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“Fishcotheque”

(Mercury)

On paper, The Jazz Buicher looks like a great idea. he's
got a lot to say, and does so with intelligence and humour. -
Unfortunately, the transfer to vinyl isn't as effective.

In the past, The Jazz Butcher has often ‘been able to
match the calibre of his lyrics with equally impressive
music. On Fishcotheque, the lyrical bite is ultimately forget-
table - pleasant enough, but nothing to work up a sweat
about. Too bad, because this could have been a fun album.
Instead, it's just hip muzak. .

Tom Stillwell
BEN ELTON

Motormouth

(Polygram)

While some American comedians can be undoubtedly
verging on genius, | don't think any of the Yanks currently
working the circuit can stand up to the British when it
comes to sheer condemnation and acerbic criticism of
everything that is hypocritical in the world.

The CHSR faithful will have already had a taste of the
bizarre bullet-head Alexie Sayle (unfortunately most pro-
bably in the form of ‘Didn’t you kill my brother?’) but there
are many others that make up the burgeoning ‘alternative
comedy’ scene that has gone from strength to strength in
England since the early eighties.

One of our best proponents of the kick-over-the-statues
approach is Ben Elton, a native of Catford, South London,

whose gob, as the title suggests, is always set way, way

past stun. .

He's crude, he's base, but boy is it ever great to hear him
rip the shit out of things that everyday folk with just an inkl-
ing of intelligence have to put up with throughout their ex-
istence. In the space of forty minutes our Ben, who at times
seems so wired you can hear his spine beginning to pop,
sprints through topics such-as the unbelievable drunken
idiocy of student rugby players in the university bar, the
wankers that are responsible for the ads that make you
spontaneously indulge in a spot of projectile vomiting, the
danger of erections on a nudist beach and the disgusting
way that a lot of comedy writers rely on tits to get cheap
laughs. All the way through, anybody that might even be
remotely considered as prejudiced (sexist, racist etc) gets
sliced into chunky chicken before being fed to the
neighbor’s snapping turtles.

Unfortunately, as you might expect, the humour doesn't

really transfer itself very well across the Atlantic, where
the biggest laughs are achieved when Jack Tripper gets
half a ton of gravy tipped over his groin (I suppose that's
why the dire shit of Benny Hill DOES transfer well). | was
listening to this last week with a friend, and although | was
clutching my bollocks with tears streaming down my pock-
marked cheeks, she merely stared into space at a lot of the
gags. .
You even get a free booklet/biog with the album which is
as funny as the record. Ben explains that his interest in
drama began initially in order to escape the necessity of
wearing the clothes that were fashionable in the seventies.
You too must remember - “.... huge baggy trousers with
enormous patch pockets which you stuffed your scarf in so
it looked like you had a hunch-back crawling up your leg.”
Of Life on the Roaod Ben says he can't understand why
everybody thinks he has to indulge in the booze and sex
trap of a rock and roll lifestyle as part of his job. “When
librarians have stamped their last book for the day, they
don't say; ‘Great, now to snog the dog in a jacuzzi full of
lager'."”

This is real comedy where an obvious and impcrtant
power can be felt. Dear Canadians, do not regard the tup-
perware items of puke you see on PBS every Friday night as
English humour. For a crash course in the real side of
things, crank up Motormouth. Thank you, you've been an
audience - now f+ *k off home!

NANCY MAXIME
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The pain of alienation and ihipf;prlce of ebnformiw will be 'oxémimd'{@hcn Threatre

‘Saint Thomas presents The Zoo Story April 5th to 9th at Edmund Casey Hall on the STU

The Zoo Smry,!dword Albn‘:"ﬂrxi"lﬁqior' plo'f, was prbmiorod in Berlin in 1951 and is

still produced with great frequentum. The script, packed with the urgoﬁimﬂm of a
yo‘un‘;» ond onxious‘;r‘r?for, tells the story of an apparently chcincc\m_ing,b_.m“n
 Peter, a white-collared executive and Jerry, an uncollared roqm‘g'. LReOe
 Peter is the lucky upperclass family man that so many wish to be. Securely employed
~ ond blessed with dhuam.oddvallfihwﬁmugs of a comfortable home, Peter has long

_come to grips with ﬂwfrmf;m;onof his

d of being grateful for what ana

well-

e play is directed by Ron Spuries and features Micheal

Th Cronin s Peter and Bill McKib-

bon as Jerry. Technical assisstance is by TNB, Mr. ‘Spuries is assisted by Cathy Lahue and
production assistance is by llisy Silk. Publicity is by Alphee Spurls. .

Performances are April 5 and 7 at 1:00 PM, April 6 and 8 at 12:30 PM, and April 7,Bund

9 at 8:00 PM. Admission is $1.00 and tickets will be available at the door.

BILL MCKIBBON

By SANDY GLIDDEN thrills to the devilry of TNB's “Volpone"

VILE LAWYERS AND
DRACONIAN DUDES
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