oronto’s rock-dance juggernaut MSTRKRFT pleases dive-bar denizens

and delirious ravers.
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LZ}IP video for MSTRERFT's first single, “Easy Love,” lour

well-endowed women in tight business attire sit patiently in a
room. After suggestively drinking tour sirawberry milkshakes,
they individually lie down on a dentist’s chair and have gallons of
a pink, creamy substance dripped in their mouths in what some
might call a pornographic fashion.

Jesse F, Keeler, hall of the Toronto DJ/production duo (pro-
nounced “master craft”), begs to differ. *| The girls are] drinking
milkshakes, and then the milkshakes get fed 1o them. That's the
whole fucking video," he says indignantly, as he chows down on
an omelette at a Toronto restaurant. “1t's only sexual if you've
got that background of information for vour brain to reference.
A six-year-old kid is going to think it's funny, like being slimed
on Nickelodeon.”

It's difficult to believe that Keeler and his pariner AP
didn't intend to arouse some viewers—provocation is what they
do hest. Just look at the two of them: Their over-it attitude
and great hair make them perfect hipster pin-ups. But their
music—complere with thick basslines, aggressive drums, and
thumping beats—is what's really driving their growing lanbase
wild. Watching them perform conjures up some fuzzy feclings
too; you get the sense that there’s no dingy rock 'n’ roll club that

they can't turn into a sweaty, over-sexed rave.










