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Why la Janes Cotton smillng? Sa would you if you could wal 11Me hlm.

Bands good, a
Persuasions,
James Cotton Band
SUB Theatre

review by jens Andersen
LCopy is raining down on the desk

like manna from heaven, so thîs will be
short. In a nutshell, bath bands.were fine.

l'm lukewarm about rhythm and
blues, and a cape/la singing tires me
quickly, but the Persuasions were
irresistable - bouncing around the stage,
belting out quirky and unearthly har-
monies, and inviting the audience onstage
to be trained in the fine art of doo-
wopping and shoô-doot-shoo-be-dooing.

The James Cotton Blues Band s hone
too, with last-night-in-Canada
enthusiasm bolstering tightly disciplined
musicianship. The band's guitar whiz
was especially noteworthy.

The only blemish on the uniform
wonderfulness of the evening, besides a
couple of medioçre slow blues numbers by
the Cotton band, was the tepid audience.
True enough, thWey were appreciative of

udience fair
the music being served up, and they could
be counted on ta clap along when called
upon, but with the exception ofî a few
J[ancers in the balcony, there was no
ecstatic release, no real surrender ta the
music. Bath bands failed ta draw the
audience into choruses despite herculean
attempts, until a final convulsive effort by
both bands got everyone singing on the
last sang.

And - would you believe it - no one
seemed ta know the words ta "Let the
Good Times RaIl." 1 suggest that the
English department begin a crash
program to ram them inta students'
heads. After aIl, the Persuasions may be
coming back for the Edmonton Folk
Festival this summer, and it would be
terrible ta have aur nases rubbed in aur
cultural backwardness again.

An excellent version of the sang can
be found on Nilsson Schmi/sson and a
heavy-industrial one, suitable for
engineers, is ta be had on Slade Alive, ta
mention just twa of many possible
sources.

1h eatre Francais
One-mnan- act?,ý;

Elizabeth Bourget's play Bernadette
et Juliette is now playi .ng at the French
Theatre auditorium 8406 - 91 St. Edmon-
ton, Marc!, 20, 21 and 22, at 8:00 p.m.
Faculte Saint-Jean's Marc Moquin spoke
to her and obtained the following inter-
view:'

Moquin: Elizabeth Bourget, cou/d you
talk to us about your trai .neing as a
playwrite since 1976?
Bourget: ý&ell, in 1 976, after finally
deciding that theatre was for mne, 1 went to
l'Ecole Nationale du Theatre in Montreal
and studied under Jean-Claude Germain.
In 1976, the playwriting section had just
opened and I was the only person in that
section. By 1979, my last year there, we
were 4 in that section. I must certainly say
that 1 helped pioneer that playwriting-
section. Now, the section is warking well.
The Ecole is not planning on expanding
enralment in the section since the market
can't absorb more than 4 writers every 3
or 4 years.
Moquin: Your plays ta/k about what,
exact ly?
Bourget: My plays center on the life of
presen t day young people in Quebec. I like
to bring out the day-to-day stuff, and
make the statement that Quebec's young
people are falling asleep and losing the
old militant grasp on things that the 60's
and 70's produced. Bernadette et Juliette
is that, a statement saying "Wake Up,
people, things are going bad again."
Moquin: Why do you think things are
'going bad again" wit/Quebec's young
peo ple.
Bourget: From the early 60's ta the
victory of the Parti Quebecois, Quebec
had been fighting for the improvement of
Quebec society. That battle took a lot of
effort and stamina. What young people
'don't realize now is that the battie is over
but the war is still on.
Moquin: Are the peo ple in Bernadette et
Juliette fictitious?
Bourget: No, they are real people. They
are not carbon copies of people 1 know but
they are a collage of personalities blended
inta characters. They are made from
people I meet and talk ta every day.

Moquin: What's the theatrical at-
mosphere in Mont real at the present
time?
Bourget: WelI, 10 - I5yearsago,wewere
making the statement: IlWe are
Quebecois." We wanted ta be accepted by
the outside world as Quebecois, nat as
Canadians. Now we know who we are, we

-know we are Quebecois. Our plays now
talk mare about the day ta day events and
problemrs facin$g society in Quebec.
Bernadette et Juliette was the beginning
af a series of plays with that idea.
Moquin: Is Quebecois theatre on/y trying
ta make statements?
Bourget: Oh no! It's also asking many
questions. Questions about values,
because values in Quebec's society are
undergaing and have undergone change.
Moquin: Le Theatre Francais d'Edmon-
ton is putting cm6 your Bernadette et
Juliette. Are you satisjied with the way
Mr. Bokor has directed the play.
Bourget: (laughs) Weil, nat really. Mr.
Bokor has a rather different approach ta
theatre than I do. He doesn't believe in
the collective contribution ta directing.
He sees himself as the sole interpreter of
the script. Hi-s actors must conform to-hîs
conception of the script. That is nat
theatre ta me. That is not what theatre
directing is either
Theatre is initially a creative contribution
ta the'interpretation of the script, then a
co-operative raIe creation by the actors
and the director. Then the director can get
in with the final word and put the
finishing touches ta things. Mr. Bokor
takes the script and dictates his inter-
pretation ta his actors.

Moquin: What are your impressi ons oj
the Theatre Francais d'Edmonton?
Bourget: Weil, this theatre has definitely
its place in the francophone milieu in
Alberta. There are certainly French-
Canadians in Edmonton capable of doing
things witb the T.F.E. But it seems Mr.
Bokor has somehow ait out the collective
spirit" that is crucial ta the success of a
cammunity theatre. If this cut is left ta
fester, it may very well kili this potentially
very dynamic theatre.
Moquin: Elizabeth Bourget, thank you.

®i voudaoutip®ugtï
by Michael Skeet

Ian Dury and the Blockheads
Lad.ghter
Stiff-Epic JE 36998

That mysteriaus mnaniac, that
dçlightfully dotty doit, Ian Dury, is back
aiter an absence of several years, with a
characteristic album - characteristic in
the sense that he'll luIl you along wîth a
rollicking beat and 'eccentric' (ta say the
least) lyrics - and then pokeZ you oneA n
the eye. It's a moot point whther Dury is
a musical anarchist or an iconoclast, or an
anarchistic iconoclast or... the point is,
he's a breath of fresh air in a year that has
seen plenty of serioùsness, lots of gloomn
and doom, and an overwhelming amount
of meaningless pap.

That Dury is musically secure is an
understatement, -given the rîch variety of
rhythms that are in evidence on Laughter.
Stiff Records was one of the 'New Wave'
pioneers, and Dury was always the Stiff
artist most influenced by disco (which
provided, after ail, the compost in which
the new rock 'n roll was nurtured). This
album is incredibly rhythmic without
being boringly repetitiaus, the difference
being provided by the lunatic lyrics that
pervade sangs such as Yes and No
(Paula), Dance of the Crack pots, and
Take Your Elbow Out of the Soup, You're
sitting on the Chicken. The whole album,
in fact, is a bi zarre fusion of disco, rock'n
roll and Monry Pythons Flying Cirais.

There are no sangs on the album
which stand out in the manner of Durys
cassic 12-inch single Reasons to be
Cheerful (Part III) - this may well be a
relief. Several sangs do calattention ta
themselves, though: his tribute ta
femninism emerges as the rollicking,

tongue-in-cheek Superman's Big Sister
(wîth an arrangement caurtesy of Ray
Connif, it seemns> and a fine example of
his approach ta the art of lyrics is his
railroad anthrapomorphosis, Over the
Points.

A sang against alcohol abuse, Un-
coolohol, achieves an anthem-like quality.

aN y f a &C MA

pop-star, Dury sings, 1I'm up ta me
armpits in self -esteemn." Id like ta think
Dury is fond enough of his raIe as court
jester ta keep that particular sang f rom,
ever becoming a self-fulfilling praphesy.

Chas jankel
Chas Jankel
(A&M SP 9053)

Try to imagine a cross between
Hagood Hardy and the Bee Gees. What
yau've just corne up with, you poor sot, is
Chas Jankel's self -titled f irst album.

J ankel is the former musical director
for Ian Dury andthe Blockheads (its more
or less obviaus now where Dury's disco
influence comnes f rom>), and it seems hes
got Saturday Night Fever and wants ta do
a really first-class disco album. Personally,
l'm of the opinion that those two terms

are mutuaIly exclusive, but wot-the-hell,
archie, says I, let's give the kid a chance.

The' album's centerpiece is the
opening ait: Ai No Corrida, nine-plus
minutes of it, and prey ta every evil that
can befaîl disco music - it's overlong,
repetitive, and lyrically silly. AIl that, and
it still cant hôld a canidle ta what cames
next, the Hagood Hardy-esque Peace at
Last. And I thaught people had given up
on saccharine.

In search of Peace at Last, I think
we'Il let ai' Chas hustle off inta the sunset
(or strobe-light?), with the suggestion
that maybe he should stick ta writing the
arrangemen.ts, and leave the writing and
recording ta others. Either that, or came
up with a new concept for bis next album.
NEXT WEEK: A knife in the head! Huh?
WHAT?

And this brings us naturally enaugh ta the
albumr's final tune, Fucking Ada, (uaintly
pritod ug on the jacket asF

Aa- thir'k they've fooled anybody?).
Tbis iý not a sang about grass indulgence
in certain physical activity; rather, the
title seems ta refer ta a slang expression,
the English equivalent of aur 'fuckin' eh!'
The somber, intraspective mood of the
verse contrasts wonderfully with the
exuberant rebelliausness of the chorus
(a bunch of guys sbouting 'fuckin' Ada!'
over and over)- this is social commen-
tary every bit as relevant as anytbing the
Clash has done.

I hope Ian Dury neyer changes. In a
sang about a megalomtaniac protatypical
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