— Qver a year later,dance

refugees are still homeless

- Cabbagetown only
a blurred memory

by Shelley Galliah

Do you remember dancing
until your legs were burning in a
dark but hardly dismal place that
reeked of stale ashtrays when 1t
wasn't crowded and of mothballs
and Frenchies when i1 was?

Perhaps vou may recall black-
clad bodies stumbling, skipping,
thrashing or undulating to a
pounding stereo which poured
from Iggyv Pop, the
Cure and the Doors. It wasastage
for music that siretched from the
primal to the commercial to the
psychedelic, and a refuge for
punkers, granolas, Le Chateau
irendoids, born-again  hippies
and other wayward souls. This
was the home of a weekly black
celebration. This was Cabbagetown,

oulr ranes

Though most of my memories
have been blurred by Heinekin, I
can recall my first might there. It
was my initiation, so to speak.

Overdressed and exceedingly
paranoid, I watched a puny guy
play leap frog 1o the beat of some
psycho song, waded through a
suspicious sea of vellow smoke,
and tried to avoid being muzzled
to death by a very strange and
sweaty Cabbagetown regular. |
was introduced to a place where
nothing seemed to matter and I
liked ir.

The doors of what was called
“one of Canada's hottest dance
clubs’ have been closed for over a
year now. On those two final
nights, it seemed that everyone
who had never experienced C-
Town decided to satisfy their cur-
iousity. The “alternative’ crowd
moved aside 1o make way for the
“top 40 clones’.  January 1988
saw hundreds of feverish dancers
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All dressed up with no place to go

pushing against each other on an
unusually cramped floor. It was
overcrowded and sticky, but
above all, wild. In this huge
going away party where everyone
there was the guest of honour,
Dionysius himself would have
been proud. The T-shirts on sale
even boasted “The End of an
Era”.

But that was then. Where have
all of Cabbagetown's loyal [ol-

lowers gone? After speaking to

some old groupies, I was
informed that most of them just

hang out at the Seahorse. Yet, one
of them commented, with all the
melancholy which can be man-
aged between drags of a cigarette,
“When Cabbagetown died, an
essential and exciting part of
Halifax nightlife was buried with
i

Still, I choose to naively hope
that all is not ended and that
alternative dance parties are hap-
pening somewhere in this
metropolis.

In pursuit of those evasive ex-
Cabbagetowners, I thought that

An economic roller-coaster
with no one at the
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by Marc Epprecht

Ever wonder, what the fuck is
going on? With the global econ-
omy, 1 mean. IMF riots (Algeria
and Venezuela so far this year),
rain forest burning, communist
counties turning capitalist and
capitalist countries going bank-
rupt. . . It’s certainly not from a
shortage of money — Nigeria
mav be crushed by a foreign debt
of $25 billion but someone just
spent that much in the single
takeover bid of RJR Nabisco.
Well, if you are like most pe(_)ple
who suspect that all these things
are somehow interconnected but
you can't quite say how, then
Joyce Kolko's new book is for
you.
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Since the oil price hike of 1974,
Kolko argues, noisy propaganda
about ‘unprecedented economic
recover’ or prosperity cannot hide
the fact that the world economy is
in a perilous state of crisis. She
draws her analysis from the most
prestigious, conservative busi-
ness journals and from the views
of top-level bankers, politicians
and bureaucrats as expressed in
such documents as World Bank
and IMF reports. She examines
all the major aspects of the pres-
ent crisis — stock markets, bank-
ing, corporate METgers,
technological developments, the
arms industry, falling commod-
ity prices, the decline of manufac-
turing and the rise of the service

Continued on page 16

some may have conformed 1o the
more common breed of the
“dance bunny’’. That is, a dance
bunny is one who dons brand
new black and perfect hair for a
night of dancing on the rown.
With this in mind, I visited the
other alternative — The Pub Fla-
mingo. This location had an 8-
year history as the Bonny Piper
and stint as Diamond
Dick's Cavern before it became
the Pub about a year and a half
ago. Since the Flamingo itself has
changed form a non-alcoholic
club to a pub with a beverage
license, and finally a
lounge license, I asked 1if there
had been a consistent change in
the clientele.

“If anything,” co-owner Der-
ick Honig assured, “the clientele
of the Pub has only expanded
over the years.” Afterall, there are
the regulars, the new lounge fans,
as well as the old “Club’ alterna-
tive crowd which 1s now coming
of age.

In response to my question
whether they aspired 1o become
another C-Town, Manger Kenny
Silver said, “‘Perhaps this is what
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we are aiming for, or at least we
are Irying to become a dance club
after 1pm."" As for capturing the
old C-Town crowd, he said “We
may be doing this unintentional-
lv.”" However, Honig says, the
Pub will only be a lounge
between these hours, because at
Cabbagetown, “people would
buy one drink and dance the rest
of the time. This 1s the reason it
went under.”

In my lonely search for fellow
ex C-Towners, I discovered a
select few ar Rumours and Jagu-
ars. Otherwise, the rest seem to
prefer drowning their memories
in copious amounts of liquor at
the Horse or other choice estab-
lishments. Or perhaps they have
hecome conditioned to mindless
T'op 40 and are somewhere boo-
geying drum
machine beat and bubble gum
Iyrics of a Tiffany or a Debbie
Gibson. 1 implore vou, ex-
Cabbagetowners, ve black clad
lovers of the dance, make your-
selves known. Prove to me and
evervone else that the demise of
Cabbagetown was not the end of
an era.
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CO-OP BOOKSTORE

Paula Gunn Allen Jean Aspen Kathleen Barry Ellen Bass Sheila Baxter
Laurie Bell Mary Field Belenky Shari Benstock Jean Bolen Lois Braverman
Nicole Brossard Charlotte Bunch Calyx Editerial Collective Carol P Christ
Margaret Conrad Susan Crean Mary Daly Elly Danica Joan Dash Simone
De Beauvoir Barbara Deming Dorothy Dinnerstein Janice Doan Luise
Eichenbaum Susan Estrick Marilyn Frye Anne Garland Vivian Gornich
Miriam Greenspan Germaine Greer Rosanna Hertz Bell Hooks Doris
Howard Zora Neal Hurston Pat Jalland Ruthellen Josselson Michelle
Landsberg Sarah Lefanu Linda Leonard Audre Lorde Meg Luxton Lee
Maracle Diane Mariechild Kathleen McDonnell Nancy Mairs Juliet Mitchell
Ginny N Carthy Dorothy O'Connell Rozsitha Parker Janice Raymond
Adrienne Rich Rosemary Radford Reuther Nawalel Sa'adawi Anne Schaef
Ellen Schwartz Nancy Sorel Patricia Spalone Dena Taylor Maxine Tynes
Mariana Valverde Barbara G Walker Virginia Woolfe Sondra Zeidenstein

These and many other feminist authors
live at Red Herring every week
of the year.
Give them your support.

1555 Granville St., Halifax, N.S., B3J 1W7 (902) 422-5087

Celebrate
international
Women’s Week
with
Women’s Words!

Back to the ole DAYS

CARIBANZA '89

Presented by the combined Caribbean
Societies of St. Mary's, Dalhousie
and Mount St. Vincent.

Featuring: Caribbean Cuisine
Cultural Show and Dance.

Saturday March 11th, 1989

7:00pm Multi-purpose room
Loyola Bldg., Saint Mary’'s
University.

Admission: $10.00 members
$12.00 non-members

Thursday March 9 1989
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