[Minty Freshl], Steve Earle’s I Feel
Alright [E-Squared/Warner Bros.],
Guided by Voices” Under the Bushes
Under the Stars [Matador] and
Squirrel Nut Zippers’ incandescent

Hot [Mammoth]).

King Tears, for me, was one of
those. It may not have been the mas-
terpiece of the century, but sometimes
a charming little album, like an

vocals, sophisticated eclectic division.

unpretentious small budget film with
a great story line, is the one that
catches your fancy. If it was released
today, it might get racked under male
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(Then again, it might get dismissed as
Jimmy Buffett does a Michael Fein-
stein.) Like the tunes of Lovett, who
had a hand here, this is smart, classy
music for grown-ups: Over spatial
backup accompaniment that adroitly
mixed cocktail piano trinkle and jazz
guitar chord voicings with gently
swinging acoustic string aplomb
steeped in dawg music, Hyatt laid
down his relaxed vocal magic, not
unlike a latter-day Bing Crosby.
Whether he was singing one of his
nifty originals (“Blind Love Blues,”
“Tell Me Baby”) or covering French
icon Charles Trenet (“Que Reste t'il de
Nos Amours”), Hyatt wrapped his
warm, occasionally raspy baritone
around his materjal and delivered the
news like an old pal.

Too bad he’s gone, and too bad
this album was deleted so you can’t
hear it, Because, aside from its puta-
tive goodness, hearing this will per-
sonalize what was lost on ValuJet
Flight 592: Sure, 110 people went
down, and their names were listed on
the roster of the doomed. And sure,
it’ll happen again, because some
greedhead airline CEO will want to
cut a few “frills” like safety so he can
operate at a higher profit, and
because some right-wing think tank
has done a cost-benefit analysis for its
corporate benefactor on the value of a
human life and has come to the con-
clusion that yours ain’t worth bupkes,
and because a bunch of big-biz-tooi-
fellating politicians finally figured out
who their real constituents are, and
hey, it ain’t you, buddy.

Personally speaking? I'd like to
sit ValuJet’s president, Lewis Jordan,
and Secretary of Transportation Fed-
erico Pefia down in matching side-by-
side Barcaloungers. I'd let ‘em get rea
comfortable; maybe have a flight atten
dant from a real airline serve some
drinks. Then I'd play ‘em King Tears.

" Now, chances are that neither of
these clowns would give two shits
about art or music or anything that
moves the emotions, but I'm willing
to wager that the charms of Hyatt’s
record would pull them in. And, when
it was over, I'd ask them how they
liked it, then I would quietly tell them:
This record was made by a man named
Walter Hyatt. He was on your ValuJet
DC-9. This is what we lose when
people like you put your own greed
above the well-being of the people
you serve. His blood, and the blood
of 109 other human beings who lived
and breathed until you got hold of
them, is on your hands. Deal with it.

(Oh, and in a final touch of
macabre irony: King Tears was named
after a funeral home in east Austin,
Texas. Pretty sad, huh?) W



