THE GATEWAY, Thursday, February 5, 1976.

Tracy Starr’s

by Steven J. Adams

Some papers review movies. Some
review restaurants. In keeping with
editorial policy, Gateway is reviewing
strip joints

With this in mind. after the Mancini
concerton Friday night | furtively skulked
over to Tracy Starr's to get the bare
essentials of the case and flesh out my
feature. It seemed as good a time as any
Besides for his encore Mancini had led
the ESO through "The Stripper” Clearly
a favourable sign

Tracy Starr's 1s located at 103 St.
and Whyte Avenue, in the former venue
of The Blue Danube. There is no mistak-
ing it; the sign out front is full of color
and stars and says. rather coyly, "Girls,
Girls, Girls.” There is another sign that
informs one that it 1s a fully licensed
dining lounge. Eat and drink while you
watch? Dine while drooling?

The philosophy of such es-
tablishments has always puzzled me. |
mean, if you were starving, would you
pay to go inside some place and watch
somebody sit up on a stage and eat a
steak?

But, live and learn. There must be
some reason for it all.

Tracy Starr's s very small. The stage
1s stuck inthe middle, thereisatiny bar, a
tiny grill and small bathrooms - one step
in sophistication above the average
outhouse. In fact, there were only two
things there that were not small

Very cleverly, you can see the stage
when you stand there waiting to be
seated. This way, any last minute
hesitations are swallowed up in a flurry
of heavy breathing. However, prudery
aside, the stars fade out of your eyes then
they smilingly inform you how much
you're being taken for. Yup. there's a
$4.00 cover charge. What? Butwait. You
can only have one drink without ordering
something to eat. Oh. And the cheapest
meal is $3.00. Later on, | had my one
drink. It was a screwdriver for, get this,
$1.75.

I clenched my teeth and paid. |

surrendered my coat. Eventually | was
shown to a table where a waitress in a
gold body suit came and took my order.

The stage looked suspiciously like a
huge canopied bed... with lights. The
curtains | had seen before. Was it some
dream? No. it must have been on the
cover of Monty Python's “L.ve at Drury
Lane.”

At one cornerwas an M.C.who sat at
a console where he played with the
lights, turned on the canned music and
introduced each girl. He always started
and ended the same way. “"And now, let's
have a big hand for Boots Morgan, who
comes all the way from Leduc.” and
ending "Our next young lady will be with
us in a short while.” | looked closely to
see If his lips moved and to check
whether or not he was plugged in or
something

I stayed and watched four acts. The
only thing that | can remember about
them is where they came from. Two were
from Vancouver, one was from Toronto
and the other was from Munich, Ger-
many (which figures, because she was
built like a Panzer). They all followed the
same pattern. First they would come on
stage in some kind of outfit. They danced
around a while, then took 1t off leaving a
bra and g-string. They danced some
more. Off came the bra. Some more
dancing. Then the g-string. After that, on
came a loose robe or shift which hid
nothing. Then that too came off, and the
“young lady” would finish up. '

It was all very casual. The girls would
talk to the audience, talk to the M.C. and
talk to themselves. It was not
professional in the way that one er.-
counters entertainment in ordinary
lounges.

The rest of the audience was not
particularly surprising. There were no
“beautiful people”. There were no un-
versity students around, or for that
matter, other seedy sorts. No middle-
aged gentlemen holding theit hats in
their laps. No guys wearing army boots,
raincoats and sunglasses. Just plain
people. Mind you, a guy sitting at the
next table managed to insert “fuck”
between every fourth word. Some wit
kept yelling, "Let it all hang out.” But no
real degenerates, save myself.

The one impression | get was a
complete disassociation between what
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was happening on stage and sex. | mean,
thai's what its supposed to be all about
iIsn‘tit? Isn't that what people paid to get
in for, to be sexually stimulated? Mind
you, there were a few moments,
sometimes It was even beautiful...

"My god. what is she doing to that
chair?”

. but there was no way that my
fevered mind could make the connection
between a smoke-filled rcom, flashing
colored lights, girls built like pill-
boxes.... and sex. It seemed to me that
everything was totally unreal.

Some of the girls seemed nice. And
perhaps that was what was the trouble
There was no element of wickedness.
One had the urge to get up and say. "My,
but you have nice hair. Tell me, don'tyou
get cold up there?”

Butldidn't. ljustthought of $6 down
the drain and the dismal approach to ..
entertainment?

Chez Pierre’s

by John Kenney

You don't walk into Chez Pierre’s by
accident.

Late night crowds are huddled
around the entrance to the place. Beer
bottles roll and break;thefaces are drink
tired - the bars have just closed. They're
one step ahead of me. I'm tired and only
slightly drunk. But | feel absolutely
wrecked and how appropriate, | think, as
| squeeze through the door announcing
“fabulous strippers” with my two female
companions. They are notstrippers but it
doesn’t matter. The suggestive grins and
sideways glances have me pegged as a
pimp. Okay, I'm a pimp.

Upthelong. long. flight of stairs, and
into the fire. The whole place looks like a
discarded stage set from a high school
production. A few vertical 2 by 4's with
sheets of plywood announce some
counters. | shuffle up to the one directly
in front of me and, radiating coolness,
peel off the $15. Wrong counter he says.
Shit. But my irrnitation 1s temporarily
deflected by a pair of breasts floatina
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