
2 A Thursday, May 2,1991 Daily Nexus

A in 't  No Toothp icks  Here
El Teatiro de La Esperanza Tells Us Real Women Have Curves

Elle MacPherson, Cindy Crawford and Paulina are all 
women, certainly, but ayi— real women have curves. The 
social pressure to conform to a set standard of “beauty” is 
among several issues explored in the play “Real Women 
Have Curves,” to be performed by the San Franciso-based 
Latino company El Teatro de La Esperanza May 7 at 
UCSB’s Campbell Hall.

The local debut of "Real Women Have Curves” marks a 
return to the birth place of Esperanza, which was founded 
by UCSB students in 1970, before finding a permanent 
home in San Francisco’s Mission District in 1986.

Latino cultural art has gained influence and attention 
since Esperanza’s birth, as the Latino population has con
tinued to boom in the United States— a fact noted by Ar
tistic Director Rodrigó Duarte Clark, a UCSB alumnus, 
when pointing to the importance of the troupe’s work to 
the non-Latino community. "The demographics are 
quickly changing,” he said. “In the near future there will 
be no ’majority’ in California. This state, particularly 
southern California, has become a multicultural commun
ity. What that means for people as a whole is being shaped 
at this time.

"There’s a type of basic conflict going on in society,” 
Duarte Clark said, “People are trying to push for an Anglo- 
oriented America. But society must be multicultural if this

"Lately, a lot of political art has been 
heartbreaking and humorless."

country is to live up to the democratic nation it purports to 
be. Not only all people, but all cultures are of equal value. 
It worries me that you could have a society that’s very split 
if people don’t come to terms with the differences and si
milarities within society.”

“Real Women Have Curves” bridges such cultural gaps 
with a script understood by both English and Spanish 
speakers. The play centers on five Latina women working 
under a feverish deadline in a cramped Los Angeles sew
ing factory. The factory’s owner, Estela, struggles with her 
business while hiding from the immigration police; her sis
ter Ana is trying to break free of the traditional Latina role; 
their mother Dona Carmen ponders American society; 
Pancha seeks refuge from her marital troubles with tacos 
and mole, while Rosali fights her body with a dose of diet 
pills.

“Real Women Have Curves” is the first full-length play 
by the 22-year-old playwright Josefina Lopez. Barely as

old as El Teatro de La Esperanza, Lopez is the type of ar
tist the company focuses on in its goal to create, produce 
and tour more Latino work, Duarte Clark said.

While other Latino artists have pursued television and 
film deals, Duarte Clark states that Esperanza’s primary 
goal is to remain on stage. “There’s an obvious trade-off by 
going into television or film—there’s greater exposure to a 
wide audience, it’s a very powerful medium. On the other 
hand, it’s a very powerfiil system and people in the past 
have, shall we say, been diluted. Not just Latinos, but any 
progressive movement. We’re really a theatre company 
and that’s our goal — to be the best theatre company we 
can be.”

Founded during the height of the Chicano Movement 
and the anti-Vietnam demonstrations, Esperanza’s mis
sion has been to combine political ideology and entertain
ment on stage. "It’s now a tradition for us, who were pretty

much the first Latino students at (UCSB), and definitely 
the first Latino students there with a political ideology,” 
Duarte Clark said. The desire to explore political issues 
has not always made it easy for Esperanza, he said. “We 
had to fight to really survive because of th a t There are peo
ple who believe that art and politics don’t mix. And, of 
course, over the years that’s been proven wrong. Conflict 
is the essence of a dramatic piece.”

But delving into political conflict does not mean that ' 
the company has abandoned entertainment, he notes. . 
"Real Women Have Curves” uses humor to explore the sex 
lives and relationships of the characters. “People laugh 
from start to finish,” Duarte Clark said. “Lately, a lot of po
litical art has been heartbreaking and humorless — but 
(“Real Women Have Curves”) is an expression of the posi
tive human force that can be achieved.”

-Michelle Ortiz Ray

These ladles just saw Benito Santiago catch ono In the cojones.

Ho W a s  R e a l l y  S l o s h e d
fTrout Technocolor Yawns All Over The Video G u yV S h o e s  !

: . lV..- V- ’ * i, _________

“in p u ts  that 
carpera everywhere 
short of up his butt.”

My hurhble apologizes go out, Video 
Crumpets, to all of you for being absent 
from Intermission last week, but, well, 
tough. You see. Trout turned 21.

Being a good, moral upstanding mem
ber of the community, liquor had never 
touched his lips, especially beer, really 
great beer, like Keystone. This Saturday, 
Trout rushed home from the probation 
office and was ready to do some boozing 
and shmoozing, and a little pleasing and 
teasing.

The night was a blur of Trout, drinking 
everything that was put before him. Mar
malade cocktails, horseradish Schnapps. 
At one point, we stopped for gas and Tr
out said he’d pump me up my butt. Know
ing Trout for his butt sitting-on capabili
ties, I thought I smelled something fishy 
but 1 said OK. When the pupip read 26 
gallons, I started to get suspidous, seeing 
as the Plymouth Sport Fury only has a 25 
gallon tank. When l got out of the car to 
see what this silliness was all about, I 
found Trout drinking straight from the 
pump, or “the tap” as he referred to it.

So, to turn a long story into a story that 
is much more shorter, wc get home at ar
ound 2 p.m. Trout’s t fomach is hanging 
out of his mouth. He took a spill in a bar 
and ripped off 48 percent of his face and 
he is having a great time. Later that morn
ing, he would fall into a stove and acci
dentally tear out his spine. That, he didn’t 
like too much.

The next day, he wasn’t in his bed. Af-

i > "'l • S. ¿ r t
ter 10 minutes of searching, I found him, 
clihifylly dead, hiding irfthe Bctamax. To 
quote, his sentiment af the time, “Some
times I feelgood, sometimes I don’t fed so 

; good. Right now, I don’t  feel so: good.*
Oh , that slap-happy Trout, what are wc 

; going to do with nim?
By the by, let’s talk about Evil Deed l  
Evil Dead 2 is flat out better than EvU 

Dead 1, which was brilliance.
The entire plot of Evil Dead 1 is die 

first 10 minutes of Evil Dead 2, so dont 
sweat it if you missed Evil Dead 1.

The plot of Evil Dead 2  is simple. We 
spend two hours watching the hero of : 
Evil Dead 1 (He-ro hee-roo 1. the only 
guy to survive a horror movie 2. The 
Video Guy) getting the dickens beat ool 
of him. Ashe (his name) gets so thrashed ; 
and dismantled that Jason, of Friday The 
Thirteenth fame would probably see this. -I 
sit back and go, "Ow.”

Sam Ramai, die beloved director, is 
vety experimental with his cinématogra
phie. He puts that camera everywhere 
short of up his butt. Dirt Cam, Chainsaw 
Cam, Ashe Cam, Demon Cam, Zombie 
Com, Eye Cam, Hand Cam, Cam Qua, 
Cam and Eggs, Cam Sandwich, Catch Me 
If You Cam, Cambodia- I’m telling yo^ 
this guy is groovy.
, _ On The Mondo Movie Beer-o-Meter,! : 

give Evil Dead 2 like, a case or even a : 
bottle of scotch- this is a must see. « 

This is The Video Guy asking, ‘Hast ' 
you trying Alana’s ham sandwiches?*. .J

s ü K
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S C E N E  O N E
A Calendar of Upcoming Events
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In honor of certain candidates in the A.S. 
lun-off elections Intermission is declaring 
this week, Dirty Pool Week. If you can’t 
stake yourself look good, make someone 
else look bad. Yeah, that’s it. We’ve always 
thought that we should elect student leaders 
who obviously flunked the first lesson in 
khidergarden. All we can really say is that 
people like that obviously don’t  listen to 
Jimmy Buffet or like Boat Drinks so we’re 
sot voting for them.

Coming down off of our bully pulpit now, 
Intermission would also like to let you 
know what is going on around town. This is 
ft..

♦Bad Bad Bad Poetry: For an event you 
can really lower yourself down to, try the 
Veiy Third Annual International World’s 
Worst Poetry Contest, otherwise known as 
VTAIWWPC. VTA1WWPC is the scion Of 
bad poetry. We know that someone in the 
UCSB student body has the wrong stuff to 
win this one for the gipper. If interested, 
and we know you are, call (800)443-7778. 
As the Video Guy once said, “Roses are red, 
Violets are purple, Excuse me now, I’ve got 
to burplel”

♦Muslaa: Salsa, It's no t just for breakfast 
anymore! Salsa band Rubaya will play Pub 
night tonight $1 students, $3 civilians. Put 
on your dancing shoes and go shake i t l ... 
Jazz at City College. Friday, that’s tommor- 
row, the Santa Barbara City College Jazz 
Festival kicks off with a  performance by the 
Billy Mitchell Jazz group at the Garvin The
ater at 8pm. Reserved seating is $10 at the 
Garvin Box office, 965-5935.... Opera - just 
foryou. The UCSB Opera Theatre will pre
sent Three One-Act Operas Friday and Sa
turday at 8pm and Sunday at 2pm. Tickets 
are $5 for students and $8 for mere mortals. 
... Last but not least, An Evening of North 
Indian Classical Music will be performed 
Friday May 3 at 8pm at the Center Stage 
Theater in the Paseo Dinero shopping cen-

ter. Call 893-3230 for info.
♦Teatro; El Teatro de la Esperanza has 

sold out thé Tuesday, May 7 performance of 
Real Women Have Curves. However, tick
ets are available for the Powerhouse of Chi- 
cano Culture Night at La Casa de la Rasa at 
which they will be performing on Monday 
May 6. Call 965-8581 for the facts.

♦Dalai Lama ra-broadcast: for those of 
you who either couldn’t be there or were 
there and couldn’t hear because of the 
sound problems, Arts and Lectures is 
sponsoring a re-broadcast of his April 7 lec
ture this Monday, May 6 at 8pm on Cable 
Channel 21. Hopefully the sound will be 
functioning this time.

♦M ovies are Groovy:Time stands StiH is 
the story of rebellion and adolescence in 
Budapest (that’s Budda-Pesht to you). It 
will play in Campbell Hall Sunday at 8pm. 
Tickets are $5 general and $3 for people 
with reg. cards. Another groovy film play
ing on campus is A Handmaids Tale, not A 
Handmaids Tail as you may have thought, 
will be shown tonight at 8pm in Campbell 
Hall.

♦Artsy Fartsy Smartsy: the Ballpeen 
Hammer Boys survived and in fact pros
pered due the the controversy surrounding 
their showing of Nude Las Vegas. This Sa
turday at 8pm in Campbell hall they will be 
putting on a performance art “Mega-Event” 
called “Huge.” If hype and hyperbole count 
for anything this could be something to see. 
The press release lists Kathy Ireland, Mi
chael Douglas, Bo Derek and all sorts of gla
mor ninjas as “Invited to attend,” so we at 
Intermission feel obligated to one-up them 
by reminding the public that we invited 
Charles Bukowski, Hunter S. Thompson, 
Annie Liebowitz and your mamma to con
tribute to this week’s issue. We’re sure 
they’re just having problems with their fax 
machines and the stories will soon come 
rolling in...
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1 Month CLUB TAN ; ,
Unlimited
Tanning for
Only $49

coupon expiree:5/14/91 968-3384 6S76 Trigo Rd., Isla Vista
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by Nôd Rorem
with abietto by Gertrude Stein 
rocken, rote playing m a .Z ^aaam eo t Actional murder plots.
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M a y  3 &  4,-p  ip .is u .M a y  5,2  p .m .
p S i t t e ' l ^ i Ä i a n t t  C o n c e r t  . H a l l  ' j
,4 ^¡|Qen^ral j$5/UC§8  Students » Tickets |

at the Arts ^Lectures Box Qffice, 893-3535

HEY UCSB!
KTVD 99.9 M B  ORCHID BOWL PRESENT

ROCK
B # IV U

EVERY
THURSDAY

MIGHT
9 :30  - M IDM IGHT

•  A ll y o u  c*m5 B o w l f o r  $ 1 0 /p e rso n
•  KTVD D l p la y s  ro c k  v id ^ >
•  P r iz e s  fro m

Celata 
late Vieta

•  99<  B o o r
• Domloo's Pizza Specials

ORCH/DBOWL^
STO Caite Real* U tenti at Fahvtewia Batata *967-0129

Valerie Hannah Weisberg is a local writer and poet. 
She w as born and educated in England, then she came 
to the U.S. and received an M.A. in English at UCLA. 
Her m ost recent published novel is called Sewage.
The follow ing is a poem from her collection, In Nuclear 
Time.

Demolition

Flying over boarded houses 
pigeons hover leaving their 
grey crust m asses 

on the window sills o f 
eyeless skulls

Alone a t dawn.
I retrace familiar steps on 
pebbled tarred strerets 
on which I had run and 
fallen as a  child

Where were the smells and cries now
or the blowing curtain
or Jimmy’s  ball
hurtling unrelentlessly into
the Grocer’s  window pane?

A scuttling rat crosses my path  
a forgotten stray stirs 
then slinks
beyond a broken w all

The iron railings,
grass,
glass and
all my neighbors are 
gone now.

Bulldozers crushed them 
cranes scooped them 
over demolished Jlats through 
billowing powder clouds

Then the last pigeon flew  away.

Psycho: he's nuts!
Continued from p.lA

are all female has raised an outcry— (Obviously Mr. Ellis 
missed his seminar on social sensitivity at the local school 
of “If you don’t have anything nice to say, don’t say any
thing at all.”)
. As q result, despite laying out a cool $300,000 advance 
to Ellis and allegedly reading his manuscript, publishing 
giant Simon Sc Schuster backed out pi publishing the 
novel after receiving heated criticism in both Time and 
Spy magazines. Thankfully, Vintage Contemporaries, a 
subsidiary of Random House, immediately picked up the 
project.

Following the book’s release, socially righteous groups 
such as the National Organization forWomen rallied to 
boycott the book, calling it "The most misogynistic com
munication we’ve ever come across.” Others, such as Peg 
Yorkin, a board member for the California chapter of the 
American Civil Liberties Union, said, ‘T he book does 
transcend the boundaries of what is acceptable in main
stream publishing,” adding that “if this is acceptable, what 
is the next step?”

The book-critics elite, salivating at the site of a literary 
bloodletting, have also becorite ensconced in the frothing 
attack. The Washington Post’s Jonathan Yardley called 
Psycho “exploitive, sensationalistic junk,” and Roger 
Rosenblatt of the New York Times (Don’t even try to get 
on our high horse) Book Review blankly dubbed it “obvi
ous rot,” posing the question, "Standards anyone?,” lof
tily at the end of his article.

Standards? Acceptable Mainstream Publishing? Aside 
from die rare Updike or Morrison, U.S. publishers seem to 
have no conception of value other than the dirty green 
one, pushing pointless trash-fiction like Dannielle Steel, 
Jackie Collins and Sidney Sheldon. The spinelessness of 
the S&S chiefs, foiling to support a project which is clearly 
more meaningful than most of what they are currently of
fering, is almost more horrifying than Bateman's emotion
less, materialism.

Yes, Psycho is grotesque to the point of absurdity. Yes, 
it is misogynistic with a big M, and, yes, it is not the most 
well-written of novels.

However, despite its clinically graphic murders and

continuous cataloging of Armani suits, eelskin briefcases 
and high-tech stereo systems, it is almost impossible to put 
down. Beyond his blatant depiction of materialism gone 
awry, Ellis orchestrates a brilliantly subtle and deeply af
fecting critique of the largely meaningless decade of the 
1980s.

After surveying the mutilated body of one of his victims 
— whose arm he has removed to bludgeon her head — 
Bateman launches into a repeated ritual of casually criti
quing one of his favorite ’80s pop singqrs — in this case, 
Whitney Houston. Along with chapter titles such as “Kill
ing Child at Zoo”, "Facial,” ‘Tries to Cook and Eat Girl” 
and “Taking an Uzi to the Gym,” this novel is clearly not 
attempting to be read at face value. It is utterly absurd and 
at the same time chilling, and that is its point.

“Ellis proves to us that we identify 
with perhaps the most absurd, 
amoral, utterly unredeeming 
character ever created.”

Despite a monotone narrative, we read it eagerly— and 
not simply because of the gruesome murders, which don’t 
start happening until 160 pages into the book. We read be
cause of our own greed and fascination with the pure 
materialistic psychopath within all of us —• in our society 
— and that is this book’s accomplishment Ellis proves to 
us that we identify with perhaps the most absurd, amoral, 
utterly unredeeming character ever created.

Being'sensitive to all readers or the meaningless con
cept of "standards” is contrary to serious literature, which 
Psycho clearly is. For those who are able to look beyond 
their intellectual, emotional shackles, Ellis delivers a very 
worthy, almost allegorical case study of a morally vacuous 
character in an equally hollow setting— apparently a real
ity people like Rosenblatt would rather live with than read 
about.

— Dylan Callaghan

6545  P a r d a l l  K d ., 
I s la  V is ta ,  C A
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W1 TV SHOW IS 
A0OJT TO START.
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Intermission- Not All Fun & Games

G & R Are Dead
Not Guns & Roses- 
This Is Much Worse

A
m m

CRITICS PASS 
fo r  r  

. Pat) Whalen ( ) T]i k i i
The best thing to be said for Rosencrantz and Gull- 

ienttem Are Dead, the movie, is that it makes you work a 
lot harder than the play ever seemed to. This must mean 
one of two things: 1) Tom Stoppard is a lot smarter than 
was previously suspected, or 2) Tom Stoppard is a remark
ably bad movie director.

Indeed, watching Rosencrantz and Gulldenstern Are 
Dead is a remarkably horrible moviegoing experience. 
Stoppard, author of the seminal 1967 play of the same 
name, makes his directorial debut with the movie, and 
thus he must be held directly responsible for the miser
ableness of this big-screen translation.

1 dare say I would even go so far as to suggest that Stop
pard, who, from all the photos I’ve seen oThim, seems to 
embody the word “affable," should perhaps, in the future, 
be denied money with which to make movies.

I can make no excuses for a movie this poorly accom
plished. It truly is a dreadful little piece of film that leaves 
one exhausted at the conclusion and with a headfull of 
shadowy ideas about what was meant. It needn’t have 
been this complicated.

The title, of course, refers to the gullible pair of nincom
poops from Hamlet who are outfoxed by the tragic hero 
and then, like everybody else in that play, killed. They are 
compassless fools-for-hire whose amiable flaw is their fai
lure to see the hirsute forbidding forest for the tan and 
pretty trees. For this alone we may rightly vindicate the 
dark prince for their deaths,

Keep in mind, however, that Ros and G ull..., the play 
and the movie, has very little to do with “Hamlet” at all, 
other than the fact that both are stories. Instead, the movie 
is about fate and chance and the futility of trying to inter
pret such an uninterpretable world, a world where things 
fust don’t add up— even though the evidence is right there 
infront of your face, if you’d just open your eyes. Thing is,

PAID POLITICA!. ADVERTISEMENT 

PAO POLITICAL ADVERTISEMENT

PAD POLITICAL ADVERTISEMENT 

PAD POLITICAL ADVERTISEMENT

they’re already open.
All of these ideas, of course, exist only in the mind, only 

in the stories we. choose to acknowledge. Essentially 
they’re word games, or as Guildenstem observes: “Words. 
Words: they’re all we have to go on.” Right. This kind of 
thing is funny but sad and, in a way different from Hamlet, 
tragic. In this, Stoppard’s play wins,

Stoppard’s movie, meanwhile, is just plain tragic. It is a 
dead piece of celluloid, an example of a wanna-be art flick 
undone by its own artsiness, or lack thereof Its art is half- 
assed , not knowing whether it wants to embrace the ambi
guity of the story or dance in the potentially cheapening 
arena of crossover pop-culture sensibilities. It fails in both 
respects. It’s often pretentious, claustrophobic and un
clear where clarity would seem to be simply achieved and

“I can make no excuses 
for a movie this poorly 
accomplished.”

beneficial to the movie’s point. The lighting is also poor 
and very annoying. But what does that say? Is it inten- 

. tional, telling us something about our perceptions? 
Maybe. It’s also just bad lighting.

The fine actors Gary Oldman and Tim Roth fRos and 
Guil) and Richard Dreyfuss (a traveling tragedian) give 
fine, if murky and uncompelling, performances. But Stop
pard’s dreary handling of his own material makes you 
plain tired. Go see Rosencrantz and Gulldenstern Are 
Dead (now showing at the Victoria Street Theatre) if you 
want your brain to be regrettably limp afterwards.

.  p a t W halen

THEGRIFTERSi
SAT., MAY 4 

8-10:30 pm 
IV Theater $3.50 

Sponsored by 
Comm Career 
Association 
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The UCSB Dcpartmcnl of Music presets

An Eveniig of North 
M m  Classical Mask
with guest artist 
Ramesh Kumar, tabla 
Scott Marcus, sitar 
& UCSB's Indian Ensemble
Friday, May 3 ,8  p.m. 
Center Stage Theater
$530tGeneral Tickets- Center 
Stage Box Office, 963-0408

Burrito: the king?
Continued from p.lA
A good investigative re

porter would first interview 
all the parties concerned to 
get to the bottom of this dra
matic development My first 
move was to see if I could 
get some free food from the 
dueling restaurants. No 
point in continuing this 
piece if I couldn’t get some 
comida gratis, I figured. 
But it was actually a lot ea
sier than I had anticipated,! 
just dropped the name of 
this newspaper, and wham!, 
1 was in burrito heaven. Re
member, all you have to do 
is mention the Nexus and 
have a couple, of tough in-, 
terview questions ready and 
you could probably have a 
Mexican feast of your own.

Both restaurants sell a 
good burrito, but Tacos 
Acapulco should be noted 
for its cheaper prices. A 
“Monster” burrito at Free- 
bird’s sells for $3.95; a com
parably sized one at Tacos 
Acapulco goes for $3.06. 
And they don’t sacrifice 
quality ... at least it doesn’t 
taste like they sacrifice qual
ity. Freebird’s has the better 
rice, Tacos Acapulco gives 
the tastier beans. But it 
comes down to meat and

cheese. With 15 kinds of 
burritos to offer, Tacos Aca
pulco has the meat part 
down in about five. Free
bird’s beef and chicken is 
tasty, and the “Monster" 
comes with cheese, a glaring 
omission from the Tacos 
Acapulco burritos.

After taking a few days off 
to ' recover from my self- 
inflicted bean barrage, I 
contacted Albert Hernan
dez, proprietor of Tacos 
Acapulco. He’s the guy who 
signed his name under his 
re s ta u ra n t’s p ro m in e n tly  
displayed Pledge of Alle
giance to Fresh Ingredients, 
no lard and locally grown 

' avocados. When I asked 
him about the burrito com
petition in Isla Vista, he re
plied, “What competition?” 
It seems that a little success 
in the Mexican food indus- 
tiy can quickly go to one’s 
head.

My last hope was with the 
Freebird’s people, and I 
tried contacting El Free
bird’s himself. I left a couple 
of messages at El’s office, 
and got a phone call back 
when I was out of my office. 
Their message to me read 
simply “No Comment.” I 
hadn’t even asked a ques-

tion yet, and they had no 
commentt Next to charging 
money for food when the 
mere mention of your re
staurant will provide tons of 
tree publicity, I couldn’t 
think of a bigger insult to an 
investigative reporter ... or 
to me.

I was at à crossroads. This 
assignment was going no
where and all I had to show 
for it was guacamole stains 
on my shirt with the "Hey, 
Vem” guy on it. I ( had 
learned a couple of thiiigs of 
the Biirrito Wars: bot^i re
staurants claim to have the 
best burritos and claim to be 
doing the most business, the 
other Mexican food estab
lishments in Isla Vista will 
be upset because I’m i not 
talking about them, and, fi
nally,1-V. is big enough for 
two Burrito Kings.

With the food feud be
hind me, I’m now looking 
for my next investigative 
piece. I can’t stop wonder
ing why Tacos Acapulco 
would open its doors on the 
anniversary of JFK’s assassi
nation. Is there some con
nection? What about that 
A lbert H e rn an d ez -L ee  
Harvey Oswald conspiracy 
theory? Did JFK like burri
tos? This is going to require 
much more energy than 1 
thought. — Brian Banks
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They Are  Most Honorable
- Honors Art Studio Majors Show Us About Life Via Art Noir

J|

think that a lot of work is 'angry* -I just wanted 
to'make it excessively angry.... Doing happy stuff is 
to be ignoring the more important things.”

Todd Francis
/

Happy art was cartoons when we were children. It 
makes you feel warm and good inside.

It is very complicated to do, happy art. I don’t 
agree with Todd. Happy art can embrace you with 
feelings lost in cynical society. It can, sometimes, 
when your senses revel in it, sneak up behind you 
with an important lesson.

None of die happy art does that at the UCSB Art 
Studio Honor Exhibition, now displayed at the Col
lege of Creative Studies Gallery.

The six artists, Brenda Dodson, Art Domantay, 
Todd Francis, Carol Goehausen, Drew Martin and 
Dawn Vagts display their talents in a barrage of diffe
rent mediums, ranging from mixed media to oil on 
canvas. As well-crafted as all the works are, those 
that try to express joy and revelation and tranquility 
don’t shine as much.

Brenda Dodson had a sad manner about her. It 
was that kind of sadness that one feels when one

gives too small clothes away to The Salvation Army,. 
Favorite jeans and shoes worn on a first date.

'Those shoes always hurt my fe e t ... but I loved 
those shoes.” she said, as she looked at a pair of high 
heels she had incorporated into her piece, 
“Transcendence.”

The first part of the work is a big brown dress, or 
“dress apron." Brenda equates it to the labors of 
motherhood. She pokes at the bottom and sighs, 
“It's a bag, which is now empty.

“It’s about hard work and responsibility. You take 
on a role as mother- even when you take it on volun
tarily, you find it confining. You can’t get out by 
yourself.”

The second part of the piece, the transcending 
part, is an escape from this, which might be consid
ered “happy” but not quite.

It is not difficult to see the sarcasm in Art Doman- 
tay’s “31 Flavors of Hell.” All of Art’s works are laced 
with this wit. His interactive piece, “Can You Let 
Go?” allows you, the layman to take part and com
mit crime, by shredding legal U.S. tender in a paper 
shredder, much like the one used by Ollie North.

It is not easy to  grasp the goal of Drew Martin’s

“Typar.” It is a typewriter rigged to piano strings, so 
that when typed, it plays music. Is it a commentary 
on the harmony or the cacophony of the written 
word, or is it a neat invention? Most likely, the for
mer.

Dawn Vagts paintings, such as “Tel Aviv,” are ex
cellent abstracts, but they really don’t call out. Carol 
Goehausen’s 'The Lagoon” is well-crafted, but it 
too doesn't really kick. They really don’t pack much 
of a punch.

“Love It Or Leave It” is one of two works done by 
Todd Francis at the show. It is a two-part series, 
scraping at foe American Way, and foe men whose 
erections fuel i t

"Masculinity rules. It is king. It is doing a bad job 
taking care of eveiything else. It is men that make all 
the decisions and it is men that execute them. And 
this, to me, causes a lot of problems.”

It is not difficult to feel the power in the charcoal 
sketches.

The show goes through May 11.

— Denis Faye

Francis's “Love It or Leave It.”Shreds from Art Domantay's “Can You Let Go?”
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Geeeeez, Why Am I Doing This?

C O L L E G E

Violent Femmes
Slash/Reprise Records

Sitting in The Pub, talking to Marc Brown about stuff.
The new Violent Femmes, Why Do Birds Sing?
Marc Brown says, “How can you ever make an album 

again when your first album was, like, God?”
This is very true. Few things in life are greater than 

watching a group of drunk athletes in a circle, singing 
“Blister In The Sun.” Little do they know that they are 
singing praise to the gloiy of masturbation.

Wandering home, drunk. This is a good time to listen 
to die new album, the guys performing it were probably 
drunk as well.

Ids good. Real good. It is the same acoustic guitar and 
whiny voice ihat you have to get used to — but they tiy 
some new stuff. A lot of strange ’50s and ’60s and even 
’80s influences— not the funk and psychedelic that is so 
hip now, but other stuff. Do-wop, fandango, a cover of 
Culture Club’s “Do You Really Want To Hurt Me.”

— Denis Faye

m
13 Engines
SBK Records

J t  says something about someone’s lack of creativity, 
and I’m not sure if it’s mine or their’s, that almost every 
time I listen to some new band’s album that the record 
companies have sent us I say, “Gee, this sounds just like

Everyone has their influences, and a lot of people say 
that everything that can be done with rock music has 
been done, but somehow I think that is just a lame excuse 
by people who can’t do anything new or exciting. Any
way, I digress. The new album by 13 Engines is a perfectly 
unoffensive collection of 13 (gee, witty) songs. It is com
petently performed and recorded. Oh yeah, it sounds an 
awful lot like the Kinks so maybe you should just wait 
and buy theii; album when it comes out.

— Andrew Rice

Popinjays
SBK Records

If you ask my pal D-Rod, he’ll tell you that the Popin
jays go good with macaroni. But he can’t even remember 
the name of this alternative group.

“The PopinGo-Gos? R.E.M.jays?” he would stam
mer. “Ahhnh, Buddy Holly.”

D-Rod was actually never far off — eclecticism runs 
rampant here. The musical talent of the Popinjays owes 
more than a  pound of flesh to the Go-Gos, who are 
surely the inspiration for the vocals and cliche chord 
progressions.

Acoustic guitar strumming is definitely R.E.M.-ish.
With Buddy Holly, D-Rod meant to insinuate that 

what is alternative to the Popinjays now was mainstream 
in die late ’50s. If you listen hard enough, you can hear 
“Peggy Sue” in each of the tracks of this CD-5.

Critical analysis aside, take the Popinjays to the beach 
— it’s great let-your-hair-down, smile-a-lot and get-a-tan 
music.

Don’t forget your 1950s-style 3-D glasses— the cover 
looks like it’s  cornin’ right at ya. Go figure.

— Jason Stover

Xymox ,
Mercury

There are certain bands out there that are just there. 
You know the type — the kind of band who’s music is 
never really exciting or, for that matter, even interesting 
The land of band that breaks up & nobody really cares. 
Xymox is one of those bands ana their new release Phoe
nix is a good example of just how unexciting their music 
can be. Proof: this review was supposed to be in last 
week’s intermission', did you notice? No, neither did I.

In die past, Xymox had some juice. What little they 
had, however, got sucked diy when they started to make 
every song sound like alLtheir other songs. On Phoenix, 
it’s no different. I listened to this record several times and 
I couldn’t even tell you what the songs sound
jj“  T w r t W U

-Trnmg^,Which is so silly, Patti Smith should sue for libel. 
Hey, I tried to like this record, I really did. But iw  ~ n _ .

»— * » » s s  s s .  »coni.
you really want it though, come by KCSB tk hit my man 
Marc Brown up for a copy. I’m sure he’ll be glad to get 
some off of his hands.

- P.EA.CE

0 © 0 © © © © © © 0 © © © © 0 © 0 ©

Lots o f UCSB Students made the long 
trip  to  Vegas to  see the Dead and 
Santana. Like they say, " It ’s  a ll fun 
and gam es ’till som eone's eye gets 
poked o u t," and am azingly no one 's 
did DAVID ROSBN/Daiy Nm

mm
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by Doug 
Arellanes

After all the A.S. Elections 
hype, Lil’ Virgil finally gets 
to curl up with his new 
Kitten Natividad VR 
cartridge... ____

Dy-no-m'rte!

Ten
seconds
in,
however, 
he §ees a 
vision...

L il' Virgil, m y career a s a  
hack politician m ay be over, 
but I still have excellent 
taste In m usic. H ere, take 
this album  and study it 
carefully. It w ill bring you  
m uch jo y  and inner peace. I 
m ust go  and do perform ance  
a rt now.

Wow, I'd 
better lay 
off of that 
Jägermeister 
for a while. 
Phew!

The new Fishbone 
record!?! That Marc 
Brown, he may not 
be our president, but 
he’s  O .K .!

Suddenly, Fred barges I n -W f  No! Don’t
l à  Say Iti

That’s pretty good analysis, Fred, but what 
I'm  into right now is the virtual reality o f my 
surroundings, if you know what I m ean. Now 
gittoutta here while I get back to that Kitten 

ilat'ividad cartridge, will ya?!? 
t te s u . . . .  i - ! „a r r

m

... a big fan of their new album , The 
Reality o f My Surroundings. In fact, I 
think it’s their best yet, managing to 
mix their partying-est side with their 
conscious side. They show a lot of 
maturity here, m usically and lyrically. 
Plus, I love Sunless Saturday, the 
first single.

Pornography in a ll its 
form s degrades all o f us, 
UP Virgil. Vbu should go  
and do something 
constructive with your 
time. Like me.

«IBiìC

P I
\

You know, Lil’ Virgil, 
Fishbone is a lot like 
L.A .; sprawling, funky, 
jittery, seemingly slick or 
the surface but sincere 
underneath. Mike that 
And I 
like L A , 
for what 
that’s 
worth.

ITTO
UT Virgil gets a 
Digital Audio 
Tape machine!

■ B__________

Various Artists
Scotti Bros. Records

Acid jazz. What is it? Where did it come from? And like Run says, “What’s it all about?”
Acid jazz is a musical movement that originated in Britain roughly three years ago. In its purest form, acid jazz can be 

escribed as jazz house music, with trancv. th u m D in ’ ass beats ineomnmteH with vnrinnc pipmnntc nf imviom u**
I  •»  i  g .9  1_  f t  •  • •  • •  %»»■ v v  j v w i  «* H g v ,  1 1 1  I S O  J / U I  V B i  i V I  I I I ,  B V 1 U  KMÆtiit L i l l i  U V

described as jazz house music, with trancy, thumpin’ ass beats incorporated with various elements of modem jazz 
(horns, guitars, flutes, etc.). Essentially, it's dance music where the majority of the instrumentation is organic rather 
than electronic. Tms stuff is the closest thing to what recr/souj music is that I’ve heard in a veiy, very long time. If you’re 
familiar with tng Erïmr-Névr Heavies,"acid jazz’s claim to feme, you know of the wisdom '¿¡¿’Kjn: to vou

Well, finally, acid jazz has reached the shores of the U.S. with A d i  Jazz -  Collection One, the first domestic acid 
jazz compilation release. ’

I know, I know YCU’ïê probably asking, “Cut the crap G, is the record funky?” My reply is: is Seven-Up? This re- 
jrd isn't great, but the majority of the artists on the compilation do deliver ‘nuff funk for anyone to jack their bodies

From the soul ii soul-inspired “From the Ghetto” by Dread Flimstone(who will be performing live at Extravaganza) 
tp the serious science dropping of “Lesson One,” through what is easily the records’ dopest seminar, "Accept it Like 
This,” and finally ending with the Apostles’ jazzy, yet funky instrumental version of Marvin Gaye's "Mercy Mercy Me ” 
one can see that acid jazz is a rich and diverse style of music that, within a short time, can potentially be the precursor to 
a new soul music movement. Hopefully, it can pump some vitality into a genre that has lost its sense of direction and 
purpose in the last 10 years.
— P.E.A.C.E.



ICÂL ART: ART STUDIO PUTTING OUT THE GOOD STUFF fl :;i>Î¥p:s
i ü

Ahhh! Look at me! I’m a killer burrito from hell! I'm gonna go to UCSB, eat 
The Daily Nexus news staff, and than relax at Roma with a copy of ...

Ü r t s  &  E n t e r t a i n m e n t  Section Of The Daily Nexus ^ “iiiiiiS?"

For The Week of 
May 2
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