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OK, so the premise in Tibor Fischer’s 
novel The Thought Gang sounds rather 
intellectually snooty: A professional phil
osopher who happens to be a bum and an 
amateur one who happens to be a crimi
nal join forces to become the most aesthe
tic and culturally enriched bank robbers 
in modem and ancient history, stealing 
just enough money to prove that they can, 
and doing a lot of hard drinkin’ and 
thinkin’ between heists. The narrator, 
one Eddie Coffin, also happens to have a 
proclivity for obscure words that begin 
with the letter “z” — fortunately for-the 
reader, there is an extensive glossary of all

"Fischer seems 
driven by the 
ghosts or Monty 
Python troupes, 
galactic hitchhikers 
and Quentin 
Tarantino"

the “z” words in the back.
Fischer’s prose is extremely challeng

ing, using academia and erudition as bea
cons to enlighten the sketchy and simple 
plot He employed these same techniques 
m his first novel, Under the Frog. If he has 
a chance to say something simply, he 
won’t. The book jerks and stutters from 
bursts of action to long-winded discus
sions about sleep, drinking and the na
ture of philosophy and crime. For exam
ple, this is the account of Eddie’s first en
counter with one-armed bandit Hubert, 
who was attempting to mug him:

“Your money ," he demanded with ad
mirable succinctness, a quality much 
lacking, I  feel, in modem philosophy. 
Untutored as l  am in firearms, I  could 
see with the merest o f visual licks that 
this was enough gun to kill me and three 
or four major philosophers. It has to be 
declared that moments like this are an 
excellent justification for decades of 
gross intemperance. Imagine how great 
my distress would have been if I  had 
spent my mornings gasping around jog
ging, abstaining from wine and beer, 
shunning pâtisseries, dodging rotundity 
by one square meal a day, only to be 
plugged like a fairground bull’s eye in a 
cheap hoteL

And so on. This is probably one of die 
least violent, grotesque and sexual pas
sages in the whole book. Fischer seems 
driven by the ghosts of Monty Python 
troupes, galactic hitchhikers and Quentin 
Tarantino to create sheer voluminous 
blather. In the midst of all of the mayhem, 
there are lengthy philosophical time-outs 
to keep the reader up to date on ancient 
and. modem philosophers, follies and 
trends. Or, perhaps this book is a treatise 
on philosophy with lots of sex and vio
lence to liven up the discussion. I don’t 
know.

The obvious glee for language, English 
and otherwise, propels our dynamic duo 
into ludicrous situations as they travel 
through Europe, but it is this slippeiy wit 
that also saves them as they take on ven
geful police inspectors and an assortment 
of brotes, thugs and other members of the 
bank-robbing community. The Thought 
Gang commits many minor heists as they 
plan the best, most unbelievable bank 
robbery of all time: to rob a bank success
fully after telling the bank authorities and 
the police the exact time and date of the 
robbery. For me, the buildup is the fun 
part and the final robbery itself is almost 
an afterthought. Fischer takes his sweet 
time to tell his story, making frequent and 
lengthy detours at will, kind of like tJncle 
Bob does when he shows the slides from

his latest vacation.
The Thought Gang is the sort qf road 

movie you want to dub from your friend 
and watch on a shaky, 13-inch black-and- 
white TV in the wee hours of the morning 
as you eat undercooked, salty tater tots 
with lots of ketchup. It is the sort of thing

you will either love or hate, due to the use 
and abuse of the English language. Poe
tic, beautiful and moving it is not. Crass, 
funny and annoying are better descrip
tions, but if you like your prose hard, fast 
and pretentious, you’re in luck.

—Rena Tom
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Shhl Can you hear that? 
If s the crackling sound of 
tension in the air as Den
zel Washington and Gene 
Hackman battle over con
trol of a nuclear submar
ine, the USS Alabama 
(thus comes the name 
Crimson Tide). Russia is 
in a civil war between Yelt- 
sin’s government and Rus
sian rebels, led by ultrana
tionalist (read: psycho) 
Vladmir Rochenko. The 
rebel forces have taken 
over a naval base with nu- 
c le a r  m iss ile s  n e a r  
Vladivostok.

The U.S. sends the Ala
bama, a boat Captain 
Ramsey (Hackman) mod
estly calls “the greatest 
killing machine ever de
vised,” to patrol the area. 
Lieutenant Commander 
Ron Hunter (Washington) 
comes on as its new execu
tive officer. A radio mes
sage tells them that the re

bels have the launch codes 
to the nuclear missiles, 
and to attack the base. Be
fore they fire, they receive 
a disjointed message that 
might cancel the previous 
order.

This sets the stage for a 
standoff between the 
battle-hardened Ramsey, 
who wants to attack the 
base, and the cautious 
Hunter, who wants to wait 
until they can figure out 
the second message. The 
men get into a battle of will 
as they present doomsday 
scenarios: If the rebels 
have been beaten, then at
tack would result in nu
clear war, and if the rebels 
launch the missiles, then 
the West Coast of the U.S. 
will be glowing in the dark. 
They relieve each other of 
command.

Despite the war, sub
marine and crew, Crimson 
Tide is really a battle of

will between two people as 
they determine the life and 
death of the world in the 
confines of the ocean. Iso
lation, the unknown and 
the specter of nuclear war 
fuel the actions of each 
man. Denzel Washington, 
as the thoughtful but com

petent Hunter, and Gene 
Hackman, as the battle- 
worn Ramsey with an an
noying dog named Bear, 
bring great acting to the 
movie and really make it 
work.

This is definitely one of 
the best movies of die sum

mer. Produced by Don 
Simpson and Jerry Bruck
heimer, the team that 
made Top Gun, Beverly 
Hills Cop, Bad Boys and 
o th e r  te s to s te r o n e -  
pumped films, it leaves 
Die Hard in its spray.

—Michael Lin

Braveheart goes bey
ond the drama of a typical 
war movie and reaches the 
core of the conflict in its 
characters. William Wal
lace (Mel Gibson) under
stands the meaning of free
dom because he watched 
his father and brother die 
trying to attain i t

The breathtaking Scot
tish countryside contra
dicted the disillusionment 
suffered by its inhabitants 
under English rule. Blood 
seeps into the soil while 
warriors forfeit their lives 
to further their dreams. 
Wallace uses his know
ledge of the land to his ad
vantage and demonstrates 
brilliant war tactics when 
fighting the English.

Meanwhile, on English 
soil, the castle becomes a 
prison for a French prin
cess trapped in a loveless 
marriage and her English

prince who suffers physi
cal and mental abuse 
under the tyrannical reign 
of his father, the king.

Braveheart captures 
the changing emotions of 
its characters while em
phasizing their relation
ships. Father-and-son re
lations motivate many ac
tions within the film. 
William Wallace’s father 
teaches him to think, 
while his close friend 
Hamish (Brendan Glee- 
son) is taught to fight The 
nobles lead their sons to 
corruption while the cold- 
hearted king abuses his 
prince. These conflicts 
create men facing each 
other on the battlefield 
and fighting with uncer
tainty for their parents’ 
ideals.

Women play a key role 
in Wallace’s fife. The wo-

loose ends at its comple
tion. I found it engrossing, 
entertaining and thor
oughly enjoyable. I loved 
the uniqueness of the 
characters — at no point 
did they become boring or 
predictable.

men he loves are not ste
reotypical, weak play
things. Instead, they are 
smart and strong, using 
their wit to conquer and 
their strength to survive.

This film spins a com
plete circle, leaving no —Monica Morrissey

Braveheart returns the 
art of the epic film to the 
contemporary screen. It 
was wonderful to watch. 
Stop reading this review 
and go see itl

*  ■ 
I

0 * 0 »
’»1 / '/ - 

r>) O / O ' /■■'
jq *, C?# 

' - © ? #

Party
Time
It's Weekend
Connection
time.
In Friday's 
Daily Nexus.

TIDE

G a t t o n a i  S u m m e n * *

TODAY!
• 7 0 s - '8 0 s
Dance 
Party

9pm -1am  
2)û̂  @ UCen Hub

C o p i e d 1 !  p p ^ r |  C o ^ , ,  

1 P 'U tp s i./t (leJj/hedJ^rte*^-•
Sponsored by:

S.T.A-R- (Students Teaching AlcohoUDrug Responsibility) •  Associated Students • 
California Highway Patrol •  Party T.O.A.D.S. •  Rescue 11 •  Rescue 17 •  Residence 
Halls Association •  Rob's Chevron Towing •  S B. County Fire Department •  UCen 
Programming Committee • UCen Dining Services •  UCSB Police Department

Donations by:

UCSB Bookstore •  Smart Cookie •  I.V. Bakery •  Espresso Roma •  Tempo Music •  
The Alternative Copy Shop •  Santa Barbara Roasting Co. •  Emerald Video •  Prime 
Design Hair Studio •  SanM arcos Bowl and MANY, MANY M ORE!!2 H .;lij n ,, l~? t't-M u i jy  ) ¡’ A* 3 i |

THURSDAY NIGHTS ARE IN EFFECT

boogie knights
B / G R O O O £ t M £

AT THE SHACK
ARMOE EARLY ANA MAT THE 

OOORS OPEN AT 8 PM.

L\

6 T.V.S FOR THIS WEEK'S 
PLAYOFF ACTION

DRINK SPECIALS
25« DRAFTS & $1.50 DOMESTICS TIL 10 P.M. 

U CALL 2*4*1 TIL 11 P.M.

THE\BEA£H.&HACK.'.'.'5GO'ANA£ARAST.vr.48Q5}.<96 ’6vl& 3A.



4A Thursday, June 1,1995 Daily Nexus

Interviewed
By
Andy Fraine

After the making of 
Noise Addict’s first re
cord, many awaited the 
further works of singer/ 
songwriter Ben Lee. He 
then released his solo al
bum Grandpaw Would, 
which included songs with 
Rebecca Gates of the Spi- 
nanes and Liz Phair, to 
name a few. In support of 
the new record, 16-year- 
old Australian Lee went 
on a mini-tour, where he 
was joined by Gates and 
Brad Wood, producer for 
Liz Phair. I got a chance to 
meet with Mr. Lee after a 
show he did at Jabbeijaw 
in LA....

Artsweek First of all, 
I’d like to say that it was a 
great show.

Ben Lee: Thanks a lo t
AW: How was the 

whole tour?
BL: Well, it was excel

lent, I guess. It wasn’t re
ally veiy long. We only did 
seven shows, but I just 
thought it was really fun. I 
really like the people I'm 
playing with, and I had a 
chance to see some people 
who helped us out in the 
very beginning of Noise 
Addict, and I just saw 
them again for the first 
time since then in New 
York. It was really cool. It 
was excellent. I think peo
ple responded pretty well.

AW: Would you have 
wanted to go on a longer 
tour?

BL: Yeah, I could have 
done a couple of weeks, 
but not much longer than 
that. I couldn’t have done 
one of those 10-month 
tours. It’s kinda nuts.

AW: How did you get 
started?

BL: Basically, like any 
band, we just made demo 
tapes and sent them off to 
record companies and 
stuff and they found their 
way into the right hands, I 
guess.

AW. Did you try harder 
because you were from 
Australia?

BL: No, because we 
didn’t send any tapes over

here. We just dealt with 
Australia, and from there it 
made its way here. So 
we’re just like any other 
band.

AW. This was a year, 
two years ago?

BL: It was just under 
three years ago.

AW. The new record, 
Grandpaw Would, how is 
it different from the Noise 
Addict stuff?

BL: Well, with the ex
ception of that Young and 
Jaded record, which is 
what everyone around 
here has heard, it’s just de
mos. Noise Addict is like a 
rock band. We play loud, 
we play hard, we’re all 
feedbacky and that kinda 
stuff. This is just mellow 
stuff. This is a chance to do 
other stuff. I just think it’s 
got a different vibe. It’s a 
bit more laid back. We 
didn’t use any acoustic 
guitar in Noise Addict or 
play any mellow songs.

AW. Except for the last 
track, “/  Wish I Was 
Him.”

BL: Well, that confused 
a lot of people, I think.

A W  There’s some peo

ple, however, that really 
liked that song the most 
off the record, which is 
why I think this new re
cord is appreciated.

BL: Yeah, people kinda 
like acoustic music.

AW. Do you like play
ing the acoustic stuff bet
ter than playing with the 
other members?

BL: It’s more scary be
cause you’re just up there, 
totally there, anything 
could happen. Someone 
could throw a beer bottle 
at you and it would be you.

A W : .. .  a n d  yo u  
wouldn’t be able to throw 
it back because you got to 
keep going

BL: Yeah, it’s kinda 
scary, but when it works, 
it’s even better. Sometimes 
I’ll just get to a really quiet 
part and I’ll be playing, 
and you get to that point if 
you can hear this silence 
— it feels like something. 
I t’s like, people are 
listening.

AW. It’s like you got 
everyone in a trance

BL: It’s weird. It just 
caught people’s attention.

AW. How would you

describe your music?
BL: Um ... an energy- 

charged, jam -packed, 
sh o rt-a tten tio n -sp a n - 
targeted-audience pop 
music.

AW. One would think

AW. 1 like it because 
many people can relate to 
this record.

BL: Well, maybe. I’ve 
noticed mainly a lot of girls 
like the record. I guess it’s 
better than jocks.

favorite songs on this new 
record or any you like to 
play live?

BL: I like ... I don’t 
know. To me, when I lis
ten to it, I become nit- 
picky, like, to me, every 
song is out of tune. Some 
songs I don’t like to play 
live because they were 
hard enough to record and 
I can’t really pull it off live, 
so I just play a lot of new 
songs.

A W  What are you lis
tening to lately?

BL: I knew when I was 
coming here that I’d buy 
lots of records so I haven’t 
listened to anything I 
bought I bought the new 
Stereolab, Royal Trux and 
other stuff I couldn’t find 
in Australia.

AW. So you’re going 
crazy.

BL: I’m going mad, in
sane. I’m a fruitcake. You 
never know what I’m 
gonna do next

AW. What else are you 
working on?

BL: Noise Addict is go
ing to make a record, a foil 
album with Brad Wood, 
and then we’re going to 
come over here and tour at 
the end of the year — our 
summer—and then I’ll tell 
you what happens.

AW: Is it going to be a 
short tour?

BL: It’ll be a long one 
for us. Like, a month.

AW: Are there bands 
you’d like to tour with?

BL: There’s bands that 
we played one show with 
that I’d really like to see 
more, like Pavement but ! 
don’t think that will hap
pen. We’ll play with 
anyone.

AW. What’s it like be
ing on Grand Royal with 
the roster they have?

BL: It’s fun, it's good be
cause they help a lot. This 
tour was their idea and 
they organized it, and 
there’s not a lot of indie 
labels that would do that.

AW. Any last words 
you ’d like to say to 
everyone?

BL: Enjoy the majesty of 
rock.

by listening to your songs 
that you seem to have bad 
luck with women. Is it 
from experience?

BL: Anytime you have 
good luck, it’s worth the 
bad luck for the good luck. 
So the smallest part of 
good makes bad fade 
away. It’s easy to write ab
out the bad parts, but 
there’s a certain amount of 
songs that are whatever I 
chose to put on the record. 
It just happens some of 
them are kind of sad, you 
know. Sometimes I exagg
erate or de-exaggerate or 
twist things into things 
that didn’t happen. I just 
do whatever. I’m insane! 
I’m a wild man!

AW: It’s kinda like 
you’re mocking the whole 
love thing

BL: Well, there’s so

AWi How did you get 
together with Rebecca 
Gates and Liz Phair?

BL: Mainly, they knew 
Brad Wood and were 
hanging around in Chi
cago when I was making 
the record and were in the 
studio, and they asked me, 
“Hey, you want to sing 
with me?” and I go, 
“YeahT

A W  What was your 
feeling about working 
with them?

BL: It’s, like, an honor. 
It’s really nice to have peo
ple whose work you like to 
be involved in your record.

AW. Are you still doing 
s t u f f  w ith  T hurston  
Moore?

BL: No, we mainly just 
put one record out on his 
label, like the first demos, 
and I saw him before, but 
we’re not really business- 
involved.

AW. Do you have any

1. Ladybug Transistor
2. Sincoia
3. the 6ths
4. the Cherries
5. Spiritualized
6. R.A.F.R. comp.
7. Prototype 909
8. Drugstore
9. Pooh Sticks
10. Salad

11. Flinch
12. Papas Fritas
13. Gaunt
14. Archers of Loaf 
E  Ben Lee
16. Foetus
17. August Sons 
E  Hagfish
E  Ascension Ch 1 comp. 
20. Sugar Plant

21 sleeper
22. Jamiroquai
23. Man or Astroman
24. Amateur Sndtrk.
25. Planet Dog comp.
26. Steel Pole Bathtub
27. Argyle Park
28. Research vol 2 comp.
29. Magnetic Fields 
30.SNFU
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A c e  i s  S u r e  a
Bit Defective

Masta Ace Inc.
Sittin’ on Chrome 
Delicious Vinyl/Capitol

“Who am I?” That’s 
what Masta Ace needs to 
be asking himself right ab
out now, cuz if his new al
bum is any indication, one 
of New York’s finest seems 
to be searching for a lost 
sense of sell I do feel for 
the guy. Ace spent years as 
a struggling, unappre
ciated leader of the East 
Coast rap scene, making 
records loved by the die- 
hards, but overlooked by 
the masses. And then, the 
second he restructured 
and recorded 1994’s left 
coast-flavored “Born to 
Roll,” his shit finally blew 
up big time. That de
cidedly  b asic , bass- 
booming cut gained him 
more recognition than all 
of his complex under
ground classics combined. 
He had to be asking him
self if all the street credibil
ity in the world was worth 
having empty pockets.

So, 1995 brings us Ace 
in interviews, vowing to 
stop making “good music 
that nobody listens to.” 
The result is an album- 
length response to his 
frustrations: the uneven 
Satin’ on Chrome. At 
times, the album is an unri
valed melding of West and 
East Coast sensibilities. At

other times, it disappoints 
with its lack of substance.

Chrome has Ace and his 
peoples (Lord Digga, 
Paula Perry and Leschea) 
picking up where they left 
off with their excellent 
Slaughtahouse  album. 
On that 1993 effort, Ace 
and the crew took major 
steps to criticize rap music 
for the unbearably violent 
mess it had become, and 
proved that an emcee’s 
skill needn’t be measured 
on a scale of cap peeling 
and b lu n t sm oking . 
Together, they created an 
album that truly took rap 
in a new direction. The 
Source even called their 
efforts “the moral core of 
hip-hop.”

Some of the same 
th e m e s  t h a t  m ad e  
Slaughtahouse such a 
groundbreaking album ap
pear on Sittin’ on Chrome 
as well, but unfortunately, 
in weaker, more diluted 
versions. Regrettably, 
there isn’t a lot of analyza- 
tion or discussion to be 
found on Chrome, as Ace 
has opted to create more of 
a party-flavored atmo
sphere this time o u t The 
crew’s current single, “The 
I.N.C. Ride,” is a perfect 
example of Ace’s new atti
tude towards hip-hop; the 
track is light and bouncy, 
using a funky, if played- 
o u t Isley Brothers sample

to back rhymes about ... 
well, not really about 
much of anything at all. 
Sample lyrics: “I’ll get in 
that ass uke a G-string /  
And that you don’t need / 
We’ll be blowin’ up like 
that movie Speed /  In
deed, you’re on a ride.” 
Kinda clever? Yes. But not 
too unprecedented (espe
cially for someone as inno
vative and intelligent as 
Ace.)

But, wait! Don’t get me 
wrong! Masta Ace is a 
champion rapper, and al
though the lyrics on 
Chrome are less than ima
ginative, his ill rhyme

styles do not disappoint 
The scheme Ace perfected 
on last year’s single 
“Crooklyn” is taken to the 
next level as he sets a 
rough standard for emcees 
to live up to. Likewise for 
the production—it is gen
erally very crisp and appe
aling. In fact, if this had 
been Ace’s first album, I 
might actually consider it 
one of the year’s brightest 
debuts. As it stands, 
though, knowing already 
just how capable Ace is, 
the lack of subject matter 
uncovered on Sittin’ on 
Chrome makes the album 
a bit disappointing.

—Eric C. Steuer

o A  olein the Hub
Teenage Fanclub 
Grand Prix 
DGC

Adolescence is weird. 
During those brief six or so 
teen years when you’re a 
mix of raging hormones 
and flying emotions, you 
go through a number of 
phases. There’s that initial 
phase where you try desp
erately to hold on to your 
youth, doing your best to 
play up the innocent angle 
to your parents so they^ll 
forgive you for breaking all 
four of their dining room 
chairs. There’s the phase 
where you’re an awkward 
mix of lanky legs and end
less arms, where you trip 
over everything, including 
that invisible pebble 
lodged in the crevices of 
the cement. And then, 
there’s the maturity, the 
“I’m cool, everything is 
cool, it's all OK” phase. 
This is the level Scotland's 
Teenage Fanclub has 
reached with their June 6 
release, Grand Prix.

Back with a new album, 
new facial hair and col
lared shirts, the Fannies 
have come up with some 
“m a t u r e r ”- s o u n d i n g  
music while retaining their 
original sound that made 
them an indie hit in the 
States . -

The 13 songs on Grand 
Prix have a sort of inno
cent charm that promotes 
a universal relatability for 
the listener. Whether or 
not you understand the

precise message the Fan
nies are trying to convey 
with the lyrics and melo
dies, you can find a kind of 
personal relationship with 
nearly every track.

A memorable ’80s retro- 
moment on the album oc
curs with the song “Tears,” 
which seems to have some 
Elvis Costello influences 
on it. The song incorpo
rates a lovely piano intro 
and accompaniment, as 
well as violins and awk
ward, brassy trumpets. 
“Tears” is a track you can 
picture. I see the type of 
kids who never touched a 
cigarette in their life hold
ing up lighters while sway
ing back and forth to the

trumpet chorus.
“I Gotta Know” has an 

intro reminiscent of the 
time when a teenage boy 
reaches his poetry phase. 
He speaks, or in the Fan
nies’ case sings, with a 
realm of shyness, yet the 
audience can tell ¿ a t  the 
words come from the 
heart. “I’ve got a feeling, I 
know what I mean.... Al
ways believing, I always 
believe, I gotta know....”

On Grand Prix, there’s 
a sweet ballad/trekking 
song, called “Mellow 
Doubt,” about being con
fused and hying to figure 
out who you are. A fon 
song to sing with Norman 
Blake, Raymond McGuin-

ley and Gerard Love, bop
ping your head to the beats 
created by drummer Paul 
Quinn. And the track 
fades out with some cool 
whistling.

The whole album is 
filled with great pop songs 
and inviting lyrics like 
“Wake up the story’s over /  
climb aboard I’m going 
nowhere,” from “Don’t 
Look Back.” Although the 
album really has nothing 
to do with Grand Prix rac
ing, or any type of racing as 
far as I can tell, these Glas
gow guys have definitely 
reached a new phase in 
their music which comes 
out winning.

—Jolie eye Lash

Heard the Style? 
Missed the Point?
No question, the music that we listen to influences us. 

The only question is, which songs make up the sound
track to your life? I’m from the San Fernando Valley. 
Only three different musicians ever altered my perspec
tive of existence: George Michael, The Beatles and “the 
Beatles of Rap”, the world’s most dangerous group, 
N.W.A.

Of course, it is much easier to like Public Enemy, and I 
did. I still listen to Fear of a Black Planet in regular rota
tion with my current favorites. That album consistently 
reminds me that if the modem civil rights movement 
prospers in pop culture, it is mostly in music. Chuck D.’s 
confused, articulate political commentary definitely in
spired a fascination with African-American history. But 
anyone forced to spend a lot of time with Flavor Flav will 
suffer the consequences. P.E.’s recent albums are simple, 
contrived attempts for controversy, without a serious 
musical progression. It is essential for any serious hip- 
hop artist to change up their styles to stay ahead of the 
game (e.g. Beastie Boys, Hammer, etc.).

But, if Public Enemy is a tool for a political message, 
N.W.A. takes relevance to a whole other level. If you lis
ten to some N.WA. and any of the last album, you will 
clearly see that they were challenging the limits with 
their lyrics. 2 Live Crew’s always articulate frontman, 
Luther “Luke Skyywalker” Campbell, said in defense of 
his weak, blatantly sexist music, “We are not talking ab
out violence here, it’s just sex.” N.WA., on the other 
hand, graphically explained the murder and rape of sev
eral females. There are not only hints at sexist behavior, 
there is actual explanation of the nature of “bitches.”

Whether or not the music of N.WA. was purely a 
money-making scam profiting off suburban white boys is 
irrelevant. (Profiting scams involving white suburban 
boys include the acne-prevention indusby, MTV and ci
garettes.) The message got out there. I remember one 
time on the way to Palm Springs, with a good friend 
known as Bad-Ass James, I listened to EFILAZAGGIN, 
N.W.A’s last album, and Black Sheep’s first album four 
times in their entirety. And I believe that I have inter
cepted the exact political message that underlies 
N.WA.’s music: How far do we have to go until you 
will leave us the fuck alone? How dangerous do I have 
to be so you will not call me a nigger to my face? How 
many times do /  have to tell you that I have no respect 
for women until you will take your families away and 
stop the oppression that caused this people’s plight?

What symbol of racist hatred causes more anger than 
the image of a white woman violated by a Black man? 
N.WA. tested the limits on everything. Jim Morrison 
was an indulgent incarnation of Dionysus. Eazy-E was a 
sick little dirty bastard.

You cannot ignore the music N.WA. produced. In the 
’50s, a Black artist recorded a song and watched as three 
years later, white men would cover the same songs and 
become kings. In the ’70s, P-Funk and others (such as 
Kool and the Gang) expanded jazz to include a new 
branch called funk. Dr. Dre brought that funk into white 
America’s CD players in the ’90s.

Kurt Cobain and Nirvana created interest in a genre of 
a genre. N.WA. defined a genre: gangsta rap music. I 
cannot, with a conscience, forget the word “music.” I do 
not want to discount Kurt Cobain. I loved Co bain’s 
music and irreverent beauty.

Recently, my friend Shane told me a story about Lolla- 
palooza last year. During a set break, the Nirvana song 
“Something in the Way” was played.

The entire crowd united and swayed. Cobain would 
have laughed or cried. Shane turned to his companion 
and said, “Bring out George Clinton.”

His friend replied, “Is he that guy who dresses like a 
girl?”____________________ ___________________

/ WISH I  WAS A LITTLE 
BIT TALLER.
I  WISH I  WAS A 
BALL'ER.
I  WISH I  HAD A GIRL 
AND A PHONE,
SO I  COULD CALL HER.
-S K tt-LO
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^ A  Atomic Dog ® A  The Poppy Field
Spanners 
The Black Dog 
Eastwest

It was 12:30 a.m. and I 
still had six more pages of 
my paper to type. My 
topic, ecology and habitat 
of the mountain gorilla, 
just wasn’t doing it for me. 
I needed a release—an es
cape from the harsh reali
ties of daily life. I needed 
an emotion adjustment, so 
I took a hit of Spanners to 
ease my mind.

Spanners’ The Black 
Dog is like a designer yup
pie drug. It is as synthe
sized and electronic as 
music can be without be
ing cold and unfamiliar. I 
am normally a techno
phobe. I try to stick to 
music created by pound
ing a drum or by strum
ming a guitar, not by push
ing a button. But with 
Spanners I make an excep
tion. By putting aside my 
biases, I can let prickly 
beeps and clean thumps 
guide me through an am
bient landscape.

The drug starts to take 
hold of me a few minutes 
into the CD. “Raxmus,” 
the first song, sounds a bit 
like a Deep Forest creation 
with its sweet tribal chant
ing, but this is the only 
comparison that can be 
drawn from the 75-minute 
CD. From there, the music 
explodes in a thousand 
different directions. Cog
wheels  mast icate  as 
rhythmic, electronic rain
drops pelt steel shutters. 
An accordion player leans 
out the window of his 
passing vehicle and yells, 
“1100001101010.” Three- 
inch people made of sili

con blurt indecipherable 
phrases to the bump of 
their overactive factories. 
Reality is reduced to static.

Spanners has mastered 
hypnosis. They slowly 
wave their music in front 
of you like a gleaming gold 
pocket watch. Spanners 
shows that technology can 
be friendly. Before I knew 
what happened, I had fin
ished four more pages of 
my paper. I was ready to 
get up and boogie when 
“Tahr,” the eighth track, 
shocked me out of my 
trance. This is disco for the 
’90s. Oh baby, feel it, feel 
it. Spanners works you up 
for one brief moment and 
then lays you back down 
on a bed of feathers.

With Spanners, I can 
just relax my mind and 
open it up to creative new 
ideas. It’s the same type of 
loose, free feeling I get 
from listening to light jazz

^A  They've Got ft!
Yo La Tengo
Electr-O-Pura
Matador

Being such a smart-ass, 
I usually prefer to write a 
goofy record review. How
ever, I just can’t force my
self to be wacky about the 
sweet, sweet sounds of Yo 
La Tengo.

I was a junior in high 
school when I first heard 
Yo LaTengo’s music. I had 
been looking through one 
of my sister’s Seventeen or 
Sassy magazines and there 
was an exposé on women 
in bands. Yo La Tengo’s 
Georgia Hubley was one 
of the women featured. 
The magazine described 
Yo La Tengo as a “house 
band" and I thought, 
“Hmmm, interesting.” It 
wasn’t until San Fran
cisco’s super-cool free pu
blication, SF W eekly, 
rated Yo La Tengo’s This 
Is Yo La Tengo as one of 
the top recordings of 1990 
that I made a mental note 
to buy their album. So, I 
picked up Fakebook on a 
rainy day when I was feel
ing sad.

I threw the album on as 
I tried to write a paper, 
when “Can’t Forget” came 
on. I remember thinking, 
“I can’t believe how good

this is!” Yo La Tengo’s 
singcr/guitarist Ira Kaplan 
softly sings, “Baby, I know 
that maybe it’s better, but I 
can’t foiget the time.” Be
sides the simple, heartfelt 
lyricism, Kaplan is an as
tonishing guitar soloist. 
On Fakebook’s “Bamaby, 
Hardly Working,” Kaplan 
solos for minutes, building 
crescendos with the most 
m e l a n c h o l y  n o t e s  
possible.

The new album, Electr- 
O-Pura, has more of an in
die rock sound than their 
previous, almost folky al

bums. Soft, sad feedback is 
the nearly constant mood 
creator on Electr-O-Pura. 
Songs like “Pablo and An
drea” and “Tom Courte
nay” are highlights with 
their freeform guitar, 
which is always supported 
b e n e a t h  by s t u r d y  
songwriting.

Yo La Tengo means “I 
have it” in Spanish. I’m 
pretty sure they mean that 
they've got the blues. For 
me, all I know is that 
they’ve got the sound I 
love. They keep it coming.

—Noah Blumberg
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The Apples in stereo 
Fun Trick Noisemaker 
SpinART

One of the lesser-known benefits of the 
humble turntable is that you can use it to 
make spin art. The underappreciated art 
form lends its name to the great New York 
record label that has just released Fun 
Trick Noisemaker by The Apples in ste
reo. I think the legitimate version of spin 
art involves paint, but you can also do it 
by poking a paper plate over a record 
player spindle, turning the player on and 
dragging markers across tne plate. -

It’s just not the same on a CD player, 
but that hasn’t stopped the Apples from 
making reference to the era of’60s pop on 
records. They, like many others in recent 
years, have taken to putting “stereo” re
ferences all over their releases, calling up

or new age musicvJiuman 
voices are almost com
pletely absent from The 
Black Dog, and rightfully 
so. Human voices are too 
organic for this type of 
computer-generated dis
order. It would be like br
inging a leper into a sterile 
operating room.

After listening to this 
Spanners album, I found it 
hard to raise my head and 
look around at the real 
world. By the end of the 
CD, I felt worn out from all 
of the artificial noise. 
Spanners sends you on a 
different type of trip, but it 
should be sampled in 
small doses. I can only 
take so much of computer 
blips and techno-bites be
fore I start to lose it. Lis
tening to this CD is defi
nitely a new experience, 
though. It opens up a 
whole new frontier a fron
tier of infinite possibilities.

—Brad Mayo

tiie days when it was something to make a 
point out of. (Fans of lo-fi have gone the 
other way, proudly stating, “Recorded in 
mono.”)

So I was thinking the band’s style 
might be easy to pigeonhole, based on the 
“stereo,” and the fact that they thank 
Odyssey and Oracle by the Zombies and 
the Beach Boys’ Pet Sounds on their 
sleeve. And by the old-fashioned futuris
tic message at the beginning of the album: 
"... note the clarity and excellent stereo
phonic separation between the left and 
right channels, even after traversing 
12,000 miles through space.”

It was a pleasant surprise to hear them 
go in an unexpected direction. A lot is go
ing on in a given song — it sounds as 
though they have previously orchestrated 
various sounds to come in at various 
times. On top of great melodies, some
thing odd and striking usually comes in 
on the choruses—a jagged guitar line or a 
dim clarinet, a static whoosh on ‘Tidal 
Wave” or cymbals on “She’s Just Like 
Me.” Sometimes they sound like My 
Bloody Valentine flourishes. These 
sounds might be grating if what was 
underneath wasn’t solid. But the tunes 
connect, and the lyrics of space, child
hood and flying are perfect.

On “Winter Must Be Cold,” in particu
lar, it’s like ticking, clockworking sys
tems, domino chains, one sound trigger
ing another. They seem to have mapped it 
all out, but the fast pace and cheerful de

meanor means it’s adventurous without 
being indulgent.

It’s an album worth looking out for. 
Also worth noticing is the front cover by 
Steve Keene. There are actually eight 
front covers, each in the same interesting 
style, each taking up a panel of the book
let. From what I can tell, he drew 36 
altogether.

So keep an eye open for SpinART re
leases. For that matter, keep an eye open 
for spin art. The only thing more unjustly 
forgotten is the Spirograph.

—Kevin Carhart
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Suspend disbelief and suppose, for a out of denial. But they’re powerless if you 
moment, two weird fellows knock on don’t act yourself. And that’s exactly what 
your front door, one of them Schmitz, a Biedermann does — nothing. Over the 
former wrestler in a circus sideshow, the protests of his wife (Ivy Cates), his maid 
other Eisenring, a jobless waiter. They in- (Krista Swager) and the chorus, he slides 
vite themselves in, appealing to your into a disastrous complicity with two pyr- 
sense of charity, clean out your refrigera- omaniacs who came to set his house on 
tor, chat up your wife and maid and, be- fire — not for political or personal rea- 
fore you know it, begin stacking gasoline sons, hut simply because they like to 
barrels in your attic, rigging all with fuses watch buildings bum. At one point, 
and detonator caps, making no attempt to Biedermann even goes so far as to turn 
conceal the fact that they’re here to bum away a policeman who stops by on a rou- 
your house to the ground (if you’d be kind tine checkup, as there have been inci- 
enough to supply the matches). What dents of arson all over town, and tells him 
would you do? Knock their wooden there is only hair tonic in the barrels, 
heads off and kick them out? Max Frisch’s play isn’t difficult to read;

Not so Gottlieb Biedermann, prota- the people who blow up your world don’t

gonist of Swiss dramatist Max Frisch’s 
play The Firebugs (1958), now at UCSB’s 
Hatlen Theater. What happens instead is 
this: Biedermann (Bryce Lenon), the 
well-to-^do owner of a hair-tonic factory, 
succumbs to his unacknowledged guilty 
feelings for being a corporate raider and 
exploiter of the underclass, and invites his 
two arsonists (Sean Powell and Greg 
Kistler) in. He wines them, dines them, 
gives them a place to sleep and convinces 
himself that they’re just kidding when 
they tell him flat-out what they’re up to. 
“The best camouflage,” Eisenring says, “is 
always the naked truth. Strangely 
enough. Nobody believes it.”

Enter the Firebrigade, seven platinum 
blondes in yellow Wellingtons, garter 
belts, black shorts and red rubber bus- 
tiers. This is your chorus, modeled on an
cient Greek tragedy (in function, if not 
costume). They’re here to warn, scare you

come in the disguise of some monstrous 
conspiracy — they’ll do so right under 
your nose, while taking advantage of your 
blindness and denial. During the Cold 
War, the arsonists were seen as those peo
ple who we all knew and could never hold 
responsible, those who were threatening 
to throw us into the “unquenchable fire” 
of nuclear war....

Theatre UCSB, under the direction of 
Tom Whitaker, does a solid job of bring
ing all this to die stage. The play is well- 
cast, and all take their performances to 
the farcical extreme. Michael Mortilla 
provides live musical support, a haunting 
soundtrack with Kurt Weillian overtones. 
And the chorus? They'll bring the house 
down for you, even if there’s only fire re
tardant in those barrels.

Firebugs plays through June 3 at Hat- 
len Theater, next to Snidecor HalL

—Matthias Rosenthal

K u r t  V o n n e g u t ’s 
Slaughterhouse-Five — 
The Multimedia Experi
ence (Byron Press Multi
media, $59.99), is not the 
first CD-ROM on the 
market that features the 
work of a modem literaiy 
superstar. Software featur
ing Arthur Miller’s The 
Crucible is also available, 
but Vonnegut’s accep
tance of the multimedia 
platform is the most re-

IBM compatible and all of 
the newer Macs, artists 
now have a tremendous 
opportunity for new di
mensions of expression.

Unfortunately, Vonne
gut’s first multimedia ven
ture, currently available 
only for the IBM, wastes 
most of its potential and 
settles with simply pre
senting one of file most 
amazing pieces of litera

historical events included 
in the novel, e.g. the fire
bombing of Dresden and 
John Wayne movies.

Another amazing vic
tory for those people who 
have already stepped into 
the realm of home multi- 
media is Bob Dylan’s CD- 
ROM package entitled 
Highway 61 Revisited. 
This item is also described 
as a “multimedia experi
ence” by its publishers.

freshing and promising 
movement I’ve seen in the 
blossoming multimedia 
market

To really understand 
what CDs bring to home 
computing, just look at 
what a new CD entitled 
“The Reference Library" 
contains: an entire ency
clopedia, a dictionary, a 
quote dictionary, a the
saurus, a phone book list
ing every business in 
America and an atlas. All 
on one CD. One CD with 
the industry standard of 
800 megabytes could hold 
Shakespeare’s entire body 
of work, including son
nets, and every edition of 
Entertainment Weekly 
for at least one year. With 
the amazing graphic and 
audio innovations that are 
available on almost every

ture modem America has 
ever latched on to. The text 
of the novel is presented in 
two ways. If you choose li
near, the novel reads from 
page one straight through. 
But if you prefer to read in 
a schizophrenic-type man
ner, you can choose “ran
dom.” The random option 
simply chooses random 
parts of the story in a ran
dom order for no apparent 
reason. Strangely to most, 
but not to anyone familiar 
with Vonnegut’s enlight
ening tale of Billy Pilgrim, 
a man lost in time, the 
novel is just as enjoyable 
either way. A third option 
offers the chance to view 
live video clips of Vonne- 
gut speaking on such 
weighty subjects as inno
cence and serial numbers. 
Also included: a full his
tory of many of the real

The only justification for 
such a presumptuous de
scription has to be the lack 
of any other feasible adver
tising hook. These new- 
generation CD-ROMs, in 
their truest form, are 
neither games nor refer
ence materials. But how 
could you describe any 
collection that features the 
entire Dylan catalog (all 
songs, all lyrics and even 
Dylan’s epic poem ‘Taran
tula”), and never have 
seen interviews as any
thing but an experience? 
That’s the one I’ve been 
anxiously awaiting since 
Slaughterhouse-Five, in 
the typical “we love that 
iconoclast” fashion, that 
sells almost as soon as it is 
p u t on the  shelves.  
Strangely, most stores re
fuse to stock more than 
one. —Jason Sattler

Brand New Store!
studio  m usic

Electric Guitar Strings $5 a set 
Acoustic Guitar Strings $7 a set 
Bass Strings $20 a set 
Drum Sticks $6 a pair 
Drum Heads 40% off 
Washburn DIO  Guitar $199"
Shure SM58 Mic $125

with free hat and sunglasses!
Cassette Tapes Wholesale

Hours: Tuesday-Satunday 11am-€>:30pm Financing Available OAC
Q i  663*4171

5575, Hollister ,Ave. Suite F (Next to Sizzler)..
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Get it Together
Read the Daily Nexus’ Weekend Connection

Every other Friday in the Daily Nexus you’ll find the Weekend 
Connection— a special section filled with information about 

dining and other fun activities ’round town. Like Night Spots, 
Entertainment, Bars, Restaurants...and more.

Don’t miss it— Friday!

Daily Nexus


