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Mellow, complex, ver
satile, pretty, intense, lit
erate, romantic, ambi
tious. Of the pop songwri
ters who satisfy these 
descriptions, none stands 
out more than Grant 
McLennan. As part of the 
Go-Betweens from 1978 
until 1990, and through 
distinguished solo releases 
since, McLennan has reve
aled his songwriting ge
nius to be unrivalled by 
anyone, with the possible 
exception of his former 
G o-Betw eens partner, 
Robert Forster.

Critically acclaimed and 
commercially unsuccess
ful, the Go-Betweens are 
crucial to any widespread 
investigation of discerning 
popular music, along the 
lines of XTC, Kate Bush or 
R.E.M. Every year of so, 
we get a treat in the 
roughly sim ultaneous 
issue of both McLennan’s 
and Forster’s new albums, 
an ironic way for their 
label Beggars Banquet to 
release the two artists now 
that they have split. The 
latest batch consists of 
McLennan’s new album, 
“Horse Breaker Star,” and 
Forster’s album of cover 
versions, “I Had a New 
York Girlfriend.” Arts- 
w eek  recently had a 
chance to speak with 
M cLennan by phone 
when he was in New York. 
What follows is an edited 
transcript.

AW. You’re about to 
have a  new record ou t 
How w ould you charac
terize w hat’s  happening 
on it?

GWM: Well, it’s a re
cord recorded in Athens, 
Georgia. It's 24 songs; it’s 
the biggest and boldest 
and warmest and lovingest 
thing I’ve done, I think. I 
like it as much as “16 Lov
ers Lane” and “Before 
Hollywood,” so that’s 
kind of where I see i t  And 
it’s just kind of a bunch of 
songs about footsteps, and 
change, and dirt roads, 
underneath a sky full of 
stars. It’s called “Horse 
Breaker Star.”

AW. Is there anything 
in particular behind that 
title?

GWM: It’s just a con
stellation that I invented. 
Basically, I imagined my 
own bunch of stars ... it 
came to me as horse 
breaker star. So I hope all 
the people on the record 
were going down that road 
as well, you know? It’d be 
great It’s a peaceful place; 
it’s a good place.

AW. You know, it sur
prises m e that m ore song
writers don ’t bother to 
use images and  things to
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signify, they don ’t put 
them in their lyrics, w hile 
you and Robert Forster 
h a v e  m illio n s , a n d  
they’re so  pow erfu l ... 
Why do you think m ore 
people don’t bother?

GWM: Well ... they’re 
different. Also they don’t 
care... I think they’re more 
interested in, maybe a 
smaller thing, I don’t 
know. Robert would say 
they’re just not good 
songwriters.

AW. You and the Go- 
Betweens never directly 
wrote about politics or so
cial relevance ...

GWM: N o... I think I’m 
better at doing what I do. 
There’s other people who 
feel the need to do that and 
they can do it better than I 
can. I’m interested in the 
more interior kind of 
monologue. I’m interested 
in little details, in the way I 
react to the world, and I 
think in a way that’s politi
cal as well. The people in

the songs from  the con
cert you and R obert did  
opening for Lloyd Cole, 
and when your two har
m onies were doing “Baby 
Stones” [a  Robert Forster 
solo  song] or “H aven’t I 
Been a  F ool” [a  Grant 
M cLennan solo song]... it 
was fust incredible.

GWM: Oh right... yeah, 
I really like the arrange
ment we did for “Baby 
Stones.” And it’s nice, 
“Haven’t I Been a Fool” 
and “Baby Stones” would 
really fit into the Go- 
Betweens kind of thing. It 
was a pleasure having 
Robert sing on it, and vice 
versa, I guess.

AW. It’s kind o f som e
thing to wonder about, 
w hat the both  o f  you 
w ould sound like  on stuff 
recorded solo since 1990 
. . .  W hen  y ou  w ere  
together, w hat was the 
c o lla b o r a tiv e  p rocess  
like?

GWM: It was mainly,

was collaborative in that 
first stage where I’d sug
g est som ething, and 
Robert’d suggest some
thing, and we’d kind of get 
a bunch of songs together, 
and then take them to the 
band. There were a few 
things where we actually 
sat down and w rote

Obviously, the temptation 
would be when the film is 
done ... We’d know the 
songs, so it might be we 
could do something for 
that, but you know, at the 
moment there’s no studio 
time booked.

AW. Since you do get 
into imagery, into specific 
things, w hile so much 
m usic that I  find kind o f  
disappointing sticks with 
the elem en tal... I  wonder 
if  there are any things be
hind som e o f the songs 
that w ould b e interesting 
to elaborate, or w ould

our songs and the way they 
react, I think it’s very clear 
what their politics are. I 
just don’t feel I’ve got any 
goddamn answers, so I 
don’t think it’d come 
a c r o s s  t e r r i b l y  
successfully.

AW. I’ve heard that 
you  fu st p lay ed  w ith 
R obert in England.

GWM: Yeah, we were 
both in London for diffe
rent reasons, and we were 
asked if we’d like to do 
something, and it seemed 
like a great thing to do, so 
we just did a bunch of Go- 
Betweens songs, and we 
recorded it on to ADAT. 
Hopefully if he and I like it 
... The show was just mag
nificent, so the omens are 
good that it should be 
worthwhile releasing .„ 
But neither Robert nor I 
have listened to it yet

AW. I  heard som e o f

before we’d take the songs 
to the band, we’d sit down 
and kind of go through 
them and work out what 
we wanted to do, and then 
we’d take them to the band 
and sometimes they’d 
change, which is what 
good bands should do.

I f  the songs need 
changes, you’ve got to stay 
open, and other times 
what we’d come up with, 
we’d all just naturally drop 
into i t  It was mainly a per
iod of going through the 
songs, and then the sec
ond process was rehears
ing with the band, and 
then the third process was 
undoing all the good work 
w ith  th e  re c o rd in g  
[chuckles].

AW. Were the indivi
du al songs written by one 
or the other o f you?

GWM: In most cases, 
yeah. There was always, it

together, but it was 
mainly, I’d write some
thing and Robert would 
write something and then 
we’d come together on it

AW: The new record 
w ill be on A tlantic Re
cords. Are you looking  
forw ard to being on that 
label?

GWM: It’s great. I’ve al
ways wanted to be on the 
label Roberta Flack is o n ... 
and the Liz Phair record 
coming out, the Lemon- 
heads, there’s some really 
good stuff on Atlantic.

AW: D oyou think large 
audiences, m ass culture, 
is  in com p atib le  w ith  
som ething so ...

GWM: It probably is, 
but people’s ears... they’re 
more open these days. 
Something like R.E.M., 
“Out of Time” is a very in
timate, a very individual 
record. It often comes 
down to luck, and, it’s pos
sible, I certainly think the 
odds are more in fovor of a 
more immediately grab- 
able music, like in film, 
like in TV.

AW: I  heard a  rumor 
that you were working on  
a  screenplay.

GWM: Yeah, Robert 
and I are w riting a 
screenplay for a kina of 
modem comedy, and it’s 
going really well, and we 
hope to finish it over our 
summer ... We’re very ex
cited about it and we’re 
kind of cracking ourselves 
up with jokes ...

AW. D o you have any 
plans to w ork on  songs 
together?

GWM: W ell, we’ve 
done some recording 
together, but that’s for us.

that be spoiling it, to ...
GWM: I’m not, sort of, 

dodging the question, but I 
think what you’ve been 
talking about, that’s what 
gives the songs that sort of 
power and feeling. To kind 
of put down in a more pro
saic language would kind 
of detract from it, because 
what you get from a song 
is, after all, the most im
portant thing.

The intent that I have is 
more of a kind of personal 
thing; I’m trying to put that 
language down as simply 
and as right as possible, so 
for me to tiy to explain it, 
it’d be superfluous and I 
don’t think I could use the 
language as well as I’ve 
done in the song. I don’t 
care if some of my favorite 
songs, the writer meant 
them to be about some
thing else, to me it’s a real 
p erso n a l, ex h ila ra tin g  
thing to find something 
that you really dig, and 
that really moves you. I 
think it’s best to be mis ... 
it’s a mystical thing. You 
can’t really explain i t

AW: A bsolu tely . It 
could b e a  m istake to get 
the definitive word.

GWM: Yeah. Most of 
the songs in the world are 
already like that So the 
ones that we like, let’s just 
leave them alone; let’s just 
throw a light over all the 
other crap ...

AW. Who are your mu
sicians these days?

GWM: Well, the people 
on “Horse Breaker Star” 
were kind of local Athens 
players, mainly jazz play
ers, the drummer and bass 
player were, and Syd 
Straw, she sang a lot of the

songs with me. It was a 
loose, kind of live, warm, 
period. It was just great

AW: W as th ere an  
A m e r i c a n  c o u n t r y  
influence?

GWM: On some songs, 
yeah, on some of the more 
county things, but there 
are a lot of songs. I’ve al
ways liked county, and 
where better to play coun
t y  than in America? It’s 
not Nashville country, it's 
sort of Austin county. 
Guy Clark ...

AW. That reminds me, 
I  have a  friend who was 
defending Led Zeppelin  
as the best, the m ost origi
nal, the m ost versatile, 
and I  was using the Go- 
Betweens as my rebuttal 
... Som etim es it seem s 
that peop le with a  supre
macy for classic rock fust 
don’t look  to today; they 
don’t believe anything’s 
been written after ...

GWM: Some people 
think that, but I disagree 
with that. While the form 
might be familiar, there’s 
alw ays great p eo p le 
who’re going to come up 
and make it their own; so 
to think that nothing’s 
been written post-1956 or 
1966 is really depressing 
and shows a really narrow 
m in d  an d  la c k  o f  
imagination.

AW. Do you think it’s 
cyclical that, say, the 
B eatles or B ob Dylan 
were on ce popular, and  
now such w onderful stuff 
is still around but it’s re
latively unpopular?

GWM: Well ... also 
times have changed. The 
world’s now definitely a 
less naive world. The rea
son Dylan and the Beatles 
and Presley were so monu
mental at tiie time was be
cause it was a lot more in
nocent, and because of the 
power of that; conse
quently, now it’s harder 
for some people to do 
things, ’cause Presley and 
Little Richard and the 
Beaties... have done it, but 
there’s fantastic things ar
ound at the moment And 
who knows, in 20 years 
time, people maybe asking 
about Luscious Jackson or 
something.

AW. W ho are som e o f 
your favorites these days?

GWM: I like Teenage 
Fanclub, I like James, that 
album “Laid,” I like Kate 
Bush’s new album, I like 
Luscious Jackson, I really 
liked Nirvana’s records.

AW. Anything particu
la r  c o m i n g  o u t  o f  
A ustralia?

GWM: Yeah, me ... 
[laughter] me and Robert 
... Ed Kuepperis always 
been good... and there’s a 
very good band called 
Magic Dirt

G REA T CLASSICS A N D  
TO D A Y’S BEST  
NEW RO CK *N ROLL
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TALLULAH (1987)
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WATERSHED (1991)
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I HÀD A NEW YORK 
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YOU'LL LAUGH $0 HARD,,.
Hey kids, do you like to 

laugh? What do you say to 
gut-wrenching, hilarious, 
nonstop jokes ‘til your 
tw o -d rin k  m inim um  
comes out your nose?

Well, Richard Jeni, who 
won the award for Best 
Male Stand-Up Comic of 
1993 at the American 
Comedy Awards, will be 
showing his New York 
face at the Ventura Con
cert Theatre Saturday, 
Oct. 22. Tickets are still 
available for $15.

Seen by millions this 
summer in the wacky, sur
real comedy “The Mask,” 
Jeni portrayed Jim Carrey’s 
best friend Charlie. As you 
may remember, Charlie 
was the one-linering, 
dance-clubbing smart ass 
who guides C arrey’s 
character.

Having worked his ass 
off since 1982 in comedy 
clubs, and laughing his 
way to HBO and Show
time specials, Jeni’s brand 
of comedy is finally being 
appreciated  by more 
Americans.

Jeni has now joined 
some of his peers in selling 
out their comedy for a 
weekly TV show called 
“Platypusman.” The pre
mise of the show is that a 
cable cooking program for 
single men becomes a ba
chelor’s guide to dating 
and urban living.

Some of Jeni’s funniest 
moments are about sex. 
“Why do they call it porno

graphy?” he quips. “They 
should call it ‘stuff that 
never happens to you ever, 
starring women you will 
never be with.’”

The material will also be 
about animals, marriage, 
cars, health food, violence 
and restaurants. “I love it 
when guys first walk into 
the Red Lobster saying, ‘It 
seems so cruel, boiling a 
lobster.’ Three beers later, 
he’s the Emperor of Rome: 
‘Bring me die brown one, 
he amuses me ... the one 
there, near the glass. Seize

him\ Quicklyl The table 
next to me is a bit noisy— 
boil them as wellY”

If you have the money 
and time and some extra 
bodily fluids (you’ll laugh 
so hard you may lose 
some), make the 35-mi
nute hip out to Ventura. 
I’ll see you there with my 
floor mat, for when I fall 
out of my seat.
For m ore inform ation, 
p lease ca ll the Ventura 
T heatre B ox Office at 
648-1888.

—Michael Cadilli

IT'S THE LAW!! UCSB policy prohibits the illegal
use of alcohol and legal abuse in a manner which impairs 
scholarly activities and student life. 893-2914 for info.

■ National Collegiate Alcohol Awareness Week 10/16-10/22

What’s
Cooking?
You’ll find out in the 
Weekend Connection, 
in Friday’s  Daily Nexus!

EMERALD VIDEO presents...
6545 Pardall Rd. CALVIN & H O B B ES
Isla Vista, CA 968-6059 By bni Watterson

FR EE MEMBERSHIP
with m ajor credit card

$1.00 O F F  ANY REN TAL
With this comic (void with other offer)

I  THOUGHT I  DlDNT HENl 
I  HEARD NOTHING. 
SOMETHING »
OUTSIDE.

\T WAS WHO OF 
A THUMP. Will 
YOU GO IflOK, 
AND MAKE SURE 
ITS NOT ANY
THING SCARY?

I l l  CHECK 
BUT 1 DIDN'T 
HEAR. ANY 

THUMP.
v .

m m :PRESENTED BY 3 A Y T E K  C O M P U T ER S
GREAT NECJ5 — 
YOU’RE FIRED!

YOU GET A GENEROUS AND I  CAN TELECOmUTEp0 SEVERANCE PACKAGE, IF  I  WANT, OUT SINCE<» TWO WEEKS’ VACATION, DRESS CODES DON’T APPLYz.<a AND WE H IRE YOU • TO fAE.. .
BACK AS A CONTRACTOR 1 1 fcO^U,
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Hardware »Software »Printers »MultiMedia
SOFTWARE SALE
New Games Just In:

Accessories «And More!
We Now Take 
Discover!

6 8 5 - 1 7 5 9
$5 Off
Any Game

Master of Magic, Colonization, Wing Commander Armada, 
Dark Sun II - Wake of the Ravenger, System Shock

2 5 0 A  S t o r k e  R d .  G o l e t a .  K - M A R T  S h o p p i n g  C e n t e r !

How to do 
something nice 

for a friend:
Send them a 

Birthday Message 
in the Daily Nexus
ji In your own writing!
Y  Choose one of our
\  borders (samples shown)

o r create your own!
\  (I 1/2" x  2")
t  O nly $3.25!
1  Deadline is 2 days 

before the birthday.

Stop by the Nexus Ad Office, 
underneath Storke Tower, or 
call Kathy for more info at 
893-3828.
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I made it into west 

Hollywood by 
ten of seven, and 
thought for sure 

there would already be a 
huge line of people waiting 
outside the Troubadour 
for the evening show. I 
thought I’d see black-dad 
Hollywood youth with 
sprayed h a ir , b la ck - 
polished fingernails and 
lipsticked mouths. This 
was, after all, “All Virgos 
Are Mad,” 4AD Records’ 
week-long festival of ar
tists, both old and new.

To those of us who “dis
covered” 4AD in the mid- 
or early ’80s, it was home 
to many gothic-inspired 
bands, like Dead Can 
Dance, Cocteau Twins, 
The Wolfjgang Press, Clan 
of Xymox, and even early 
Bauhaus and Modem En
glish. Most of these bands, 
though, have always 
seemed to be slightly out
side the “gothic” genre, 
drawing diverse crowds of 
both younger and older 
fans with differing tastes in 
music.

When I finally made it to 
the club, there was a line of 
maybe eight ornine people 
outside. I stood next to a 
young Asian woman who 
was wearing a flower 
dress. “Who are you here 
to see?” she asked me. “I 
want to see the Red House 
Painters.”

Despite the fact that I 
had never seen the House 
Painters live and was look
ing forward to experienc
ing what they would do 
with their stately songs of 
love and loss, I was really 
there to see The Wolfgang 
Press. Having seen them 
play live at the now- 
defunct Anaconda Thea
ter during the summer of 
1992, I knew how they 
could rock the house.

And rock the house they 
did! It was a great set at the 
Troubadour, with a lot of 
new material thrown in 
from “Funky Little De
mons,” due in January ‘95. 
There were a few more 
mellow and lighthearted 
songs— at least compared 
to early releases like 
“Standing Up Straight” 
and  “T he B ird w ood  
Cage.” But TWP’s front
man, Mick Allen, certainly 
does know how to domi
nate a stage, with plenty of 
help from longtime guitar
ist and soundsmith An
drew Gray. The only per
son who could upstage 
Mick was the “secret, spe
cial guest” the Press 
brought on stage for their 
encore. That person was 
none other than Tom 
Jones, for whom The Wolf
gang Press has written a 
song. Tom launched into 
that one with natural 
finesse, and in mere mi
nutes had the audience 
eating out of his hand. 
Mick returned to the stage 
and both he and Tom per
formed a fabulous rendi
tion of “A Girl Like You,” 
the smash single from 
T W P ’s 1991  a lb u m , 
“Queer.” It was cavernous.

The Red House Painters 
were, unfortunately, up
staged by their equipment 
Due to the fact that each 
band was allotted only 40 
minutes to play, and the 
crew at the Troubadour 
was tiying to keep setup 
times between the bands 
to a limit, not everything 
could be soundchecked to

MENACE AND BEAUTY COULD !E  FOUND IN 1  "ALL VIRGOS ARE I
efficiency. I suspect the band with dubious state- 
House Painters could put ments like “This next band 
on an amazing show — as ... we grew up with them in 
evidenced by the hushed Livonia, Michigan. We 
majesty of “Red House used to do kid stuff 
Painters,” or their soul- together, and it was great” 
searching, bare-bones Brendan Peny, who is

not Warren’s age, and ac
tually hails from Ireland by 
way of England, put on a 
performance to behold. 
Gone was the shoulder- 
length hair and Shakes
pearean goatee. He wore a 
cotton shirt and blue 
jeans, and his speaking 
voice was lighter and not 
nearly as resonant as his 

demo debut, “Down Col- singing voice. After each 
orful Hill.” Some of that song, he would give a shy 
was in evidence at the smile and nod briefly to 
Troubadour, but the the audience. For all his ta- 
equipment failure kept lent, Perry is an unassum- 
frontman Mark Kozelek in ing man. He didn’t exude 
an acerbic mood (at least, greatness; he simply was. 
more than usual), and a He performed some 
few of the songs had a little songs from his forthcom- 
trouble getting off the ing solo album by Dead 
ground. By “Medicine Can Dance. He also did a 
Bottle,” the House Pain- few Tim Buckley covers, 
ters had hit their stride, including a version of “I 
andtheybegantoshapean Must Have Been Blind,” 
atmosphere of both bleak- which has been covered by 
ness and beauty the way the 4AD collective band 
only they can. This Mortal Coil on their

Until such time, any- well-known 1986 album 
way, as some drunken wit “Filigree and Shadow.” 
in the audience shouted an if  His Name is Alive did
obscenity at Mark during a not necessarily have Bren- 
veiy moving part of me dan Perry’s aura of bril- 
song, and Mark abruptly fiance, at least they were 
sto p p ed  th e  m u sic , inspired. A mere 40 mi- 
“Whafs your problem?” nutes is not enough time to

“The only person 
who could 
upstage Mick 
was the ‘secret, 
special guest’ ... 
Tom Jones...”

he inquired angrily, as au
dience members shouted 
for the guy to get out of the 
club. “You think I’m a 
skinny shit,” Mark fumed 
as the band started up 
again, “but I’ll beat the 
crap out of you.” The audi
ence cheered and ap
plauded, and the band got 
down to making music 
again. If only such support 
were shown to all intense, 
lo n e ly  guys w ith  a 
penchant for writing per
sonal, self-centered lyrics.

Well, if the Hollywood 
goths didn't come out for

the first show, I figured 
they’d be out for the sec
ond show at the Trouba
dour, especially if they’d 
heard the night’s “special 
guest” was to be core Dead 
Can Dance member, Bren
dan Peny. Also on the bill 
was 4AD’s strangest band, 
His J^ame is Alive, master
minded by Warren De
fever. Warren was actually 
playing emcee during the 
festival, introducing each

let them expand in a live 
setting. Warren Defever 
and crew like to take short 
little songs such as the re
cent “Baby Fish Mouth,” 
and turn them into longer, 
more experimental ver
sions, with the core of the 
same song at its heart 
W hile v oca list K arin 
Oliver’s demure stage pre
sence and achingly pure 
vocals keep the audience 
entranced, Defever is the 
one to watch. He is never 
still for long, flailing about 
his comer of the stage, 
screaming into his guitar, 
introducing His Name is 
Alive, saying, “This next 
band came all the way 
from Australia....”

They ended up with 
some acoustic songs, and 
Karin did an a cappella 
version of “The Taxi Ride,” 
by Jane Siberry. Appa
rently she and Warren 
have been working on an 
HNIA album of all cover 
songs. Karin has been re
cording a cappella ver
sions of the songs, and 
then giving them to War
ren to sample, loop and 
splice in all sorts of strange 
ways. I don’t know if this is 
what their next album will 
sound like, but who can 
say? It’s up to Warren’s 
whim.

And then the Pale 
Saints took the stage.

What struck me most was 
their professionalism . 
They have developed a 
stronger live performance 
from the last time I saw 
them. They are less reliant 
on samplers and technical 
equipment than on guitars 
and good songs. The Pale 
Saints rocked out — even 
during “Henry,” the fabul
ous 10-minute song from 
their new album, “Slow 
Buildings.” Meriel Bar
ham’s voice was at times 
too serene, but she pro
jected a savvy stage pre
sence that didn’t sacrifice 
enthusiasm.

The band was quite

happy to playfor an appre
ciative audience, unlike 
some of their experiences 
at home in England. The 
clincher was their rendi
tion of “Sight of You,” a 
song from the Pale Saints’ 
debut album, penned by 
Ian Masters, their de
parted original vocalist. 
This time around it was 
sung by Ian’s replacement, 
new b a ssist C o lleen  
Browne. Instead of the 
epic proportions the song 
once had, it’s now become 
yet another good pop song 
m the Pale Saints’ reper
toire. It was great to see 
them live, but I did miss

Ian M asters’ decided 
loopiness.

In fact, I ran into Ian 
while hanging about the 
Troubadour after the show 
— there was the occa
sional rock star at the bar, 
between the college kids 
and late-twenty-year-olds. 
I noticed Ian standing 
against the bar as the 
crowd filed passed, and I 
asked  him  w hat he 
thought of the show. 
“Well, she got the words 
wrong,” he said of Col
leen’s version of “Sight of 
You.” I hadn’t noticed any 
lyrical slip-ups. “They’re 
just nonsense lyrics any-
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way,” was his reply.
Apparently, Ian Masters 

and His Name is Alive’s 
Warren Defever have been 
working on an album 
together. It’s supposedly 
completed and waiting to 
be released, probably 
under die name “Masters 
and Defever.”

Sitting down with War
ren and Ian was no less 
than entertaining, as was 
watching diem play a live 
set in the intimacy of 
McCabe’s Guitar Shop, 
opening for Kristin Hersh. 
But they could both use a 
bit of direction.

After Masters and De

fever had completed their 
pop and slightly jazzy noo- 
dlings, Kristin Hersh took 
the stage.

I am beginning to think 
that Kristin shines best in 
an acoustic setting. That 
plaintive yet powerful 
voice can express worlds 
of emotion more effec
tively than when sur
rounded by the powerful 
surge of Throwing Muses. 
The performance was 
completed by the addition 
of Martin McCarrick on 
cello, rounding out Kris
tin’s arrangements. She 
did all my favorites, and 
threw in a couple of new

songs, including one that I 
think is called “Cactus.” It 
has lyrics that go, “Bless 
my baby eyes / Don’t you 
know Jesus died?”

Plenty of new Throwing 
Muses songs were in evi
dence at their show the 
previous night at the Trou
badour. To be fair, the per
formance was technically 
brilliant. But it seemed to 
lack some of die spark that 
I have seen in other Muses’ 
shows, or the times that I 
have seen Kristin play 
solo. I think it was because 
she was rather drunk — 
she didn’t interact with the 
audience very much, and

kept her eyes on her fin
gers, not wanting to hit a 
bum chord on her guitar. 
When one audience mem
ber called outfor “Walking 
in the Dark,” an old Muses 
song, Kristin only said she 
couldn’t play that one any
more. When other audi
ence members shouted en
couragem ent, K ristin  
smiled ruefully and said, 
“No, I really can’t play that 
one anymore. You must be 
drunk as I am.”

To their credit, the new 
material sounded quite 
good, and I can’t wait for 
the new album, which 
should be out in January. 
T h e y  a ls o  s te a m e d  
through some powerful 
oldies, including “Mania,” 
and “Vicky's Box,” from 
th e ir  stunning debut 
album.

Throwing Muses also 
had quite excellent sup
port from both Heidi Berry 
and Lisa Germano, who 
both played sets before the 
Muses came on stage. 
Heidi Berry, who has con
tributed vocals to “This 
Mortal Coil,” and has two 
albums out on 4AD, also 
had a more powerful live 
presence than I had ex
pected. Her rich, dulcet 
voice stems from true abil
ity, and when her occa
sionally countrified folk 
music nagged a little in in
spiration, her strong voice

took over. Even the “die
h ard  r o c k e r s ” w ho 
showed up for Throwing 
Muses were quieted by 
Heidi’s lovely stage pre
sence and well-trained 
vocal chords.

E isa  G erm an o , 
too, proved to be 
a lot more than I 
had expected . 

She is more than profi
cient on piano, violin and 
guitar. Even with a sup
port band assembled only 
one week before the per
formance, they managed 
to rock out, drawing 
chuckles and cheers from 
the audience. Lisa’s dark, 
twisted sense of humor be
lied the talent that she 
claims— at least in song— 
not to possess. She talked 
about her boyfriend and 
said she wished he was 
dead so he wouldn’t in
vade her thoughts when 
she was trying to get stuff 
done. Her forthcoming al
bum “Geek the Giri” even 
has a song on it called 
“Cancer of Everything.” It 
was near brilliance. Need I 
say more?

Except perhaps to add 
that one should not con
fuse Lisa Germano with 
Lisa Gerrard. They both 
seem to represent the op
posite extremes of 4AD. 
Lisa Gerrard said nary a 
word to the audience (ex

cept to introduce her play
ers) when she performed 
at McCabe’s. She commu
nicated with the sound 
booth  through litt le  
frowns and eye move
ments. All the things she 
had to say were communi

cated through her music.
Lisa Gerrard, is, of 

course, the other core 
member of Dead Can 
Dance. She is the one who 
possesses a voice more 
malleable than the Bulga
rian Women’s Choir, more 
unearthly than Elizabeth 
Fraser. On the final night 
that I journeyed into Los 
Angeles, I went to see Lisa 
Gerrard perform solo at 
McCabe’s. It was, to say 
the least, an experience 
bordering on the surreal.

As I stood in line with a 
good friend, I pointed out 
to him the different rock 
stars exiting McCabe’s and 
milling about the front of 
the guitar store. Damn if 
we didn’t see three-fourths 
of His Name is Alive there 
(at least, their live lineup). 
Vocalist Karin Oliver was

sitting down on the sidew
alk outside McCabe’s, eat
ing Chinese takeout Bren
dan Periy was there too, 
apparently acting as sound 
man for Lisa Gerrard. We 
also saw David Narcizo 
and Bernard Georges, the 
respective drummer and 
bassist for Throw ing 
Muses, as well as Ian Mas
ters and Heidi Berry. It 
was a star-studded affair.

Michael Brook opened 
the show for Lisa Gerrard, 
creating brain-tickling 
computerized sounds on 
his electric guitar. Despite

the mind-bending con
cept, and his obviously im
mense skill, Brook was 
just an ordinary guy with a 
rather dry sense of humor. 
In feet, as he began bend
ing his knees to the rhythm 
of “Ultramarine,” (from 
his 4AD release “Cobalt 
Blue”) I could hear the 
Spare change in his pocket 
jingling.

Lisa Gerrard, on the 
other hand, was anything

but ordinary. She looks as 
if she will never change. 
She was wearing white, as 
usual, her hair rolled into 
its Elizabethan braid and 
cascading down her back. 
Her songs were dark and 
brooding, eventually mov
ing into more percussion- 
oriented, tribal sounds. 
Occasionally there was a 
sort of call-and-response 
chanting between Lisa and 
her male players, who pro
vided keyboard samples, 
violin, guitar, tambourine, 
gong, bass drum and hand 
claps. All of the songs were 
new — although I had 
heard a few done live with 
Dead Can Dance. Most of 
them, though, will prob
ably be featured on Lisa’s 
formcoming solo album.

Naturally a few L.A. 
(and Santa Barbara) goths 
showed up, but they were 
few and far between. Any
one could be affected by 
this kind of music; not its 
words, but the unearthly 
sounds. I wonder what 
motivates Lisa to keep do
ing i t  Is it a driving force to 
squeeze a song out, trying 
to make sense of random, 
powerful emotions, as it 
seems to be with Kristin 
Hersh? Is it a twisted need 
to wallow in self-centered 
lyrics about pain and life’s 
oddly humorous misfor
tunes, as it is with Mark 
Kozelek and Lisa Ger
mano? Or is it a need to 
create strange, often beau
tiful noises that defy the 
senses, as it is with His 
Name is Alive and the Pale 
Saints?

It could be all and any of 
these. Through the years, 
4AD Records has been dis
covering exceptional ar
tists. Sometimes they are 
relatively ordinary people 
with a finger on the pulse- 
point of genius, as the Pale 
Saints seem to be. More 
likely, they are idiot- 
savants like Mark Kozelek 
and W arren Defever, 
whose genius comes in fits 
and starts and often keeps 
them slightly removed 
from the ordinary people. 
They have their own un
mistakable, unintelligible 
agenda — as does Kristin 
Hersh, and the Wolfgang 
Press (what exactly is 
Mick going on about?). 
And they all have the abil
ity to create something ut
terly sublime. I can’t think 
of one 4AD artist who 
hasn’t created something 
of rare beauty and sheer 
genius; if not through an 
entire album, at least in a 
moment of inspiration.

O
ne of the things I 
have heard peo
ple complain ab
out most is that 

they think “all 4AD music 
sounds the same.” Some of 
the music may share the 
same kind of atmosphere, 
created by This Mortal 
Coil, Dead Can Dance, 
and early albums by the 
Cocteau Twins. But “All 
Vitgos Are Mad” seems to 
be celebrating the diversity 
of 4AD’s music, from pop 
to folk to dance to noise 
and so on. Perhaps that is 
why this festival drew such 
a diverse crowd of people. 
I rarely saw the same peo
ple attending each show 
on any given night. There 
were a few, like me, who 
tried to see everything. But 
those of us who did are 
truly obsessed. Can’t you 
tell?

“Kristin smiled 
ruefully and said, 
‘No, I really can't 
play that one 
anymore. You 
must be drunk as 
l a m . ” ’
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Just in time for Hallo
ween, Arts and Lectures 
presents Guillermo del 
Toro’s “Cronos.” Yes, it’s 
another vampire movie, 
but how many films have a 
vampire who sleeps with a 
teddy bear, is sickened by 
the sight of blood (Count 
Duckula excepted), and 
has a granddaughter 
named Aurora?

Del Toro is not Bram 
Stoker, nor is he Anne 
Rice. While Jesús Gris 
(Federico Luppi) occa
sionally drinks blood, 
there are none of the usual 
neck-biting scenes or the 
“let me drinkyour blahhd” 
scenes. Rather, he is a vic
tim of his own curiosity, an 
antique dealer who stum
bles upon the secret to 
eternity, and its curse.

The real vampire of the 
film is the Cronos device

itself. Inside this wind-up 
crab lives a leech, which 
filters the blood of the 
owner. Each use of ma
chine, filmed with excru
ciating detail reminiscent 
of the eye-slicing scene in 
“Bufiuel” and Dali’s “Un 
Chien Andalou,” further 
prolongs the owner’s life, 
but at a cost The more 
times the Cronos Device is 
activated, the more inhu
man the owner becomes. 
The result, Gris finds, is an 
unquenchable taste for 
blood, immortality and 
solitude.

The evolution of Jesus 
Gris from antique dealer 
to vampire is subtle yet 
striking, done with in
creasingly intricate make
up work. The last scenes, 
of a vampire ready to break 
free from its human skin 
chrysalis, are stunning. By

the end, Gris is as grey as 
his name implies, looking 
more like Boris Karloff as 
The Mummy, than a vam
pire. But underneath that 
peeling skin is new, inhu
man flesh, bone white and 
craving blood.

Ron Perlman as Angel 
de la Guardia adds a 
beastly twist to “Cronos.” 
As the nephew of a man 
obsessed with the pros
pect of immortality, he 
must search out the Cro
nos device and destroy 
those who stand in his 
way. But how does one de
stroy a vampire?
Cronos show s a t 7 p.m. 
on  M onday O ct 24 in 
C am pbell H alt Inform a
tion can be obtained at 
893-3535.

—Sarah Crane

Just as the fictional Joy 
Luck Club has nothing to 
do with joy and nothing to 
do with luck and every
thing to do with hope, so 
does Wayne Wang’s film 
“The Joy Luck Club,” from 
Amy Tan’s novel of the 
same name. It is about 
hope — the hope four 
Chinese mothers have for 
th e ir  A m erican -b o rn  
daughters.

Wang, however does 
not stop w ith hope. 
Rather, he uses the film to 
explore the gaps in genera
tion, culture and commu
nication between mothers 
and daughters, and the 
pains and fears that can ar
ise from these gaps. Each 
generation thinks it has 
failed the other, and not 
until mother and daughter 
learn to talk and listen are 
these gaps bridged.

To call “The Joy Luck 
Club” one film is to sell it 
short. Itis really eightfilms 
— each with its own begin
ning, climax and poignant 
conclusion, each with its 
own voice-over narration. 
These stories are held 
together by the journey of 
June Ming to China to 
meet the sisters she didn’t 
know she had; to confront 
her mother’s past and to 
symbolically become her 
mother.

Though the film is beau
tiful and rewarding, the 
multiple points of view 
may make you feel uneasy 
and disoriented. At first I 
e v e n  f e l t  a t a d  
claustrophobic.

If you are a man, you

may feel attacked or 
wrongly stereotyped. At 
least, I feel that some of the 
male characters are over
played. I realize that The 
Joy Luck Club takes place 
at the end of Imperial 
China, when arranging 
marriages was still a com
mon and accepted prac
tice, and women were low 
on the social totem pole, 
but that does not explain 
the portrayal of all of the 
men in the film. As a wo
man, I did find many of the 
scenes hard to watch, but I 
did watch, and am glad I 
did. Gender issues and the 
status of women in the hu
man race need addressing, 
and “The Joy Luck Club” 
does a wonderful job of it, 
while avoiding gratuitous 
melodrama.

Visually, the film is a 
feast. The rich, saturated 
earthly color scheme is 
counterpointed by bright 
primary colors for added 
drama. Each frame is care
fully crafted, leaving no

element out of place. As 
you watch, let your eyes 
wander through the back
grounds, and enjoy the vis
ual splendor.

Wayne Wang’s “The Joy 
Luck Club” is a powerful 
film, driven by a compell
ing soundtrack. It is emo
tionally charged and beau
tifully filmed. While you 
watch, however, keep in 
mind your own relation
ship to your parents. 
Maybe, when the last reel 
is complete, you should go 
home, write a letter, or 
telephone. Just as in the 
film, there are probably 
things you don’t know ab
out them and they don’t 
know about you. I’m not 
suggesting that you tell all, 
but maybe the film will 
provide the excuse to talk.

The film  show s tonight 
at 7 p.m. in C am pbell 
HalL For m ore inform a
tion, ca ll Arts & Lectures 
a t 893-3535.

—Sarah Crane
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HE DIRECTS-IN A DRESS
Bring This Far Side to Woodstock’s For...

From within the me
dium of black and white, 
standing confident in file 
high-heeled budget of $18 
million, Tim Burton’s “Ed 
Wood” embodies the per
sona of drag.

Stripped of accessories, 
“Ed Wood” tells of the 
trials and tribulations of 
Hollywood’s worst film
maker, Edward D. Wood 
Jr. W ood, played by 
Johnny Depp, wants what 
all filmmakers want: to 
make films on their terms. 
To create. To dress in wo
men’s clothing.

The film remains on the 
positive side of this often 
maligned figure. Rather 
than mocking the late film
maker, “Ed Wood” pays 
tribute to a man who 
wouldn’t take no for an 
answer. “Oh, its the worst 
film you’ve ever seen, you 
say?” Wood says. “Well, 
my next one will be bet
ter!” It means a lot, coming 
from the creator of such 
f i lms as t h e  s e m i -  
autobiographical trans
vestite flick “Glen or 
Glenda,” and “Plan 9

For months now, we 
have been teased by ads, 
promos, reviews, and arti
cles about “Pulp Fiction,” 
the latest film from the lat
est king of blood, guns, 
and snappy dialogue, 
Quentin Tarantino. Win
ner of Best Picture at the 
Cannes Film Festival last 
spring, “Fiction” is prob
ably one of the most 
talked-about films of the 
year, keeping “cinéphiles” 
in coffeehouses around 
the world asking “What’s 
Quentin going to pull out 
of his sleeve this time?”

When you cut through it 
all, what you get is a tight, 
well-written film with lots 
of dialogue and probably 
too much wit for its own 
good.

Set against the back
drop of underworld Los 
Angeles, “Fiction” fol
lows, in skewed chrono
logical order, three days in 
the lives of a shady crime 
boss, his bumbling gun
men, his seductive wife, a 
profiteering boxer, two 
backwoods hillbillies, and 
Steve Buscemi in a Buddy 
Holly getup. Characters 
fall in and out of the narra
tive, which is really three 
short vignettes skillfully 
w o v e n  t o g e t h e r  by 
Tarantino.

As the writer/director of 
“Reservoir Dogs,” and the

From Outer Space,” a sci- 
fi “thriller” fully equipped 
with paper-plate flying 
saucers.

Overall, “Ed Wood” re
flects the positive years of 
the director in the Ward- 
and-June era of the 1950s. 
Wood is young, his girl
friend is beautiful and his 
secret is out “I like to wear 
women’s clothing.”

Surrounding himself 
with an “Addams Fam- 
ily”-m eets-“The Mun- 
sters”-type crew, Wood 
dedicates his life to mak
ing films on a budget of 
pocket change. While the 
cast of “Ed Wood” is 
sprinkled with Hollywood 
favorites such as Bill Mur
ray, Sarah Jessica Parker, 
and Johnny Depp himself, 
it is Martin Landau’s por
trayal of Bela Lugosi that 
steals the show.

For two brief hours, 
Bela Lugosi is alive and 
kicking before our eyes, as 
he and Woo d team 
together to make and sell 
themselves. As Wood 

raises Lugosi from a gra
veyard of bumed-out ac

tors, he sparks a softness 
from the bitter old junkie.

But beyond Landau’s 
convincing performance 
as Lugosi, it is difficult to 
move past the “21 Jump 
Street” “Deppness” of 
Depp’s portrayal of Wood.

At times this becomes 
distracting, but in the end 
Depp’s nasal sportscaster/ 
salesman voice reminds 
the audience that “Ed

Wood” is a comedy, and 
not another bad film in
spired by Wood. As Bela 
Lugosi once said about his 
vampire films, “The pure 
horror both repels and at
tracts the audience.”

Put to practice, the same 
can be said about “Ed 
Wood.” The pure cheesi
ness of the film both repels 
and attracts audiences.

—Erin Wilson

IT W H S  W D 10 DEATH
writer o f ‘True Romance,” 
he created films with as 
many quotable one-liners 
as lead-filled corpses. This 
happens here too, result
ing in a strange mix of 
comedy,  drama and 
action.

But what really makes 
Tarantino so good is in 
many ways the one fatal 
flaw of “Pulp Fiction”: his 
ability to write witty dia
logue. Scenes go on and 
on with witty chitchat be
tween one gunman and 
another, gunman and 
boss’ wife, wife and waiter, 
gunman and soon-to-be 
victim, and so on. Highly 
entertaining, much of it 
could have been cut with
out damage to the plot

The film stars John Tra
volta, Samuel L. Jackson, 
Uma Thurman, Harvey 
Keitel, Bruce Willis, and 
an array of other stars who 
contribute cameos and 
performances of various 
lengths. This had led to an 
assumption that “Pulp Fic
tion” is like a darker and 
more violent version of 
Robert Altman’s “Short 
Cuts,” but it becomes ap
parent in viewing “Fic
tion” that the stars in
volved were chosen not 
for their name value, but 
for their ability to play the 
parts given to them.

Travolta shows his true

ability, finally performing 
a worthy role. Willis and 
Thurman put in better- 
than-average work, but 
Jackson is the real scene 
s t e a l e r  as a B i b l e -  
thumping hit man. The 
only disappointment of 
the film’s ensemble was 
Tarantino himself, who 
was about as convincing in 
his role as any of the cast 
members of “Saved by the 
Bell.” Why does Tarantino 
insist on putting himself in 
everything he directs?

Technically speaking, 
"Fiction” is clean, full of 
the same sort of “gritty re
alism” that made “Dogs” 
exciting and fresh. Taran
tino effectively uses cam-

1 1 $9! i
I  2 5  2 ^  

presents..,

THE FAB SME

LARGE 16” I 
2-toppins pizza.

I Life in the Old Weth

■  V) Iém.'"- 
‘mrd ' ■ '¡a
il

I

i

I
■Woodstock*« Pizza 928 Erob. del Norte 968-6969

era, sound, editing and 
music to set a creepy film- 
noir mood, with some 
downright wacky stylistic 
curveballs thrown in.

Despite the long run
ning time, Tarantino holds 
your attention by n ot 
showing you exactly what 
you want to see. In 
“Dogs,” it was the dia
mond heist that was not 
shown, and the technique 
is used again to varying de
grees in “Fiction.” We are 
engrossed because we are 
kept guessing.

—Kelly Hartman
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