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DINNER
Wednesday through Sunday
from 5:30 pm

Sunday Brunch
from 9:30 am

The expert in the kitchen
at all times is
Rami

gy

641-0678

1361 Church St. at Clipper San Francisco
Artists interested in showing at the Caffe, contact Rami

Gil
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SO () Fashion

Select SF Designers m Exclusive SOIO line n
1472 Haight St, m SF, CA 4117 m 621-7024

uIlU"l

Bar and Patio.

Noon to 2 am

A Neighborhood Bar

Pool, Shuffleboard, Pinball

Ping Pong

Thursdays 505 and 60's Music -
dj CARLOS brings you POP! Groovy

Fridays Hors d'oeuvres -5to 7pm,

chips & salsa and special treats
1%t Friday in month, OYSTERS raw on 1/2 shell

Guest DJ Nite

Saturdays El Beergarden -120z Bud 75¢
noon ta 7 pm

Live Music-10 pm-mm%

Sundays Live IVIUuSIiC- Great Garden Parties

Brazilian, Salsa, Calypso, Afro Music, 4-8pm

3158 Mission near Army

“That crust ... the Rolls-Royce of pizza.”

—URuss Riera, KGO Radio
“... the best pizza maker in the world.”

—Patricia Waterman

RUBY S

GOURMET | 2 Z A

B BY THE SLICE @ BY THE PIE B CALZONES B SALADS

B ""HALF-BAKED DELIVERY®'' B CITY WIDE
B FINISH AT YOUR HOME @ 10 MINUTES B YOUR OVEN
B 11:30 AM - MIDNIGHT ® 7DAYS B FREE DELIVERY

B 3249 SCOTT (BETWEEN LOMBARD & CHESTNUT) B 567-4488
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From The Alps:
This trip really is a dream come true,
For more than a year, whenever things
got rough | reminded-m
would take this trip and:
through. Every once
dreamer has fo have a
true. This is mine.
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Who are these Vice & .lerry?

If you'd been at the June Frank benefit, you'd know. They're two bald men in dark suits and white shirts

and dark ties wearing some kind of hats with brims. The taller guy’s Jerry and he pounds a little piano

while Vice belts and struts and waves his arms and shouts out songs and stamps til you think the stage

will splinter. Just two guys a piano and a mike. These guys get kind of excited when they perform.

How come Vice & Jerry don'f
have o band?

They used fo be in a band called Hard Attack, six of them.
Jerry says, “When it's just the two of you you get down to
what it is, to the essence of the whole thing. A lot of musi-
cians are good players but they don't get the concept.” They
did a tune called “I'm Sick and Tired of My Friends.”

“First thing we did without the band was, we opened for

Iggy Pop at Berkeley Square. So we showed up with no.

band and they said, 'You can't do this shit. Where's the
band?"

Wheat was the deal when Vice
& Jerry played the Stone?

“The night we played there with Jim Carroll it was sold out
and our pay was, we had to go down there a week before
and pick up 500 tickets to sell by ourselves at a certain
percentage. No pay, you got 30% of the tickets you sold.

“Jerry & | are too old to be boy scouts: 'Hi my name is Vice
and listen we're playing ot. . .Oh, you're eating dinner.’ |
mean, this is really ridiculous so we didn‘t sell any tickets.
We just put ‘em right back together and the guy says, ‘How
many did you sell?’ and | said, 'We didn't even bother. We
didn't get a dime for the show.”

Have Vice & Jerry opened

shows for any famous bands?
You bet.

Frank Interview by David Prowler




Like who?

Iggy Pop. ..
Vice: “He's coming back to town.”

Jerry: "Want to do it again?”’
Vice: “Depends what's on TV."

Frankie Goes to Hollywoed. . .

Vice: “That was brutal. They didn’t even say boo shit to us.
It was like we were in their way. That's the attitude you get
from most of those bands. We had occasions where we
weren't allowed to go behind the curtain. We had to walk
out in front of the curtain and play with just this much room.
It gets to a level where they don't even look at you. It's a
disgusting situation as far as humans dealing with other
humans, it’s a sick industry. Who in hell needs it? What fun
is it to go out and perform and hate it?

“l asked Jerry once, if a person pays 15 dollars to go to a
concert does that give him a license to kill? | have a live
tape of one of these shows. During one part | was getting
pelted real hard and | started going over to Jerry to ask him
what's going on and you can hear him on the tape going,
‘Get away from me, get away.’ What a business.”

Cyndi Lauper. . .

Vice: “A disaster. Some middle-cged woman came up to
me at the Frank benefit and said, 'Didn’t you open for Cyndi
Lauper? You should be absolutely ashamed of yourself.

That was the most disgusting thing I've seen in my life.” And

| agree. What | did was out of place. What | was singing
about at that shew was not to be sung in front of kids that
young. Kids 9, 13 years old. They don't even have landlords.

“They just don't understand. This woman was appalled. And
when | look back | actually get the shivers, thinking what
the hell was | doing? What did | do?”

What did they do?

Vice: “We had pretly wild acts. The curtain would open and
I'd have my pants down sitting on the toilet reading a
paper. There was nothing | wouldn't attempt. We had a
following. They just wanted to see what would happen
when the curtain went up. They might leave after the cur-
tain went up but they had to know what was going 1o hap-
pen first. We spent a lot of time deciding, let's see, how can
we shock them this time? It was difficult but we had some
good ideas. We had a song called You're Gonna Die' — I'd
‘come out of a casket. We did ‘The Chapel of Love’ — a
whole wedding procession. | wore a beautiful wedding
dress. The band would come in the front door all dressed

up, bells ringing. That's what | like, something to look at.
We definitely take risks.”

Vice & Jerry do a song called “€o-
cuine Noazi.' What's the story?

Jerry: “I've had people hate me for that song. I've had peo-
ple walk out. In fact at the Stone, Vice and | opened for Jim
Carroll and they pulled the plug on me, which surprised me
because here's Jim Carroll singing about all his friends who
died.

“I wrote that song — hey, | lived the coke nazi life. When
| wrote that song it was coming from every. .. | mean |
spent 30 days in rehabilitation. | was real sick for a long
time.'It was the most extreme message | could deliver
about myself, about what | was going through.

"I thought, How extreme can | get? | wanted to shock peo-
ple, | wanted to shock myself. It's a heavy statement. It was
the strongest statement | thought | could make.”

What do they like about
performing?

Vice: " work for my family and always have. My family has
a hardware store in West Portal. | started there when | was
ten years old and I'm still there, 1 sell nuts and bolts.

"Basically I'm looking for something exciting to do. Tome
performing is justthe greatest thrill. There's no release like
it anywhere available. It's my only outlet. When | get the
opportunity to perform there's nothing in my way. If's an
orgasm with notes!”

Jerry: | want to give others the idea they can do it too. I'll
give you an example. A grandmother came to me, she
wanted to cut an album for her grandchildren. She used to
be a singer. | rented a studio, hired a guy from Van Mor-
rison’s band, a guy from Blood Sweat & Tears, a guy from
the Crusaders. Heavy studio cats. They saw the sheets and
said, *No man, we can't do this shit. "When You Wish Upon
a Star“? no way.’ But when they heard the love in this
woman'’s voice in this record for her grandkids they
thanked her for letting them back her up.”

Do they enjoy this?

“We have fo enjoy it or we won't even consider it. Now we
can do it, we're not rehearsing for something else, not do-
ing it for a living. That's the whole point. This isn"t a means
to an end.” |

Photographs by Sharon Camhi
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REGULARITY IS BEAUTIFUL
THERE IS GREATBEAUTY IN HARMONY
BEAUTY RESTS ON UTILITY

ALLBEAUTY THATHAS NOT A FOUNDATION
INUSESOONGROWS DISTASTEFUL, AND NEEDS
CONTINUAL REPLACEMENT WITH

SOMETHING NEW. THAT WHICH HAS IN ITSELF
THE HIGHEST USE POSSESSES THE GREATEST
BEAUTY.

THE SHAKER SOCIETY ca. 1800

“FLOOR LAMP"’
BRUCE TOMB 1986

GRANITE, MAPLE, STEEL

AND OBSOLETE GLASS SLIDES OF NUBI

PHOTO STEFANO MASSE!
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A GARLAND OF FRAGRANT FLOWERS

by Myriam Weisang

‘hailand is, first, a thick blanket of smog over

Bangkok, and heat like molten lead.

In the cab a garland of fragrant flowers hangs

over the rear-view mirror. Drivers — in cabs,

buses, private cars — purchase them from street

vendors while stuck in Bangkok’s inevitable traffic jams. For the Thai capital is one

gigantic snarl of vehicles all spewing black smoke into the steaming air. It takes hours

to cross the city. When traffic moves, it is with a fever heightened by anticipation.

Drivers dodge one another like mad dancers, missing cues but avoiding disaster by

split-second inventiveness. We hit a truck: nothing serious, a mere fender-bender.

Both drivers emerge, bow to each other, smile and go on their way. The Thais are

a gracious people.

Forever smiling (**Thailand, Land of Smiles™” is the official motto), they watch the

foreigners, the farang, spill onto their streets, their rice fields, their beaches. They

even provide the farang with a Tourist Police, but whether it is 1o protect us or

themselves, I'll never know. There are a few things the Thais will not tolerate,

however. One must not insult, or even joke about, the Royal Family. The smiling ef-

ligy of the King and Queen, whose ancestors have ruled the country for centuries

(Thailand was never colonized), hangs everywhere — stores, homes, buses and

cinemas, where the national anthem sounds between the previews and the feature.

Another topic to broach with care is the monks. Buddhist monks in Thailand hold

a position higher than the King: you bow three times to a monk, only once to the ruling

monarch, Every dawn the monks leave their temple, dress-
ed in saffron robes, and go Barefoot from door to door beg-
ging for their daily meal. Poor as many Thais are, they will
always feed the monks.

‘Women, as you might expect, are not allowed much
commerce with the holy men: theyre not permitted to hand
something directly to a monk, and when walking together
in public they must keep a few paces behind him. But then
any man 20 years or older ¢an become a monk, even for
Jjust two weeks, to bring good luck upon his family, so
holiness is perhaps a matter for debate.

Thailand is a place of paradox, incongruity — 15-year-
old hookers staring longingly at stuffed animals, monks
carrying designer bags, and hovels with color TVs. It is im-
polite to point your foot in someone’s direction or to hug
in public, yet the Thais will not bat an eye at the spectacle
of teenage boys and girls sold for the night to your average
dirty old man. InBangkok’s Patpong, a stone’s throw from
the Christian Guest House, sits the seamiest porno district
in Asia. In many clubs go-go girls perform on the bar,
slithering up and down a metal pole, pelvis grinding, in
hopes that you will take them home for the night. And a list
of the feats performed by the showgirls, pushed at every
farang who wanders down the block, defies the imagina-
tion: with her vagina one woman smokes a cigarette,
another writes a letter, a third ejects razor blades.

But it is considered gauche to touch someone’s head, the
noblest part of the body. And while the Thai capital is
perhaps the most permissive city in the wotld, the Gover-
nor of Bangkok is a vegetarian ascetic who, although mar-
ried, maintains a life of celibacy. He subsidizes his own
chain of vegetarian restaurants, where he can often be seen
working on weekends, serving up food to the throng.

The Thais straddle the fence between a modern, high-
tech world and a culture rich in centuries-old traditions.
Bangkok is rife with Dunkin’ Donuts, Kentucky Fried
Chicken and the like, small towns provide automated teller
machines, air-conditioned buses have TVs and VCRs on
board. Yet nearly every home and factory has a spirit
house, an ornate miniature temple filled with statuettes,
flowers and incense. Before spending the night in a new
place, a guest must ask the spirits for their blessing.

Some luxury hotels have fortunetellers on the premises,
next to the concierge at the reception desk. At Wat Pho, the
Temple of the Reclining Buddha, together with the
posteards you can purchase a bird or a fish to let loose for
good luck. Or for $5 you can get a traditional Thai
massage, on a sweat-soaked cot amidst dozens of people.
It is a delicious torture, the masseuse kneeling on your
limbs, digging her fingers between joints, bending the body
in directions never before fathomed. The menks gather to
watch.

Outside, the temple’s golden pagedas catch a burst of
sunlight. Thailand is, before all, a thing of beauty. Colors
erupt, exuberant, dazzling — the silver of meandering
rivers, the pale green of shimmery rice paddies against a
sprinkling of palm trees, turquoise and aquamarine mingl-
ing on the Gulf of Siam, an explosion of deep purple on a
wall or the sarong of a passer-by, the sudden shock of fried
orange Jocusts (a Thai delicacy), baskets of orchids at the
market, fruit that bleeds or mimics sea urchins, a sky
swollen with rain clouds, sunsets of crimson and fire.

And bats. In a town near Bangkok large fruit bats took
up residence some 300 years ago next toa temple and never
left. The locals barely notice them hanging in furry bun-
ches from the trees, but farang love to watch their flight at
twilight. As the sun dips below the horizon the bats wake
up, shrieking and cackling, and soon fill the sky, slowly
circling overhead before winging their way to some Tran-
sylvanian midnight feast.

Thailand is not easy to grab hold of, in its myriad golden
facades. You feel overwhelmed constantly by sweetness
and warmth, and by the nagging doubt that you’re missing
the forest for the trees. What you remember most about the
people, besides their striking good looks, is their
graciousness, their amiability, their spontaneous smile. Yet
the gentle Thais live behind high walls crowned by barb-
ed wire and shards of glass embedded in concrete. Another
tradition? ]
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STILL LIFE WITH STANDING ROCKS AND SQUASHED HEDGEHOG

by Rebecca Solnit
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Pat, our excitable blonde landlady in
Marlborough, looked upon me with the in-
dulgence of utter incomprehension. She flew from
England to Tampa every year, then drove up to
Memphis to pay her respects to Graceland and the
King. This year she was thinking of going to Las
Vegas for a change, and she thrilled to my lurid
descriptions of the neon signs, the glass-sided swim-
ming pools, the all-you-can-eat’s and the imper-
sonators. Going around looking at piles of old rocks
in pastures was an idea that left her cold.

California leaves me with two longings: for lush
greenery and for the relics of history. So I was there
in southwestern England for country walks and
traces of the distant past, though my Loved One was
just along for the ride. When we hit the British
Tourist Authority offices T browsed through the
brochures on poets” graves and ruins and hedges,
and he seized upon the literature about modern
boyish attractions — motorcycle races and tank
museums, for example. World War I tanks, he
asserted, were his idea of ancient relics.
Marlborough, however, where we were staying in
Pat’s pink and modem house, was far from the tank
museums and very near Avebury, so he ate my
bacon and eggs and I drank his tea and to Avebury
we went.

Avebury, [ told him as our bus barreled over the
downs, may well have been the very heart of
Stoneaged Britain, and its vicinity is the richest in
ruins in Wiltshire, itself the most archeologically
well-endowed county in England. *“Wiltshire,™
says novelist William Gelding, who lives there and
ought to know, **has a particularly ancient and
mysterious history that has left its mark in every
corner.”” The heart of this complex of sites is
Avebury stone circle, the largest one known; a
quarter of a mile across, with the small village of the
same name sprawling through it. The remains of a
stone avenue lead to the Sanctuary, a nearly
eradicated smaller stone circle near the West Ken-
net Long Barrow, the Jargest chambered tomb in the
country. There are enough biggests here to satisfy
any tourist, including the biggest prehistoric earth-
work in Europe, just up the road from the barrow:
Silbury Hill, a truncated cone of chalk built for a
now utterly forgotten ritual purpose. One theory is
that the four sites (built between 3200 and 2600
B.C.) are four stations in an earth-goddess worship
cycle corresponding to the seasons and the stages of
life from conception to death.

The ladies next to us on the top of the double-
decker bus talked eagerly of a cowgirl program
they’d seen on television the night before. One
described with tender yearning, all the way from
Marlborough to Beckhampton, every outfit the
cowgirl star had worn. As she recalled holsters and
fringes, the landscape went by — low rolling hills
that resembled waves far out at sea, with houses
adrift on them and clusters of trees in silhouette atop
the swells. It had a feeling of altitude and expanse
we found nowhere else in the cozy English
countryside.

The first we saw of Avebury, as the bus pulled in-
to the Red Lion Inn, was a curving line of big stones
in a sheep pasture. The sheep seemed quite
oblivious to the massive upright stones but took ex-
ception to our approach, trotting off and turning
their heads back to bleat resentfully. We bothered
a lot of sheep, because each looming sarsen stone
demanded close scrutiny. Ilove the wild gray
boulders that poke through the hills in California
and the shaped stones in works like Stonehenge, but
the former are without repercussion because wholly
natural, the latter utterly tamed by the people who
shaped them — their power is in their configuration.
The great rearing stones at Avebury, however, are
neither without repercussion nor tame; they are full
of a mysterious presence, as though awakened but
not domesticated by the process of their installation.
They are ambiguous entities, chthonic, terrifying
and beautiful, their warped and buckled forms riddl-
ed with narrow holes and cracks and spotied with a
lichen that grows in small rings resembling eyes.
Much still remains of the bank and ditches that once
surrounded the Avebury ring, sealing the site off
from the rest of the world like a time capsule with
a lid of sky.

Sheep harassment and re-creation of things past
being demanding work, we set off for midmorning
refreshments. This venture brought us to the little
village church, within whose stony walls the current
inhabitants celebrate most of the same things that
once required ten square miles. Still, it was old, and
Tlooked. Its floor was paved with graves, and at its
center was a thousand-year-old baptismal font
crudely carved with a holy man battling serpents —
sex/fertility symbols associated with the older local
religion. Christianity and the stones have had a mix-
ed relationship; medieval inhabitants of Avebury
tried to escape the stones” power by burying them,
as though they were people — until one stone top-

pled onto a member of a burial party, who remained
under it for 600 years. Aside from this ill-fated
endeavor and a spate of stone-breaking in the seven-
teenth and eighteenth centuries, little has disturbed
Avebury and the other monuments in the four or
five millenia since they were built. The remains of
the double row of stones leading from Avebury to
the Sanctuary are in a hayfield, but the farmer sows
and reaps around them, When we were there in late
summer the stone rows marched up the slope with
curving lines of mown golden hay running parallel
to them: two patterns of time passing.

The British have an admirable populist law to the
effect that any footpath hallowed by long use must
remain perpetually open to walkers, no matter
whose land it crosses; so sheep, tourists, monoliths
and farmers all coexist more or less peacefully on
the same lands, We walked everywhere on these
paths, which allowed us to see things that otherwise
would have remained hidden. When it rained we sat
under a tree, practiced bleating like sheep and got
stung by nettles. Anticipation had time to properly
ripen during our slow procession through beanfields
and wheatfields, down roads and over stiles. As we
approached Silbury Hill it gradually rose out of the
surrounding land, immense, awe-inspiring and
vaguely preposterous, like a giant breast or
something cast in a huge jello mold. When we ar-
rived at its base the clouds parted, just as they do in
Biblical epics, and the hill received a halo of blue.
‘We began to feel peculiarly blessed as we sloshed
back along the little river Winterbourne and saw a
whole treeful of rooks erupt into a flying black
cloud. We wished to see a hedgehog and not five
minutes later saw one, horribly squashed in the mid-
dle of the road, a little pile of spines with a halo of
gore. Contrite, we returned to the village to restore
our spirits with tea and scones and butter and

preserves and three or four kinds of odd salads and -

a small pie in a cafe that had once been a
coachhouse.

Much of the current state of preservation is a
result of the tourist trade, but the region has remain-
ed remarkably undamaged over the millenia.
Humans seem to be quite a mild, benign species in
these parts, and the past survives as a powerful
presence. Times and beliefs that are immeasurably
distant elsewhere seem to linger here just out of
grasp, around a corner, on the edge of visibility, and
the urge to reach out to them is all but overwhelm-
ing. In these old, out-of-the-way places there is a
sense of very real continuity — the curator of the
local museum, lecturing to a flock of pale, noisy
local children, chummily described the Neolithic
makers of the local stone circles, pots and ar-
rowhcads as *‘our ancestors,”

We did see one small alteration to the stones: atall
plinth in the stone avenue had a pair of black
feathers stuck in its sides, looking like ears or anten-
nae. I wanted to make some sort of offering to them
and wondered all the way back from Silbury Hill
and through tea what could possibly be, appropriate.
Finally, on our last promenade on our way to the
bus stop, I remembered the bottle of water I'd been
carrying all day and dodged behind abig, looming
stone with a deep channel in one of its faces. When
the other visitors were well past, I emptied the bottle
into the hole. The water filled it up in a glittering
rush with a dusting of grit, seemed to hang poised
for a moment, then gently overflowed in long drips,
splattering and sinking into the earth without
touching the rest of the tilted stone. The rim of the
channel, darkened and drooling, suddenly seemed
like a mouth, making the rock slightly terrifying, for
who knows what results from stirring up an
unknown entity? I turned away and it began to rain
huge splattering hard drops, so we ran for the bus
back to Marlborough. |
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NIGHTBREAK

182

1 HAIGHT ST.

The Noh Oratorio Society presents

HANDKERCHIEF
OF CLOUDS
by Tristan Tzara

translated by

No' one can escape fate
No one can escape DADA
—Tristan Tzara

dada

Eighth Street Studio Fri. 17 Oct. 8 pm
2525 Eighth Strect Sat. 18 Oct. 8pm

Berkeley Sun. 190ct. 3pm
$7  reserv.: (415)863-3027 or (415) 861-0560
deiclei
WORKS/San Jose Sat, 25 Oct. 8pm
66 South First Street Sun. 26 Oct. 8 pm

San Jose

7 information: (108) 295-8378
dacic

Eagles Hall Sat. 8 Nov. 8pm

Corry & Alden Streets Sun. 9 Nov. 3pm
Fort Bragg

: 87 reservations: (707) 964-0265
Yusuf Spires

Our 1986 monthly performeance series
at Hatley Martin Gallery, 41 Powell Street, San Francisco
continues with:

Songs of Earth and Heaven
Mon. 20 Oct, 8 pm  §7
anc

Dada Mama,

Andrea von Ramm
Thu. 30 Oct. 8 pm  $7

information and reservations:
(415)863-3027, (415)861-0560

The Noh Oratorio Society
1384 Masonic Avenue
Sani Francisco, CA 94117
is a non-profit, tax-exempt
orgarnization

Soprano Exotica: Soprano
on her Head /Judy Hubbell
Mon. 3 Nov. 8pm §7
Jesus Christ Yo' Momma:
Hindemith and 13th Century
Song Cycles
Mon. 8 Dec. 8 pm 87
arnd
Helen in Egypt, by H.D.
a puppet performance

part one: Sat, 13 Dec
part two: Sun. 14 Dee.
part three: Mon. 15 Dec.

8 pm  $7 (covers all or any
of the performances)

Free
author
readings
weekly

Black Oak Books

1491 SHATTUCK AVE.

Excellent
new, used

&
out of print
books

BERKELEY, CA 94709

415 486-0698

Michael AlImaguer sainins
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Reviews

Ovuter Sunset

here’s something fungal about gentrifica-
T tion. One day you have a tiny grocery

store, and overnight it turns into another
purveyor of pesto. Usually this means that the
laundry next door will become a dispensary of
expensive designer lamps and the store next to
that will start selling ridiculously overpriced
second hand clothes. The spread is inevitable,
like dry rot. As the end result, every street in San
Francisco will look like every other street in San
Francisco and the smell of pesto will rise above
the city like smog.

For a woman who uses shopping as an active
form of meditation, this bodes ill. The serene
reflective feeling that comes over me during a
good session is directly connected to the sense of
personal discovery that I feel when I realize that
Iwill never feel like shelling out $200 for a Black
& Decker chainsaw. Shopping helps me define
my life, and that definition demands variety:
There is no possibility of enlightenment on
Union Street.

These concerns have driven me deep into the
only part of the city that has resisted this insidious
spread: The Sunset. My search for a healthy
ungentrified place to shop has found me strolling
around lower Noriega and upper Judah, with a
certain determined gleam in my eye. And my ef-
forts have paid off; I have found the shopper’s
Mecca: Taraval between 14th and 20th Avenues.

This unprepossessing stretch has 4ll the poten-
tial for a truly satisfying sgree. Armed with on-
ly acheckbook and a pocketful of change, aper-
son can spend a wonderful time sampling what
this Rodeo Drive of the Sunset has to offer. It
would certainly be less expensive than an after-
noofrwith the American Express Gold Card at
Gump's. And infinitely more entertaining: the
merchants of Taraval apparently use eccentricity
to keep the chi-chi at bay.

You would do well to start your expedition at
The Balloon Store, where $11.90 will get youa
dozen Care Bears balloons. The proprietor is a
dour Filipino gentleman with a remarkable
scowl. At the end of the counter his jaunty assis-
tant, a full-length gorilla suit, wears a top hat, In
addition to the wide variety of balloons, there is
a selection of rubber masks on a rack near the
door. You may try on Frankenstein or the
Wolfman with impunity — the owner will be
contemplating the gorilla with distaste.

Buoyed up by your twelve balloons, you fare
forth. You may be tempted by the arresting
display of plungers at Clausen Patten Inc., but
you should resist the urge toduck in and fay ina
supply of faucets. While you’re still feeling
fresh, head to the Avenues Ballroom. If you have
$35.00 and ‘‘a good command of the basic
passes and the whip,”” you can attend the In-
termediate West Coast Workshop led by a man
who calls himself Oz, Ina brief five-hour session
Oz claims he canteach: *“The Outside whip with
Fiwrs neckwrap, Tummy whip inside and out-
side turns for Ldr and ripple for Flwr, Reverse
throwout with cold shoulder, Inside whip with
back to back crossovers, Side pass with tuck o
hammerlock and exit, Underarm pass to-hook
and snap with freeze option,” Whip with

AN ZiptR N A
stage, surround
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hear him, really hear him, and your gait will
never be the same again.

The Karen Finley experience is akin to such a
trek through an urban Purgatory, peopled with
writhing, smarmy characters out of a Boschian
fever dream. These vile bastards speak through

nthe logic of street babble, a damaged per-
son’s heart is bleeding so loudly as to elicit
embarrassed stares from an uncomfortable

public. . . he’s shouting wicked blasphemies in
& a voice shrill or deep, wrenched from the very
% fabric of pain and torment — worse, he’s
B1y shouting at you. Casting futile side-glances of -her, and she in turn mouths their descriptions of

e

ye

:i:‘, avoidance, you get just far enough past to resume

i your gallant purpose when something, some

4% combination of his words, perhaps the movie-

;'v" visuals of sight, perhaps, or the evangelistic fer-

i vor of his voice or the twisted elegance of his in-

g‘:" sistence, sears your scalp and forehead and you
& A 5

e

belching, rape, anal penetration, yams-up-the-

«can-cramming, yuppies as psychic vampires,

and other sordid psendo-sexual acts. Finley is

about the use and abuse of power, both as a per-

former and as an underlying theme of her

characterizations. This is a woman up there on
el RN

R R A

her nose. She followed the trance-like, self-
i AT

underarm and free spin for both, Sweetheart
whip with Ldr's afiderarm.and free spin and the
‘Ldr’s spinning flatback.’

If this cross between the Kama Sutra and a
49ers game plan has worn you out, consider tak-
ing a breather at International Hair Design.
While your hair is being sculpted into a unisex
do, you can brush up on your Tagalog or
Swahili, or even more esoteric tongues: a signin
the window assures, ‘‘Universal Languages
Spoken.’” Or you can stop off at Original Dino’s
Produce and fortify yourself with some Ken-
tucky Beans at 69 cents a pound..

Non sequiturs abound on Taraval. A barber
pole spins at the front of Jack’s TV Service. A
banner reading ‘‘Grand Opening’’ hangs in an
otherwise empty window that looks into a total-
Iy bare room. The window of Dittler, Notary
Public, filled with matchbox cars and wooden
storks frozenly dipping their beaks towards a
dusty glass, also displays two curious trophies.
Shaped like silos and decorated with sketchy
drawings of a American soldier and flag, they
read, ‘‘Potentate Islam Temple.”* Right up the
street you can stand at the door of the Golden
Gate Masonic Temple and absorb the emana-
tions from within, Three of the mailboxes have
been reserved for Paul Revere, King Solomon,
and N. Research, Whether the “*N°’ stands for
nuélear, or nim, or noctambulation is'anyone’s
guess. RN i

Next to the Masonic Temple, Grayce’s An-
tigues; Gifts and Jewelry offers an array of
gewgaws, knick-knacks and ohjets d’art. For

. yourdining table she has a set of cruciform
ceramic candlesticks painted with the legend
**And of his kingdom shall-be no end. Luke
1-33. Grayce is-also parting with a three-foot-

ed by a par
Oriental-nymph-in-the-wood-like, using
language and performance territory, usually
reserved for the male of the species. *

We’ve seen male performers, from Bruce to
Pryor to the Kippers to Burden, revel in either
shock tactics, tales of conquest or abstinence, or
just plain questionable material . But it’s a recent
development to witness women as the power
source in the creation of performance works out
of their observations about their sexuality.
Moms Mabley is a possible antecedent to the
movement, with Gypsy Rose Lee, Mae West,
Lily Tomlin, Pat Oleszko, Cosi Fanni Tutti and
Finley fitting into a chronology rooted in the
women’s arts of burlesque, striptease and belly
dance — influences that Finley acknowledges.

At Media, a benefit for the new Generic Video
and Unsound magazine, the crowd spilled out in-
to the street in two directions. The space was
close, hot, full of expectation. After a brief set by
the experimental group EX I, who secmed like
baby Velvets, Finley casually took the stage and
immediately announced that she was ‘‘a San
Francisco artist,”” and that she had a hocker up

S Sl e

Adolescence and the body of Mae West. Perfect
for the corner of your bedroom.

At Al’s Tackle Shop you can pick up a pair of
stocking foot waders by Seal-Dri for a paltry
$58.00. While you're there you might want to
take advantage of Al’s reasonably priced frozen
squid. For the fashion-conscious, some of Al's
larger lures would make striking earrings. I was
particularly taken with the massive fluorescent
insects.

The New Viking Barber Shop {two merrily
spinning poles) advertises a revolutionary hair-
growth elixir for men that has been approved by
the Health Ministries of France, ltaly, Spain and
England. Before-and-after photographs witness
the startling progress of a man from total
baldness to having a healthy head of what ap-
pears to be vermicelli. In only 13 weeks.

At the end of your day you can dine, rather ex-
pensively, on the “‘Teelandic Scampi’” at the
Gold Mirror Italian Restaurant and then rest your
bones at the Sunset Motel, with its color TV and
pretty windowboxes. Or, if you’re not too ex-
hausted, you can stroll down the rest of Taraval,
past the Amity Market, the Eight Immortals
Restatirant and Lost Weekend Cocktails. If your
timing is right, you can bask in the sunset’s glow
as you watch the waves come in.

The last time I treated myself to an afternoon
on Taraval, I was wandering happily when a
sinister sight stopped me in my tracks. A pale
green building sported a stylish neon sign: The
Chartreuse Cafe. As I peered in, ceiling fans.
bent-wood chairs and an espresso machine con-
firmed my worst fears. I withdrew in alarm to the
pavement, then cautiously sniffed. Sure enough,
there drifted in the air the ominous aroma of

pesto. Alix Pitcher

paraplegic boy who experienced the sensation 0f§
touch for the first time by being raped, of snot- 3!
sucking, cocaine-smoking, face-sitting,’‘Black- ‘&%
talk™ in a poetry cadence of meaty thighs, face-
sitting and an impactive indictment of Nancy 3
Reagan’s *‘silent but deadly farts.”” She sweated
and spat on the stage, part housewife, part Aunt 't
Jemima, head wrapped, body sheathed in a com-
mon dress.

The numbness induced by Finley’s bombard- ;
ment of foul language and ideas exorcises feel- E
ings of sexual-psychological abuse by putting %
these acts into a larger context: it is not the %‘
material that is ‘‘sick,’” **blue’” or *“obscene,”
but the culture that gives rise to the acts. For me,
the. moment she abandoned the voices of the 3
Texas radio huckster, the whiner, the inverted §
male personas, and said with her own voice, i
““What ever happened to human kindness, or 5%
even human meanness?’’ she seared my scalp 3%
and 1 heard her. The collection of humans-as- £§
damaged-goods obscures abuser and victim, ;35
male and female. Ours is a universe so sick that %
the rapist may be at once villain and practitioner %g
of a healing art. l.!ar__!E!'I}W\Alifﬂ_ir
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Toy Store

T got two names for you. Mr. Mopp’s and
Kindel & Graham's.

Ttell ya why. OK, first off, atoy store has gotta
be big. And it’s gotta be packed, packed to the
rafters. It’s gotta incite wild-eyed, childish
desire. And a toy store, a good toy store has to be
magnanimous. After all, it’s 100% about wish
fulfillment. A toy store that thwarts or frustrates
is not a real toy store. Probably just a boutique or
something.

But Mr. Mopp’s and Kindel & Graham’s are
for real. And real toy stores like them are big
deals, wheeling and dealing in a disney wonder-
ful world of wants and gets. As toy stores they fill
the bill, have everything to show for the desire
they instill. They’re big. Huge. Multiplicitous.
I'm talking variety, service, luck and love. Toys,
ya know, toys.

Sa look these two places up. And go ahead in.
But: you gotta go in on all fours. You gotta be
knocking your kneecaps on the floorboards, or
slithering along on your shinbones. Maximize
damage to the toes of your shoes. But the primo
importance is: you gotta have your eyes at about
crotch level, or seat level. That’s the level of
(in)sight that blesses the quote-unquote innocent
with the barest and basest instances of honesty.
It’s the level that gives the glimpse of fingertips
sneaking to thigh beneath the table. The level that
tells us what Uncle Arthur really has under his
fingernails. Tells us if Mrs. Coyle wears

T oy stores? We're talking toy stores? Well:

underwear, and what's on the underside of the
telephone stand. This is the visionary level: giv-
ing it all away, laying it all out for the taking, The
sweet eyebrow highbrow of wide-eyed
childhood. And this level of insight brings all
those multifarious, multitudinous toy store
delights closer than life, closer than wow. So go
in on your kneecaps.

And: use your hands. Not your fingers. Your
whole stickysweet paw. And in all directions, all
at once, high low up down, all at once, ina mad
whirl, a dizzy tizzy, an escapade of grabbing.

The highest-yiekd gratifier, the area where the
true, stone-cold conceptual essence of *‘toy
store”’ resides, is: the trinkets quarter. Mr.
Mopp's in Berkeley and Kindel & Graham's in
8an Francisco have, top to bottom, the best
trinket bins in the Bay Area. Aisles upon aisles
of low shelves, densely layered with bitty bins of
bitty bitty things. I mean, tops and whistles,
jacks, superballs, zots, bubbles, transformers,
windups, caps, cars, marbles, inkspots, par-
typoppers, space blasters, eraser lightbulbs. All
in these innocuous cardboard boxes or plastic
baskets, even glass bowls, and everything so
wide open and tilted welcomingly forward.

So you long-arm it over each little rim, make
a feisty grab and open your little paw right up
close to your face. Gotta look at a toy straight on
and up close. Nose-close. Color? Shape? Smell?
You determine what all it could possibly be (ex-
clude only those things which it definitely could
not be). Then bring it onto the floor. Hands on,
Spins? Bounces? Squeaks? Whistles? Jumps?
Groans? Metamorphoses? Is it good? Good.
Throw it back. Next grab.

Of course, there are other sections of these toy
stores. Notably, the disguise section. Here,
Kindel & Graham’s surpasses Mr. Mopp's. The
latter is too demure, too educational or conve-
nient, and the masks are tacked up on a far wall.
Too far for even a long long-arm, especially
from seat-high. Kindel & Graham’s gives you
danger in that department, gives you morbidity.
Masks that cover your whole head and
shoulders. Gorilla gloves and Morticia fingernail
extenders. Claws or clown shoes bigger than Un-
cle Arthur’s wingtips. Positively frightening,

even in broad daylight.

While I'm firing the criticisms: Mr. Mopp's
has these silly glass cases. A toy store should
have nothing behind glass, nohow, nowhere. If
it's breakable, it oughta be out there for the
breaking. But Mr. Mopp's does have a slightly
refined, educational bent. Puts them slightly out
of the stickypaw, shinbone ballpark. Kindel &
Graham’s lays it all out, flat out and strewn out.

However, Kindel & Graham’s has a design
flaw. They had their aisles done on Safeway con-
sultation and laid them too straight and wide. An
adult-high eye can scan the place from the door
and snag you. It’s too hard to lose the sillybody
who's keeping time for the parking meter or the
rush hour. You can’t have grabber’s peace of

mind; somebody’s gonna see you're in earshot
and say, Time to go, baby.

Mr. Mopp’s, though, is a thicket of short, low,
intricate and overstocked toy shelves. The aisles
aré narrow, labyrinthine, punctuated by metal
trees hung with jokes or puzzles or even candy.
At seat level you'd never be snagged. But
Berkeley kids do come when called.

Mr. Mopp’s is also somewhat more pricy. But
the trinket bins in both retail entertainment
establishments run price tags at two to four bits
only. The best things in life are cheap; magic
comes in small doses. And a true toy store’s
trinket bins are magical, mythical. You can get
all you want with your change.

And powerful, we're talking very, very
powerful here. A toy store is a powerful, power-
ful thing. Because a toy store is the only living
thing that always fills the bill, Because, in those
cramped and charming environs, a toy store pro-
duces the very desire it exists to fulfill. Nobody
goes to a toy store looking for a particular
something, unless they're a new aunt or uncle.
Toy store visits are ooh-ooh sudden, spon-
taneous as popcorn or cereal box prizes. You
know you're gonna get it, you know it's gonna
be nifty, but you don't know exactly what it is
yet. Needs are already anticipated, wishes pro-
duced and fulfilled, rapid fire, on the spot. What
you see is not just what you get, it's what you
want. And there you have it. Nose-close. And
ain't life sweet.

Anna Kazumi Zoomie.
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BELLI CAPELLI

a hair studio

Belli Capelli
A Hair Studio

1728 Divisadero
between Sutter & Bush
(415) 346-4100

Care for damaged
and long hair

Haircutting
Perming
Caloring
Relaxing

Extensions

* NOW DOING
NAILS *

Tuesday through
Friday 11 til 7
Saturday 11 til 3
and by
appointment

Christie
Gearge

Kalyn
and nails by Diane

AFRICAN AND ASIAN A

* MASKS

» STATUES

- BRONZES

= PAINTINGS
« TEXTILES

- FINE

SILVER
JEWELRY

GURO MASK it ' i - Ry ' | | )M"ﬂ Pz‘mw /ffﬁ

IVORY COAST, WEST AFRICA

1510 | Vit .  © IBTH

HAIGHT Rl /P g _ .
STREET 7 L I MAGI=—
SAN

FRANCISCO
CA-94117

MON-SAT.

10:30-6:30 1175 Folsom Street
SUN 14-6 San Francisco 94103
(415)621-2872 415-861-6222
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Performance Updates

in front of a storefront half a block from the

Billboard Cafe and we said, **This would be
an ideal location for a small theater.”” One and a
half years later, I am in that space sitting across
the table from Joegh Bullock and Marcia Crosby
two of the founders of Climate Gallery (unfor-
tunately, the third partner, Jim Palmer, is away
in New York). Joegh is a photographer and
videographer who formerly ran the 20x20

I n the early part of 1985 my friend and I stood

| Gallery and Off The Wall Cinema, which

showcased Super 8 films. Marcia, who comes

| from a textile/design background, collaborates |
with Ermano Di Febo and Mary Podgurski (of

Extreme Exposure) on the Glas-Haus events.
Climate opened its doors in June 1985 with

| Nina Wise's Walking Home, following this with

Bill Talen and Ellen Sebastian’s Shape. Winston

| Tong, John Woodall and many others have since

performed. But it was Helen Shumaker in the

| late Philip-Dimitri Galas's Mona Rogers Live

that really put this new space on the map, accor-
ding to Joegh. Climate serves as a bridge for so-
called *“cutting-edge’” performers to move into
bigger venues. Now, thanks to American In-
roads, who originally brought Mona Rogers to
San Francisco, and to David Hyry, who did a
superb job as publicist, Mona Rogers is at the
Marines Memorial Theater.

Recently Climate presented Personality, a
piece written by Gina Wendkos and Ellen
Ratner. A one-woman show. Like Mona
Rogers, it features a superb dual performance by
Ellen Ratner as a confused daughter and her
dominating mother. Climate, with its feeling of
intimacy, is the perfect space for terse, electrify-
ing shows like Personality. Sitting in the au-
dience was like being holed up in a parlor
somewhere with Ratner’s obsessive and riveting
characters.

With the scarcity of theaters having fewer than
100 seats, Climate is a much-needed showcase
for Bay Area talent.

On the other side of town, The Lab, run by
Allan Millar, John Distefano, Michael Cavello
and others, has been presenting experimental
music, dance and theatre since May 1984,

| Though run on a volunteer basis and in need of

amajor facelift, The Lab manages to present ex-
citing new works. Its current shows include

| Elliot Sharp from New York(who was recently

featured in a New York Times article with Peter
Gordon); Freshiy Wrapped Candy, from Los
Angeles; and Charles Dennis, also from New
York, who collaborated with Robert Wilscn on
the original production of Einstein on the Beach.
The Lab will showcase Charles Dennis’s new
solo performance, City Animal, on October 25.

““Thus the sight of a flower reveals, it is true,
the presence of this well-defined part of a plant,
but it is impossible to stop at this superficial
observation; in fact, the sight of the flower pro-
vokes in the mind much more significant reac-
tions, becausé the flower expresses an obscure
vegetal resolution. What the configuration and
color of the corolla reveal, what the djrty traces
of pollen or the freshness of the pistil betray
doubtless cannot be adequately expressed by
language; it is, however, useless to ignore (asis
generally done) this inexpressible real presence
and to reject as puerile absurdmes certain at-
tempis at symbolic interpretation.’

from The Language of Flowers
by Georges Bataille

French novelist-philosopher Georges Bataille.

- | Presented by Intersection for the Arts,
Eclaboussures has elements of Grotowski, Ar-

taud, Beckett and the Living Theater. Five per-
formers (four males and one female) under three

| rows of lights hung slightly above their heads,

their faces contorted as if wearing masks, sus-
tained dynamic expression through a series of
vignettes. Using a violin, a trumpet, their voices
and different parts of their bodies (often pound-
ed against the wooden floor), the performers
produced a wide range of very disturbing sounds
that punctuated and strengthened their emotion,

Eclaboussures, a production of Theatre de

Banlieue, is based on the erotic writings of
Their movements were not illustrations of a
dramatic text but rather a poetic language of
gestures such as we feel in our dreams (or
nightmares), accompanied by fragments of
Bataille’s poetry babbled as Gregorian chant.

From scene to scene, the cast of Eclaboussures
demonstrates a view of human desire inspired
perhaps by Bataille's The Language of Flowers
— observed not as an ideal valued for its exter-
nal beauty but as the hairy sexual organs at the
center of most flowers, like a bouquet of dif-
ferent kinds of flowers trying to mate and never
succeeding, with a kind of ecstacy once ina
while before moving apart again. On a floor
covered with dirt (or perhaps manure), Banlieue
presented their tragicomic oppositions in the
course of their death-dramas. A very funny scene
(which our [talian companion said reminded her
of ahigh mass in Naples) was performed by Baba
Merirouk in gibberish-Italian as he circled the
stage and jiggled little bells in his hands.

Bataille’s writing bas many references to the
works of Dali and Bunuel. Bataille was part of
the surrealist movement even though he and
Breton never really got along. And
Eclaboussures, like the slit-open-eye scene in
Andalusian Dog, penetrates the viewer’s sub-
conscious and transforms it into one big dialytic
seeing eye, an eye of “‘cannibal delicacy.”

Film buffs should watch for the second annual
Film Arts Festival at the Roxie Cinema on
November 7-9. Some of the highlights of the
festival are Eric Marin's documentary on Lou
Harrison, Cherish, Conserve, Consider, Create;
Victor Fridman's Argentain: The Broken
Silence; Niccolo Caldarara and Yuri
Kageyama's A Back Alley Asian-American Love
Story; Tina DiFeliciantonio’s Living With Atos;
and a peek into the mind of the most depressed
man on earth in Mikel B, Anderson’s Alone in
the T-Shirt Zone. For further information on the
Film Arts Festival, call (415) 552-8760.

Paul Kwan

POST NOTE

new store with a very continental air has

opened in Hayes Gulch. Carnival, 1883

Hayes Street, feels more like a countess’
boudoir than a clothing store. Owner Caitlin
Maynard has eschewed the current trend of high-
tech/lo-tech interiors and instead created a very
personal and eclectic store. ‘I got my ideas from
traveling around Europe,’” said Caitlin. *‘The
shops are set up there with more individuality
with each designer having a store with entirely its
own look.”

Carnival’s look combines a feeling of travel,
old suitcases are stacked as shelves for leather
stilettos, with an ageless sense of style. Here
retro fashions are given a very modemn twist. 60s
satin pumps are hand painted and decorated with
sequins, antique glass beads are added to woven
neckpieces that double as belts and hats hand-
made by Caitlin are sewn with jet beads.

It's refreshing to find a store infused with so
much personality. Carnival is a bit off the beaten
track but that seems to fit with the store’s‘‘hid-
den treasure’ style.

R.B.
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by Julian Maka'a

Whm L1old my friends that I was going to the Solomon Islands
last July, the general responsc was, “"Where???"

Like mast af them — like most of us, in fact, who are too young
to remember the bloody WWIT batiles on Guadaleanal — Thad never
heard afthe Solomons either, wntil I was asked to travel there and
write about them for Islands magazine.

The Soiomons are a South Pacific nation some 2,000 kilometers
northeast of Australia, in between Vanuatu and Papua, New
Guinea. The people are Melanesian, an attractive race with skin
Hhues ranging from mocha ro jer black. Some also have naturally
Dlond hair, which makes for a startling contrast. The islands
themselves — there are over 900 in all — are uplifred coral atolls
covered with dense jungle. Wild orchids, giant butterflies and man-
eating crocodiles thrive in the bush.

The Sofomons are not exactly the place where one would expect
1o find a haven for contemporary writing. Imagine my surprise
when, en route to my destination, I stopped over at the University
of the South Pacific’s bookshop in Fiji and discovered a dozen col-
lecrions of poetry, plays and short fiction — afl by young Melane-
sian atthors.

One emerging voice of particular eloguence belongs 1o a brilliant
and introspective young man ramed Julian Maka'a. His first col-
lection af stories, The Confession and Other Stories, was publish-
ed in Fiji in 1985, Julian is currently working as a disc jockey and
social commentator for the SIBC — “Radio Happy Isles. " Jufian
Maka ‘a wrote The Lunch, along with the rest of The Confession,
in the early 1980s. He is currently devoting his literary skills to
recording *‘custom stories ' — traditional legends of the Solomon
Islands — as told by his mother, his uncle and other spiritmally
knowledgeable relatives.

Jeff Greenwald

Akama heard the number he had diall-

ed ringing at the other end. He held the
mouthpiece of his phone closer to his
mouth and pressed the receiver to his ear,
listening intently and anxiously. The
number rang again twice. Then:

““Hello, one-three-one," a female voice
answered a few minutes later.

He suddenly felt his pulse beat faster. He
was not used to talking with girls. His jaw
trembiled as he held on to the phone. Tem-
porarily he was struck dumb and couldn’t
say a word, But he persuaded himself to
say something. *‘Come on. Say something
or she’ll drop the phone,™” he thought. But
still he couldn’t say anything.

**CanIhelp you?"” the soft voice asked
after a few moments. But still Akama was
unsure of what to say and pressed the
receiver tightly to his ear, hesitating. He
had expected a boy to answer. The high
voice on the line made him nervous and
uneasy.

**Oh-oh,” he began, *“Nga-Ngade,
please,”” he eventually stammered,
mispronouncing the name. )

**Ngade? Hold on, please,’” the girl
replied softly. Akama felt more confident
when he heard the girl’s tone of voice.

““Thanks — dear!"" he replied, his ner-
vousness now gone. Hesuddenly felt cer-
tain that he could strike up a
conversation with the girl. He was excited
by the thought.

**Ngade’s a naes bola, don't you
agree?”” he quickly added while the girl
was still trying to put the Iine through.

““Oh, yes! He's lovely,” she replied
with a giggle.

Now that he had overcome his uneasi-
ness, a different kind of feeling took hold
of him.

“Um...”

“Hello,”” a deep voice interrupted just as
he wanted to add something
else to the girl.

“Damn it,”’ Akama
thought, “*she’s not listening
any more.”” He smiled
scornfully to himself.

*‘Oh, hello, Ngade!"" he
said, pretending not to be
annoyed. He wished the girl
were still on the line.
“How're you? It’s me,
Akama. Doing anything this
afternoon?’” he continued, not giving
Ngade time to answer. He was trying to
cover up his uneasiness — or rather the ex-
citement he felt from the brief discussion
with the girl. As he talked with Ngade his
feelings subsided. But in his mind he could
still hear the echo of the voice that had
answered the phone. He wished he hadn't
asked for Ngade straight away but the girl,
he knew, had put him through to Ngade
and wasn’t listening any more. He gave up
thinking about her and concentrated on
what Ngade was saying. He felt a little
embarrassed.

“Oh, hello, Akama. I'm fine, thanks,
and you?"’

“‘Fine,"" Akama replied.

“Good,”” Ngade said. “*What can I do
for you?" he asked.

““Just asking whether you're going out
for lunch with anybody. thats all,””
Akama replied.

““Well... I'm going for lunch with
‘Mom’. You can come with us,”* Ngade
said. Akama was silent for a minute and
then said, ““T'll come.™

*Good,”” Ngade replied. **Then I'll see
you at twelve o'clock sharp. Right?"" he
concluded.

“Ta...I’ll be there,”” Akama replied.
Then he hung up. .

After putting down the phone Akama
smiled. [t was, he knew, going to be the
second time for him to have lunch with
Ngade — his only very good friend. But
rippling still at the back of his mind was the
sound of the girl who had answered the
phone. He wondered whether he would
ever get a chance to talk to her in person.
He wished that he would!

Anticipation and the thoughts he was lost
in made him forget about the information
he had been asked to find.

“‘Hey! Found it yet?"’ his senior officer
asked after waiting without getting a
response from Akama for some time.

The officer, a stocky, clean-shaven man
in his 60s, usually had a pair of spectacles
hanging around his neck on a piece of
black string. When he wanted to read he
would Lif them up to his eyes. He had them
on his fat nose now and was staring
through them at Akama at that very me-
ment. He held the file he had been leafing
through.

“‘Er..."" Akama began with a start, try-
ing to find an excuse. **No. Not yet, Sir.
T've got a stomach-ache, I can’t concen-
trate. Give me a few more minutes, please.
I'm sorry,”” he replied, rubbing his
stomach with both hands and pretending to
be in great pain.

“*Agggh,” he groaned,

““Don’t bother, Akama. That's all right.
You'd better try and get something forit,”
the man advised.

Akama glanced at the clock, 12:05.

*Ei! Five minutes late. Better hurry!”
he thought to himself as he got up from his
chair.

*'OK, Sir. I'll see you later,”” he said,
quickly walking towards the door as
though he was still in great pain.
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*OK, Akama,’ the man replied, **sec
you.”

Akama, closing the door, smiled and
hurried down the stairs. When he reached
the ground floor he dashed out into the
burning heat of the midday sun.

**Dammit. The sun’s always hot these
days,"" he muttered to himself, rushing
along the road on foot, looking here and
there for any signs of Ngade.

Reaching the end of the footpath, he
stopped to let cars pass before he crossed
the road. Ngade called to him from outside
his office and they stopped a taxi to take
them to where Ngade's “*steady”” worked.

When they reached the office Ngade got
out while Akama remained in the car.
After a few minutes inside the office,
Ngade came out followed by a girl. She
was shorter and much fairer than him.
Akama smiled at the girl when she glanc-
ed at him as she and Ngade approached the
car. It was not the first time he had seen
her, Her name was Arisi. He had met her
with Ngade several times before.

““Hello, Arisi. Been working hard?™
Akama greeted her as she settled into the
seat beside him in the back of the taxi.

“Notrea...”

**She never works, " Ngade interrupted
before she could finish speaking.

“*That’s him. He's talking about
himself!"" Arisi snapped back, joking.

**Shhh! No harm meant, dear,”” Ngade
replied and laughed. Akama found it very
amusing. He had never been out with a girl
before. He had never known what it was
like, arguing with a girl. He laughed,
however, when Ngade glanced back at him
and winked.

They had been negotiating the lunch-
hour traffic for about ten minutes before
they were held up in the long queue at the
one-way bridge which separated the cen-
tre of the town from the restaurant they
wanted to go to. They were stopped for
nearly another ten minutes because of the
traffic.

**Oh, come on. Wave us on. When will
they build a new bridge to stop these hold-
ups on this rotten one?”” Akama, very im-
patient, muttered.

“*There’s not going to be a new bridge.
There's no money. Maybe in a hundred
years’ time,"’ Ngade jokingly replied. The
four of them laughed.

The policeman on duty finally motioned
to them to cross the bridge. They follow-
ed the long queue ahead of them over the
natrow bridge. As they drove through the
Chinese shopping centre, they saw people
rushing in and out of the shops looking for
food to buy for lunch. They soon reached
the restaurant and Ngade asked Akama to
go in with him.

““What about Arisi?”* Akama asked.

“No. We're not having lunch in there,
Too hot. We'll just fetch some food and go
back to her hostel,”” Ngade said.

As soon as it was handed to them they
quickly left because the place was too hot
and crowded. All the wooden seats around
the restaurant were occupied. But still
more people were going in as the two boys
came out.

Once more in the taxi, they drove off
towards Arisi's hostel. As they sped along,
Ngade slowly glanced back over his
shoulder and winked at Arisi who was
always staring at his back. Akama thought
that she seemed to be expecting that to hap-
pen. Arisi smiled. Akama smiled too but
he looked away quickly. He didn’t want
Ngade to see him do that.

Akama marvelled quietly, He also pitied
himself. Why hadn’t he had any girl
friends? ““Am T ugly?” he wondered. Or
was he lacking'whatever it was that gitls
looked for in boys? He was too hungry to
think too long about it. Such matters were

to be considered when he had his own time.

After they had driven for some time
along the road, Ngade indicated to the
driver that they should turn off and follow
an unsealed road to Arisi’s hostel.

**Turn up there,”" Ngade said, pointing.
The driver turned off as soon as they reach-
ed the road Ngade indicated.

The small road they followed was one-
way, and the dust blew up as they drove
along, flying inte the many houses along
the street. People walking on the street pro-
tected their eyes and noses from the dust.
After half a mile they turned off the road
and stopped outside a house.

“This is where we stop,”* Ngade glanc-
ed back and told Akama. They paid the taxi
fare and approached the house slowly.

‘When they were near the house, a girl
hailed them and they answered her.

*“Take a seat, boys,” Arisi said, produc-
ing two chairs as they were inside the
house. **Wait while Apikosi helps me out
with the food.™

**Thanks, madam. That's very kind of
you,”’ Neade replied.

Akama nodded in agreement and smil-
ed when Arisi glanced at him. Apikosi and
Arisi, to Akama, nearly looked the same:
they both had long hair, were short and
very pretty. But Apikosi was alittle fatter
and thicker in the waist than Arisi. Arisi’s
face was round while Apikosi's seemed
oval, and when she smiled Akama noticed
a space between her front top teeth. She
was also a little taller than Arisi. Both girls
were much fairer than Ngade and Akama,
but nevertheless there they were. together
for lunch.

**Right, boys,"” Apikosi announced.
“Food's ready, times’s moving, so better
eat.”

The food was chicken, pineapples, cu-
cumbers and green tomatees, divided on
four plates.

““T'll have a piece of chicken,”* Akama
said and extended his hands to pull a piece
of chicken off a plate.

“Mmmm...nice,”" Akama heard Ngade
say and glanced in time to see him sirip the
meat off a chicken breast and begin to
chew quickly. Arisi and Apikosi both
glanced at Ngade, glanced at each other,
and smiled between mouthfuls. They too
seemed to be enjoying the food. Akama
took two pieces of cucumber. He ate them
after he had taken some chicken.

““The food's very nice,”” Ngade said
after they had finished eating. Akama and
the two girls acknowledged this.

The afternoon breeze was cool and the
four sat back in their chairs and chatted for
some time, listening to the popular tune
“I'm Nobodys Child"* on the radio. The
words of the tune were clear and they all
liked it. Later, while they talked. adog and
her young fought over the bones of the
chicken thrown into a bin outside the
house. After they had talked a little about
their jobs it was time to go back to work.

Ngade ordered the girls to dash ahead of
him and Akama te try and stop a taxi. The
radio had announced that the time was five
minutes to one. They had to hurry, While
the girls ran ahead, the two boys strode
along behind.

*“You know, I've just been reading a
book. A very funny one,'’ Ngade said.
*‘But the only phrase [ can still remember
is one by the main character in the story. A
black man."*

‘“What's the phrase?” Akama asked.

“““I reached down and felt the valley of
moist where men live and die and live
again,”” Ngade said and began to laugh.

““What does that mean?’’ Akama asked,
Tooking puzzled.

But the girls were calling them to the taxi
they had stopped and Ngade promised to
tell Akama the meaning some time [ater, Il



- rather than in a simultanecus way. In those

~ Alan Finneran, a pioneer of “'visuai theater,”
founded Soon 31n 1972, He writes, directs

" and designs the praps for his performance

landscapes.

Frank: You've been working in theater since
1967. Would you describe your progression?
AF: | storted as a sculptor, | began making
animated sculpture with mofors and af one
point projected movies onto the sculpture To
give it a sense of animation. From that | went
on 1o make other sculpture that contained
mowie projectors and that hod a landscape
© feel o it, These were the origins of cinema
sculpture. Finally the emphasis changed from
the kinefic sculpture fo the performance.
That's where it became theatrical.
Frank: The large size of your props is im-
pressive. Whot are you trying to convey?
~ AF: |'ve gone through periods where |'ve

. deliberately used very large-scaie stuff 1o
moke a surrounding, architectural landscape
that includes the audience within. The first
piece we did in San Francisco was af the
Museum of Modern Art, in the rofunda; it
was called Desire Circus. The audience was in
' the center, and they were surrounded by eignt

tons of steel and mechanical equipment. It

© was an aftempt to infegrate sculpture, film,
painting and performance in a hybrid way,

days | used the scale because | felt that in
order for people in our culture to notice
something it had to be very active and large
becouse that's the way our world s, Thai's
what is normal.

Frank: lguano Hotel was o departure for you
N SOME ways,

AF: It was, insw e ways; it was sort of an
installation, a kinefic fableau.

Frank: You invite audience parficipation?
AF: Oh, absolutely! That's one thing that ap-
peals to me about theater — it's alive and it
invites the audience to participafe very
directly.

=vank: Do you feel any abligation to your
audience?

AF: | don't feel obligated fo the gudierce, |
feel abligated fo leod o good life und to use
any intelligence that | have. | don't feel that
artists have anything o say to the audience
that isn't already clecrly understood — | don’t
feel that is the frue funclion of art.

Frank: Whai is the true function of arf?

AF: The true funcrion of art is fo celebrate
human existence in its most powerful and
positive manifesiations,

Frank: How does Scon 3 do that?

AF: We do it primarily by presenting o com-

* bination of infellectual and romantic ospects of

life that celebrate these things. Someone who
wrote o review of us in Italy called it “roman-

fic technology.”
Frank: Would you explain that further?

AF: | think they were implying thar Soon 3
was primarily offering a celebration of
romance and technology, rather than ane or
‘the ather.

Frank: Whete would you place Scon 37 What
niche cloes it fill?

AF: It's o bridge between |heotre and perfor-
mance art. Thar's what it has become. We are
very involved with o narrative structure in our
work — A narrative of images. | call it @ pic-
torial narrative. In Soon 3 we don't illustrate
concepts, we crecte concepts with our stage
language.

Frank: | hear your son wants fo be an acfor.
AF: Yech, he wants to be Michael J. Fox. |
told him that my interest in exploratory 3
theater, looking for new walys fo do if, d
deesn’t mean that | don't appreciate other
woys. There are some other fypes of theater
thal | do like.

Frank: Such as?

AF: Ancienf Indian dance theater, comic stuff
like the Kipper Kids. | like sports. The drama
of certain sports, like foatball, is great physical
theater.

Soon 3 will present the *'The MAGI” from
December 5 through December 21 at Theatre
Artaud.
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Chris Hardman is the principal writer, director
and designer of Antenna Theater. His use of
“"walkmanclogy'” has redefined the role of the
audience in theater.

Frank: You worked on the boardwalk af
Coney Island. What did you do there?

CH: | was a fireeater, o juggler and sign
painter for the “carmies.”

Frank: Why fire eating?

CH: It was something that | had an affinity
for, something that | was able o do.

Frank: Your way of involving the audience in
¢ your performances is unique.

CH: Well, | suppose you could trace it back to
Coney Island. | built the funhouse there, and
the audience went through on carfs. They
were involved in a more visceral way. They
would g smashing through doors and would
have monsfers jumping down on them. That

where the audience find themselves inside the
show s opposed fo being objective
observers.

Frank: Are you invifing or forcing them fo
parficipate?

CH: They're free to walk out; the exit is

o

Arnold Iger and his partner Paul Kwan form-
ed Persona Grata Productions three and a
half years age. They concaive, design and
perform their cross-cultural works together.

Frank: Would you describe your creative and
performance background?

Al | started doing art af o young age. Perfor-
mance art is something new for me and for
Paul. We tock a trip to Asia a few years ago
and there was a lot of street performance
there. In India they have intinerant artists who
sing, dance, tell stories and give puppet
shows — that experience was a direct link to
our getting involved in performance. Paul is a
| Chinese from Vietnam. And as for as the col-
laberation goes, it adds another dimension;
1t's not just a Western view. So, not only is
our work multimedia, it has a multicultural
aspect.

| Frank: Tell us about your performance Real
Estate.

Al: Real Estate is the outgrowth of a few

i things: our perceptions of society, the way in
which people interrelate and the way people

friggered o lot of inferest in environmental art |

g

always well marked. But | think that people
really would like to walk into o show. Recently
there has been more of an attempt to break
down the 'fourth wall” in some very physical
way. The only thing we're doing that's dif-
ferent is working with new media, new
technologies that exist,

Frank: Speaking of new technology, a new
science has been attributed to Antenna
Theater: “walkmanology.” What is it?

CH: It's the application of a walkman ina
theatrical setting. When we were touring
Vacvum in Europe, | brought a walkman
because | hate airplane music. | had Die
Walkuere playing as the airplane took off,
and there was amazing synchronicity there. It
got me thinking that the walkman had been
used as a tool to bring sound fo people, but
becouse it wos ambulatory it had this
possibility of synchronizing what you saw and
what you heard.

Frank: Does Antenna Theater have a par-
ticular philosophy?

CH: t's always been looking for ways fo
engage its audience in a broader sense than
traditional theater. It's always looking for dif-
ferent formats te engage audiences more

Kevin O’Hare is one member of the collective
known as Nightletter Theater. The other prin-
cipal members are Arthur Carson, Sydney

Carson and Vola Ruben.
Frank: What is Nightletter Theater?
designers: everybody does everything.

Frank:What does working cooperatively
offer?

i B o~

KO: Nightletter is o cooperative. There is no
director, no artistic director, no actors and no

thoroughly.
Frank: Tell us about your new piece.
CH: It's called “'Drocula in the Desert.”

' Technically, we're working with some crozy
new gear: infrared audio transmission and
3-D. This way we're more able to manipulate
the visual environment and the sound.

Dracula is awakened by his sidekick Ren-
field and given a pair of sunglasses that
enable him fo see his first sunrise. With this
gift of technclogy, Dracula sets out 1o find o
doctor wha can cure him cold-turkey, while
Renfield wants o conquer the world and
create an insidious cult of vampire women.
Frank: Have you felt any added pressure
since Esquire magazine named you one of the
“"Men and Women Under Forty Who Are
Changing the Natian?"

CH: Those honors give me the chance to keep
doing theater, but the fame aspect was very
funny, Now I'm a family man and that's what
makes me happy: doing theater and having a
tamily. The fame came about twa steps foo
late,

is that?

KO: ""Sculptural performance’ is a term we
use to keep people from coming and thinking
they will be seeing Shakespeare or apera. It is
o term we use to warn people that what they
are gaing to see is not narrative theater with a
traditional plot line.-The orientation is visual,
and the visual element is stronger than the
language element. The three-dimensional ob-
jects that you see are going fo be the bulk of
what you go away with.

Antenna Theafre presents Dracula in the
Desert fram November 13 to December 14 at
Gerhardt Warehouse, 2340 Marinship Dr.,
Sausalito. :

i

KO: It offers us an apporfunity fo come info a
group with a small vision and build on it, im-
age by image. It's like a tennis game. You can
toss cut an idea and it bounces back as
something else. A lot of directors work this
way, but here no one has the final say. Also,

I find it exciting to work on the same level with
people whose skills equal mine.

Frank: What do you do if there is conflict?
KO: Oh, we fight. It is constant conflict and
constant resolution to that conflict — so even-
tually it works out.

Frank: A moin visual component of Nightiet-
ter Theater is “sculptural performance.” What

Frank: What about the surreal and
psychological bent that Nightletter Theater
takes?
KO: The system that we use o develop the
pieces becomes psychological drama. We start
off with visual images — we feed off the first
image and go 1o something else. Eventually
they'll fie together in a way that we don’t
even realize until after we've performed it

" many fimes,
Frank: Tell me about you current
performance.
KO: it is different from our other perfor-
mances in thet for the first time in many years

relate to themselves as people having proper-
ty. A lot of ideas came from Gaston _
Bachelard's Poetics of Space. He talks about
how space affects our psyche and how “'the
house in particular is a place that affects the
dreamer,

Frank: Who is the dreamer?

Al: The dreamer is this personal reality that
each of us has. It is how we perceive
ourselves in reality and in society — not how
things appear fo be, but how they are on an
Inner plane.

Frank: How do you assemble and infegrate
the many visual elements in your
performances?

Al: That's where the work comes in. We try
1o go deep into what makes up society, the
society of man. Man is about his symbols and
has been creating and building his mind by
making those images. We feel we're part of
that evolution, that process. So it's constant
experimentation to come up with combina-
tions ta produce some sort of meaning.
Frank: What is your next project about?
Al: Our next project is called Equity. |t deals

with the nature of man and will be a further
development of some ideas we started in Real
Estate. We've grown fremendously since we
did Real Estate. Performance is also a
discovery for ourselves as artists and @ means
of growth. We're frying to develop a
language which is particular to Persone Grotd
as a performance medium, .
Frank: What's your long-term goal?

Al: To keep growing and learning. | think it is
analogous to the goal of life: to keep expan-
ding one's personal and arfistic horizons. Art
is not a thing, it's a way. We feel that art is
very much like yoga for us. “Yoga™ mears fo
yoke, to bring together. This is o way for us to
see the world, our respense to that world and
the links that join all of us. We hope to grow
within that, fo act our part and make the
world better. That's what | feel art should be.

Persona Grata plans to perform Equity in the
spring.

T A

7 ;{é’m, :’n
we have several performers on stage who are 2
not in full costume. There are bare faces
showing, which is radical for us, but there are
lofs of costumes and monsters.
Frank: How would you distinguish what
Nightletter Theater does from other interarts
performance?
KO: We probably have more humor and take
ourselves q little less seriously than some of
our contemporaries. All of our performances
have been about the inside of people. Our
messages are very personal and very interior
— therefore, very universal.
Frank: How did Nightletter Theater get its -
name?
KO: ““Nightlefter” s the old word for over-
night express mail. But my reference fo it is
different. Dreams are like nightletters,
messages that you receive when you are
asleep.

)

Nightletter is currently performing Ulterior
Rooms at Addison Stage Theatre, 1111 Ad-
dison St., Berkeley, through October 26.
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Bel I e Alix Pitcher

throwing furniture out of a window. Great-

aunt Belle was dying when I was born, and
although Thave no living memory of her I grew
up surrounded by her painted image. Her hus-
band Randall Davey, was a gifted artist who
painted hest what he loved best. He would return
to these beloved subjects constantly, and por-
traits of Belle poured from his studio,

There were small, elegant oils of Belle in a
stylish dress and hat, and larger encaustics of her
contemplating a riot of flowers. There were
charcoal sketches and pastel impressions and
watercolors. Best of all, there were the nudes.

These contained no static ideal beauty. They
scemed to be living things that not only reflected
Belle's particular loveliness, but Randall’s pas-
sion for her as well. He painted her skin in
peaches and rose and cream of such translucence
that it seemed to be lit up from within. Her
breasts were defined with caressing strokes, as
though he was actually touching them. Randall
had once declared that painting was **hot
thought,"" and the nudes made it easy to see what
he meant.

Belle was more voluptuous than is considered
fashionable today, but she was also small, almost
petite. Her face was delicate, with something
around her mouth and chin betraying a capacity
for stubbornness. She had a mass of auburn hair
which she kept cut just above her shoulders. In
some of the nudes she looks pensive, and in
others she appears to be listening to something
far away. From all of the paintings her large
gray-hlue eyes regard the world with ineffable
calm

She was almost 30 when she met Randall at a
polo match in Colorado Springs. He too was
small, a quick intense man of many talents. In
addition to his artistic genius, he was a fine cellist

I was named for a woman who was capable of

and a superb horsemen. He loved to tell a joke, |

off-color if at all possible, acting out every
character with great vigor. He was also elegantly
handsome, and from all accounts it was love at
first sight. He brought her to his house in Santa
Fe, a renovated sawmill at the end of a canyon.
They were to share it for the next 30 years.

In the way of all children, I could never im-
agine Belle and Randall except as the elderly
couple who entertained my parents in old snap-
shots. In these pictures, Belle would be sitting
almost primly on a Victorian couch while Ran-
dall told some outrageous tale from the chair
beside her. I remember being fascinated by the
garters that held up his socks; my father and
brothers wore heavy ski socks, a different color
for each foot. I admired the single strand of
pearls Belle wore, and the amused way she
smiled at her husband. Surely they must always
have been just so.

1 also imagined I saw Belle and her two sisters,
Lizzic and Kate, both of whom outlived her, As
they steadily grew more wrinkled, I un-
consciously added years to my impression of
Belle, until I reached my own adulthood with a
mental image of her as a tiny sedate old lady. The
sensually vibrant woman of the paintings was
consumed by this erroneous conception.

Great-aunt Kate lived the last 20 years of her
life in the house that had been Belle and Ran-
dall’s. Her husband had been dead for years and
she was not a social woman. When she died in
1982, my mother and I became engaged in the
sad task of cleaning out the old place. Afier years
of occupation by alonely widow. the house had
lost its sparkle and charm. Rooms that had seen
dazzling parties were silent and full of ghosts.
Kate’s poodle had buried bones in the cushions
of the sofas, so that the stuffing fell in chunks to
the floor. The robustly naked woman Randall
had painted in Belle’s dressing room still danced,
but with an air of bewilderment. Even the om-
nipresent geraniums were dying.

As though to dispel the gloom that settled upon
us, my mother began to tell me stories about the
young Belle. Ilistened with bemusement as we
carted out boxes of old New Republics and threw

away what seemed like hundreds of half-empty
tubes of anchovy paste. The staid old Belle of my
imagination was being replaced by a very different
character, There was, for example, the tablecloth
story.

Shortly after Belle and Randall were married,
they received an invitation to dine with Randall’s
ex-wife. I don’t know what compelled Belle to
accept; perhaps she felt that she had to rise to the
occasion. They arrived at the party dressed to the
nines and were greeted at the door by their
hostess, very gotten up and redolent with per-
fume. Belle smiled imperturbably as Randall was
drawn away by her predecessor. She smiled atri-
fle icily when they were seated at dinner with
Belle at one end of the table and her husband in
the seat of honor at the other end. As the dinner
wore on, and Randall and his ex-wife grew more
hilarious, Belle stopped smiling altogether. Ran-
dall’s companion would whisper something with
a naughty simper and he would roar with
laughter, slamming his hand down and making
the silverware jump.

I wonder if Randall happened to glance down
the long table at his wife, and if he did why he
didn’t notice the determined expression on her
face. Perhaps he was simply too wrapped up in
his animated conversation, or there may have
been a touch of bravado in his behavior, The fact
remains that he was as astonished as the rest of
the party when the plates started to move.

When Belle felt that she had simply had
enough, she rose slowly, like a queen, took hold
of the corner of the tablecloth and made her ex-
it. The entire contents of the table followed her:
twenty place settings, wine, candles, flowers and
all. Apparently the assemblage was too stunned
at the majesty of the spectacle to grab the cloth
and stop it. Belle pulled the whole thing out of the
house, got in the car and drove home.

She had her share of post-nuptial suitors as
well. One admirer pursued her for years, grow-
ing more amorous and more annoying with
every encounter. His tremendous wealth didn’t
impress Belle, and though he was not unattrac-
tive, he was too unctuous to be amusing. Randall
found his would-be rival laughable, and blithe-
ly ignored him. Belle tried to do the same.

The proclamations of love finally became too
much to bear during a cocktail party held at the
suitor's ostentatious home. While the shouts and
shrieks of laughter that always signalled Ran-
dall’s presence at a party echoed through the ha-
cienda, he managed to corner Belle in a room
tastefully dotted with Chinese porcelain. Taking
advantage of their solitude and the opulence of
the setting, he let loose an unprecedented flood
of pleas.

He told Belle that he couldn’t live without her.
He assured her that he loved hera hundred times
more than Randall knew how. The thought of her
in someone else’s bed made him want to die. He
let his lower lip tremble and said that he loved her
more than anything else in the world.

Belle gazed at him. ““Better than anything in
the world?”

“*Oh yes,"" he murmured, sensing that his mo-
ment had come.

Belle turned to the exquisite Chinese bowl on
the table next to her and serenely pushed it off.
As her host stared at his exploded investment,
she repeated the question. There was no further
irouble from that gentieman.

But she had met her match in Randall, who did
love her a hundred times more than anyone else.
The first years of their marriage were peppered
with tremendous fights; some springing from
jealousy. These were two stars bound together in
a tight constellation. Each had become used to
being the center of attention, and each was nsed
to getting their own way.

At the very climax of these battles, Belle had
away of seizing hold of some small table or chair
and hurling it through the window. This usual-
ly brought about negotiations and a general end
to the hostilities. It was, however, an expensive
way to end an argument.

One afternoon, Randall and an old friend were
sitting in the living room with a couple of his ubi-
quitous martinis. They were outdoing each other
with wild tales when the friend suddenly com-
mented that some of the furniture seemed to be
missing. Randall laughed and explained that
when Belle got very angry, she had this tenden-
cy to toss things out the window.

The friend looked at Randall thoughtfully.
**She seems to be rather exclusive about what she
throws, " he observed.

Randall, locking around the room, realized
that this was perfectly true. Belle had been
disposing of all the furniture he had purchased for
his first wife.

The next time they argued, Randall waited un-
til Belle's temper was at its height. He could see
her eyeing a small chest in the corner and even
making her way towards it. Just as she was about
to make her move, he calmly picked up one of
her prized Queen Anne chairs and launched it
through the open French doors. A moment later,
there was the unmistakable sound of splintering
wood. Belle was absolutely furious, but this
brought a permanent end to the furniture
throwing.

As my mother told me these stories, the sound
of laughter returned to that sad house. Belle and
Randall had no children; Belle’s first baby was
stillborn and she was either unwilling or unable
to try again. She was very ill for the last years of
her life: a total masectomy had left one arm
swollen and useless. She felt, in the end, that she
had become grotesque, which must have
distressed Randall very much. When she died,
he buried her at the edge of their apple orchard,
under two huge willows.

Randall lived and painted alone for a few

years, surrounded by his dogs. He made frequent
pilgrimages to his favorite race tracks, fascinated
by the tigures of the horses and the colors of the
Jjockey’s silks. It was on one of these trips that he
flipped one of his beloved Jaguars and died in
flames. Our laughter was not enough to dispel all
these old ghosts, but it sounded fine.

Ithought of Belle the other night as I watched
myself throwing wet kleenex across the room.
Wrapped in the mixture of grief and worry that
comes of late night misunderstandings, I lay
weeping in bed -with my lover and hurled
countless damp wads at the wastebasket. Some
bounced moistly off the wall, some plopped onto
my desk, some actually dropped in. I found part
of my mind actually keeping score.

I wondered what Belle would have thought of
this. Had she been in my position, wouldn't she
have tossed her lover’s clothes out the window?
Or stalked out of the house wearing only a pair
of red high-heeled shoes and a gold chain? Or
smashed something that would produce a grati-
fying noise?

I worry that I am not living up to her name.
Considering the paralysis that afflicts me in
moments of high dudgeon, T have resolved that
the next time the opportunity presents itself, I too
will allow myself some extravagant expression
of how I feel. T admire the freedom of Belle’s
performances, and would welcome some in my
own life. T can’t imagine what it is [ will do; these
things obviously shouldn’t be planned. Whatever
itis, I would like it to be something that in many
years will make my great-niece laugh and shake
her head in disbelief.

**Auntie Alix,"" she will say, ** Auntie Alix did
THAT?"” |

Untitled

Melinda Falk

then the wind uttered fancies to the very skin
the very thin skin of white as white as wind

as smooth as air is smooth
still and chill
dearest

I've seen your sullen motion as i've seen air cramped
i've watched your sullen ache as air deprived aches
| detached that forceless hand and masked that sinful face

1o stare unrestrained into reality

lovely, lovely watching your soulful mouth close
lovely, lovely watching your demon eyes close

the past hidden swell in head

stood breathing the virtual event
passing pressure along finest rippled s_kin

i've seen those haupted times

stream at overrippled joyless decay

dearest

i've watched your lovely, lovely soulfiled mouth

closing shut

the air tiptouched air blew your finest hair
over the pinched point eager expression you kept

demon eyes of mine watched

and i'd seen clear your quiet movement
calculation careful, careful conscious clearly
my dear i've watched your sullen motion shut

with demon eyes
shut as the still wind

caped as caped thin white skin breathing life

atthe chill i've watched
from atop hills the island

the chill of your dearest souffilled mouth shutting

as your eyes shut

breathing as the very wind i have watched you
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