




En svensk-kanadensisk popdoktor
Redan på första spåret blåser kanadensaren Richard Reagh - som numera bor i Stockholm och jobbar på Konsum på Värmdö 
- bort mina långt gångna förväntningar med att inleda i ren Pet Shop Boys-stil. Och precis som förväntat stämmer inte mina 
förväntningar när det gäller Reagh, ungefär.

Sen jag, för alldeles för många år sedan, fastnade för denna hårfagre svensk-kanadensare har jag aldrig lyckats trötta på Out-
law, från hans tidigare EP:s, som onekligen är en av de bästa och mest slipade electroniska poplåtarna som producerats i Sver-
ige på länge. Nu när han äntligen får ödelägga förväntningar i storformat finns den tack och lov åter med, i en tredje version, 
Outlaw 3.0, och han går att känna igen. Fortfarande lika galen och genialisk.

Skillnaden mellan Richard Reagh och många andra inom samma, trånga genre är att när Reagh sjunger Colour of The Birds, 
som var hans riktiga genombrott för ett par år sedan, kan jag se fåglarna. Trots min färgblindhet kan jag famla i totalt mörker 
och ändå rita en färgkarta med fingrarna, och kanske, till och med, namnge varenda fjärder enligt närmaste ornotologibok.

Jag skulle egentligen inte dra mig för att via ett medicinskt uttalande påstå att Richard Reagh lider av elakartad samplingss-
chizofreni - som jag i och för sig inte har något emot, tvärtom - men eftersom han då och då lägger in perfekta poplåtar enligt 
klassiskt snitt återgår jag till rollen som hängiven patient till en minst sagt underskattad popdoktor, och hoppas istället på ett 
och annat återfall då och då.
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If you want to learn to play pop music, you have 
to go to the land of pop music. Although which 
country currently holds this title is always up for 
debate, let’s just assume by the increasing interest in 
its music scene that it is Sweden. This may explain 
why 38-year-old Vancouverite Richard Reagh 
emigrated to a small village outside of Stockholm 
and after hanging with local scensters, has come up 
with his own little take on experimental pop called 
Is This The Blues I’m Singing? Unlike anything 
coming out of the country at the moment, the album 
is, on one hand, a charismatic display of brash indie 
guitars mixed with ’80s synths played over one-
liners lifted from everything from Barry Manilow’s 
“Copacabana” to “Luka.” Some of the songs, as 
well as Reagh’s nonplussed, dry delivery remind 
you of a more danceable Hot Chip, albeit with beats 
that change, or even a Ween experiment that has yet 
to see the light of day. Contrary to these songs are 
the spare acoustic numbers, such as his collabora-
tion with El Perro de Mar on Neil Young’s “Hangin’ 
On A Limb.” It sounds like the two side of Reagh 
would make for an uneven listen but the songs are 
nicely placed, making for a rewarding peek into yet 
another facet of a varied musical culture.

Canadian singer/songwriter Richard Reagh, who now lives and works 
in Sweden, performs this minimalist take on the Neil Young song with 
help from El Perro del Mar. The percussion is tapped out on the back 
of a guitar, and a piano accents the vocals-- along with a little bit of 
whistling (now the Swedish national instrument).

The song’s refrain (“Though their love/ Was hanging on a limb/ She 
taught him how to dance”), captures an intimate moment at the end of 
a relationship, which is framed well by this cover’s slow-dance piano. 
The singers’ voices intertwine well, and El Perro del Mar’s rarely rises 
above a whisper, mimicking the relationship on the verge of fading 
away quietly. 

“Ladies and gentlemen we got him!” That’s the sentence the Ameri-
cans used when they had captured Saddam Hussein. Richard Reagh 
also uses that sentence in the beginning of one of his songs and then 
he mixes it up with Anita Ward’s “Ring My Bell.” Confusing? Well no 
actually, it makes perfect sense. This isn’t the usual indie pop sound. 
It’s a lot smarter and kind of extraordinary. Like Patrick Wolf, Richard 
Reagh takes his melodies to the next level. This Canadian expat, now 
living in Sweden, reminds me of that quiet guy in class who nobody 
really noticed until graduation day when he sat down in front of the 
piano and made every girl in the room want to sleep with him (includ-
ing me, ha ha).

Richard Reagh is a Canadian but perhaps like other Canucks, such as Danko Jones, Reagh has found a new audience in 
Sweden. The musician’s new album doesn’t have him singing the blues, but instead he relies on a nice Pet Shop Boys-ish 
backbeat during the poppy “The P-Song” which brings to mind Baby Dayliner. Another little gem is “Boo Backe” which is a 
bit lighter but just as pleasing. The same can be said for the festive, danceable “Outlaw 3.0”. However, not everything Reagh 
touches is gold, as is the case with the moodier “Me Too (Studio Version)” which brings a latter day Depeche Mode to one’s 
noggin. Reach’s pipes can also make one believe they’re listening to Kermit (the muppet), especially on the rather barren 
“Hangin’ on a Limb”. It’s a small price to pay though when El Perro Del Mar accompanies him on the song. Perhaps the 
highlight on the record is the punchy, jazz-tinged “No One Really Wants To” which falls alongside an upbeat Greg Dulli and 
The Twilight Singers. The homestretch tracks include the toe-tapping fun of “Alive” while the closing “Bread & Butter” has 
traces of Neil Young throughout.
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