Lez Zeppelin – an all-girl Zep cover band from New York – pulls off one hell of a parlor trick: they put cock rock on its back by recording an aggressive eight-song debut with the cooperation of original Zep studio hands Eddie Kramer and George Marino. They're a one-trick pony, but Lez Zeppelin's far more thought provoking and listenable than the last popular 1990s Zep derivative, the campy, reggae-infused Dread Zeppelin.

Semi-random thoughts Lez Zeppelin might provoke in thinking Led fans: Robert Plant sure sang like a girl, but not as well as frontwoman Sarah McLellan, whose vocals feature a backbone like Janis Joplin's and a joie de blues in the general ballpark of Bonnie Raitt. The middle-section orgasm of "Whole Lotta Love" sounds a lot less gross when McLellan screams it. You can't replace Jimmy Page, but you can decode enough of his stuff to pull off an adequate facsimile if you practice your balls – or whatever – off. When Lez Zeppelin finally decides to record some of their own music, it could make for some phenomenal stuff. There's only a small taste here: "Winter Sun," a mandolin-fused Lez instrumental original, sounds true to the acoustic Zep tradition. True enough that it's going to send more than a few Led completists scrambling to the computer to Google the title 14 ways and make sure it's not a B-side to some obscure import single they don't have.

It's an entertaining disc, faithful to the originals. The group actually makes "Kashmir" sound more interesting than the original, seemingly sped up slightly, with less droning on. While Lez's cover of "Rock and Roll" doesn't quite pack the punch of the original, their "Communication Breakdown" is spot-on. If you have brain cells – or hearing – left after playing the crusty old Led Zeppelin original over and over and over the first time around, Lez Zeppelin might make you rethink just what it was that Plant & Page accomplished. If nothing else, this record reminds us that blues rock is blues rock is blues rock: Zeppelin might have played the style, but they neither patented nor owned it, and after five billion repeats on classic rock radio, there is still room for fresh interpretations of Zep tunes. Another thought: if these hard-rockin' gals start a side project of Cream covers, what on earth would they call it? "Milk" would be hilarious, but fewer people would get it than get "Lez Zeppelin."

~Mojo Flucke, PhD
mojo@bullz-eye.com

All Music Guide

Led Zeppelin's name has been lampooned by artists ranging from Dread Zeppelin to Jed Zeppelin to Fred Zeppelin, and there is even a northern California winemaker who came out with a syrah called Red Zeppelin. But it doesn't end there. One of the various Led Zeppelin tribute bands to emerge in the 21st century is Lez Zeppelin, and the thing that separates Lez Zeppelin from the others is the fact that all of its members are female. The Lez part will no doubt inspire listeners to wonder whether or not any of Lez's members are lesbians; never let it be said that Lez Zeppelin didn't come up with a clever gimmick. But Lez's name is the only thing that is gimmicky about this self-titled debut album; offering very little, if any, irony, Lez Zeppelin come across as a group of enthusiastic Led Zeppelin devotees who just happen to be female. This Eddie Kramer-produced CD is pleasingly solid, and lead singer Sarah McLellan's passionate performances of Led Zeppelin classics like "Rock and Roll," "Whole Lotta Love," "The Ocean," and "Kashmir" make it clear that Lez should not be dismissed as a mere novelty act. Devoid of post-'80s alternative rock influences, this 38-minute CD is quite faithful to the spirit of late-'60s and '70s rock -- which is not to say that McLellan tries to emulate Robert Plant. Actually, Heart's Ann Wilson has a much more Plant-minded vocal style than McLellan (who is somewhat Janis Joplin-ish at times, but without sounding nearly as raspy). It should be noted that even though Led Zeppelin's heavy metal/hard rock material is a major focus on this album, Lez's members are insightful enough to realize that their heroes were more than headbangers -- and Lez acknowledges Led Zeppelin's blues-rock side on "Since I've Been Loving You" and their folk-rock side on "Winter Sun." Bottom line: Lez Zeppelin show themselves to be one of the more substantial Led Zeppelin tribute bands on this worthwhile disc. 

Atlanta Music Guide

http://www.atlantamusicguide.com/amg/features/cd_reviews/Lez_Zeppelin
 

Lez Zeppelin 
Emanation Records 

It sounds like too much of a gimmick to be any good; four women get together and form a Led Zeppelin cover band. Maybe good for a laugh or two, but that’s about it. 

Except these girls rock. Sarah McLellan can croon and caterwaul just as well as Robert Plant. Steph Paynes manages to match Jimmy Page’s guitar note for note, not only technically, but passionately as well. Whether it’s the old time bluesy “Since I’ve Been Loving You” or the straight ahead “Rock and Roll” and “Communications Breakdown,” the girls pack all the fire, fury, and swagger of the ovarian-challenged originals. Their two original instrumentals, the Allman Brother’s influenced “On the Rocks,” and the softer “Winter Sun,” in which Lisa Brigantino’s mandolin recalls Zeppelin’s gentle “Going to California,” demonstrate that these girls are damn fine musicians in their own right. 

Yes, they’re fun, but they are also real. Producer Eddie Kramer originally worked with Led Zeppelin (as well as Jimi Hendrix and Kiss), and George Marino, who mastered the CD, also digitally remastered, with Jimmy Page, all the original Led Zeppelin recordings. These are guys who would not sully their names by teaming up with some kind of gimmicky freak show. These are four great musicians who happen to love the testosterone fueled music of Led Zeppelin, and play it with just the right amount of creativity and reverence. 

The only real question about them left to ask is, “Will they ever play ‘The Lemon Song’?” 

Jersey Beat

LEZ ZEPPELIN (www.myspace.com/lezzeppelin) Right from the positively ferocious opening cover of that incendiary hormonal cock-rock classic "Whole Lotta Love," these hard-stompin' rough'n'tumble ladies gleefully rip Led Zeppelin's blistering music a second asshole with a fierce tear-it-to-shreds gusto that's a true nasty joy to hear. The insanely howling Janis Joplinesque vocals, the crazy wailin' guitars, the fat churning basslines, and the huge steamrolling drum beats are every bit as savage and uninhibited as they ought to be. Moreover, these gals put a wickedly subversive feminist spin on the songs without getting all preachy or heavy-handed about it. Instead they attack said tunes with an aggressive straightforward aplomb that really hits the spot somethin' sweet. These chicks offer proof positive that you don't need to have a dick to make great raucous'n'rowdy rock music with balls. 

