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Sldploader 
Anxious Restless 
Geffen

“I’ll have one of those 
chocolate-covered brake 
pads, one Scorpion 2000 
Attack Wig, a pair of 
omelettes, and that new 
CD by Sldploader,” I said 
to the clerk.

“I’m sony, sir, but that 
compact disc is not for 
sale. We do have....”

“Not for sale?” I inter
rupted. "The sign out front 
says, ’New CD From Skip- 
loader For Sale, $9.99.’”

"Correct,” he replied. 
“Just not here at this 
store.”

“Where, then?” I asked, 
starting to lose my temper.

“I don’t know. But 
probably somewhere.”

“Well, give me that new 
compact disc from Skip- 
loader instead,” I said. I 
had heard that sales clerks 
on Gordak 7 were easy to 
trick and figured it was 
worth a try. What did I 
have to lose?

“Sorry, sir, but it’s still 
not for sale. Maybe next 
time.”

“Oh, come on, I’m your 
Salad Shooter,” I said, try
ing to trick him again. 
Legend had it that Gorda- 
kians were easily confused 
by technically superior, 
mail-only convenience 
items. “Plus, those Diamel 
Abdominizing Bedazzlers 
aren’t worth a Body by 
Jake,” I added.

“Sony, pal, you’re going 
to have to get your Skip- 
loader elsewhere. The rest

comes to $47.”
I paid the guy and left. 
“Great,” I wondered, 

“now where I was going to 
get that disc?” I needed to 
review it that week for the 
Daily Nexus.

My galactospatchet 
started right up and I was 
cleared for take-out Me 
and The Tube (what I call 
my ship because it flies 
OK, but the tail end sort of 
drags across the ground) 
scraped toward Grogan 4, 
the friendliest galaxy in the 
universe. They would 
surely have a copy for sale. 
I thought, considering 
they are in close contact 
with Grodak 11, where 90 
percent of the compact 
discs in the universe are 
made.

Well, I was right, the 
first store I went into had 
several for purchase. I 
happily paid $13.99 for 
one and sped home to 
check it out.

“Gadzukes!” I shouted 
as I listened to the first 
song, “n20.”

“Double Gadzukes!” I 
yelled during the second 
song, “all smiles.” 

“W hoow ee!” I ex
claimed, referring to the 
third song, “trademark.” 

“W hoa, w hat was 
that?” I said out loud. I re
wound that part of the 
fourth song, “12-5-95.” 
What were they saying? It 
sounded like “Heyyy Pe
ter, nice scat collection.” I 
kept playing it back and 
then realized that they we
ren’t saying that at all. In
stead, it was, “Manny al

Tales From Gordak 7

ways said behave.” Weird, 
I thought, why would they 
be saying that? Oh well, I 
guess it’s just a song.

“Stunt Double,” the last 
song, was a real tear- 
jerker, a cover of a sad old 
lullaby that I had first 
heard on Grodakan 22 a 
little over three years ago. I 
had been younger then, 
and hadn’t been alive as 
long. My neighbor, a guy 
by tiie name of Sylvie, had 
had a lawnmo wer and had 
somehow convinced him
self that it could speak, but 
only when he wasn’t ar
ound. Of course, this pes
tering situation had com
plicated things in his

brain. He would call the 
police every other week 
and complain that the 
lawnmower was consum
ing all the beer from his 
garage refrigerator.

I had overheard him 
one time. I had jumped his 
fence to recover the ninja 
suit that I had conve
niently launched into his 
yard. I heard him say, “But 
officer, could you please 
just take a look? No, this is 
not a prank, you gooney 
bird! It’s chinkin' my dang 
beer!” Sylvie was yelling, 
“Just you wait ’til I tell your 
superio r, Mr. Buddy 
Head!”

When I heard that last

part, I took off back over 
the fence into the land of 
the sane and ran all the 
way to my room. A week 
later, Sylvie moved away 
and I was really sad. And 
when I was at my saddest, 
the original version of 
“Stunt Double” was play
ing on the radio. ”... Stunt 
Double, that’s who! Who 
can do crazy things with 
that thing. Some danger
ous hero. He’s the one that 
can do stuff that is hard to 
do. Some dangerous hero, 
he’s the Stunt Double,

Stunt Double....”
I eventually got over it, 

though, when my mom 
told me that he had only 
moved across the street. 
Nevertheless, that song 
still makes me sad when I 
hear i t

But hey, no need to 
weep. How about those 
guys! Sldploader! Is that 
some powerful good tunes 
or what? Great music, 
great, memories and a 
steady beat that really 
socks it to you!

—David Potter

The other day when I 
came home from 
work, I just wanted 

to sit on the edge of my bed 
and not think. It had been 
a long and hying day, and I 
wanted to listen to some 
music and “veg ou t” I 
wanted to hear something 
soothing, cozy and famil
iar — an album I knew by 
heart, like the streets of my 
hometown, that had be
come an irreplaceable part 
of my memories.

I could have reached for 
anything in the already 
tottering stack of new CDs 
that I’ve purchased so far 
this year: Belly, Bandit 
Queen,Tricky, the Golden 
Palominos. But none of 
these albums are as famil
iar to me, fit as easily in the 
palm of my hand, as the al
bum I reached for instead. 
What I wanted — needed 
— to hear at that moment 
was Victorialand by the 
Cocteau Twins.

Of course, there are 
many wonderful Cocteau 
Twins albums to choose 
from. Each one of them 
has seen me through a par
ticular period in my life. 
But what I needed to feel 
was the particular kind of 
solace that only comes 
from listening to Victoria
land. It saw me through 
my first lonely years of col-

lege, when I had recently 
discovered the Cocteau 
Twins, and realized that 
music does not always 
need intelligible lyrics in 
order to move you.

Victorialand is a gentle 
album, even by Cocteau 
Twins standards. Perhaps 
because of or in spite of 
that reason, it was the 
Cocteaus’ album that re
mained longest on the 
British music charts. It 
was released nearly 10 
years ago, in 1986, on what 
was their current British 
label, 4AD. At that time, 
the Cocteaus were viewed 
as the “flagship” for the 
eclectic  ind ep en d en t 
label. Victorialand was 
recorded in a relatively 
short time (by Cocteau 
Twins standards) and did 
not feature their newly 
hired bassist, Simon Ray- 
monde. It was an insular 
process, entirely  put 
together by guitarist Robin 
Guthrie (who produced 
and played nearly evety- 
thing on the album) and 
his longtime partner, voc
alist Elizabeth Fraser. The 
only other musician pre
sent during the recording 
was guest saxophonist Ri
chard Thomas, who was 
then involved with a little- 
known 4AD band called 
Dif Juz.

What they created was 
something that shimmered 
with longing, mystified 
with whimsy and was as 
unquestionably beautiful 
as a deep, still pond of 
snowcapped mountains 
when viewed from a dis
tance. A good friend of 
mine once described the 
effect of Victorialand on 
him as a journey through 
the seasons, from the lan
guid summery drift of 
“Lazy Calm” to the breath
lessly wintry heights of 
“Hie Thinner the Air.” In 
between are the sprightly 
spring awakenings of 
“Little Spacey” and “Feet
like Fins,” and the haunt
ing strains of “Whales 
Tails” and “Throughout 
the Dark Months of April 
and May.” Autumn leaves 
skim through the spar
kling, stream-like dance of 
“O om ingm ak,” w hile 
“How to Bring a Blush to 
the Snow” suggests a 
frosty winter landscape.

Of course, I don’t al
ways experience these 
things every time I listen to 
Victorialand. It depends 
on the amount of attention 
I am giving to the music. 
When I am balancing my 
checkbook or filling out 
tax forms, it can be a pleas
ant, relaxing background 
sound. I have come to

know the album so well 
that when there is a 
momentary spate of drums 
during “Feet-like Fins” on 
an otherwise drumless al
bum, it does not disturb 
my equilibrium. On tjie 
other hand, if I am paying 
attention to the music, al
lowing my mind to follow 
the journey, that spate of 
drums is an exhilarating, 
disturbing moment.

What hooks me in are 
the melodies — vocal me
lo d ies  lay e red  over 
counter-dialogues and 
effects-laden acoustic gui
tar layered over subtle 
electronics and key
boards. They seem to fol
low a random pattern, but 
always manage to connect 
in the most beguiling way. 
As Elizabeth’s apparently 
nonsensical diction might 
not be intelligible when 
written on paper, or Ro
bin’s neglect of anything 
resembling a chord prog
ression might seem “illogi
cal,” on record it makes 
complete and perfect 
sense.

Especially, as I said,

when you are in one of 
those moods when you are 
looking for something fa
miliar to fill your mind 
with imageiy other than 
the usual pictures that Sit
ter around in your brain- 
case. Of course, some peo
ple find certain drugs will 
do the same thing, but you 
can also find Victorialand 
in your local record store,

along with many other 
Cocteau Twins albums 
that have since been 
reissued on Capitol Re
cords in the United States. 
You might even find some 
in the used bins — for 
those who like their mood 
music a little less atmo
spheric and a little more 
concrete.

—Miz E.

GET A REAL JOB!
... or a t least an interesting internship.

The Daily Nexus is now recruiting Sales Interns for Fall Quarter ’95. APPLY 
NOW! Four positions are available. We will train you in sales technique, service 
and presentation—you get real career skills and the chance to make money selling  
advertising.

DEADLINE TO APPLY: MAY 31
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Reissue, Repackage
The Smiths 
Singles
Warner/Reprise

“So Nicole, what’s the 
best song you’ve ever 
heard?” I asked Nicole, 
seated behind me in AP Lit 
and Comp.

“Whaddaya mean, Mol- 
loy? ” she asked, peering at 
me through her Malcolm 
X specs. “Do you mean, 
like, the best song ever, or 
the best song ever that I’ve 
ever heard?” She was 
looking to narrow it down. 
It was, admittedly, kind of 
a big question — realisti
cally, too big a question to 
ask any high school senior 
in an English class. Still, it 
was a nice diversion.

“Yeah, the best you’ve 
ever heard. Like, mine is 
probably ‘Purple Rain,’ 
but I’m pretty sure some
where down the line 
someone wrote a better 
song and I just never heard 
it ‘cos I’m a narrow
minded music-bigot type.”

“Oh, OK. Then I’d have 
to say ‘How Soon Is 
Now.’”

At the time, this really 
disappointed me. Yes, 
since that time, I’ve come 
to sort of empathize with 
the sentiment behind that 
part about going to the 
club to find someone who 
really loves you and you 
cry and you want to die 
and all that, and the way 
Morrissey phrases it is 
even sort of epic, but still, 
her choice seemed sort of 
ill-thought-out. I mean, 
sure, this was only limited 
to whatever songs we’d 
ever heard, but Nicole 
knew a fair amount of 
music. And she wasn’t 
even a narrow-minded 
music bigot!

Sure, if you listen to it as 
you’re going to sleep at 
night, the part where Mor
rissey first comes in with,

“I am the sonnnnn, and 
the — heirrrrr,” he sounds 
absolutely ethereal. Sure. 
But w hat was w ith  
Nicole?

She dug her precious 
Smiths in a big way. She 
read up on them, she kept 
abreast of unfounded 
reunion rumors, she prob
ably had posters on her 
walls.

She was just that weird 
sort. She had the army 
boots before anybody had 
the army boots, and she 
had green leggings in ef
fect She haa maybe too 
many piercings, but not in 
a distasteful way, by any 
means.

In eighth grade, when 
she was just getting weird, 
when I was an ovo-lacto 
vegetarian but not an ex
treme one, when she first 
cut off her hair and dyed it 
really fake blond, when 
she wrote “Meat is Mur
der” on her books but 
didn’t stop eating it, I 
worked myself up to ask 
her, “Do you think it’s re
ally murder? Veal is plenty 
bad, but....”

“It’s a song,” she said. 
“It’s a Smiths album. Meat

Is Murder. ” I wasn’t going 
to get my moral discus
sion. Not from Nicole. 
That wasn’t Nicole. She 
w asn’t the am using- 
conversation-w ith-an- 
idiot type.

Nicole was wise. Wise 
about her Smiths. Clever 
about her Smiths. She 
called Morrissey “Moz” af
ter his nickname in the 
British rags she would buy 
at 3rd Sheet Promenade 
newsracks. She schooled 
me to the difference be
tween punks and mods. 
Moz, she explained, was a 
mod.

So maybe he isn’t the 
sun or the air to me, but I 
sort of felt like I was get
ting a look around Ni
cole’s land by buying Sin
gles. All the songs are 
good, especially “How 
Soon Is N ow ," and 
“Heaven Knows I’m Mis
erable Now.” If you’re a 
Nicole, you already have 
these songs many times 
over on other Smiths re
cords. If not, try to under
stand a Nicole.

One love, Kevin Car- 
hart. Peace, mon frerons.

■Tim Molloy

Don't Miss the Bus18th dye 
tribute to a bus 
Matador

The latest 18th dye al
bum is pure elation — 
neon stripes the color of 
melon liqueur accenting 
deep cherry wood, bright 
brass rings through the 
noses of secretly smiling 
gargoyles, surgical preci
sion disguised as intri
cately wrapped trinkets 
from Japan. What I am try
ing to say is that 18th dye 
has lost tire odd combo of 
hesitancy and bluster, 
catchy tunes and nice 
manners seen on other ef
forts Crayon and Done. It 
has gone 21st century — 
the crispiness and noisi
ness is courtesy of Steve 
Albini, but the superstruc
ture, tough like the skele
tons of skyscrapers, is 
courtesy of themselves.

18th dye steers clear of 
the mini-genre trend of in
die rock these days; they 
are not ‘indie-country,’ 
‘indie-lounge,’ ‘indie- 
blues’ or ‘indie-folk.’ So 
what do they sound like? 
“sole arch” is a lovely bal
lad, with plenty of senti
mental guitar and droll or
gan. The drummer has had 
too much coffee on “only 
bum” and “label.” 18th 
dye sounds punk when 
they let loose their furious 

rrsts of mayhem, an as-bursts of mayl 
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sault more painful because 
the production is so clean, 
you think you can hear ev
ery vibration of string and 
drum.

tribute to a bus sounds 
completely structured and 
not spontaneous — the 
work of some mad city 
planner with amazing 
multilinear thinking. At 
the same time, the “18th 
dye sound” can convince 
you that they are flying off 
the handle. The infighting 
between these dualities 
creates the energy to 
match the mood — or is it

the other way around? 
The lyrics are thoughtfully 
included, being mainly a 
mishmash of absurd state
ments, profanities sung 
without fanfare and a bit of 
German and French for 
good measure. All in all, 
18th dye has not lost its 
manic attitude with this al
bum. It has just dressed it 
up a bit to provide the 
proper superstar swagger 
to balance the music, br
inging 18th dye one step 
closer to some utopian 
aesthetic indie-rock ideal.

—Rena Tomvravkvvsuw vv;

Associated Students Program Board

A S Program  Board would like to Thank everyone who helped 
m ake Extravaganza a success:

Mary Hunt, AS Accounting 
Cara Lewis with W illiam Morris 

Blaine Kaplan with Absolute Artists 
Betsey at Mophead Productions 

Dirk Schubert, Schubert Systems Group 
Eddie with Numbskull

Ken Salatollo with Agency for the Performing Arts 
Gabe at Frontier Booking International 

Shirley Higgins 
Jimmy Two Times 

Cory Sipper 
Polychrome 

Spencer the Gardner 
MCA

Camille and The Independent 
John Kennedy, EHS 

A1 Yakel, EHS 
Bill Bedard, Central Stores 
Paul Mack, Electrical Shop 

Dave Johnson, Dramatic Arts 
Robert Kummer, Santa Barbara Scenic 

Joe Ballesteros, PA and Rec 
A1 Cerda, PA and Rec 

Bob Blanchard, PA and Rec 
Chuck Moreno, PA and Rec 

Peter Alexander, Light and Sound Design 
Cal State Rent-a-Fence 
Tonya and Cox Cable 

Ray Tracy and Kerr TV Studios 
Undercover Party Supply 

Arosha's Silkscreen 
M ission Linen

I Tony Alvarez, UCSB Police (and the officers working the event) 
Julie Dixon, CSO Coordinator (and staff)

Darwin Holter, UCSB Parking Services (and staff)
Dining Services Concessions 

Rene Rigal 
KHTY 
KTYD 
KJEE

Contemporary Services 
Brant Ibnstall for the terrific food!

Daily Nexus Photographers James Ku and Mike Strong 
Wendy Stubbs, Logo Design 

Kimberly Press 
Young Han

and everyone else who attended or contributed to Extravaganza!

And Special Thanks to All of Our Sponsors:

Jandd Mountaineering

J a ck  in  th e  B ox B u llfrog
W arn er  B roth ers R evo
C rysta l S p rin g s W ood stock 's
A T  a n d  T S u b w ay
T rojan K  S w iss
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I n between performing 
at various sites in Ca
lifornia in support of 

their new album Alaska 
Days, the singer/main 
songwriter/guitarist of the 
band Poole, Harry Evans, 
had occasion to talk to 
Artsweek. Poole, a group 
of craftsmen creating 
simple, sweet songs, is a 
treasured find for lovers of 
bright, buzzy guitar. The 
truly accessible music of 
Poole is an excellent addi-

An Interview with Poole h *
evil.

AW. On Alaska Days, 
some of the songs seem so 
sweet and so romantic 
that one might wonder if 
they are somewhat sar
castic. Are they?

HE: Um, I don't know. I 
tend to be a pretty sarcastic 
person in my everyday life. 
I never really thought ab
out it before. I guess it de
pends how you took what 
was being said. I think that 
anything can be taken sar-

all, relate to the music?

HE: We just wanted 
something that was really 
fun, and we spent a long 
time on that artwork, and 
we really thought hard ab
out it. It’s the result of a lot 
of brainstorm ing and 
throwing ideas back and 
forth. That is absolutely 
the best artwork we can 
have for that album. I 
think it’s great. We wanted 
to convey an air of fun and

emulate at all. Another 
band which is probably 
one of our favorites is The 
Beach Boys — without 
question one of my biggest 
personal influences. And 
The Descendants.

AW. How do you guys 
feel about getting atten
tion from being in a 
band?

HE: It’s excellent. It’s 
excellent because if  s what 
we’ve always wanted. 
Y’know, you always hear

b e in g  on  s p i n A R T  
records?

HE: Yes. They’re great. 
This is our first record for 
them and they’ve just been 
really cool. They’re giving 
us tour support when 
we’re out on the road and 
they pretty much give us 
complete control over 
what we want to do. 
They’re just a fabulous 
label. Jef£ Joel and Katie 
[the people who run spi
nART] are great.

7-inches, 78s. I think 
vinyl’s great. I still think 
that vinyl on a really good 
stereo sounds way better 
than a CD.

AW. Does Poole just 
use  s tandard  guitar  
tunings?

HE: So far, we’ve been 
tuning our guitars pretty 
standard, we tune to A 
440. We’ve got one song 
that’s got one string that’s 
kinda out of tune, but I 
think that was mostly an

AW: Does spinART  
have a distribution deal 
with a larger label now?

HE: They do. I think 
they go through Caroline. 
They also have just a 
bunch of one-stops like 
Valley Distribution in Sac
ramento, and I think they 
go through Revolver and 
K.

AW. What was your 
reaction, if any, when you 
heard that Eazy-E was 
dead?

HE: I don’t really know. 
I don’t think I had a reac
tion. It was just one of 
those things where I went, 
“OK.” He did some pretty 
cool stuff as far as rap goes, 
but as far as influencing me 
personally, he really had 
no effect Our drummer 
was devastated, though. 
He was ahuge N.WA. fan. 
He was just crushed; I 
think he cried. We were 
traveling when we heard 
and it was pretty hard on 
him.

AW: Do you guys have 
sentimental feelings ab
out vinyl?

HE: Oh, absolutely. In 
fact we like vinyl so much 
that we had spinART press 
our album up on vinyl. If  s 
gonna be available prob
ably in the next month or 
so. We all still collect re
cords. We buy vinyl—45s,

accident. We just sorta left 
it because it sounded cool. 
I’m not a good enough gui
tar player to start playing 
with alternate guitar tun
ings. I need to master one 
tuning before I move on to 
a new one. Our drums are 
alternately tuned, though.

AW: Yeah, sure. I  could 
hear that.

HE: Yeah, you could 
hear the alternate pitches 
jump across the drum set.

AW. That’s all I have 
Is there anything that you 
ju s t  want to say in 
general?

HE: Um ... people 
should go see live music 
more often.

AW. Have the crowds 
been scarce for Poole?

HE: No, the crowds 
have actually been really 
good. I just think that peo
ple don’t go see live music 
that much anymore. A lot 
of people would just rather 
go to dance clubs or just to 
a bar or whatever. There’s 
so many great bands to go 
and see. Especially, people 
should go support their 
local music scene. You’re 
in Santa Barbara. There’s 
probably a lot of good 
Santa Barbara bands that 
your readers should go 
and see.

AW: Uhhh ... well, 
there’s some

tion to any music collec
tion. The following is A rts- 
week’s discussion with 
Harry.

Artsweek: So, what are 
some of Poole’s favorite 
bands?

Harry Evans: Hmmm, I 
would say the Housemar- 
tins, The Knack, The Bee 
Gees, Frank Sinatra, AC/ 
DC, Ozzy Osbourne — 
just the first two solo re
cords, though.

AW. Are you serious?
HE: Yeah, and the 

Randy Rhodes’ Tribute al
bum. We’ve been listening 
to Wham’s Make It Big 
and Scorpions’ Worl
dwide Live. Listening to 
ftie Scorpions live makes 
for an exciting rock 
moment.

AW. What do you guys 
think about signing to a 
major label?

HE: I think that’d be 
awesome. D efin itely . 
We’re all totally into it. We 
all really want to make 
music a career. I think that 
major labels can be as ben
eficial as they can be 
dangerous. It all depends 
on what kind of deal you 
get and if you go into it 
with your eyes open. 
T here ’s in d ep e n d e n t 
labels that screw bands re
ally hard. Just the nature of 
being a big m achine 
doesn’t make something

casfically if given the right 
frame. I don’t think any of 
our stuff was written with 
sarcastic intent It was all 
meant to be as pure and 
sweet as it seems. We’re 
actually really nice guys.

AW. The song “Super- 
merica" seems to have 
sexual references — is 
that intentional?

HE: Wowl Hey, you’re 
asking me questions I’ve 
never thought of before. 
[To other band members:] 
Are there sexual overtones 
in “Supermerica”? Which, 
the “do you like it when I 
lick you”?

AW. ‘The ring around 
the rocketship....”

HE: O-ho-ho-ho! Never 
thought about that one be
fore.... No, that was actu
ally taken from a kids’ 
book. We had to come up 
with a third verse, and that 
was from a kids’ book we 
had, and the first line of it 
was, “Let’s make a ring ar
ound the rocketship.” But 
there were no intentional 
sexual overtones there.... 
Wowl But I guess thafs 
just the way my mind 
works subconsciously, for 
some reason.

AW: The cover art of 
Alaska Days has a distinct 
look to it, with the skiers 
and the snovrflakes and 
stuff. How does that, if at

lightness. We had about 
eight or 10 people trying to 
put it all together. We fi
nally got what we wanted 
so I’m ¿ad  that it turned 
out the way it did.

AW: Have you guys 
ever been compared to 
other bands?

HE: Actually, I just 
heard two great compari
sons today. We were com
pared to The Archies, but 
with buzzier guitars, and 
to the Monkees with better 
singers. I guess we’ve been 
compared to R.E.M. and 
Teenage Fanclub and early 
— what’s that icky English 
band that I hate — Primal 
Scream. None of that stuff 
is what we’re trying to

about bands that make a 
record and get all this at
tention, and then they’re 
shocked. They go, “Oh my 
God, I never wanted any of 
this!” I don’t buy into that 
Why did they start a band 
in the first place? You 
have to have a  super- 
egotistical side to want to 
be in a band and to do the 
whole rock thing, because 
it’s all about attention. If  s 
part of what you do, ifs 
part of the game that you 
have to play. So, I think all 
the attention and all the 
stuff that goes along with it 
is great. Thafs what I’ve 
always wanted.

AW. Do you guys enjoy
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The MerHcks
Der schönste Tag im JahrJ 
Roman Cabbage Vinyl

This Roman Cabbage Vinyl is a funny label, l came in 
expecting pure whimsy from the Merricks’ pooh-bear 
cover art and song titles like “Cheer Up (You’re on Holi
days),” but the title track is actually the poppiest. The 
first B-side, “Der Loge,” is downright scary, a minor-key 
waltz that sounds like a declaration of evil from Sweeney 
Todd or something.

Wall of Orchids 
Life Goes On 
Pop Look and Listen

Pop fans will find plenty to be happy about on 7-inch 
singles. A label with “pop” in the title is usually a good 
sign, like Pop Llama (home of a Zombies tribute album,) 
or Pop Narcotic or this one. Ever since I heard “Life 
Goes On,” I’ve been crazy about it. Wall of Orchids is ac
tually one-man band Lane Steinberg, who has turned up 
on the power-pop compilations Yellow Pills. He has a 
real knack for mixing a poignant little tale with irresisti
ble melody.

The story opens on a wife, pacing the kitchen and 
soothing the baby. The husband is off at war, following 
in the footsteps of a general-father who expected “that 
his son would lead a life that carried on a legacy she 
never felt was fair or right.” It’s uncertain whether he’ll 
ever be back. And the chorus, with swooping ahhhs and 
background vocals: “Life must go on, life goes on.” I 
don’t know when I’ve heard timing and pacing so fresh 
and effective.

Telling the story in declarative statements works bet
ter than it would with word play. I don’t usually go in for 
general truths, but there’s something about the punchy, 
sad situation and inevitability of life going on—and the 
fact that Steinberg included doubts about the military— 
that’s really beautiful.

Hula Hoop 
Butterfingered 
Silver Girl

Silver Girl Records is run by Keith York, once of 
KCSBI Well, ALL RIGHT! The band is actually from 
Kentucky. Once it starts spinning, the group washes over 
you with guitar wah and energy. The Moog is mixed very 
low, but I’m sure it’s in there somewhere. The illustrious 
Noah Blumberg adds his two cents: Hula Hoop sounds 
a lot like a sweeter version of Ian Mackaye’s old band 
Embrace. One might even call them a poppier Fugazi 
with their clever and melodic use o f harmonics and ag
gressive vocals. Back to you, Kevster.

What’s the state of vinyl, of records as a music format 
in 1995? The answer might seem obvious, but it also 
seems that some maverick spokesperson is proclaiming 
vinyl’s not dead almost as often as someone says it is. On 
the one hand, some inept, shortsighted radio stations 
don’t even have turntables, trusting their selection to 
whatever^ new or reissued. On the other hand, even 
Pearl Jam — music doesn’t get much more tedious or 
commercial— has its heart in the right place, releasing a 
limited edition of the vinyl version of a recent album be
fore the other formats.

Purely based on the music found on a sampling of 
7-inch singles, vinyl is as vital a format as it ever was. The 
single is a pure, pared-down medium. When there are 
only a couple of songs on a given record, all the attention 
is focused on those rather than spread out over 10 or 15, 
so you’re less likely to find filler or throwaways. You also 
find tons of groups who have only written a couple of 
songs. It might be years before they’ll make an LP, but 
their first single might still be bnlliant.

So, don’t ditch your turntable! Muchas I enjoy finding 
such a selection of (trendily abandoned) music being 
sold for 25 or 50 cents at Goodwill, I’d rather the word 
got out about what you won’t find except on 7-inch sin
gles, music like the following:

7-inch Single Roundup
Thee Headcoatees 
Santa Claus 
Damaged Goods

Another mark in favor of records is the presentation. 
This single by Thee Headcoatees is satisfyingly heavy, 
and the two-sided picture disc is better than what you’d 
find painted on a comparable CD.

Thee Headcoatees are the female counterparts of Thee 
Headcoats, a group run by batty, prolific garage deity 
Billy Childish. They keep their songs raw and simple as a 
point of honor. “Santa Claus” is a seasonal stomp, and 
the B-side, “Evil Thing,” carries on the tradition of ‘60s 
punk.

By Kevin Cariiart
Red Number Nine *
Mary
Farmhouse

Speaking of simple, the charming Red Number Nine is 
unassuming as a punk-rock principle. At the Living 
Room early in the fall, the attention was on the music 
rather than themselves. They live up to the perch they 
take when they sing the critical “Fashion Punk,” about 
superficial, hypocritical scenesters.

The guitar playing and drumming is fast, but with 
plenty of melodies and nicely-sung vocals. This is a 
group that will appeal both to a punk audience and pop 
cravers like me.

The Four One & Only’s
Double Hit
Roman Cabbage Vinyl

Some of the releases by this Dutch band are actually 
kind of unlistenable, but I’ve fallen in love with a little 
number called “Let’s Emigrate.” The song contains a 
sound somewhere between an accordion and a car horn, 
which drives elfin vocals. It’s a little eccentric, but it 
makes for a great hook, and combined with marching- 
band drums, the song is a h it Both songs are on one side 
of the record. The other side is smooth and blank.
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P y r o te c h H ic a lC om bining tre 
mendous explo
sions, in te rn a 

tional intrigue and bad 
guys getting cut in half 
with cable wire, Die Hard 
With a Vengeance is this 
season’s action adventure 
movie with the perfect mix 
of summer escapism and 
intelligent storytelling.

Bruce Willis returns as 
Lt. John McClane, an 
everyman sort of New 
York cop with a nasty ha
bit of getting mixed up 
with international terror
ists with bad German ac
cents. McClane's adver
sary and the film’s main 
villain (aside from a female 
mute psycho and a posse 
of Aryan-looking hen
chmen) is Simon, a nefari
ous intellectual played 
masterfully by Jeremy 
Irons.

After blowing up a de
partment store during the 
opening credits, Simon 
forces McClane and Har- 
lem  s h o p  o w n e r /  
inadvertent sidekick Zeus 
Carver (played by Samuel 
L. Jackson) into a twisted 
game of Simon Says. The 
dynamic duo is sent on 
h i g h - s p e e d  c h a s e s  
throughout the city, forced 
to answer archaic riddles 
and generally required to 
look like idiots in front of 
large groups of people, or 
else Simon will detonate 
various targets, including 
an elementary school and 
a crowded subway train. 

Die Hard director John

McTleman returns for the 
third installment of the se
ries and delivers fast- 
paced, over-the-top ac
tion, keeping the story 
moving and the explosions 
rocking with little time to 
stop and smell the flowers. 
The stunts and special ef
fects are truly awesome 
and the danger is real 
enough to keep the sus
pense alive.

With a Vengeance also 
excels at the other tradi
tional motifs of the action 
genre. McClane and Zeus 
fill the dead time between 
explosions with hilarious 
cop/sidekick banter, and 
the hero/villain telephone 
interaction between Willis 
and Irons is effective de
spite its overuse in films 
like In the Line of Fire and 
Speed.

Although the movie is 
little more than a formula 
flick and the plot is largely 
predictable, the story does 
exhibit many of the fea
tures that made the origi
nal Die Hard a classic of 
the genre. Simon is smar
ter and sneakier than the 
common action movie vil
lain and his plans and mo
tivations are not those of a 
simple megalomaniacal 
psychopath.

McTieman has clearly 
poured a great deal of ef
fort into the shaping of 
With a Vengeance and it 
shows in the movie’s de
tails and little added ex
tras. Everything from Si
mon’s explosive devices to

McClane’s escape from an 
elevator packed with four 
former East German hen
chmen demonstrates a 
great deal of imagination.

Although With a Ven
geance is almost a tex
tbook example of how to 
make a great action movie, 
the picture is clearly not

perfect or without faults. 
The movie features an un
necessary “let’s bring the 
races together” subplot 
that should have either 
been handled seriously or 
cut entirely, and McClane 
starts the movie estranged 
from his wife again and in 
a condition too closely re

sembling that of Willis’ 
character in The Last Boy 
Scout.

Despite its minor imper
fections, Die Hard With a 
Vengeance offers two 
hours of nonstop comedy, 
suspense and action with
out playing down or in
sulting the intelligence of

its viewers. Sit back, relax 
and enjoy the ride.

These reviewers enthu
siastically give Die Hard 
With a Vengeance two 
buenos!

—Michael Ball and Jeff 
Brax

The Multicultural Center Presents
a musical performance by

Join us for an evening o f beautiful Tibetan music in a performance on ancient gongs, bells, 
and singing bowls, whose intriguing tonalities produce a  hypnotic, dream-like ambiance.

Friday, May 26 • 8pm*
Students: $3; General: $5 • UCSB Multicultural Center Theater

*NO LATE SEATING will be allowed due to the extreme silence required for the performance.
For more information call the MCC at893-8111.

^ a n ç k a r a Mouse on Mars
Vulvaland
Too Pure/American

Honestly, when Kevin 
asked me to review this re
cord, I was like “OK, I’ve 
never heard of this group, 
but I’ll give ’em a shot.” I 
didn’t think I’d have any
thing interesting to write 
about them, though. Since 
that time, I have listened to 
the record in its entirety 
and found out some 
slightly interesting things 
about them courtesy of nu- 
school indie rock deity 
Erik Fields. I also realized 
that I wouldn’t really need 
to say much interesting ab
out the recording. The 
music speaks for itself.

Mouse on Mars are 
Andi Toma and Jan S t 
Werner. They’re from Ger
many. And their album 
Vulvaland was originally 
released last year on the 
UK indie label Too Pure. It 
has been re-released this 
year in the USA by Rick 
Rubin as part of an agree
ment in which Rubin’s 
label American will distri

bute and promote Too 
Pure releases here in the 
states.

I think this is the wisest 
decision Mr. Rubin has 
made in a long time, be
cause Vulvaland is a good 
record. Beware though, if 
you’re expecting rock 
music here, forget it. The 
best way to describe the 
music of Mouse on Mars 
would be by recommend
ing that you sit back in a 
quiet room and listen to

this record uninterrupted 
from beginning to end. 
Thoughts and phrases that 
will come to mind include 
“electronic,” “ambient 
h o u s e , ” “in te res t in g  
soundscapes of swirling 
noise and texture” and 
“different” This CD is all 
of those things and more. 
There’s even a secret song 
embedded at the end of the 
record! A pleasant sur
prise. Recommended.

—Monty Luke
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Beauty
I have never really had a 

problem with beauty pa
geants, aside from the un
controllable urge I get to 
vastly overpluck my eye
brows after watching one. 
Exploitative or not, I al
ways figured the women 
were there of their own 
free will and someone was 
going to walk away with a 
new car, a cash prize or 
scholarship from Vibrance 
shampoo, plus the chance

thought of herself as a girl 
or a woman — what bear
ing this has on her qualifi
cations to be Miss Uni
verse, I do not know — 
and when she answered, 
“A woman,” Bob said — 
directly to her breasts — 
“Well, yes, I can see th a t” 

During the personal in
terview portion of the con
test, Bob ignored the inter
preters who were provided 
and insisted on asking his

ding up the scores for us 
home viewers. Appa- 
rendy, Bob is not veiy 
good at math.

The pagean t  went  
downhill from there, an 
exercise in bad taste high
lighted by a performance 
from Jon Secada, in which 
all the contestants donned 
white evening gowns and 
vogued around him while 
he crooned. There was no 
talent competition and the

Crumby Comics
into self-indulgence), explore the deep 
and dank dungeons of the male mind that 
most of us keep safely locked up in public 
for the sake of politeness. Personally, I 
can flick through this kind of stuff for a 
few minutes, and then I start looking ar
ound. He has remarkable drawing ability 
and free-ranging imagination, but his car
toons seem to have never left the adoles
cence he finds so painful and compelling.

To the film’s credit, it does not descend 
into the unthinking hero worship that it 
could have, and Crumb himself has a 
healthy disrespect for fame and “success.” 
There are dissenters who point out that

There’s a tangible relief at the end of 
Crumb, the new documentaiy about the 
cartoonist R. (Robert) Crumb. Not that 
the film isn’t fascinating and well made— 
it is, it’s just that the subject is kind of de
pressing, if deeply honest. Like Crumb 
and his two brothers — shown at length 
in the film— it’s sensitive and intelligent, 
and like them, it shows you tiie edge of 
neurosis.

Under the influence of a domineering 
psychopathic father, Crumb’s family grew 
up introverted and bizarre — I mean, you 
might think your family is strange, but 
you’d consider it normal after seeing this.

to be a role model and per
haps say something worth
while. And besides, you 
have to admit, the “talent” 
competitions are usually 
good for a laugh.

But this year’s Miss Uni
verse Pageant, aired on 
May 12, was nothing short 
of offensive. The broad
cast  began festively 
enough, with the contes
tants parading around in 
“native” costumes, but any 
illusions of multicultural- 
ism ended there. Women 
from all nations, who on 
the whole embodied the 
American Barbie beauty 
s tandard,  introduced  
themselves in largely 
phonetic English. Then 
the Distinguished Judges 
eliminated eveiyone with 
more than 2 percent body 
fat or an A cup. I know, I 
know, I should have just 
turned it off. But by then 
the host, Bob, best known 
for his groundbreaking 
work on “Entertainment 
Tonight” and for his laige, 
unmoving hair, had made 
at least one sexist remark 
and I was morbidly fasci
nated in much the same 
way many people are with 
the O.J. Simpson trial.

Throughout the even
ing, Bob stuck his foot 
further and further in his 
mouth until 1 began to 
wonder if it would have to 
be suigically removed. At 
one point, he asked an 
18-year-old young lovely 
from the Ukraine if she

questions to the non- 
English-speaking contes
tants in that loud, slow 
manner usually reserved 
for the partially deaf and 
totally senile. But perhaps 
his most stellar faux pas 
occurred after it was reve
aled that Miss India was 
finishing up her master’s 
degree. A master’s! “Isn't 
that a lot of work?” asked 
Bob. Miss India, with all 
the grace and poise of a 
competent woman and a 
beauty queen, explained to 
him that a master’s was 
just one step above a ba
chelor’s, in case Bob was 
unfamiliar with the sequ
ence of higher education. 
“Yes,” Bob said candidly, 
“but that’s a lot o f work\” 
He then insinuated that 
she must not have any 
spare time.

Instead of replying, as I 
was hoping, that Bob’s pe
nis seemed so smalll He 
must not have satisfied 
very many women!, Miss 
India just smiled and as
sured him that she had lots 
of spare time and pro
ceeded to list her numer- 
o u s  e x t r a c u r r i c u l a r  
activities.

Bob’s amazement at 
Miss India’s accomplish
ments was understood 
when I took into consider
ation that his co-host, 
Daisy Fuentes, whose sole 
job appeared to be to 
change her outfit at every 
commercial break, had 
been put in charge of ad

- THE-BEACH SHACK * 500 ANACAPA ST. • (805) 966-1634

THURSDAY NIGHTS ARE IN EFFECT
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entertainment had to be 
derived from viewing the 
wide selection of footwear 
provided by Payless Shoe 
Source. There were no 
great moments at the end 
of the evening, either. Bob 
was not pelted with soft, 
ripe fruit, the women in. 
the audience did not walk 
out en masse, chanting, 
“We (still?) believe you, 
Anita!” and not even the 
small victory of crowning 
Miss India was won. She 
lost out to Miss USA, who 
bears a striking resemb
lance to Janet Jackson 
(post-surgery). She feels 
that women have already 
come so far in this great 
country and if we just keep 
smiling, we can accom
plish anything.

Now, if you’ll excuse 
me, I have to go and pluck 
my eyebrows.

—Sybil Kelly

Crumb, in fact, despite his manic grin and 
awkward, insect-like body, seems to have 
come off better than his brothers, both of 
whom are virtual basket cases. (One com
mitted suicide after the film was made.)

As one of the few escapes from the 
frightening world of their teens, the boys 
became immersed in drawing — all three 
are accomplished artists. But it was 
Robert who had the stability to persevere 
and succeed at i t  His cartoons from the 
late ’60s and early ’70s seem to have be
come well known, though, to people 
other than myself.

His pictures, up front with their sexual 
obsession (sometimes going over the edge

ft
though the cartoons are good at punctur
ing the bland pretenses and pathetic uni
formity that constitute “normality,” they 
don’t offer anything coherent to replace it 
— just jagged fragments of nihilism. 
They’re the antidote to the values he grew 
up with in the '50s, but what if those val
ues have no threat or relevance for you in 
the first place?

An hour-and-a-half documentary just 
about Robert Chimb would be hard to 
justify, and harder to sit through, but with 
the colorful cast of characters around him 
(his family and ex-girlfriends among 
others), it certainly holds the interest — 
you’ll get a weird enjoyment out of it. 
__________ ________ —Martin Knight

Kevin's self-indulgent 
end-of-the-year moment; Thank 
you to eveiyone who has made 
Artsweek what it is over the past 
two y e a r s . H : l ¡ p M

TEAM ARTS:
FUN WITH WORDS 
AND PICTURES

DRINK SPECIALS
256 DRAFTS & $1.00 DOMESTICS TIL 10 P.M. 

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

06767297
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