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I am ordinarily a patient 
reader. Most stories deve
lop with a predictable po
tency; there are good 
places to stop and start, re
flective passages that al
low for thought, food, 
drink and rest. Especially 
if there isn’t going to be a 
test on it at 8 a.m. Espe
cially if you have buckets 
of other work to do, as I 
do. Are you a patient 
reader? Beware of this 
book.

I did not get to sleep last 
night

U nderstand  T h is , 
Jervey Tervalon’s first 
novel, is not an action- 
crammed Jurassic Park or 
h y p e r-ro m a n tic  The  
Bridges o f M adison  
County. It is compelling 
because its characters are 
so realistic and interesting 
... these are people all of us 
know, or want to know, 
living in a difficult situa
tion  w ith reasonable 
hopes and dreams.

I’m not just saying this 
because Jervey is a member 
of our campus community 
— he is a 1980 graduate of 
the CCS Literature prog
ram , w here he now  
teaches writing — but be
cause this really is a terrific 
book.

I spoke with Jervey yes
terday to get his thoughts 
about the book, and found 
him victim to a different 
kind of sleeplessness, the 
kind that accompanies 
any book release:

Artsweek: It sounds 
like they've got you run
ning around a lot right 
now.

Jervey Tervalon: Well, 
you know, if you don’t get 
this opportunity it means 
they’re not going to sell 
your book ... you have to 
do everything you can to 
support your novel, other
wise it won’t find an 
audience.

AW: How long did it 
take you to write Under
stand This?

T erv a lo n : S ix teen  
months. I wrote an origi
nal draft when I was teach
ing high school, but it was 
so bad that I never referred 
to it again. I wrote the sec
ond draft from memory, 
and it came out very diffe

rent from what I’d origi
nally written.

AW: The character of 
Michaels in the book 
seems like he might be ...

T e r v a lo n :  A u to 
biographical?

AW: Yeah.
Tervalon: He has some 

strong autobiographical 
elements, (laughs) He’s 
not me, but we’re kind of 
like spiritual brothers.

AW: How did the book 
start? Did it evolve from a 
series of short stories, or 
did you see it as a novel to 
begin with?

Tervalon: Yeah, I knew 
it was going to be a novel, 
but when I started I didn’t 
know exactly what I was 
going to do. After the first 
chapter I had a pretty good 
idea how it was structured, 
where it was going to end 
up, and the kind of voice I 
wanted to use.

AW: You told me once 
that Faulkner was one of 
your major influences ... 
the shifting narrative 
style of Understand This is 
similar to what Faulkner 
does in As I Lay Dying. 
But other than Faulkner, 
what writers have in
fluenced you?

Tervalon: I really liked 
when I was in D.H. La
wrence class with Marvin 
Mudrick. I was also in
fluenced by Ralph Elli
son’s Invisible Man. And 
there were a lot of science 
fiction writers... the inner 
city is kind of like science 
fiction in some ways.

I liked the immediacy of 
Hemingway. And, I think 
that if I had read her when 
I was younger, I would 
have been influenced by 
Toni Morrison. In hind
sight, I kind ofwish I were.

AW: One of the things I 
really liked about the 
book was how success
fully you incorporate 
drama into the lives of the 
characters instead of the 
other way around. Does 
that make sense? It seems 
the drama is secondary to 
the characterization.

Tervalon: Yeah, they 
call that a character- 
driven novel. ... It’s very 
different from screenplays, 
where plot is what they’re 
looking for.

AW: Yeah, I was think
ing about that, actually 
— and I’m no expert on 
this by any stretch of the 
imagination — but it 
seems like the media — 
through, for example, 
movies like Boyz in the 
Hood or Grand Canyon— 
that the drama of South 
Central has been played 
up so much that it’s easy 
to ignore the characters.

Tervalon: Yeah ...
AW: ... but that there 

haven’t been a lot of aste- 
reotypical characters, at 
least in the things that 
I’ve seen. ... I think the 
characters in Understand 
This completely defy that

Tervalon: I agree with 
you that there are often 
stereotypes. But it’s not 
absolute, you know. In 
music you have characters 
like De La Soul, when they 
started out writing songs 
about being gardeners or 
whatever ... and that was 
unusual. It shocked peo
ple that they weren’t talk
ing about murders and 
drugs.... I try to show that 
people who live in the in
ner city are like evetybody, 
even though there are hor
rible things that happen, 
frequently.

AW: Yeah. The situa
tion doesn’t seem arty less 
scary, but it does seem 
more three-dimensional 
I think that is probably 
what you intended, and it 
is helped by the way the 
reader’s point of view 
shifts from character to 
character throughout the 
book.

Tervalon: You know, 
I’m glad you read the 
book. I’ve been inter
viewed by people who ha
ven’t read the book ...

Jervey T ervalon is host 
for the CCS Literature 
Symposium, which meets 
every Thursday at 4 p.m. in 
Building 494, Room 136. 
Anyone interested is wel
come to attend.

There will be a book
signing with Jervey today, 
Feb. 10, at 5:30 p.m. after 
the literature symposium 
in Building 494, Room 
136.

—Evan Machlan

A book review of Understand This and an 
interview with the author, Jervey Tervalon.

Jervey  T e rv a lo n ’s 
Understand This is an in- 
depth and provocatively 
shocking look at the vio
lent reality of love, birth, 
life and death in the dis
jo in ted  and despair- 
ridden world of inner-city 
America.

Set in South Central 
Los Angeles, Understand 
This is a compelling and 
beautifully composed ex
posé of the clandestine in
ner voices that struggle 
and fight to grasp a semb
lance of hope amidst the 
depraved and seemingly 
endless tragedy of inner- 
city life. The serenely caco
phonous voices of a 
chorus of narrators collide 
and mesh in Tervalon’s 
first novel, to herald in li
tany a powerfully sublime 
testament to the despera
tion and insanity of a soci
ety on a collision course 
with itself and the world.

Unsettling in its volup
tuous directness, Under
stand This pushes the 
maxim that ’access is not 
necessarily understand
ing’ to its very edge. Terva
lon gets inside his charac
ters and conveys the truth 
of their voices with an 
elegant simplicity that 
opens for the reader a 
world too often seen only 
in the light of its most re
cent tragedy, spelled out 
flat and senselessly on the 
pages of the Metro section. 
Through the kaleidos
copic yet clearly defined 
use of multiple narrators, 
Tervalon shows us a baf
fling world of cause and ef
fect, soaked to the bone in 
desperate reason.

Invag inated  in an 
Americanized shell of 
Kafkaesque complexity, 
walled inon eveiysidebya 
legacy of violence, terror 
and self-oppression, the 
characters of Understand 
This are tom from the pos
sibility of escape with ev
ery step they take toward 
i t  We are brought into a 
world where sex and vio
lence and drugs collide 
and explode time and time 
again with the exhaustive 
and disseminating search 
for self-definition, with the 
all-consuming and unten
able need for a moment’s

respite amid the insur
mountable sickness of the 
real.

Tervalon has accom
plished a work of majestic 
proportions and inalien
able force. As an author, 
he has escaped just for 
enough to look back with 
a lush clarity and expose 
the vainglorious stupidity 
and heart-rending human
ity of a materialist, escapist 
culture bent on self- 
destruction. Tervalon’s 
finely tuned artistic sym
pathy has allowed him to 
transcend, in a sense, this 
cycle of senseless misery 
and elucidate the depths 
of a deadly serious, 
immediacy-driven search 
for love and identity in a 
world coming apart at the 
seams, while still held 
together by the thinnest 
and m ost delicate of 
threads.

His story is strong and 
rich , vivid and real. 
Understand This is a post
modern masterpiece that 
has cut up the pat image of 
inner-city life offered by 
politicians and the mass 
media, recombined and 
juxtaposed to create a lu
cid whole that is more 
than the sum total of its 
parts. It does this while 
gently reminding us that it 
is the life of the parts them

selves that shape and de
fine so much of the whole.

As the front pages of to
day’s newspapers speak of 
the atrocities of a faraway 
Balkan^ war, Tervalon 
takes us into a graphically 
realized Balkanization of 
America and into the over
grown ruins of our own 
backyard. Through his in
sight and honesty, Terva- 
lon’s grippingly real por
trayal of the lives o f his 
South Central characters 
forces us to ask why, and 
even more boldly how this 
could be. In the midst of 
the shattered and direc
tionless frenzy of urban 
American life, as the world 
cries for justice and liberty 
for places far away, we see 
the brutal chains of mass- 
produced materialist de
sire and the banishment of 
justice itself, for characters 
living in our own home,

charac te rs  driven to 
tragedy by a raw need to 
escape. Male and female 
wage war with each other 
and themselves in a desp
erate attempt to grasp and 
hold on to even the fain
test semblance of an iden
tity which they are brought 
up to believe is somehow 
secretly lodged in the heart 
of the ever-elusive and il-

See BOOK, p.6A
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Make Their Valentine’s Day
E xtra Special!

Put a Valentine's Day 
Greeting In the 

Daily Nexus' Special 
Valentine's Day Issue!
DEADLINE: TODAT!

Come to the Nexus Ad Office under Storke Tower, 
and fill out a greeting - cost: $5 for 1", $7 for 2". 
We are open 8-5. For more info, call 893-3829.

J Valentine Gifts *
y from  A round y
t th e  World! ’  y v
v The Store v
V  University Art Museum T
V  Arts IS05 •  Near the Lagoon V
y  Proceeds benefit the Museum and its programs, y

y y y y y y y y y y y y y

Spike & Mike’s • All New 1994 •

Sick and Twisted
Festival of Animation

15 premieres plus favorites 
Includes the new title holder for 
SICKEST SHORT EVER MADE, / ~ ;
“Uoycfs Lunch Box’

You’ll laugh your guts out at 
the most disgusting and 
sarcastic show we've ever 
presented.
If you don’t hurl, 
you’ll howl
Don’t miss it. v

I 18 AND OVER 0NLY- 
BRING I.D.

2 weekends only at 
The Arlington Theatre 

1317 State Street • 805 / 963-9503
Feb. 1 1 ,1 8 - Friday-7:00PM , 9:30PM, Midnight 

Feb. 12,19 -  Saturday -  7:00PM, 9:30PM, Midnight

T7CKi tA S T ÌE r*

Tickets for the Original Show are $6.50 in advance, $7.00 on the 
night of the show. Advance tickets may be purchased at the box 
office or at all Ticketmaster locations. A service charge may apply. 
To charge by phone ca l (805) 583-8700

In the spring of ’92 ,1 would read about Slumberland 
records on the 4AD mailing list on electronic mail, then 
go do my KJUC show and pull out the label’s 7-!nch sin
gles by die likes of Velocity Girl, the Lüys, the Swiriies, 
Jane Pow, Lorelei, Whorl, and Black Tambourine. Back 
then the net was raving about SpinARTs CD compila
tion, One Last Kiss. The Slumberland pop bands and 
their contemporaries have always been well-suited tor 
compilations, after the 7-inch single, and now there’s a 
new one to take up the reins of One Last Kiss, Pop 
Licks and Keith D’arcy’s compilation cassette, The 
Moderna Wunda Major All-Automatic Convenience 
Centerette. The new element is Something Pretty 
Beautiful, from Brilliant Records in Richmónd, Virginia.

As a matter of fact, Small Factory’s “Hopefully” and 
Tree Port Angst’s “Trampoline” were already on that 
cassette, so I guess this is the big CD debut. Tree Fort 
Angst have a low profile •—-th e  chiming, bouncing 
“Trampoline” is the only Tree Fort Angst I’ve heard 
since the anthemic “You Should’ve Seen the One That 
Got Away,” on One Last Kiss, though they do have 
music out domestically on Velodrome. “Hopefully” by 
Small Factory has the sort of vocal singalong by Alex, 
Dave and Phoebe that made their singles (especially 
“What to Want,” on the Slumberland one) and live 
show so good.

The Small Factory show in San Francisco In late 
June was as an opening act for Fudge, pictured below,

who have two songs on here. On their album, the 
/ ’studio Fudge” plays very sweet, languid laments like 
“girlwish,” songs that are powerful and strangely remi
niscent of durie buggies going over sand dunes in the 
’70s. (Don’t  ask me why.) The live track, “shirts and 
skins,” sounds like the “live Fudge” — they let their 
noisier side go in concert and play some punkicr, bat
tering stuff. Fudge are signed to Caroline — they’re the 
only band with a  “courtesy o f’ message at the bottoift, 
so I guess they’re the biggest name in sight 

Richmond and the surrounding areas have been 
kind of the center of this new thing. Mike Shulman 
has taken Slumberland from Silver Spring, Maryland, 
out to Berkeley, but a good deal of the stuff on the 
ngw comp is from Richmond, and almost all the 
trackabvthe Richmond bands are great 

Schwab '“saccharine glue” has those harmonies down. 
The Tribbles’ “In the Sun” sounds like Slowdive one 
minute and cytnbal waves the next. Twitch Hazel’s 
“nowhere” is a bassline-driven pop sprawl with teeth. 
The Petals sound slightly polished— in a good way, like 
Downy Mildew. (There’s a band of modern-day hippies 
from Milwaukee called the Petals on November Rain 
Records, but this is different)

The rest of the 19 tracks from Virginia, Mississippi 
and elsewhere are equally good. Notably, Black 
Tambourine have re-emerged as The Magpies, and I 
think it’s Mike from Slumberland starting the West 
Coast epoch. Good music...

Brilliant Records is located at P.O. Box 17116, 
Richmond, VA 23226.

Primate Appreciation Day!
Think about taking your prime mate to the Santa 

Barbara Zoo.
Nothing will touch your loved one’s heart more 

than a fun-filled day with over 700 ambassadors 
from the wild. Be sure to pay a visit to our other 
primates: spot-nosed guenons, golden lion tamarins, 
slow lorises, lemurs, gibbons, and monkeys.

Around Valentine’s Day, we’re as wild as Santa 
Barbara gets.

santa barbaia 
zoological gardens

Follow signs from Cabrillo Boulevard exit off U.S. 101. 
For more information, call 962-5339.

W hite Handed G ibbon 
Hylobates lar
Native Habitat: Southeast Asia

Mix a little classical with a splurge of modem, add a 
whole bunch of loose-limbed individuals who can twist 
and mold their bodies into the most dynamic extremes, 
and you produce one of the most exciting dance compa
nies to hit America in a long time.

Composed of around 18 dancers, the Lar Lubivitch 
Dance Company will be hitting Campbell Hall with all of 
the vibrancy composed when the soul is in flight. In such 
pieces as “Four Ragtime Dances” and their new “Waiting 
for the Sunrise,” the dancers move through their reper
toire with playfulness and gay abandon, as well as a seri
ous rebellion that one would only achieve in the world of 
dance.

To celebrate the company’s twenty-fifth anniversaiy, 
three new dances have been added to the tour, each in 
collaboration with other major dance companies. “Wait
ing for the Sunrise,” a collection of pieces danced to Les 
Paul and Maiy Ford recordings from the ’40s and ’50s, 
was first formed with Mikhail Baryshnikov’s “White 
Oak Dance Project,” in which some of his dancers 
worked with the Lubivitch company. The eight songs in 
the collection, some performed by Johnny Puleo and his

Harmonica Gang, are moving pieces with slight touches 
of humor. “The Sabre Dance,” which is included in this 
ensemble, is one wild joke, a definite highlight of the 
evening.

The other two works, “American Gesture” and “Sin
fonía Concertante,” are mainly New York-oriented. The 
first is based around the Pacific Northwest Ballet, and 
the second came into being as a collaboration for the 
25th Mostly Mozart Festival.

One of tiie most entertaining dances in Lubivitch’s 
collection of outstanding works is “Wrong Face” (which, 
I am sad to see, is not in the program sheet). Danced to 
Cole Porter’s tune “It’s All Right With Me,” the dance de
picts the smug, rebellious reaction of a girl against the 
world. Rebecca Rigert dances it with the facial express
ion that we all wish we could give to our detestable jobs, 
boyfriends and past relationships, but don’t. Instead, 
she’s eveiy one of us who does this sort of “devil-may- 
care” dance in the privacy of our own bedroom.

Another face to watch for is Scott Rink. In “Waiting 
for the Sunrise,” he is the sole supporter of the creative 
humor found in “Sabre Dance.” With his chin hiked high 
in the air and his chest puffed out, he could put all other 
high-stepping knee-stutterers out to pasture.

“Miramba” steps away from the more campy dances, 
producing a more poetic line of imagery. At times, some 
of the dancers look like elements of some golden wave, 
dancing in the light. Although this dance is beautiful to 
begin with, the movements become as tedious and as re
petitive as the music. I love a beautiful adagio as well as 
the next person, and after dancing with a ballet company 
for three years, I should know a little of which I speak. 
But even I have to admit that I kept looking at my wrist- 
watch, waiting for this piece to end.

Lubivitch does not emphasize costumes or setting, 
which, due to the harsh economic funding for dance, is 
easy to understand. The dancing really fills up the stage 
regardless, concentrating more on movement than on 
clothing. Actually, in “Waiting for the Sunshine,” where 
the atmosphere is somewhat campy anyway, the thrift- 
store costumes actually add to tiie mood. 
____________________________  —Heather Siple

This week Artsweek will begin identifying 
stories with user-friendly hand-drawn icons. 
This art was created by Illustrations editor 
Matt Ragland.
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SOME MAW
An opera in English is like a bad musical. It’s true. For 

the last two weeks, the UCSB Music Dept, has been put
ting on an English-language version of Mozart’s “The 
Magic Flute” at Lotte Lehmann Concert Hall. While the 
production is well-done musically, the English transla
tion leaves a lot to be desired. In English, “The Magic 
Flute” comes across not as the majestic and fanciful op
era it should be, but as clumsy and awkward. Musically, 
the translation makes little difference—operatic singing 
styles blur the words so much that at times I found myself 
wondering if the singer had instinctively reverted back to 
German or some other language. The translation fails 
not in musical areas, but in dialogue.

Apparently, Andrew Porter, the translator of this pro
duction, chose to directly translate the dialogue from the 
original text. If not, he is quite inept His dialogue is so 
bad, I hope that he has directly translated it and not 
created such horribleness himself Rather than graceful 
and lyrically flowing dialogue, it is choppy and awkward. 
This version should be a handbook on how not to trans
late. Andrew Porter, wherever you are, give Herb Kretz- 
mer a call for a lesson. Last I heard, his translation of 
“Les Miserables” is doing pretty well.

The story of “The Magic Flute” is this: A young prince 
named Tamino falls in love with the picture of Pamina, 
daughter of The Queen of the Night. The Queen informs 
Tamino that her daughter is being held captive by the evil 
Sarastro, and urges him to free her. Tamino agrees and 
sets off, with friend Papageno in tow. But once he finds 
Pamina, he discovers that it is the Queen who is evil, not 
Sarastro. After many trials and sufferings, Tamino and 
Pamina are united, and Papageno is also rewarded with a 
wife. The opera ends with the Queen defeated and the 
heroes victorious. Nothing too complicated.

Unfortunately, the same cannot be said for much of 
this production.

While the sets and scenic design were attractive, one 
could not help but notice several minor but distracting 
mechanical and structural failures stemming from overly 
complicated sets. I was particularly embarrassed by one 
scene in which one of the set doors refused to close. As a 
result, Papageno had to awkwardly close the gate mo
ments before passing through it.

While visually stimulating, the lighting for "The Magic 
Flute” was also distracting. An overuse of patterns in the 
lights created a blurry and confusing effect At some 
points, the lighting was effective, such as its use to create 
the idea of snow-covered mountains in the opening 
scenes, but on the whole, it was overused. The show’s 
costuming was quite interesting, particularly many of the 
ethnic outfits. Tamino’s Slavic look versus the more 
Egyptian look of Sarastro was quite exciting, though I 
could have done without Tamino’s silly-looking hat.

Musically, this show is good. The singers are skilled 
enough and the orchestra is quite competent Mozart’s 
score is exciting and captivating. I never tire of hearing 
Mozart’s music played by a live orchestra — there’s 
something magical about i t  Brett Mutinelli (Pamina) 
and George DeMott-Bovenzi (Tamino) were both very 
good in their respective roles. Mutinelli has a lovely

RESERVED SEATS:
$20 / $16 / $12 Adults & $16 / $12 / $8 Children 

Available a t Arlington Ticket Agency, Lobero Box Office, 
a ll TTCKETMASTER outlets. 

Charge-By-Phone: 963-4408, 963-0761
Sponsored by EXXON; the Lobero Theatre Foundation; 
the Arts Fund; S.B. County Arts Commission; it\JL 2
Children's Creative Project, a program of the W v J
S.B. County Education Office. K A A G Q

“The grandest 
and most resonant 

spectacle you will see 
on any stage today.”

S.F. Examiner

AMERICAN
INDIAN
DANCE
THEATRE

WINTER DANCES
A new suite of Winter Solstice dances

%  S u n . ,  F e b .  1 3  a t  7  p m  

\ A r l i n g t o n  T h e a t r e

voice and was the only singer I didn’t have a problem 
hearing. DeMott-Bovenzi played the heroic Tamino well 
and was the premier male voice in the show. Scott Reed 
as Papageno was the show’s comedic element and he 
sang competently. As the Queen of the Night, Alicia Sol
omon was quite good, but at times I felt she could have 
projected better, as it was difficult to hear her.

On the whole, “The Magic Flute” was an average per
formance, which is to be expected — opera is a compli
cated and difficult medium to master. Still, this univer
sity rarely gets opera, and I had hoped that they would 
make up for quantity with quality. But ’twas not to be. I 
don’t know, maybe it was just bad seats.

—Davin McHenry

Clockwise, Kerry Walsh as "The 
Queen of the Night," assistant 
conductor Edwin Outwater 
and conductor Heiichiro 
Ohyam a.

¡C hina C a s tle ! 
R estaurant 
•Cocktails*

R ated th e  B est 
C h inese  R estau ran t 

in  S .B .!
’85, ’86, ’87, ’88, ’89, 

’90,’91/92,’93 
962-6602 965-9219
1202 Chapala St.

Help Out 
with Beach 
Clean-Ups!
------------ W HEN-------------
Saturday, Feb. 12 and 

Saturday, Feb. 26

----------- WHERE------------
Meet at Marine Biology 

Building at 3pm.
A bonfire will follow 

the clean-up.
Do something 

to clean up 
our beaches!

Sell Us Your 
Used CDs!!!

Get up to $4.50 in cash 
or $6.00 in credit 

for each CD!

morningjory
910 Embarcadero del Norte, Isla Vista 
968-4665 p j g  ||f~  ~

Volunteer in _ Work
Latin America Experience

A Simple Formula, But One That Makes A Difference 1

Invest in your future career 
by working as a community 
health volunteer in Latin 
America. Develop leadership, 
organizational and cross- 
cultural communication skills 
while focusing on public

health and environmental 
projects. College credit and 
scholarships are available. Write 
or call today for this life enhanc
ing opportunity.
Application deadline is March 1.

1-800-231-7796
Amigos de las Americas 

5618 Star Lane 
Houston, TX 77057
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Course of Empire 
Initiation
Zoo Entertainment

I was planning out my 
schedule for next quarter 
when an ounce of depress
ion set in. One of the clas
ses that I needed was right 
after lunch, when “CHiPs” 
comes on. Then I noticed 
that one of my labs went 
until five; was I going to 
make it home in time for 
“The A-Team?” If some
thing doesn’t change by 
the middle of March, I am 
going to be unbearable to 
five with.

Then it dawned on me 
that other students must 
be having the same prob
lem. Maybe that’s why 
when I ride to school after 
“CHiPs,” there’s a laige 
crowd of empty faces com-

ing the other way. I bet 
some people have even 
gone their entire college 
years w ithout seeing 
“CHiPs" reruns.

I remember my unfortu
nate situation last sum
mer, when “The A-Team” 
w asn’t on. I s ta rted  
slouching, buying chain
saws and corncobs. Old 
friends noticed that I was 
hanging out with a less 
than savory crowd. Even 
my m u s ic a l  t a s t e s  
changed, from Eddie Rab
bit to Course of Empire.

Don’t get me wrong, de
pression metal definitely 
has its place in your CD 
rack, but only when life is 
dealing you some rotten 
broccoli.

Fortunately, that’s not 
me right now. Except for 
my class schedule next

quarter, I’m doing well. 
Every day I make it home 
in time for die shows. If ev
ery once in a while I am 
forced to miss either one, 
I’m honest enough with 
myself to accept it and 
hope that I make it until 
the next day.

I realize that it’s not fair 
to pit the band Course of 
Empire against “Hie A- 
Team” and “CHiPs,” but 
Course of Empire is not 
what I’d call good. Life is 
tough and only the strong 
survive. Maybe that’s why 
some TV shows have 
faded away into that great 
cathode ray in the sky, and 
the strong are still playing 
reruns. I just hope that 
they bring back “The 
Dukes of Hazzard” soon.

—David Potter

C  D
Angelfish 
Angelfish 
Radioactive

Angelfish. They are a 
little heaven and a lot of 
bone. Inundated with 
eclectic overtones and 
harmonic vocals.

“I love you — you’re so 
religious, I get a thrill 
when die curtain calls. I 
feel like a Roman candle, 
do your stuff while the em
pire falls.” “Suffocate Me” 
has a deep, romantic, 
progressive sound that fills 
the room with lollipops 
and leather chains.

The female vocals re
semble those of Concrete 
Blonde, dynamic yet play
ful at times, taunting the 
listener to experience new 
realms of passion. But not 
all the songs are sedately 
serious. “You Can Love

R E V
H er” hopscotches to 
C ranberries-sound ing  
vocals, taking you through 
numbered squares, all the 
way, ’til it brings you back 
to square one with “King 
of die World.” Now here’s 
one hell of a tune. After 
one listen, you’ve got to 
hear it all day. With dis
sonant profundity, the me
lody plays upon die eleva
tion of cymbals to take it to 
its bridge.

The sulhy track “Sleep 
with Me” shows the diver
sity of the vocal style, 
drawing upon a slight 
country taste tq spice up 
the program. Another fa
vorite, “Heartbreak to 
Hate,” starts out slow, 
winds up to whamming, 
U2-like guitars, and then 
slips back into mediocrity 
with die two theme words, 
“wo” and “ya,” to bring it

I E  W
to a close. Soft, amplified 
strings caress the ear as the 
light, Bangles-y harmonies 
of “Sun Won’t Shine” con
trast the harsh electric 
blanket smothering many 
of the other tunes.

One such tune comes to 
mind. On “Mummy Can’t 
Drive,” the guitar action is 
not so much distorted as it 
is disturbed. Like a mixer 
with the thrash button 
stuck, the song’s only re
deeming quality is its repe
titive catchy beat.

The last number, appro
priately titled ‘The End,” 
brings the dreaded clich6d 
lyrics we all avoid to the 
surface, combined with 
supplementary segments 
of’50s swing and yodeling, 
to bring the curtain down 
on an almost enjoyable 
album.

—Jenniffer Chedar

The Solsonics
Jazz in the Present Tense
Chrysalis

Back in 1991, bass 
player Jex Colin and per
cussionist extraordinaire 
Willie McNeil began play
ing on Sunday nights at a 
little Los Angeles club, 
then called the King King 
Cafe. The duo’s jazz-funk 
style soon attracted a small 
but loyal following, and in 
no time they were jamming 
with talented musicians, 
members of groups rang
ing from Fishbone to Liv
ing Colour. After many 
nights of intense sessions, 
they nailed down a tight 
group of fellow funksters, 
and  thus a ro se  the  
Solsonics.

With the likes of Dig
able Planets and Guru’s 
Jazzamatazz blowing up in 
’93 in a rather large way, 
and now US 3, many peo
ple are saying, “That jazz, 
hip-hop thing has already

been done, man. I t’s 
played o u t” To them I say 
that bringing jazz into hip- 
hop wasn’t just a trend or 
phase, but an effort to 
break new ground in 
music. It will never be 
played out as long as musi
cians like the Solsonics 
take music to new planes.

On their debut CD, Jazz 
In The Present Tense, the 
Solsonics soar above all 
the monotony of main
stream music and drop a 
crazy phat sound for all to 
enjoy. Essentially, this is a 
jazz album with heavy in
fluence from many diffe
rent sources, including 
h ip -hop , reggae and 
straight-up soul. The re
sult is a hybrid of what is 
good about a few different 
genres of music — a grand 
groove, if you will.

The title track, “Jazz in 
the Present Tense,” is basi
cally a funk jam with a 
laid-back beat, flute, 
horns, serious piano, and

a tasty vocal and guitar- 
matched solo. Every mem
ber of the band goes off 
somewhere on this track, 
which really embodies the 
Solsonics’ sound. A few 
cuts are a bit more pol
ished and refined, with 
smooth vocals such as 
“Keep tiie Rhythm Strong” 
and “Blood Brother,” in 
which a call for love and 
tolerance is laid out, jazz 
style.

“ M o n tu n o  F u n k ” 
cruises with a delicious 
Latin flavor, complete 
with salsa piano, belting 
horns and mad bongos. 
On the flip side, "Inside is 
a Stride” begins Cypress- 
style, with a dope bassline 
that jumps' off on the 
strong hip-hop tip. The 
break beat is more empha
sized and a guest rapper 
lays out a cool mellow set 
or verses for all the rhyme 
fans. Hie rest of the album

—Matt Turner

WINONA ETHAN BEN
RÏDER HAWKE STILLER

REALITY
BITES

A COMEDY ABOUT 
LOVE IN THE '90s.

I J E R S E T  
1 F IL M S

P G -1 3 PARENTS STRONGLY C A U TIO N ED ®
Some Material May Be Inappropriate for Children Under 13

U N IV E R S A L

FEATURING THE MUSIC OF LENNY KRAVITZ • THE JULIANA HATFIELD 3 • U2 • DINOSAUR JR. • WORLD PARTY AND OTHERS

OPENS FRIDAY AT A THEATRE NEAR YOU
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FUNKED UP
Be as tie Boys 
Some Old Bullshit 
Grand Royal

Remember when you 
first sang “Brass Monkey” 
and “Slow and Low (That 
is die Tempo)? ”

In some circles there is 
no dope better than that 
Beastie dope. And if you 
include yourself in our 
ranks, a re-release of old 
pre-rap grooves is still a 
Beastie release.

Just check out these 
zany lyrics and tell me 
these aren't the same Beas- 
ties that played eggman: 

yee haa
oh shut up you pig fucker 
you’re so ugly, Adam, 
you look like a zebra 
your mother's a zebra 

why don’t you get 
a haircut farm boy? 
As many rap fans al

ready know, the Beasties 
have not always been 
down with the hip-hop na
tion and were first very 
much part of the lower 
N.Y.C. hard-core scene 
while poets like Too Short 
were already hawking 
rhyme tapes — though 
there are definitely punk 
(and rap) purists who hold

the tno are nothing but toy 
punk imitators.

Whether you label them 
as hip-hop, punk, both or 
neither, their release of 
1983 licks is still here and 
yours ain’t. Though Mike 
D and MCA are Adrock- 
less, the grooves have the 
bump of a “Gratitude” on 
speed or a “Paul Revere” 
kicking it in Manhattan’s 
lower east side.

The tracks “Cookie 
Puss” and “Egg Raid on 
Mojo” subscribe to a punk

aesthetic that stresses the 
hard-core and the minimal 
over the glossy and the 
synthetic. It is easy to see 
how the Beasties made the 
switch into rap, as even in 
their punk phase the rock
ers were already toying 
with the mike and spark
ing the drum rolls.

While the songs are 
quite short and fast, the 
hacks together do consti
tute a record worth listen
ing to. . _—Martin Boer

THIS ARTICLE 
SURE SUCKS

Mike Lackey and Rick 
Parker, the writer and ar
tist of tiie new Beavis and 
Butt-Head comic book 
based on the infamous and 
wildly popular MTV tele
vision senes, will be auto
graphing comics at Com
ics on Parade, 933 State 
Street, from 5 p.m. to 8 
p.m.

In what is probably the 
most humanitarian event 
Beavis and Butt-Head 
have ever been involved 
in, Comics on Parade will 
be requesting a voluntary 
donation of 25 cents for 
the autographs of Lackey 
and Parker, which Comics 
on Parade will then match. 
All the proceeds will go to 
an American Red Cross

representative on the pre
mises, with the funds ear
marked for Los Angeles 
earthquake relief.

Along with the appear
ance of Lackey and 
Parker, Comics on Parade 
will also be holding a Bea
vis and Butt-Head looka- 
like contest, so start work
ing on your costumes nowl

The “Beavis and Butt-

Various 
In Yo’ Facet 
Rhino Records

Rhino Records wins! I 
After monumental re
leases of Atlantic jazz, 70s 
punk, rockabilly and hard
core anthologies, they 
have delivered again. In 
Yo’ Facel, a five-CD com
pilation, revives the swea
tiest of 70s funk with an 
inaugural shot from the 
bop gun.

Bom in the late ’60s 
from a fusion of soul, LSD 
experim en ta tion  and 
Hendrix-inspired fuzz 
rock, the funk evolved 
from small-club local 
scenes in Washington, 
D.C., and Los Angeles 
(notably the “Apple of 
Eve” and the “Total Exper
ience”) to greater appeal in 
other cities witn large 
Black populations, and on 
to international crossover 
success. In fact, we are still 
feeling the aftershocks of 
George C lin ton’s Big 
Bang.

Twenty years later, a 
whole spectrum of fimky 
people are paying tribute, 
including such diverse 
bands as Public Enemy 
(spinning a variation on 
the Isley Brothers’ “Fight

the Power”), Fishbone 
(covering Curtis May- 
field’s “Freddie’s Dead,” 
the theme from Super fly), 
the Red Hot Chili Peppers 
and Arrested Develop
ment, to name a few.

As any great anthology 
should do, In Yo’ Facel 
not only rehashes the 
classic cuts, like Sly and 
the Family Stone’s “Thank 
You Falettinme Be Mice 
Elf Agin,” James Brown’s 
“Get Up I Feel Like Being 
Like a Sex Machine” and 
Parliament’s “Tear the 
Roof Off the Sucker (Give 
Up the Funk),” among

others. It also introduces a 
wide range of new sounds 
for the unfunky. Among 
these, my personal favorite 
is “Dukey Stick (Part 1)” 
by George Duke, located 
on Volume 4.

This timely release 
opens a new front for Dr. 
Funkenstein’s war against 
the unfunky forces of au
thoritarianism, racism and 
wage slavery. With the 
hope of creating “one na
tion under a groove,” this 
anthology frees both 
minds and asses.

—Chris Dunlap

Head” television program, 
broadcast on MTV, has 
slowly become a huge suc
cess since its debut in 
March of 1992, with every
one from David Letterman 
to Howard Stem singing 
the praises of the show.; 
Not content with con-f 
quering the television, 
music and literary me
diums (The Beavis and 
Butt-Head Experience 
was a recent success on the 
Billboard Magazine sales 
chart, while their first

book, This Book Sucks, 
was recently published), 
Beavis and Butt-Head 
made their debut last 
month in the pages of a 
Marvel Comics magazine.

Both the writer and the 
artist of. the Beavis and 
Butt-Head comic book 
are experienced hands at 
M arvel. W riter Mike 
Lackey is a longtime edi
toria l staffer, having 
worked on the Spider- 
man titles and written for 
titles such as King Arthur

& the Knights of Justice, 
The Punisher and Web of 
Spider-man.

A rtist Rick Parker 
boasts even more experi
ence in the Marvel Bull
pen, having lettered nearly 
every title Marvel pu
blishes over the past 17 
years. Rick’s art can be 
seen inThe Destroyer, and 
his humorous comic strips 
are published in Marvel 
Age and on the “Bullpen 
Bulletins” page.

—Scott Tipton

A n d  the ultim ate set up a w  JA M E S  W O O D S
is yet to come.
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KNOCKED 
OIK HOOD

When I heard that the 
film The Life and Times of 
Allen Ginsberg will be 
premiering in Santa Bar
bara this Sunday night, I 
immediately remembered 
my life and times in a 
boiler room last year.

As a frugal student, I 
lived in a room adorned 
with pipes and other 
plumbing devices. In mid- 
March, paranoia ensued 
as a broken pipe showered 
my possessions with wa
ter. Everything I owned 
was drenched, and much 
of my dearest bric-a-brac 
remains stained to this 
day. While I was hurriedly 
schlepping things out of 
my room, I remember the 
fear that came over me 
when it first hit me — Al
len Ginsberg’s poem to me 
could be ruined. The 
words he had written 
across the title page of his 
Collected Poems volume 
could have dribbled off the 
sheet, ink and all. But as 
odd as life is, his book was 
one of the only things that 
remained pristine and 
pure, amongst piles of wet 
literature.

But Ginsbeig has al
ways been a survivor, a 
point that watching the 
film a little later only im
pressed upon me more. To 
start with, Ginsbeig is ar
guably the most well- 
known living poet in the 
western world. His signa
ture poem “Howl” set the 
mood for the entire beat 
generation in the ’50s. His 
peers would later include 
William Burroughs, Jack

Kerouac, Ken Kesey and 
Neal Cassidy. Today at 
UCSB many courses in 
English cany his works.

In the film, director 
Jerry Aronson sketches 
the life of the poet in de
cadewide blocks, along 
with the people he af
fected. Besides having 
Ginsbeig read and explain 
his own works, a number 
of other personalities like 
William Burroughs, Nor
man Mailer, Joan Baez, Ti
mothy Leary, Ken Kesey, 
Abbie Hoffman and Amiri 
Baraka make worthwhile 
appearances in die film. 
Tne angelic way that Gins
beig looks at life does

wonders among the fight
ing words of Tom Hayden 
or the hypersnobbery of 
William F. Buckley.

Although the documen
tary is fairly straightfor
ward in film technique, the 
subject is so intriguing that 
students interested in 
areas outside of literature 
will still find the film 
delightful.

In e  Life and Times of 
Allen Ginsbeig is showing 
on Sunday, February 13, 
at 7 p.m. in Campbell 
Hall The poet himself 
will be on campus Febru
ary 24, at 8 p.m., also in 
Campbell HalL

—Martin Boer

I ap p ro ach ed  The 
Snapper with some trepi
dation, knowing its repu
tation as the “feel-good” 
movie of the season. The 
trouble with the “feel
good” movie is how bad it 
makes you feel. That, I 
think, is its main charac
teristic — along with 
shameless sentiment and 
an ending as soft as a bag 
full of kittens. Actually this 
Irish/English production 
is not so self-indulgent It 
has plenty to recommend 
it, even if it’s not as funny 
as the critics say it is.

Directed by Stephen 
Frears (My Beautiful 
Launderette, Dangerous 
Liaisons), it has light
hearted charm and is re
freshingly explicit, with 
none of the dishonest 
sheen with which Holly
wood covers anything to 
do with sex or the body. 
Roddy Doyle adapted the 
screenplay from his novel 
(“Snapper” is slang for 
baby) and captures well 
the horror and color of the 
people of Dublin, though I 
fear that many Americans 
may not get either the ac-

BOOK
Continued from p.lA  

lusory American pie.
Value, meaning and sig

nificance are pummeled by 
the violent and blind de
sire that accompanies om
nipresent abjection. The 
heights of despair in 
Understand This arç laid 
out flat across a grid of

cents or the references.
Twenty-year-old Sha

ron Curley (Tina Kel- 
legher) lives in a typically 
o v e rc ro w d e d  I r i s h  
working-class household 
on a suburban housing es
tate. Her community is 
friendly and tolerant, for 
all its raucousness and 
tendency to aigue. In be
tween working at the local 
supermarket and squab
bling with her family, her 
idea of fulfillment is to get 
insensibly drunk with her 
live-w ire, post-punk , 
witchlike friends.

This rebounds on her 
one night, when lying back 
on a car hood, she is made 
pregnant by a man older 
than her father. This na
turally distresses the said 
father (Colm “Star Tlrek” 
Meaney) who, along with 
everyone else in the neigh
borhood, gives her a wide 
berth, so to speak. How
ever, impending grand- 
fatherhood predictably 
brings him round, and all 
is resolved in the conven
tional way.

The humor is well ob
served with some cracker-

cars and homes, and are 
overshadowed by the 
empty security and hollow 
sanity of endless artificial 
walls on both sides of 
which the vivacious reality 
of suffering humanity 
sinks, further and further, 
into itself.

It is the courage to step 
outside, to outgrow the re
calcitrant shell of stupidity

jack wit, but personally I 
did not find it uplifting. As 
each caricature shuffles on 
screen to do their comic 
turn, one is left with as 
much a sense of sadness as 
of release. The characters 
are lively and gregarious, 
but there’s something de
sperate, too, in their 
togetherness — no space 
for dignity or for real 
insight.

It’s a small-scale film. It 
looks like it was made for 
TV, and to be honest, does 
not gain from being seen 
on a large screen. Perhaps 
its greatest significance is 
as a record of the social 
and cultural changes made 
in Ireland over the last ten 
or twenty years, such as 
the reduced power of the 
Catholic church. (How 
many other films about 
southern Ireland have not 
a priest in sight?) A society 
less parochial to be sure, 
but one whose distinctive
ness has been replaced by 
the ubiquitous Anglo- 
A m e r i c a n  c u l t u r a l  
blandness.

and foolishness, to break 
down the walls and ac
quire for oneself the sanity 
of perspective, to think 
clearly with open eyes. 
That is what Jervey Terva- 
lon has done, and it is the 
audacious challenge he of
fers the reader in Under
stand This.

-Kip Bauersfeld

—Martin Knight
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CHILE'S INDIGENOUS TUNES 
SURE TO MESMERIZE CAMPUS
Picture this: You’re 

standing on a ground of 
snow in South America’s 
Andes, staring at serene 
mountains in front of you 
that seem to continue for 
miles and miles. You look 
at the condors soaring 
above you and the llamas 
wandering around you. 
You have finally found 
peace. All is tranquil—the 
only sound you hear is a 
soothing melody from a 
quena drifting to your wel
coming ears.

But it’s too expensive to 
fly all the way down there. 
So the closest you’re going 
to get is witnessing Inti- 
Illimani, a seven-man Chi
lean band that will appear 
at UCSB’s Campbell Hall 
to transfer indigenous 
tunes from their homes to 
Santa Barbaran listeners.

The band formed in 
1967 at the University of

Santiago in Chile, but was 
forced to relocate in exile 
to Italy in 1973 due to the 
administration of General 
Augusto Pinochet. The 
group remained in Europe 
until 1988, unable to re
turn home.

The European influence 
is strongly evident in their 
songs, as the band em
ploys such European in
struments as the guitar, the 
harp and the saxophone. 
The African influence is 
also present with the per
cussion sound of the 
Guiro.

The Andean instru
ments include the Incas’ 
five-stringed instrument, 
the charango, which is si
milar to a small guitar and 
traditionally made from an 
arm adillo  shell. The 
quena may perhaps be the 
most memorable and rec
ognizable of the Andean

instruments; it is a bam
boo, flute-type instrument 
without a mouthpiece that 
carries the capability of re
leasing you into a dream
like state of mind.

The group has toured 
the world, bringing their 
music to Canada, Scandi
navia, Japan, the United 
States and Australia. Now 
they will share the songs 
from their CD Andadas 
with the Santa Barbara 
audience.

Green Linnet recording 
artists Inti-Illimanl will 
perform Wednesday, Feb. 
16, at 8 p.m. at UCSB’s 
Campbell Halt General 
tickets are $20/$17/$14, 
while the student tickets 
run at $16/$14/$12. For 
tickets and information, 
contact UCSB Arts & 
L e c t u r e s  a t  (805)  
893-3535.

—Sonja Ellis

FRENCH FUN
When French superstar actor Gerard 

Depardieu makes a movie that is released 
widely in the United States, it’s either a 
French film of the highest quality, or an 
American film that was good enough to 
get him into the cast. Either way, Ameri
cans have come to expect great things 
from the man who brought Jean de 
Florette, Cyrano De Bergerac and Green 
Card to the silver screen.

Which is precisely why My Father the 
Hero is so difficult to watch. It begins 
poorly and goes downhill fast, forcing 
Depardieu to wade through one uninspir
ing scene after another. The film has De- 
pardieu as André, a French divorcé who 
takes his 14-year-old daughter Nikki 
(Katherine Heigl) on a Caribbean vaca
tion. After giving the audience that much 
to work with, the film then falls into ex
actly what you would expect: an off-the- 
sheff storyline in which Nikki tries to act 
like a woman and find tropical romance 
while rebelling against the father that 
hasn’t been there for her since the 
divorce.

Heigl is so convincing as the snotty and 
incorrigible teenage girl that one can’t 
help but want to throttle her. Determined 
to be grown up beyond her years, Nikki 
constantly flashes the bodacious bod that 
puberty has recently bestowed upon her,

and succeeds in catching the eye of a local 
17-year-old stud named Ben (Dalton 
James). Not surprisingly, a  tedious tale of 
teenage romance follows.

But suddenly, about 45 minutes after 
the opening credits, My Father the Hero 
starts to work — and work well. Nikki 
tells Ben that André is her lover so that 
Ben won’t think she’s a square for travell
ing with her father, and as the lies start 
snowballing the film gets good—and De
pardieu shines. His sheer charisma and 
screen presence are enough to carry al
most any film, even a slow-moving com
edy like this one.

The second half of the film features 
some very funny stuff, as André tries to 
keep up with Nikki’s lies and support her 
stories — while everyone at the resort 
where they are vacationing shuns him as a 
child molester. It’s not easy to keep up the 
ever-growing charade, but Andre vows to 
do anything he can to make his daughter 
happy.

There is a definite charm to My Father 
the Hero, despite its lethargy and sappi
ness. There is much about it that doesn’t 
work, but there is enough good stuff to 
make it worth a matinee price. It will 
never rival Depardieu’s better flicks, but 
he’s so good that he makes this movie fun.

—Scott McPherson
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College student tells all— now!

the best
of ucsb lifestyle readership poll 1994

Name: ________________________
Address:________________________

Phone #:
Check One: □  Student □ Staff □ Faculty □ Other (optional)

Rules:
1. NO PHOTOCOPIED BALLOTS. 2. Ballots must be dropped o ff at the Dally Naxus Ad Office, 
underneath Storks Tower, by Friday February 11, at 5pm. 3. The ‘ Best O f' issue will be published 
on Friday, February 25. 4 . ONE Ballot per person. 5. Ballots must be filled out with reasonable 
com pleteness. Ballots with less than half of the blanks filled will be recycled with alacrity. 6 . NOTE: 
The Nexus' ‘ Best of UCSB* is intended to be a goodnatured contest among business groups and 
others in the community. In other words, this is not a cutthroat competition whose results are 
somehow of deep and lasting significance. Please do not take it as such. 7 . Decisions of Ballot 
referees are final.

1. Best Thing About UCSB

2. Best Professor

3. Best Class

4. Best Class to Sleep Through

5. Best Excuse for Turning in a Paper Late

6. Best Excuse for not Graduating in 4 Years

7. Best Place to Eat on Campus

8. Best Bakery

9. Best Coffee House

10. Best Pizza Place

11. Best Place to Drink Beer

12. Best Mexican Restaurant

13. Best Barbecue Joint

14. Best Burrito Eatery

15. Best Chinese Restaurant

16. Best Hamburger Spot

17. Best Vegetarian Restaurant

18. Best Sandwich Shop

19. Best Breakfast Place

20. Best Place to Eat if Your Folks are Picking up the Tab

21. Best Way to Save Money

22. Best Secondhand Clothing Store

23. Best Hair Salon

24. Best Bookstore

25. Best Bike Shop

26. Best Music Store

27. Best Night Club

28. Best Place to Play Pool

29. Best Dive Bar

30. Best Beach

31. Best Surf Spot

32. Best Way to Get Tar Off Your Feet

33. Best Hike

34. Best Place to People Watch

35. Best Computer Game

36. Best Afternoon Getaway

37. Best Cheap Date

38. Best Place to Hear Live Music

39. Best Local Band

40. Best Radio Station

41. Best Happy Hour

42. Best Stupid Thrill

43. Best Sign of the Times
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daily nexus

THURSDAY Feb. 1 0

ICON
PARTY

FRIDAY Feb. 1 1

RAW SILK
w ith Barbara Woods
7 Piece Dance Band 9PM

1 1129 State St. •  963-7500 |

20%-50% OFF

W a tc h e s
•  B u lo v a
•  C a r a v e l le
•  C a s io
•  C i t iz e n
•  N o b l ia
•  T im e x
•  L o ru s

J e w e lry
•  14K  G o ld
•  S ilv e r
•  R e p a ir s
•  B a t te r ie s
•  W a t c h  B a n d s
•  E n g r a v in g
•  W a t c h  R e p a ir s

5 %  A d d i t i o n a l  D is c o u n t  W ith  Th is  A d

The Jew elry Mart
5848 Hollister A ve ., G o leta  

^ _____________ 683-6468 j


