ruary 14 « 1997

ers

ure from touring
rity, but the band
mything. The group
n the basis of their
ir personal life does
rlevel of touring]. It
at we do. It's second
 to do it. There's no
at it, really, for us,
d of got us as far as
ve're in the position
ake the time off”

IME elicits, Gordon
 to call home when
d out. “I have an
didn't on the first
e touring,” he says.
ds, and 1 only had a
rest I just kept in

te amount of time
enjoy free time, the
ns aren’t a huge

imply doesn't have

fALL

W W SN Y S _...l..J

(T 118 !!I!B!Ill&ﬂﬂlﬂﬂ!!ﬂl. ‘

Celebrating 130 Years in Print

The Brunswickane 11

4 CONVINIINT LOCATIONS
471 SMYTHE STREET, FREDERICTON,
NASHWAAKSIS PLACE, NASHWAAKSIS,
1365 REGENT STREET, FREDERICTON,
1150 ONONDAGO STREET, OROMOCTO

VALUES EFFECTIVE UNTIL STORE CLOSING
SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 15, 1997

Brooby CHiCLETTS

PRESENTING...
BMG
S0 il
Bloo’ﬂ Chiélelﬁ my have a“fixation
fyin T

'v:onst, Bloody
eir first album,

" Prcsenting..., Wit the' help of Kurc
LH Blme (Age of'

ﬂﬁbﬁfwr) and

s the problem with
post-punk power pop like Bloody
Chicletts, the range of the tunes is
limited. The 'albuin’s best tracks are
packed at the beginning of the disc, so
chances are you'll be hitting. ‘stop’
somewhere near the middle of the disc.

l’uufyondontfeelhkemllmgover
to dunge the album, you really won’t
w it either.

Although the group could learn a
lot:from listening to a few Odds and
5440 albums, their debut will still
cause. a stir,

3 * PeTER J. CULLEN

TArRA MAcCLEAN
SiLeENCE
NETTWERK

Wanted: Sarah  MacLachlan
impersonators. Must sound and Took
exactly, like Sarah...

Welcome. to the scene one Tara
MacLean.! Notice' the similarities
already. Sarah MacLachlan-Tara
MacLean. Tara MacLean’s first CD is
titled -Silence. Sarah Maclachlan’s
sophomoric release was titled Solace.
Silence-Solace. As 1 was flipping through
the CD sleeve I couldn’t help but
notice the striking physical resemblance
between Tara and Sarah and get this:
they are both signed to the Nettwerk
label, It, sounds like I am putting Tara
down, I know. But in all actuality the
CD s excellent. If you would kiss Sarah
MacLachian’s feet as (I wobld) than
you'are: going to like this CD. With

such a drought of new Sarah material
anybody who sounds remotely like her
is a welcome surprise. This isn’t the
first time that I've heard Tara sing. “Let
Her Feel the Rain” which is actually
on Silence was featured on the Nettwerk
compilation Slowbrew two years ago.
Nettwerk has always had a distinct
sound and they are always pushing the
boundaries of music. They know when
they have a good thing, i.e. Sarah
MacLachlan and they also know when
to capitalize on a good thing, i.e. Sarah
MacLachlan. Enough about though
Sarah, lct's get on with Tara.

Silence is a collection of songs
about love lost, love found and
isolation. Her voice is ethereal and
the music is pure heaven. The lyrics
are touching and at times biting,
Between a whisper and scream Tara’s
confessions are heard. It's not that
hard to try and figure out what she
is singing about; her voice rings out
as clear as bell on a sunny day. The
music itself is airy at times but at
other times stark enough to remind
you that this woman has been
through hell and back.

The CD is full of winners; “Let
Her Feel the Rain,” “That's Me,” “For
You" and “Evidence” are all fantastic.
I recommend this CD highly,
especially if you are a fan of our
amazing songstress Sarah
MacLachlan. If not, run out and buy
it anyway. It's great.

* DenNIS GERMAN

INSTRUMEZZ®|

ConNraD SiMON
INSTRUMEZZO
INDEPENDENT

New Brunswick has its very own guitar
virtuoso in Conrad Simon, an Aboriginal
instrumental artist from Big Cove. His
album Instrumezzo is filled with blazing
guitar work which ranks with guitar
greats such as Joe Satriani, Yngwie
Malmsteen and Steve Morse. However;'
unlike many great technicians, Simon also
has immense song writing abilities. The
constantly changing riffs and rhythms
which support Simon's highly original
and heartfelt melodies are pleasing to
the ears and filled with hooks which draw
the listener in. The best of the many
highlights on the album include “Ginab,”
with its catchy rhythm changes, the
blazing “Metallic Clouds,” and the
classically inspired title track. Expect'to
hear a lot more from this highly talented
guitar player.

* CHARLES TEED

Remember your loved ones...

Mybest &iendwaskilledoujnly 27,
1996.

It may seem odd to think of your cat
as your best ﬁ'nhd.but Flaffy was very
special. When we got him in the fall of
1987, his-tiny, white, farry frame
prompted my brother to dub him
“Fluffy.” It.was such 2 common name
thatneither. I, my Mm.m brother

conﬂhdphﬂ’allhuﬂo:hormms. :

such as “Fluffer,” “Fluffy Duffy,”
“Dauffer,”) “ﬂvﬁ'ﬂut‘ngm. or: even

callcdﬁxlﬂmind‘heddwaysm
home.’ ‘
Fluﬁ‘yumd»toywuamy&n
As a kitten, he would climb trees and
u’wpﬁlmhlpodhmdown.
qudmﬁbpvmmheyx
% Mm"lsm
pepl!lemldmlaunld
mmﬁ&.“ﬁlﬁ s just big
botied.” My family was allowed to make
Mbﬂhe"‘ehubbyhbby but no one
else was.. .
Hevmalwzy:agwudealofﬁm
mhtf;eum.wedmhm:mss
the lawniin our wheelbarrow. He always
hated that. In the winter we'd'take him
down the hill on the GT-Snow Racer
with us. He really Hated- dhac. But he
wﬂd‘?‘::ﬂ d-ymtdﬂn.

ldoﬁenmnmnq'pethimfbnqnwk
second. And in the winter he'd observe
us shovelling snow, and he'd usually wait

for us'to finish before hudmginude
Despbehismydurms.ﬂuﬁ“ywu
terrible at hide and seek. Whenever we'd
play with him around the woodpile, he
would always cheat and sneak through
the piles to catch s on the other end.
Hemuevm worse, though, when we
‘hide and seek in the forest. We

uwonldbehﬁingdnwd:mdnwoo&.

but Fluffy would always follow us and
cndwlhmgbudemeqnenhﬂn;
plxe,jmtcuriomtoknwwlmdwy

'WWS0.0IM.MM

perwn ‘who. was ‘it" saw Fluffy, he
ummgnc;lly ‘had a victim.

A big reason that Fluffy was so
mculmthlthewouldwutform
to comhuenpty anight. He'd sleep
in front of Jim and Rachel’s chimney
(our next doorneighbours), and would
ptuptogteetuswbcnwepuﬂedmo
the. driveway. He was always
predictable. I could ‘impress people by
telling him to “roll over," “stand up”
and “follow me” - .and our ritual
(which' he instigated himself) made it
seem like he was trained.

He loved' his spot in front of that
chimney, so although Rachel placed
flowers around her house, she refused
to phnt any in*Fluffy's Spot.” He slept
much.that he put a permanent
the ground.

oy
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This photo was taken to preserve Fluffy’s memory,
in case anything ever happened to him.
Ironically, it was the last day of his life.

Fluffy and Curious George always vied for my affection. George might be sporting a victor's
smile, but Fluffy was the real winner.

The only problem we ever had with
Fluffy was his fur colour: white. His hair
showed up on every item of clothing
and any dark material that we owned.
All my shirts were decorated with
millions of white cat hairs, If anything
was left laying on the bed or floor, he'd
purposely sleep on it, as if he had some
secret mission to cover everything in
our house with his fur.

He had an attitude, too. Whenever we
would leave for the weekend, he would
sulk when we returned. Fluffy would just
turn his back, walk a few feet away and
then ignore anybody when they called
to him. But he would quickly forgive us,
especially once we turned on the electric
can opener to feed him.Then we would
be his best friends again. We used to try
to trick him by opening different items,
but he could always distinguish between
soup and cat food cans.

He was a great source of laughter.
He hated the cold of the winter months,
and the snow was always too deep for
him.When he trekked out to the woods,
he would often try to retrace his
*“pawprints” back to the house. But he
would always start off with the wrong
paw in the wrong print, so he would
approach the house continuously
crossing one leg in front of the other as
he walked. Then he'd be wet, so he'd
be as stubborn as possible while I dried
him. But once he finished eating he
would jump onto my bed and curl up
behind my knees to go to sleep.

Fluffy's major activities were eating
and sleeping. He liked french fries,
cheese and any piece of turkey, ham or
roast beef. But he always loved his cat
food. He would often wait on the deck
railing to be let in, and 1'd then hear
him crunching away on his dry food.

The last time I saw him was on a
Saturday afternoon in the summer. He
was sleeping on a neighbour’s trailer
and I patted him goodbye before I went
out for the day. Since we have very few
photos of Fluffy, I also took a picture
of him. “Just so I'll have to hi

took my telescope outside and waited a
half-hour for him but he didn't show up.
The next morning he wasn’t seated on
the railing as he usually was. I tried to
read and I kept thinking that he would
appear anytime, strolling nonchalandy
across the lawn as he had done for the
past nine years. But he wasn't anywhere.

My dad soon came to my room, and
I felt very sick. He told me he had
found Fluffy — or what was left of him,
I had never seen my dad with tears in
his eyes before.

My mom, dad, brother and I ventured
out into the forest to see what had
happened.There really wasn't anything
left. The area was scattered with white
tufis of fur but little else. I don't know
what attacked him.

‘We returned to the house, where my
dad and I built a small, wooden box so
I could at least pick up what remained.
The soft white fur that had decorated
so much of my clothing was caught on
the tiny ferns, and his beloved dry food
that he had eaten the night before was
strewn about the forest floor. The flies
continuously buzzed about, and I started
to cry as I picked up small remains of
my longtime friend and placed them in
a crude, tiny box. A box that, twenty~
four hours earlier, would have made me
laugh to think Fluffy could fit in it.

Fluffy was my best friend. He never
yelled at me, he never lied to me, he
never even asked me for anything other
than some food and a space on my bed,
He was always there when I turned
around, on my bed or under my desk or
looking out my window. But his claws
don't click on the kitchen floor anymore.
I don’t hear the weight of his body hit
the floor in the middle of the night when
he would leap off my brother's bed and
then come downstairs to see me.And he
doesn’t curl up against my legs and fall
asleep while I'm reading anymore.

But today isValentine's Day, and you're
supposed to remember your loved ones.
‘We never ever gave Fluffy anything for

to remember you by when you're gone
I said to him. Sadly enough, that was
the last time 1 saw him.

When I got home after midnight on
that Saturday, Fluffy wasn’t waiting
outside for me. Nor was he indoors, I

Val 's Day; d the fact that my
family and I loved him so much, we didn't
even know his birthday. But I don't need
any day of the year set aside to remember
Fluffy. He was my best friend.

* PetEr J. CuLten




