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MIRIAM!
invited me for a visit. I’ve been 
hereoff-and-on since then, but I'm 
going back to Boston in May to 
play with a band I’ve started there. 
You deal with a lot of political 
issues in your music, like acid 
rain, and the carving up of the 
planet by borders. Do politics 
play a major role in your life? 
Well, my politics revolve around 
current issues and people. The 
stage is such a great forum, I think 
I just want to change the way peo
ple think about some things, break 
down some stereotypes.

by Jerry West

A REMODELED church 
on the comer of North 
Sreet and Fuller Terrace 

seemed to be the perfect venue for 
Miriam’s music. As we walked in 
the door there were stacks of chairs 
on the left, and the woman that took 
our money invited us to sit any
where.

Forty or fifty people were ar
ranged on chairs across the hard
wood floor, facing the wall of 
wood paneling that houses the 
pipes for the church organ. On the 
stage in front of the paneling a 
woman in a plaid dress and hiking 
boots played the guitar with a 
natural ease. An aura of bubbling 
sincerity oozed from her presence 
like bubble bath in a rain storm.

Miriam’s songs were easily ac
cessible, with familiar folk topics 
like the environment, politics and 
personal relationships. Her original 
lyrics were insightful and 
straightforward. Between songs 
she showed a decided lack of 
“stage personality”. Instead she 
maintained a genuine dialogue 
with the audience that was some
times awkward in its ad-libs, but 
always endearing for its sincerity.

It seemed that everyone felt as 
comfortable as I did. At one point 
Miriam threw off her belt in a mock 
strip-tease. A young man who 
looked as if he would normally 
work hard to avoid public attention, 
proceeded to walk up to the stage 
and carried the prize back to his 
seat amid much applause.

After the show we had the op
portunity to talk to Miriam. Chris 
Lambie immediately asked her 
how long she could hold her breath. 
Unfazed, she challenged him to a 
competition on the spot. Luckily 
good sense prevailed and we put 
the contest off until after the in
terview..
Gaz: You come from Boston. 
How did you end up in Nova 
Scotia?
Miriam: Two years ago I met some 
people from here in Vermont; they

Like?
Well, like the myth that all women 
in dresses shave their legs. I don’t 
deal with everything through my 
music, I’ve recently discovered I 
can present a message in the way I 
act and the things I say on stage. 
During your performance you 
talked about sexuality and safe- 
sex issues.
Yes, the nineties are supposed to 
be the age of sexual awareness, but 
people are still ignorant of safe-sex 
practises like dental dams and 
condoms. Also, entire sections of 
the population are supposed to re
main invisible because of their 
sexuality. It shouldn't matter 
anymore.
So do you think that your music 
will make a difference?
Well, music is a great forum be
cause it means so much to so many 
people. A lot of people like Billy 
Bragg are putting messages with 
their music, and it is working. The 
only reason that politicians are 
addressing earth issues now is that 
they are trying to appease public 
outcry. As far as my music is 
concerned, I have a very diverse 
audience, but all I can do is present 
my material and hope somebody 
gets something out of it.

Miriam was dragged away by 
concert organisers to attend to 
business. Fortunately the breath
holding debacle never took place.
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/ know a man named Vincent 
Van Gogh, he loved colour and 
he let it show.

with his need to see Vincent es
tablished in the art world. In the 
course of the movie, Theo 
manages to solicit Gauguin as a 
mentor, drinking companion and 
baby-sitter for his brother.

X T INCENT AND THEO is Gauguin’s advice is best dem- 
one damned beautiful onstrated in a little lesson he gives 

▼ piece of work. The in- Van Go8h over one of their many
tense clarity and power of Van hangovers: “the food is ready when
Gogh’s vision permeates this you think its ready, you don’t need 
movie with an incense of truth and reciPe- cooking is much like 
the brilliant colours of life-experi- Painting.” 
enced- . In the film, Van Gogh demon-

The film opens on a cynical note strates the typical genius’ frame of 
at Christie’s Fine Art Auctioneers, reference in regard to the inferior
where Van Gogh’s painting of work his brother sells to make a
sunflowers is selling for over fifty living. He tells the child of a pros-
million dollars. This advance clip titute, who has relieved herself
of his future in the history of art is a beach, that he will take her to
sorely juxtaposed with the grim paris because there’s lots more
reality of Van Gogh’s poverty and deserving paintings there to piss
low position. on.
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Aside from his painting, the 
script centres on Van Gogh's rela
tionship with his brother— Theo. 
A syphilitic art dealer with moun
tainous passions, Theo is con
stantly sacrificing his own needs 
and wants to support his brother 
both financially and mentally.

Vincent, played by Jim Ror, sets 
his character as a painter in simple 
prose cement by saying, in re
sponse to his brother’s accusations 
that he dresses and acts like a 
common workman, “I am a work
man.” Indeed, Vincent’s volume of 
production is so incredible, that he 
fills his brother's apartment to 
bursting with paintings 
sketches.

Despite his ego, there are points 
in the story where Vincent suffers 
massive personal questions re
garding his own sanity. In 
mary of the brilliance of his work, 
he scrawls “I am the Holy spirit, I 
am whole in spirit,” on his wall in 

extreme effort of self-convic-

sum-

an
tion. ...that he will 
take her to Paris be
cause there’s lots 
more deserving 
paintings to piss on. ^

The soulful and entirely sane fire 
that burns in his veins, however, is 
often eclipsed by Vincent’s crazed 
an tics and ludicrous lack of social 
skills. Some of the most humorous 
scenes in the movie are, in fact, at 
his expense. When he struggles to 
drink turpentine and hold it down, 
when he threatens Gauguin’s life 
or when he paints faces on a harlot 
with his' oils, it is obvious that Van 
Gogh’s life will not be an exten
sively long or pleasant one.

In the end, Vincent Van Gogh’s 
passion lor self-destruction costs 
him his life. The bonds between 
brothers tear so sweetly at Theo, 
that he dies six months later within 
the confines of an insane asylum.

The message in the story, how
ever, is not one of historical facts.
It is more of the living, tactile and 
supemovic way in which the Van 
Gogh brothers interacted with the 
simple beauties and massive iro
nies of their environment to create 
a new truth in art.

and

66
He tells the 

child of a 
prostitue, who 
has relieved 
herself on a 
beach...

The loving exchange between 
Vincent and Theo is simple and 
direct; when Theo wants to marry 
a Dutch beauty, his brother laughs 
and tells him its impossible be
cause not only does he have 
syphilis, but he is also one of the 
poorest men Vincent has ever met.

Paul Rhys’ Theo demonstrates 
a remarkable desire to see his 
brother succeed. His sexual ten
sions are nothing in comparison
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Class Action Kicks Ass
w

by Paul Webster American automobile maker by 
victims of one of its more lethally 
flawed products. They must sort 
out a rather oedipally distorted re
lationship while also ensuring that 
justice, and the small people, pre
vail against the monolith. Within 
these basic archetypes of social 
conflict (father-daughter, small 
people-big people, rich-poor) we 
also see something that most of us 
are quite unfamiliar with: the 
struggle of good lawyers against 
bad lawyers, presumably an eve
ryday drama in the courts of North 
America.

Gene Hackman plays the good

lawyer. He is a bit of a philanderer, 
extremely charismatic, eloquent, a 
veteran civil-liberties advocate and 
a solid member of the Volvo- 
driving middle-american liberal 
bourgeoisie. He is also an egoma
niac. Mary Elizabeth Mastrantonio 
plays his daughter, the bad lawyer. 
She is ambitious, works for a cor
porate firm and wants a partner
ship. She’s sleeping with a partner, 
(is this a phrase among lawyers?) 
and determined to “kick [her fa
ther’s] ass”. She is also an ego
maniac.

The story goes from confronta
tion to confrontation. People die of

emotional stress, the lawyers (even 
the “good” ones) tell barrels of lies, 
manipulate their evidence, their 
witnesses, the juries and the gen- 
eral public and only stop short of 
running for political office (which Bt , 
is what most lawyers seem to do).
The justice system is made to re- ■ 
semble a circus and justice pre
vails. The good people “kick ass". 
Everybody else gets burned. The 
audience goes home full of wonder 
and admiration for these new cru
saders, comforted by the thought 
that thanks to the legal profession 
all of society’s problems will be 
solved.

I ALWAYS WONDERED 
what the genesis of the phrase 
“kick ass” was. I found out 

when I went to see Class Action 
the other night. It’s a legal term! 
Or at least a term which lawyers 
(and Presidents on their way to 
war) like to use a lot.

Class Action taught me a lot 
about the legal profession. The film 
tells the story of a father and 
daughter. They are caught on op
posing sides of a class action suit 
being held against a mythical

Aleyfe. watch out for these lips.
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