Boys on the Side'.

Anot her on the road novi e you
mght scream W, thslittlegam
isatotaly canp Thel na and
Loui se that I msure wll have you
raling in your popcorn, wen you
are not having your tear ducts
jerked

Woopi Gl dberg is excellent as
Jane, a leshian singer who shares
aca jourey first wth Rain
(Loui se Parker) and then wid kid
Hlly (DewBarrynore). Hilly, &
you might expect goes from
one scrape to the next , having

escaped froma nad boyfriend,
only to find hk mturn up nordered
on the front pages and the pdice
hat on her tail. Aside fromthe
laughs there is plenty of chances to
sob, especia ly when Robin gets an
AB-reaedillness.

Bven the nusic is good. The
soundtrack stays wth fennni st

i ssues and i ncl udes Sheryl G ow,
the Indigo Grls and Joan
Anatrading, just to g ve you an
i

This novie nanages to pull out al
the stgps wthout tuninginto

nush. Definitely one not to be

m ssed.

Exotica

As you mght of guessed, this film
is about sex. It revdves aoud a
conpl i cat ed nesh of rel ationshi ps
anongst the staf f adthe diets o
astripjan cdled youguessedit,
Exatica

BEveryone in the novi e has sone-
thing to hide fromtad e dancer
Gristina (Ma K rshner) to Thonas
(Don MKel l ar) a gay pet-shop
owner. Typical of an Egoyan
nvieit is nore a psycha ogi cal
jigsawthan any great tde.

It nay be billed astudy in
voyeurism but inessenceit isa
great excuse to showlats of grlies
vexring vy littleadtolad it at.
If ywaelokingfa afewthrills o
the fleshy varigty wtha bt o

expatationthrominfo good
neasure thenthisis definitey your
kind of navie.

Legends of the Fall

Thisnvie definitdy has a star
cast wth Anthony Hopki ns, Bradd
Att and Adan Qinn al turning up
to take a bow.

It isafamly ssgaonanepc scade
St around the tine of World Wr 1
it isthestay o three sos ra sed
in Mntana under a discipinary
father (Athony Hopkins). H dest
brother Afred (Adan Qimn) is
extrenal y respectfu of his father s
w shes, Tristan (Badd Rtt) as
youd expect plays the wld one.
Troubl e starts when Sanuel (Henry
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Thonas) returns back to the famly
honestead wth pretty wfe
Qusannah (Julia Gnond) in tow
Badd Att fans wll love the novig,
it shows himin every concei vabl e
ro e fromcowooy to soldier as he
travel s around westling bears and
sailing on the high sess.

If Rtt and his fab body doesnt turn
you on then you mght want to
save your pennies on this one.

Little Odessa

TimRoth plays Joshua, a freel ance
hi tnan who cant go i nto Qlessa,

t he Russi an-Jew sh nei ghbour hood
of Brooklyn, New Yok for two rea-
sons - he hates his tyramica
father and a guy caled Mdkois
after his blood. An assignnent to
knock of f ajerd | e, however,
farces hmtoreuntohs chld-
hood haunt and he is soon recog-
ni sed by an ol d gang nentoer .

Hs stay tuns out to be nat as brief
as he first planned tharnks to hi's
baby brot her Reuben (Edward
Furlong), hi's dying not her
(Vanessa Redgrave) and of course
abt of loca crunpet dom the cor -
ner staoecaled Ala(Mirakdly).
Writer/drectar Janes Gays debut
feature is a grey and depressi ng
ook into gangster comonities. |f
you are | ooking for g anour
thenfaget it. Thsisthelad

where boys definitely dont cry.
There are touchi ng nonents, how
ever, such as where Roth holds his
dyi ng not her .

Thisisagood first novie and vel |
vorthtekingalodk a, but oy if
you are feding in an optinstic
nood!




This month we bring you a
new, never before covered
review section. To stimulate
your mind. Pinball, no tilting
please.

Ha! | live with danger in the amuse-
ment arcades of London.A gang of
teenagers in stupid trousers are
attempting to cheat the Cromptons
Penny Waterfall machine a few
yards to my left,or it could just be
they’re as annoyed as me by the
way it keeps playing the ‘Match of
the Day’ theme. The alarms go off
and security appears,with a face
that reads “£3.20 an hour and all
the drugs | can confiscate. Is it
worth it ?” Trapping the ball on the
right flipper of “The Shadow’, | hear
breaking glass and see the very
petty criminals legging it. Someone
turns up bearing a dustpan and
brush and a resigned look you'd
expect to see on the face of Mrs.
Oliver Reed. I finally line up
that crucial ramp shot.11

Thf.—’.-rc?'S More,

misses.Some things never change.

But pinball has. Leave the simple
pleasures of battering a couple of
balls with an electro- mechanical
paddle to the L.A.P.D., these days
pinball is firmly in the hi-tech camp.
Games use electronics to provide
features initiated by the player, and
dot matrix scoreboards provide
information, animation and even
video games within a game.
Sometimes it gets silly. Changing
gear while using both hands to play
the car chase game “Getaway” is
somewhat tricky, and not even Mel
Gibson has the three hands need-
ed for the shootout feature in
‘Lethal Weapon'. But even video
games produce pin spinoffs,and
the fashion for film tie-ins means
that players can suss the entire
plot of the latest blockbuster
months before its arrival on screen,
for unlike movies pin tables receive
a simultaneous US/UK release.
Here’s a roundup of what's new
and current in a bar near you.

THEATRE OF MAGIC (Bally)

Reminiscent of the ever popular
“Addams Family”, this must be the



first pin to offer a computer simula-
tion on its backboard as a regular
feature.Based vaguely on reaching
levels as a sorcerer through col-
lecting features | never got past
“jJoumeyman”, not least due to the
unerring tendency of every ball hit
around the ‘Magicians Trunk’ to
head straight down the middle. So |
never found out if the top level
means Claudia Schiffer or Debbie
McGee. Still where else can you
play features like ‘Hat Magic’ and
“Levitating Woman'. Potentially a
winner.

DIRTY HARRY (Williams)

A mere twenty years after the last
decent Callahan film comes the
tablel, and yep, its dated, slow but
most enjoyable. Big Clint's best
lines sound fantastically camp, and
there’s a lot of empty space in the
centre. But the feature starting HQ
shot is suitably impossible and
there’s a plastic ACME warehouse
to aim at too. However the “top
loading reproduction .44 Magnum”
wouldn’t convince a five year
old, and the jackpot shot is so

steep the flipper will doubtless be
worn out by the time this reaches
your local. Beware.

BAYWATCH (Sega)

Ignore the game, a fun but run of
the mill collection of ramps with an
excellent multiball and revel in its
historical significance as possibly
the first game in history where the
babes featured on the artwork are
also available in three dimensional
form. It’s all a bit wholesome for
the real Venice Beach, home of
exhibitionist crazies, (the worst

type).

MARY SHELLEY’S
FRANKENSTEIN (Data East)

This one has been out a while, but
a lunatic 6 ball multi livens up this
not especially challenging, or even
entertaining film tie-in. However,dot
matrix graphics reach new levels of
authentic horror as Kenny Branagh
appears on the screen. John
Cleese gets his first ever mention
on a pinball too.

Stephen Jelbert co-edits ‘The
Pinball Report’. For more details
write to P.O. Box 2427,London N4
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Mike Bracken Starts to
review Our Boys at the
Donmar Theatre in London
but gets slightly side-
tracked on the “Theatre
experience”

Miny successful plays, filns and
TV series have originated from
idess thet, a first, gopear singd a -
l'y unappeal ing. A mdd e aged nan
sittinginahosptd bed wthads-
figuring skin disease was the nain
gst of The Sngng Detective, ad
Mdea is hardy the cheeriest of
storylines. Bven an evening wth
Gxry Lineker becane, well, you
know.

Jonathan Lews play has simlarly
inspicioss pa: sixinuedsd -
desvatingtoleae amlitay
hospital . Hwever, the opening
hour of Qur Boys produces nore
laughs than d | the edtions of Qly

Wen | Laugh put toget her.

As the rioutous hunour isinter-
spersed wth the darker side of the
nens nental and physical inuries,
the nood of the pay tunstobtter -
sveet irony before the inevitady
power f ul denouenent .

Theatre

The under|yi ng aspect, that of post
traunatic stress d sorder,is
exposed so wel | that one nentoer
of our audi ence who had been
laughing heartily half an hour previ -
ously, was shaken and upset
nonents after the play ceased.

This shoud not detract fromthe
hunour inherent in the play. The
forces canaraderi e and | addi sh-
ness are mmcked perfectly, ad
theddivey o quck firegagsis
remni scent of the Mrx Bothers.
Qe particular scene, inwhichthe
characters play a drinki ng gane
cal led Beer Hinter whilst re-enact -
ing d a ogue fromvarious var filns,
wll no doubt be emul ated by stu-
dents and sol di ers everywhere. But
the wder story of Qr Boys unfor -
tuetdy fdlsinotha ddchestnu:
wat is wong wth Bitish theatre?

Qr Boys is nedia for the nass-
es, atheatricd atenpt a Boys
fromthe B ackstuf f, and as such
deserves a popul i st audi ence.
Invariaddy, backstage at every pl ay
thereis an ageing thesp, replete
w th booming voi ce, exhorting any
oaewo wll listentha the pay
deserves to be a success

because the perfornances were
vonderful /the audi ence loved it/it
perforns better on alarge stage et
cetera ad bl oody nauseum As
nght foloms day, our ageing thes-
ps sem drunken vhine wll be fd -
| oved a beery di scussi on t hat
begrs, yauguessed it, ....that s
the prod emwth theatre in Bitan,
you see.

s a Joe B oke sort of character,
ny introduction to Bitish theatre in
the last 18 nonths or so has | eft
ne anazed by the ponposity, van-
ity and sel f righteousness of noich
of the theatrica community. If aly
far the sske of Qr Bys, wthits
popul ar cul ture references rangi ng
from Apocal ypse Now to Everton
FCitishaghtinetha ths sdf

del udi ng taosh shoul d be count ered.

Wit is wong wth the Biitish the-
atre, and especia ly the netropdi -
tannafia istha it eqects daysto
be vel| attended and successf ul
onl'y because the actors are friends
or the perfornances are good. This
obscures the pont that the play
itsdf is dten dstract, indlectud
hogwash that only the parochi a
vrld of theatre insiders will appre-
clate desptethe quaity of the per -
f or nances.

Wiere Bitish theatre continual |y
fals domis by exposing its schis-
natic class ad intelectud cowic-
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tions onits audience. Uoyd
Webber, Gease and the few ot her
popul i st perfornances are deened
varthy of satisfying the prdes,
wilst the theatricd higniroms are
catered for by the RSC and el on-
gated productions of dull but wor -

thy days.

Athough the theatrical community
iswkingu totheideatha there
is a huge untapped audi ence j ust
vaiting for nainstreamtheatre to
be nade nore accessible, thereis
little idea of howto go about
attracting them Indeed, the situa-
tionis only exacerbated by theatre
conpani es argunent that new
playrights are not comng up wth
challenging nateria . As Daid
Lodge el oquent|y pointed out, new
playrights are attenpti ng to nnnc
past successes because that is
what theatre conpanies are
denandi ng. This chi cken and egg
scenario exists prinarily because
little thought hes been put intothe
conpr ehensi ve narketing and pro-
noting of popul ar and original
plays as a sectar, instead one
ucky one in twenty scranl es to
the top and actua |y nakes a profit.

Q oss-nedi a adverti sing has

wor ked previ ousl y. Tel evi si on has
no qual ns in pronoti ng produc-
tions as dverse as

Nei ghbours and Pri ne
Suspect whi | st seeki ng nass

audi ences for both. FHlns, even
Bitish ones, nanage to sell them
seves onthe flinsiest of pre-
tences, but the theatre renains dis-
organi sed and characterised by

irfigting

Prices have al ways been a sore
sugect inBitishthestre as sus -
des have fdlen wile the cost o
stagi ng a production have risen.
Thereis, inef fect, acatd bang
operated by the big theatres, which
resuts in snaler London and ot her
regional productions operating at a
loss inthe hope that the noney
spent wll be regai ned when the
production noves to the Vést BEnd
For the lucky ones, such as An
Bvening wth Gary Lineker , A
Absence of W& ad Qeava dl
well and good, but thisis nowvay to
run a business, let aone an indus-
try, asit only leads toincreased
elitismand uncoordi nated attenpts
to attract nass aud ences.

Listenngto the cast of Qr Bys
dter thepay, it quckly becane
apparent that they were acutely
anare that the success of the play
depended on a Vst Bnd theatre
running, fund ng and narketing it.
Soneone even suggested inviting
Gry Bushel | as an attenpt to pro-
noteit inthetaddadneda

That actors recognise that thereis
no pronotional and narketing out -

let for pays lookingto atract nass
audi ences, highlights how desper -
ate the probl emhas becone. In all
prasality, the shownay well go
reg ona again before fodng Uoyd
Qen, the lead part, Wil retunto
filnhng The Y oung I ndi ana Jones
wth George Lucas. The other tal -
ented actors wll continue to | ook
for partsinfringe ad regod pro-
ductions, hoping that the next one
wll be transferred to the Wst End.
Jonat han Lews wll have had the
pl easure of seeing his sem-autobi -
ographi cal work enacted, whil st
pronoter Rupert Gwvin wll have
entel 1ished his philanthropic the-
aricd recardif nat his bak bd -
ance.

And yet another inpressive, pow
erfu and revarding play wll have
gone to the dogs for want of decent
pronotion and advertising. Wth \E
day cel ebrations fresh in the nem
ay, atdecocenngthe e feds o
stressonsdders wll probady
never be nore topical inthis coun-
try, yet tradtiod revievers prefer
totdk wppays a the larger
venues, despitethe fact that latdy
they include two recasts (Acad a
and Design for Living) and yet
aother Athur Mller pay. Ths, as
one wel | oil ed hack advi sed ne at
the Ntiona last year, has aways
been the vay. Ad that, as |
shoud have repied, iswea is
wong wth British theatre today.
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Once again Rebecca Blaber
casts an eye of the new
book releases.

With One Lousy Free Packet

of Seed - Lynne Truss.

Penguin, £5.99

Btigy adirresistidy fury
screans the front cover.If 31
faledtoga thejoke | foud

i nstead a nundane and poorly
observed novel full of not-very-
funny jokes and characterization
that woul d be better
sutedtoashot ina
wonmen s weekly than
aful-bowm novel. The
basic plot concerns a
gardening journa i st
who wites his M and
M Shed col um
based on intervi enws
wth sub-mnor | eague
cderities, ad an
dficefdl d sod

i nconpet ents who eat
(drink ?) Gup-a soup
and vear fluf fydip-
pers, They a so send
post-its to thensd ves,
depress the read-
er i nmeasur abl y
and nention gardeni ng every

LU““E Trus

Biliigly aal lvessnibly fanmy’ - Datdy Ui

Books

oceinawile Sdy, their naga-
zine is being taken over by nore
dynamc nanagenent. It is very
df fiadt tocae

Q course, | ambeing unfair, fa the
back cover inforns ne that This
book w il becone a perenni a
comc ddigt. | certany hope nat,
for that wou d be a sad refl ecti on
onthe state of Bitish comc wit -
ing. This book is out there, Wb azon-
ingits cheerfu revievs ond|l sides.
You have been war ned.

The Pugilist at Rest
Thom Jones,
Faber&Faber,£5.99

This debut col | ection by Thom
Jones promnses the start of a fornn -
dde paetidly dezzlingliterary
tdet. Hreisacdlection o shat
staries, wittenwth afierce ad
unconpr om si ng voi ce. et her
presatingadassic, ful-onfirst
person narrative, or agetler, nore
di stanced del i very, Jones achi eves
a fascinating and i nnovative mx-
ture of philaosophy, vidence ad
heart break.

The Rglist & Rest isacdlection
of eleven stories subdvided into
fou parts. Thefirst part, cotanng

thetitlepece isnaraed by avio-
lent but lyrical Anerican Mrine
recruit. He recounts anecdot es
fromthe dehunani si ng process of
becoming that specid kind of sd -
da wth a bewldered and fero-
cious voice. He puzzles a other
nen s behaviour; he despairs of
hingel f and mstrusts his basic
irstinds fa suvivd.

But this mght be msleadng Far
frandrondingmlitary life ths
ogeening stoy isanginmseinto
the heart and an underpl ayed t our
e force of marration. This stay
hol ds nore than a passing refer -
ence to Schopenhauer, Eith Rd,
the Beat Poets and Vietnam Qur
narrator picks his way through the
nmnds of others wth the ruthl ess-
ness of anaturd bornstoy-teler.
His determnedy loya, vicious,
screved up and , a the close of
the stay, patietly araiting aladot -
ony in a bleak and fragnented
endng that lingers inthe nnnd
Later inthe cdlection cone apar
o stories, Slhouettes ad | vat to
Live!, that reveal a nuch nore
rounded and enpat het narratori al
voi ce. S lhouettes recounts the

bl eak and heart shattering tae of a
boy nanmed Wndow, a graduate of
a high-schod Specia E pro-
granme who nakes it as a janitor
bu wose lifeisapoverbd pt o
despair asaresut of hisuregut -
ed love. Avonderfully eclectic ad
eccartric cast of extras start to
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appear; the pseudo-
phi | osophical M drick, boss of the
| aundry roomand ki ng of the nac-
rcdaicdd, thegrl o hs deans,
the disgustingly unpl easant
Gtherine. Likewse, a satisfying
array of synol s appear; the
Gtroenthat looks |ike a space-
shipbu utinstdy brings a kind of
redenption for Wndow, and a
cuckol di ng brother who provi des
Githerine wth an unvanted child
that our downbeat hero is obliged
tosupart. Atrdy terifying
encounter wth the underbel Iy of
the Averican Dream | Vét to

Li ve presents a wonan dyi ng from
cancer and provi des a convi nci ng
accout of quite stupefying fears
bet ween rounds of Mrphi ne and
Dlaudd Ableak prospects, but
sonehow an uplifting read as the
protagoni st reninds us of the satis-
fyigmnutiee o lifeadthe ad -
nariness of death. As a dying
wonan she is at |iberty to shock
She had no i dea anyt hing coul d
be so horribde Sarvingin

Bangl adesh ? No problem- |11
trade. Tnsisinfact afury, owr-
whel mmngl y hunan pi ece of witing,
noch like therest of the stariesin
this fornndabl e cd | ection

This co | ection deserves a the very
least aread Mre optimsticaly it
deserves serious recognition as an
inportant newliterary discov-
ey.

here comos ohn

Here comes John
Bridget O’Connor
Picador £5.99

M O®nnor is aforner Tine Qut
London Witing Gonpetition wn-
ner, adthsathdaogy is her first
sdocdlection Inshat, the staies
aeawtty, rgpacious and incisivey
naughty sd ection of taes.
Qnining the grit and the grine of
urban living wth the sharp-thinking
hedoni smof the fenal e mnd,
OQonnor has produced pared
down, zesty stories in which young
ubenvoen tel it likeit is. The
narrators are pushy, tough
exploitative and i ndependent, but

they are joyously wtty and spl en-
ddinthar tatics.

InKssing Tine, ashort piece by a
25 year ol d wonan about to | ose
her teeth, we find a confused and
pani c-struck narrator who deci ded
to seduce a worknan right of f the
stregt inan atenpt toganalast,
pitifu snog. QNNors prose i s
graphic and honest to the point of
nausea. . .teeth like a set froma
dol phin. Shoked, his tongue |ike
an enery board under water, the
gaps in his teeth sedi nented and
sour, hecadddoit far hous.

Bres rdaestheptifu tded
Euan and S none who suf fer the
varied tribul ations of an uvanted
narri age(Bian) and a four pound
oaiancyst Thrk o it like agat
noth husk (S none) . In what
coudbe paetidly, ablesk ad
unconfiortabl e tal e we find, sone-
how, that the e o theproseis
downright funny.lts bl ack hunour
of the highest order, but hunour
nonet hel ess.

Hre Gnes John, the title story,is
asairicd, btingy honest stripang
bare of nodern nan and his ham
fisted attenpts at ronance,
cautship cdl it viet yauwll. |
inagine that for nen this woul d be
a wonderful |y unconfiortabl e read,
but certainly an eye-opener .
Aperfect paperback for delvingin
towen theres littletineto spare
and you fancy a wcked, anarchis-

tic lach
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Jem Rolls hits the poetry
street looking for some

hard hitting action.

Sampoetry hit bigtine wth | ast
year s ground breaki ng Nuyori can
Tour. The London slans at the | CA
and the Tabernacl e, |eft no doubt
as tothe strength of the slamas
poetry enterta nnent. The full-on
press attention, packed seats, and
the characteristic slice of conpeti -
tive acrinony and even nore char -
acteristic quality poetry nade sure
d the.

A sl amis poets conpeting agal nst
each other for votes fromj udges
and the audi ence, wth each poets
getting aquck four nnutes in
whi ch to pl ease (so no | ong son-
nets here), for cash prizes. For
audi ences, slans can be poetry at
ts nost el ectric and i nmedi at e.
Withthe ppas gvingit thar best
shat, and a four ninutes theres no
tinetoget adl, everyoneis posi -
tivdy bustingto gt their stu f
over, it nakes far riveting surpris-
I ng ever-changi ng enterta nnent.

This nonth the Nuyori cans
are back wth a bigger and
better bill to hawre the scene

Poetry

al over again. Wth the sensual
l'yrical Nuyorican founder Mguel
Agarin, Nke ad rapper Reg E

Gai nes, the Nuyorican MC Bob
ringnaster of the spoken word

Hol nan, fresh young street-tough
Sanant ha Qerbel |, and wth the
mnd-bl owngly excel lent Tracie
Mrris whos hi phop rappi ng so
gobsnacked audi ences | ast year .
The Nuyoricans are everythi ng you
grewup to think poetry wasnt.
Hard, real and aura they take you,
not over |andscapes into the inner
mnd, but into the cl enched space
bet ween the NY tenenent bl ocks.
Gichit vhile you can

Fromthat seminal 94 tour the

sl ans have spread to Manchester,
Bistol, Reading, and Edi nburgh.
Bt even befare the arriva of the
Nuyori cans sl anming poets
Farrago were a ready into sl am
mng a& Gat s Palace in Londons
down-at - heel Honerton. The sl am
mng nay not have been quite so
fast and action packed as the
Nuyoricans (teans of three wth
fifteen mnute slas flowng in ad
ot of each ather), but that hesnt
stopped the Farrago sl ammers
fromwnning slans in San

Franci sco and Austin, Texas.

| saw one cooking sl amat the
Bewouse in Bistd on Axil 4
Ffteen poetsinfive heats of three
inapacked , word-thirsty room.
The event was everything sl ans
are designed to be: the noi sy

ent husi asmof the audi ence giving
an el ectric energy to the nmnd-bog-
ding dversity of poets. The slam
was eventual |y won by the com
pl etel y un-showbi z John

Kandi nsky, who wove and wor ded
his vay through wth sheer earthy
literary qeity, which neant one
kickingngt ves hed by dl. (for
info ring 0117 9412104).

The slans certainly have their
dows as wel|l as their ups. The
chief prademis the vating. Judg ng
panel s annoy everyone wth their
subj ective taste and bias. A show
of hands can, especially anong a
snal | audi ence be fixed by the
inclusion of afewgood friends
secreted in the audience. The truth
is, as the Niyoricans say, the best
poet NEVER w ns. Just because
youve cone nowhere, dont think
youre lousy, and just because
youve won, dont think youre the
best.

The best sd ution to the judg ng
problemlve seenvas in Bistd: a
deci bel neter.lts a piece of pseu-
do- sci ence perhaps, and reninds
you of High Geen and
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Qoportuni ty knocks,

but it puts pay to sone of the com
plants about biased j udges.

Further on the downside. Poetry-
wse, anything subtle has a harder
tine getting through than say, the
comc party-pieces; |ong poens
aenat perntted by the tine [ints;
poets very often fee abused by the
wol e event; and lastly, shod d
poetry real |y be reduced to a
search for nuners fromj udges or
the shouts of the audi ence. Bit
what they do is create an edge, a
tense excitenent, that poetry often
sarely |acks.

Mre, they can be avita stagein
the devel opnent of a perfornance
poet. To nove a poemfromthe pri -
vacy of the ppge tothe ful dae o
the pubic stage often invd ves con-
siderabl e revorking. They are very
df ferent nedi uns and what works
in one does not necessarily work in
the ather. Sampoetry forces poets
to confront the chall enges of the
aural nedum tothink interns of
audi ence, of entertai nnent, and of
putting their best poens into
shape. The next step for apoet is
towite for the ara nedum to
free thensel ves of the finished
word, and | earn the techni ques and
freedons of |andi ng words
and neani ngs upon the ears
and eyes of the audi ence.




