


























The Pack AD delivered a mind-boggling perfor-
mance amidst a swarm of sweaty, beer spitting 

party animals at the Horseshoe last night as part of 
Canadian Music Week (CMW).

“Holy sh*t. It’s a sweatbox in here,” said The Pack 
AD drummer Maya Miller.

“We’re going to play some 
songs, followed by some 
songs, because that’s what 
we do, we’re not very good 
at multi-tasking.”

The duo of Miller and lead 
singer/guitarist Becky Black 
from Vancouver, BC were 
one of the highly-anticipated 
shows on CMW’s Thursday 
night. Despite sound issues, 
an overcrowded venue and 
blistering heat, the ladies 
delivered a stellar show that 
had fans going nuts.

Black’s voice and energy 
resonated throughout the 
building and immediately 
had the audience’s attention 
by the time she sang “Cobra Matte,” a quick, jerky, 
pick-me-up of a tune that really had the crowd mov-
ing early on.

As the packed venue cheered for more, the pair 
gave their audience exactly what they craved. They 
stayed away from their early blues rock roots of 
Tintype and Funeral Mixtape sticking with mate-
rial from We Kill Computers and their latest album 
Unpersons. Tracks such as “Crazy,” “Deer,” “Sirens,” 
and “Haunt You” received huge ovations as mosh 
pits were created, bodies were flung and heads were 

banging. Black and Miller caused mass hysteria with 
their killer music.

Black delivered the highlight of the night when she 
climbed towards the ceiling of the venue singing the 
opening to “Snow,” a tune with heavy blues sounding 

lyrics and guitar work, albeit 
at a much higher tempo 
than most blues music. This 
song absolutely rocks live.

As the sweat poured off 
their bodies and utter 
exhaustion crossed their 
faces, the pair still made 
sure they interacted with 
their lively fans. The group 
encouraged the audience to 
belt out the lyrics of “Don’t 
Have to Like You,” and 
the building erupted when 
the fast-paced breakdown 
of the song hit the sound 
system.

The group, who were 
recently nominated for three 
Indie Awards, are on a roll. 
They have sold out tour 

dates all over North America on the horizon, as well 
as dates in France this coming April, and based on 
last night’s performance, the roll they are on doesn’t 
look like it’s going to stop anytime soon.

The Pack AD is cooler than cool. They’re awesome.

The Pack AD will be performing again this Saturday 
as part of The Indie Awards. The group opens the 
show at 8:00 p.m. and it will take place in the Cana-
dian Room of the Royal York Hotel.

http://mizrebelrecords.com/reviews/cmw-2012-the-pack-ad-smash-the-horseshoe/



http://tomtommag.com/2011/10/pack-a-d-unpersons/



The Pack a.d. at the Tractor Tavern
Posted by Kathy Fennessy on Sun, Jan 22, 2012 at 1:25 PM

Based on their recorded output, I expected great things 
from Vancouver duo the Pack a.d. Last night at the Trac-

tor: Becky Black and Maya Miller delivered.

What you can’t tell from their albums: that rock-solid drummer 
Miller doubles as the band’s comedian, while powerful vocal-
ist Black is relatively shy in person (not as a musician; she 
just lets Miller do most of the talking). More blurry pics below.

Local quartet Watch It Sparkle got the party started in fine 
style. At first I was resistant to guitarist Justin Mellor’s skinny 
John Belushi schtick, but I gave in soon enough. Dude 
doesn’t sing, but rather yelps and wails as if he were having 
a sustained psychotic episode. Reminded me a little of the 
Divine Horsemen.

Like the Pack a.d., Hobosexual are a hard-rocking two-piece 
with more of a Southern sound, like ZZ Top meets Lynyrd 
Skynyrd. Ben Harwood and Jeff Silva got the bros in the 

crowd to bro down big time (slam dancing, hoots and hollers, 
hands in the air). They were good, but the response was 
even better.

The Pack a.d.’s Maya Miller: get this woman 
her own TV show, she’s hilarious.

Becky Black: All she needs is an ax and 
a Marshall Stack. Why talk? Let’s rock.

http://lineout.thestranger.com/lineout/archives/2012/01/22/the-pack-ad-at-the-tractor-tavern



By Mike Usinger, January 30, 2012
At the Rickshaw Theatre on Saturday, 
January 28

Even though Vancouver had plenty of 
time to get prepared for what unfolded 
at the Rickshaw on Saturday, it’s not 
an exaggeration to suggest no one saw 
this one coming. Somewhere along 
the line, the Pack a.d. made the leap 
from a pretty damn good band to an 
insanely great one.

Four months after the release of its 
fourth and latest album, Unpersons, the 
two-piece made up of singer-guitarist 
Becky Black and drummer Maya Miller 
finally threw a local album-release party. Proving that some 
things are indeed worth waiting for, the sold-out show gener-
ated enough advance buzz to become a bona-fide event. If 
you somehow ended up with an extra ticket, there was no 
shortage of desperate takers outside the venue.

With the pressure on, the Pack a.d. used its first major head-
lining show in Vancouver to make a jaw-dropping statement. 
When the smoke finally cleared it was hard to tell who was 
more drained: the band or the PBR-liquored fans sardine-
canned on the dance floor.

The night made a few things crystal clear, chief among them 
being that Black and Miller are a team in every sense of the 
word. You want showmanship? You had to look no further 
than Miller, who has obviously figured out that the last thing 
people want to see from a duo is a timekeeper who sits there 
like a Sominexed Meg White. By the night’s second number, 
the chugging “Cobra Matte”, she had a mile-wide smirk on her 
face, each hit of the snare drum administered with a wildly 
cartoonish, robo-monkey wallop.

Miller also understands the often-overlooked importance of in-
between-songs banter. And by banter, we’re not talking tired 
pronouncements like “This one’s off our new album.” As the 
band’s unofficial emcee, she’s funny in an endearingly self-
deprecating way, filling the gaps between numbers with things 
like “That was a song that we do. We’re going to try and play 
another one that we play.”

The Pack a.d. makes a jaw-dropping statement at the Rickshaw

A winning mix of detached cool and Joan Jett swagger, 
Black gave her drummer plenty of help. The singer was a 
one-woman wrecking crew, whether ripping through the 
ozone-crackle “Haunt You” with a snarling ferocity, or stalk-
ing the stage like a heart-full-of-napalm panther for “Rid of 
Me”.

The Pack a.d. came out firing with songs pulled from their 
two most recent albums, Unpersons and we kill computers, 
both of which have found the group moving away from its 
garage-blues beginnings. Ironically, though, it was when 
the band dragged things back to the Delta that things of-
ficially caught fire. Halfway through the howling exorcism 
that was “Don’t Have to Like You”, it was like Black sud-
denly flicked a lit match onto a lake of gasoline, the audi-
ence roaring its awe-struck approval, the band responding 
by stomping hard on the accelerator.

Impossibly, the human blur that was Black actually seemed 
to get more amped with each passing song. The guitarist 
finished the encore number “Cabin” triumphantly perched 
on top of Miller’s kit, the two bandmates beaming like 
they’d just conquered the world. Or, more accurately, 
kicked the ass of a city which, even though it’s had plenty 
of warning over the past half-decade, likely never saw 
the Pack a.d. coming. Here’s sincere condolences if you 
weren’t there, because, as parties go, this one was a fuck-
ing rager.

















The Pack a.d. Go Motor City, BC
It’s back to the garage on the Mint stars’ latest.

Mint Records was founded by Bill 
Baker and Randy Iwata in 1991, and 

in the 20 years since then, the label has 
established itself as arguably the most 
successful independent record company 
in western Canada. And while Mint’s 
catalogue spans a wide range of genres, 
renowned past signings like the New 
Pornographers, cub and Maow mean that 
the company is typically known for its fast 
and fun indie pop.

That’s why it’s a little surprising that, 
as the label enters its third decade, its 
franchise act is a down ‘n dirty blues band 
that steers well clear of giddy keyboards and instantly-
hummable choruses. I’m talking, of course, about the 
Pack a.d., the garage-dwelling duo made up of singer-
guitarist Becky Black and drummer Maya Miller. It’s these 
two alliterative ladies who grace the front cover of Kaitlin 
Fontana’s book Fresh at Twenty: The Oral History of Mint 
Records, due out Oct. 1 through ECW Press.

This past week (Sept. 13), the Pack a.d. released Un-
persons, its fourth album in as many years. In many 
ways, it’s business as usual for the band: the riffs are 
raw and raunchy, the drums hit like a punch to the gut, 
and the no-bullshit production highlights the two-piece’s 
primal power. This much is obvious from the opening 
track, “Sirens,” which comes roaring out of the gate with 
fuzz-soaked guitar licks, crashing symbols and Black’s 
spine-tingling wail.

But Black and Miller aren’t simply repeating past suc-
cesses. A lot has changed since the last time The Tyee 
wrote about the Pack a.d., and no one is likely to label 
Unpersons as another blues-inspired addition to the 
band’s catalogue. These 13 tracks steer well clear of 12-
bar patterns or other Robert Johnson-derived tropes, and 
their roots trace back to a Detroit garage instead of the 
Mississippi Delta.

When recording their latest disc, the ladies teamed 
up with esteemed Motor City studio-whiz Jim Dia-
mond, who has previously worked with acts like the 
White Stripes, Electric Six, the Mooney Suzuki and 
more.

The fact that the Pack a.d. recruited the White 
Stripes’ former engineer is unlikely to quell the 
many comparisons the band has received to the 
now-defunct duo, but there’s no denying the quality 
of Diamond’s hard-hitting, full-bodied sonic style. 
Just listen to the blood-curdling “Positronic,” with 
its menacing intro comprising a computerized 
voice speaking unintelligibly over an ambient swirl 
of amorphous noise. The punk stomp of “8” is far 
more straightforward, as an assault of powerchords 
provides a rowdy backdrop for Black’s boast: “My 
robot can kill your robot.”

Okay, so the singer’s bragging is a little frivolous, 
but songs such as these kick up an awesomely 
face-melting racket and use only two instruments to 
get the point across. How many other Mint bands 
can claim that?



MUSIC: The Pack a.d. to rock the roof at Olio

The last time Becky Black and 
Maya Miller, the two halves of 

garage-rock whole the Pack a.d., 
were driving along the Oregon coast, 
it was all sun, sand and um, a dead 
walrus. This time around, Black is 
more hopeful. She and Miller are en 
route to Arcada, Calif. on the eve 
of the release of their fourth album, 
Unpersons (in stores Sept. 13). 
It’s a blazing, bruising collection of 
emotionally charged rock ’n’ roll, with 
deviations into blues and punk. It’s 
the East Van pair’s best offering to 
date and we’ll get our first taste when 
they make their Olio Festival debut 
Sept. 24.

You’re driving on the Oregon coast. Did you 
stop at the Sea Lion Caves?
Becky Black: No, but one time we stopped at the 
beach and there was a dead walrus. It was such a 
beautiful day and then there’s a not very beautiful 
smell happening. Live seals, that would be better.

They smell bad, too, even the live ones. Those 
caves just smell like poop for miles.
Well, they’re just sitting on rocks, sunbathing and 
pooping all day long.

Are you two trying to kill yourselves, releasing 
so quickly?
Is it that quick? When was the last one? Last year, 
yeah. We release every year. For us it’s not that 
hard to come up with songs and do an album. It’s 
almost better because then we can start playing 
new songs and dump the old ones. We have ADD; 
the older songs get boring after a while. Is that 
kinda soon? I guess.

Many bands take two or three years between 
records.

Yeah, that’s true. I guess we just shit them out like 
seals.

Are you writing together?
It’s split pretty 50/50. But quite often I’ll write and 
song and not finish it. I don’t really finish a lot of 
things in my life, so it’s good to have a partner 
who can help me finish things. That happens with 
the songwriting, too. I’ll have the first verse or the 
chorus and Maya will fill in the rest. Or, she’ll write 
a whole song, it’ll be like a poem, and we’ll write 
the song around it. We kind of had a theme going 
with animals and — actually, well, things that aren’t 
human, ghosts and demons, and then a few break-
up songs.

What’s the most personal song?
Maybe “Pieces.” That song’s just kind of about 
me. Some songs we’ll write a story about a break 
up but it didn’t actually happen in real life, like it 
sounds personal and everyone can relate to that.

Unpersons sounds more confident, more pol-
ished. This sounds condescending somehow.
No, it’s good. Everyone hopes to improve over 
time. Yeah, we feel more [confident]. When we 



started this, neither of us had spent years in other 
bands trying to figure out what we really wanted to 
do. We just started this band on a whim, kinda, and 
recorded an album pretty soon after that. So, every 
year after it’s just been all the touring and album after 
album, it’s just been a learning curve. We’ve just 
naturally, hopefully, improved.

What is rock ’n’ roll to you?
It’s not really about the getting wasted and fucked 
up and being that kind of — I mean, I know that’s 
the epitome of being a rock star and people kind of 
idolize people or look up to them even though they’re 
messed up. I don’t know what it is. Maybe people 
just like to watch a train wreck — that makes a per-
son more interesting if they’re unwieldy and messed 
up. I prefer to just enjoy the music part of it.

Have you played the Olio Festival before?
We’ve never played Olio before and I think it will be 
cool. I think we’re playing on the rooftop of a clothing 
store. It seems like we barely ever play Vancouver. I 
always enjoy hometown gigs.

The Pack a.d. plays the Olio Festival on Sept. 24. 
Tickets and full schedule: 2011.OlioFestival.com.

The Pack a.d.
we kill computers

Produced by Jim Diamond (Dirtbombs), the 
fourth disc from this Vancouver two-piece 

guitar and drums demolishing duo kicks off hard 
with Sirens and never lets go throughout the 
13 tracks. The disc is one of the few in recent 
memory that feels super clean, yet so raw that 
you just know that these are how the tunes will 
sound live. The listener is easily transported to 
a stinking club on a Tuesday night to have their 
face melted to songs such as Lights and the 
booze-soaked Rid of Me. Vocalist/guitarist Becky 
Black delivers a black widow seduction on the 
one-two punch of Body Parts and Pieces, and 
things close out on an incredibly focused Hear 
Me Out. This is a record for most occasions. In 
stores Tuesday, Sept. 13.



Punky garage-blues duo the Pack 
A.D.’s latest release Unpersons 

(which is set for release Septem-
ber 13) will make you want to jump 
around and swill drinks, slopping 
cheap beer all over yourself in the 
process; if you’re underage don’t 
worry, you don’t actually need the 
drinks to get you bouncing. Unper-
sons offers a heavier sound than the 
group’s previous work, with tracks like 
“Sirens” honing in on grungy garage 
roots via Becky Black’s fuzzy riffs and 
Maya Miller’s boisterous drum beats. 
The band likewise gets dirty on “8,” an 
old school punk number infused with 
Black’s shouts. Discorder recently got 
the chance to speak with Miller about 
the album as the busy band was cab-
bin’ their way to a Toronto airport.

Discorder: It seems like Unpersons went a lot 
heavier in the rock direction, was this a conscious 
decision? What inspired you to do so?

Maya Miller: When we started off playing we didn’t 
really have any direction that we were taking and 
then basically when we started playing we started 
figuring out what we actually like to play live. We 
wanted to be louder, heavier and punkier, and 
that’s kind of where this album ended up. The only 
intention was that we wanted to be more garage. 
It’s been something that we’ve been working 
towards since the last album. It just seemed like a 
natural place for us to go.

D: You guys seem like you’ve been pretty busy, 
you’re in Toronto right now, are you promoting your 
album?

MM: We came to promote it, but we really came to 
make a video for one of the songs.

D: How did that end up going?

MM: It was good. The guy who did it is an animator, 
so basically the video is going to be half live action 
and half animation with us turning into monsters 
and surrounded by ghosts—I think it’s going to be 
pretty cool.



D: You guys recorded this album with Jim Diamond 
(the White Stripes, Fleshtones etc.). How did you 
hook up with him and what was that like?

MM: A couple years ago we were looking to play 
a show in Detroit and we needed to find a band to 
play with us. A friend of ours in Vancouver—Mike 
Roche from Thee Manipulators—told us to talk 
to Jim Diamond, so we sent him a message on 
MySpace. He said that he really liked our stuff and 
he came to our show, and then he started showing 
up to other shows. We started talking about doing a 
recording, but we already set up doing [2010’s We 
Kill Comptuers] with someone else, so we had him 
come on for this album. The funny thing is we re-
ally had no clue who we were talking to [originally] 
and then we found out. It turned out to be a great 
experience.

D: I heard the recording locations were pretty 
interesting?

MM: Well, we recorded at the Hive Studios in 
Vancouver, but we did the mixing at Jim’s studio, 
Ghetto Recorders, in Detroit, which was really cool; 
it’s a great old studio. The building used to be a 
chicken processing plant. I swear we could hear 
the ghosts of chickens there.

D: How would you guys describe your creative 
process when making an album?

MM: We tend to set aside the time to make an 
album: we go to a jam space and just get together 
and jam things out until it makes a song that we 
like. I tend to write lyrics away from the jam space 
and then bring them in.

D: You guys started to become more known around 
2008, but when did you start making music to-
gether?

MM: Well, we were in another band but we never 
played any shows or anything. In 2005 we left 

that band and just started doing this. We didn’t 
really have any extreme goals but then we got a 
phone call from a friend who wanted us to play at 
their BBQ, so it forced us to play our first show. 
From that, someone [approached us] to record an 
album, so we came up with 17 songs and recorded 
our first album [2007’s Tintype] for like a hundred 
bucks.

D: That’s pretty amazing that it all started from a 
BBQ. Was music what you always wanted to do?

MM: We just started that band because we thought 
it would be a fun idea when we were all hanging 
out one day. We said “lets be a band,” and we did. 
So that’s when I started playing the drums.

D: You seem to have a pretty dedicated fan base, 
why do you think that is?

MM: I like to think we’re pretty nice people. We just 
try and have a fun show and I think a lot of people 
respond to it. It brings together all types. It’s nice 
to have a variety of walks of life liking what we do 
because it seems to make it consistent for sticking 
with us.

D: What can people expect when they see you 
perform live?

MM: They can expect to spill their drink. People 
now tend to do weird things like mosh to our music, 
which I think comes from people attempting to 
dance to our music. We put on a loud, hyper show 
and they can expect a good time. It’s garage rock, 
pop and punk.

The Pack A.D. play No Limits (68 5th Ave West) as 
part of the Olio Festival, September 23.







The Pack a.d.
we kill computers

I’ve followed The Pack A.D.’s music since their 
first release, Tintype (2008), and I can finally say 

they’ve hit their stride. Four records in and they now 
have an album that will enjoy endless spins on your 
favourite media player – vinyl, cd or mp3, since they 
are releasing on all three formats.

The girls really pack a punch right off the top with 
“Sirens,” a testicle cracking track that comes at you 
with a Tony Iommi style riff then punches you in 
the gut with thundering drums. Another standout is 
“Positronic,” with its Robot inspired trippy intro, it’s a 
cool tune with some interesting studio ideas thrown 
around.

The production on Unpersons really stands out from 
other releases as the vocals are a little more polished 
throughout. Most respectable about The Pack A.D. 
is that they sound like The Pack A.D., there’s no mis-
taking the vocals and overall sound they have carved 
out for themselves. My only criticism on this release 
is that I find they tend to fall short of musical variety, 
which has haunted previous releases, it seems once 
you’ve heard three or four songs you’ve basically 
heard them all. The tunes are up-tempo rockers all 
the way through. I’d really like to hear the band mix 
things up a little with a slow tune or an acoustic track. 
For fans of The Pack A.D. this album will kick your 
ass and should be picked up ASAP.

– Andre Skinner

www.spillmagazine.com/
html/album_reviews.HTM#PackAD

The Pack a.d.
we kill computers

Consisting of guitarist/vocalist Becky Black and 
drummer Maya Miller, The Pack A.D. further 

venture into incendiary, menacing, and memo-
rable garage rock territory on its latest release, 
Unpersons. Thematically a break-up album, the 
performances here are raw, angry, and honest with 
the female twosome wisely injecting elements of 
blues and punk into their fiery sound. Album opener 
Sirens is an undeniable fist pumper while gritty 
album standout Take is all about Black’s wounded 
vocal performance. While some of the fuzzed-out, 
unadorned numbers on Unpersons certainly sound 
done before, The Pack A.D. has never been so 
focused, so assured of its abilities, that it’s hard to 
resist the irrepressible spirit haunting this record.   

www.uptownmag.com/
music/cd-reviews/Unpersons-129959233.html



The Pack a.d.
we kill computers

The Vancouver duo of Becky Black (guitar, vocals) 
and Maya Miller (drums, “stuff”) are back and 

once again kicking ass, roughly a year and a half 
after last year’s we kill computers.

The duo of just guitar and drums may evoke images 
of a White Stripes knockoff but this is far from that- 
The Pack A.D. are way too high-octane and snarly 
to make the comparison. It’s this insane rock n’ roll 
energy that permeates Unpersons and what makes it 
such a thrilling album.

Almost half of the album is so intense that it makes 
one wonder where Black and Miller get their energy 
from. Miller pounds the drums harder than normal 
while Black plays the hell out of her electric guitar all 
while contributing badass “I don’t give a fuck” type 
vocals. In fact, Black says those exact words when 
she starts their song “8.”

Throughout the album, Black sings completely un-
abashed- in “Rid Of Me” for example she sings “You 
said I climbed in the sink well, shit/I don’t remember 
that.” Or back to “8 1/2 where she says “I think your 
friends would hate my friends.”

The first five songs show the duo in overdrive, and 
the songs “Seasick” and “Take” help the two take 
it easy for a short while. Towards the end of the 13 
tracks, the band is back up to the energy they had at 
the beginning.

“Positronic” shows the band’s slightly experimental 
side while “Body Parts” shows a little more musical 
control.

The Pack A.D. have shown on Unpersons that you’d 
better not screw around with them (or anybody, re-
ally). Yet the ugly side of love always makes for the 
best music.

Top Tracks: “Sirens”; “8 1/2; “Body Parts”

Rating: Proud Hoot (Really Good) +*swoop*

glasspaperweight.wordpress.com/
2011/09/13/review-unpersons-the-pack-a-d/




