the first gig of thei

tour that same night, a live show for

about 100 fans, and we got to bed just
before 3 a.m. I'soon learned that was

. For the next five days

bedtime would never be before 3

a4 SVOTage nig

It's a life that quickly makes vou

ged, and Alan was leading it in double

time, both as captain of the van and
Bl
a loud, rough, pun
Duluth that includ
drummer Brad Nelson, and percussion
ist Justin Sparhawk (Alan's brother)
But this trip was just a three-gig mini

rrontman alf thi

es guitarist Bob Olson,

tour that had been wedged into a break
in the touring schedule of Alan’s better
n

Zak Sally of Minneapolis and Sparhawk's

known band, Low—a trio that ludes

wife, Mimi Parker. Low became an indie
(45 In independent from major record
companies) rock institution in the early
19905, with a uniguely slow, quiet, emo
tionally tense sound, a sort of violent
reserve that pradually became louder
and less reserved.

Lows most recent record, The Gret

Destroyen, was released in late January

togreater acclalm than any of the band’s

eeks

previous sixalbums, It spent a fewy

at Mo. 1 on modern rock and college
music charts and maintained high rank-
ing in early May, when Alan s
chatted about it an Natio

Radio's Fresh Air with Terry Gross
B

the Snakes for this European mini

1 time Alan, now 37, convenead

tour, he'd driven himself and his band
mates through more than a decade of

masochistic]

te-night to early-morning
hours. and Low had beenon tour almost

every day since Fe

ruary. While touring

15 a4 constant cycle

istical finagling
and stress (and, for a band with the fan

base of the Black-Eye

d Snakes, a financial
break-even at best), it's also o chance to
gain exposure to a wider audience, The
Snakes were drawing more attention
through Alan's success with Low—many
Low fans were curious to see Alan per

form with such an outwardly expressive
group. 3o when a-venue in Tongeren,

Belgium, offered the Snakes a chance

184 sisica

to perform, the group booked shows in

London and Amsterdam and arranged a
mini-tour. After the Snakes went home,
Zak and Mimi planned to join Alan so
Low could continue to tour in Europe
The two bands were scheduled to main-
tain a frenetic touring pace until at least
late summer,

Adan felt he'd been exhausted forever.

I honestly wanted to cry on the

ride over-here, he said na rare relaxed

moment a few days after the Snakes’

Schiphol landing—his fourth overseas

trip this vear. "l just wanted to be &

He needed to rest, and eventually he

would, But nothing about the Snakes'

five-day tour would be peaceful. [t was

smoky rock

| sleep-deprived di
and-roll clamor, blurred highway scen-
ery, stoned bemusement, and the per-
petual rush of air forcing itself through' a
crack in the van, whose sliding door just

wouldn't stay shut,

ALAN SPARHAWEK exudes both social

ease and chronic anxiety

% an inse-
cure geek whao is, by far, the coolest
kid in the room. He is generous with
his time and professional influence, a

father figure to many musicians in the
Duluth area. He demands control and
courts success, yel he resents their
abligations, He leads his bands with

exacting authority, and he can be harshly

Focused on
the musjc:

the Black-Eyaed
Snakes
parforming in
Europe.

impatient—especially with himsell

anded in Amsterdam, he'd

hing and sniffling. But he insist

ed an driving while the rest of us read o

deozed, and he took responsibility for e

istical and musical decision: finding

hatels and paving for the rooms, locating
venues and dealing with managers, and
occasivrally disappearing to conduct long
phone conversations about Low logistics
and other mysterious rock star stuff
When we traveled through the Chun-
nel over to England, a prim British cus

1d for not
t juired work permits, which
hadn't arrived before everyone left Buluth
(ves, the applications probably should have
been submitted in a more timely manner,
but the process also had been delayed
by an Internet glitch that was out of the
band's control). The a

harsh with Alan, since records showed

ent was especially

that he'd entered England many times as
a professional musician—aoften enough
for him to know better. But he negotiated
with her and w
L 50

n the band's right to play

gray rain and

d throug!
traffic in time for the late afternoon sound
check at the site of the next gig, a gritt
London club called the Spite. While the
riest of us left to eat dinner around 6 pm,,
Alan stayed behind to nap

sturned to the Spitz about two

urs iater; after Dfs had begun to spin




