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MOVIES

Just when you
thought it was
safe to go back
to the movies...
GREASE
Screenplay by Bronte Woodard,
adapted by Allan Carr, based
on the original musical by Jim
Jacobs,and Warren.rCasey
Directed by Randal Kfeiser, ...
With John Travolta and Olivia
Newton-John
Paramount Pictures, Rated PG
To criticize Grease for being
superficial is like shooting duck :
tails in a barrel. It may be unfair
to put down a film for lack of
meat when its intention is clearly to be dessert. But even for fluff
(as its name might imply), Grease
just lies there, an unappetizing
lump. The plot(is inane, the acting shallow, the song-and-dance
numbers (with rare exceptions)
mediocre.
But it was not always thus.
Although authors Jacobs and
Casey never pretended to Serious
art, when the original play opened
on the Chicago equivalent of offBroadway in 1971, it was an amusing look at the nearly extinct cult
of Greasers at a time when imitating the '50s was something novel.
The national touring version
(seven years on Broadway and
still going strong) had its redeeming features, even though it had
lost most of its local color and a
lot of the humor.
On film, however, what good
points there were in Grease have
been blotted out. Musicals almost
always suffer when transferred
from stage to screen. The suffering was intensified in this instance
by the cloddish rewriting of Carr
and Woodard, who changed the
title's reference from people to
hair oil, changed a youthful subculture to kids-in-general, changed
rock'n'roll to disco and traded a
gritty city setting for sunny South-

ern California.
Most disastrously, Grease finds
itself in the embarrassing position
of being a movie whose time has
come and gone. The '50s nostalgia bit has been watered down and
replayed too often. Does anybody
still want to go to a theater and
see John Travolta doing Henry
Winkler doing the Fonz? Or Olivia Newton-John for any reason?
Stockard Channing is terribly
miscast as the toughie Rizzo.
Sid Caesar and Eve Arden
should have opted for doing
more commercials if they needed the money. Didi Conn, hiding
under a pink wig, is kind of cute
as Frenchy, the beauty school
dropout. But that's no reason to
see a movie.
If you crave something with
a '50s flavor, take in American
Hot Wax. If you hunger for Travolta's visage on the wide screen,
indulge ypuself in Saturday Night
Fever. But keep Grease out of
your diet.
— P. Hertel
P. Hertel reviews films regularly
for IN THESE TIMES.

sive age the novel is written after
the screenplay but released before
the movie to promote ticket sales.
Then when the movie has cleaned
up sufficiently, book sales start
to spiral again, as people turn to
JAWS 2
the written word to make sure
Written by Carl Gottlieb and
they haven't missed anything on
Howard Sackler.
the screen (no danger of that
Directed by JeannotSzwarc
here). It's the perfect symbiotic
Universal Pictures
relationship. The Law of the
Ocean becomes the Law of the
"Just when you thought it was Box Office, not to mention the
safe to go back in .the water..." Law of the Paperback.
Of course Jaws I (as I suppose
warn the ads for this thrashing
hulk of a picture, and just when we must call it from now on) was
you thought it was safe to go hyped to the gills, and that didn't
back in the theater- Jaws 2 rises keep it from being a good advenfrom the depths, on the heels of ture film. Amid the knee-jerk sus1978's slickest publicity cam- pense-mongering there were some
paign. Already we have been sub- touches of real artistry — not
jected to the "novelization" of many, but some. And there was
the film, on bookstands and in real acting on the part of Robert
magazine excerpts. In this regres- Shaw and Richard Drey fuss.

This time around we see a lot
more shark and a lot less Richard
Drey fuss. Nothing, in fact. Roy
Scheider as Police Chief Martin
Brody is still there, battling valiantly against dialogue carved
from a bar of soap and bouncing
it off the surrounding residents
of Amity, who seem to have been
eat out of^eenStTaetion paper.
Not only can we not identify
with the shark victims, we almost
welcome their deaths as mercy
killings.
Of all the characters in the film
the shark's is the best-developed.
Certainly he h£s the only hint of
a motive. Chief Brody suggests,
darkly, that perhaps Jaws 2 has
come to avenge the brutal slaying of Jaws 1, and not simply,
as we thought, because teenagers
come in bite-size servings and
contain few calories.

Through it all John Williams'
typically heavy-handed score
makes musical tidal waves out
of ripples in the plot. When the
rich island kids launch their little
sailboats, it sounds like the Seven
Voyages of Sinbad.
Director Jeannot Szwarc does
a fairly good Steven SpieJiberg,
but screenwriters Gxrttttelfcr and
Sackler do a'rotten Peter Benchley. That Peter Benchley is what
they aspire to indicates the gen^
eral level of the enterprise and
the calculating yet strangely blundering mentality of the men who
have thrust it upon us. They are
the mechanical sharks, and their
victims are those who have already put their money down for
this rubbish.
—KurtLuchs

EDUCATION

FOR SALE

HOME STUDY COURSE IN ECONOMICS. A 10-lesson study that will
throw light on today's baffling problems. Tuition free: small charge for
materials. Write to Henry George
Institute, 55 W. 42nd St., New York,
NY 10036.

GARBAGE DRUMS—Buy 3, get 1
free. $8 each, free del. Chicago—
878-1245.

Kurt Luchs is a free-lance writer
in Chicago.

CLASSIFIED
WHAT'S REALLY HAPPENING IN
KAMPUCHEA? Read eyewitness reports in'THE CALL, the only U.S.
newspaper that has been there since
liberation. $12/yr. $2/ten wks. The
Call, P.O. Box 5597. Chicago, IL
60680.
THE PUBLIC EYE: > new political
quarterly on repression in America.
SB/year, $2/issue. Repression Information Project, P.O. Box 3278, Washington, DC 20010.
FAR EAST CORRESPONDENTS interested in cultural exchange, language practice, friendship, marriage.
Asian Exchange, Box 62T, Stehekin,
WA 98852.

IN CHICAGO

The Midwest's largest selection of
Marxist and leftwing books and periodicals. Many titles in Spanish &
German. 20% discount on all new
books. Mail inquiries are welcome.
Tel. (312) 525-3667
11 to 7:30 p.m.,6 days

Guild
Bookstore

insw.Armitage
Chicago, III. 6O6V4

THE CITIZEN/LABOR ENERGY Coalition, a national coalition of labor,
citizen action, and public interest
organizations, is looking for experienced people to do the following
jobs: minority and church recruitment and liaison; fundraiser and regional organizer. Experience in direct action community organizations
and/or labor organizations preferable. Salary negotiable. Send resume to: Citizen/Labor Energy Coalition, 600 West Fullerton, Chicago,
1L60614.
IN LEXINGTON, KY—"The Continuing Revolution—The Day-to-Day
Life of the Cuban People" Slides
and discussion by Pam Go'ldman, a
recent visitor. Monday, July 17,7:30
p.m. Main Branch, Lexington Public Library. Sponsored by Lexington In These Times Associates.

TYPESETTING: IN THESE TIMES
is now setting jobs at very reasonable rates. IN THESE TIMES typefaces and others on hand. Will set
large or small jobs. For stylesheet
or estimate contact: Tom, In These
Times, 1509 N. Milwaukee Ave.,
Chicago, 489-4444.
SUBSCRIBER ALERT!! CRAIG REYNOLDS and JOANNE COSTAN2A!
We'll fix your subscriptions on one
condition—you must send us your
addresses. ITT Circulation Cadets.

Making a
Big Move?
Then make a small
one, too. Send us your
new address with your
old addre.ss label.
And we'll make sure that
your, subscription to
IN THESE TIMES is
uninterrupted.

THE PHILIPPINE RESISTANCEVivid analysis of urban and rural resistance; how the United Front achieves its unity; the first publication
of the National Democratic Front's
Ten Point Program. $1-Southeast
Asia Chronicle, Dept. F, P.O. Box
4000-D, Berkeley, CA 94704. Subscription $8/year. Free catalogue.

New Address

BOOKS PRINTED—Compugraphic
Typesetting. Biography Press, Rt. 1745, Aransas Pass, TX 78336.

Address
City __
State_,
Zip___
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_____HELP WANTED______
COMMUNITY ORGANIZERS-ACORN,
one of the most successful community organizations in the country, has
openings for organizers in 13 states
(AR, SD, TX, TN, MO, PA, FL, CO, NV,
IA, OK, Ml). ACORN is working for
political and economic justice for its
low-to-moderate income membership. Issues range from neighborhood deterioration to utility rates,
taxes, health care, etc. Hard work,
low pay - enduring rewards. Training provided. Only those interested
in social change need apply. For
more information, write ACORN,
523 W. 15th, Little Rock, AR 72202.
GUTSY, PERSISTENT INDIVIDUAL
needed to work as full-time fundraiser for In These Times. $900/
month against 10% of money raised.
Interested? Call and convince us
we should hire you. Nick Rabkin,
312/489-4444.

< r.t

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

PEOPLE'S SHOES from People's
China. Durable, comfortable, machine washable. 100% cotton over
vinyl soles. Specify strap or slipon & size. Satisfaction guaranteed
$7.00 post paid. Not-for-profit distribution by Good Things Collective. Box 450-IT, Somerville, MA
02144.
CORRESPONDENCE WANTED
Alan Williamson, 144-064, Box 45699,
Lucasville, OH 45699.
Arthur Shelton, 106334, JRCC infirmary, State Farm, VA 23160.
John Johnson, #39826, Box 1000,
Steilacoom, Washington 98388.
James Walter Sanders, 026418, P.O.
Box 747, Starke, FL 32091.

CLASSIFIED RATES:
25* PER WORD PREPAID
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ROCK

In the pits
with punks
I am'standing in a narrow,
dirty pit, littered with old film
cannisters and empty beer cans,
in the company of seven rock'n'roll photographers, all exuding
carefully practiced nonchalance.
In front of us, at nose level, is
the vast stage of the Rainbow
Theater—Mount Olympus of
modern music gods. Behind us is
a low wall, and behind that, 400
paid-up members of the rising
generation, dressed to the pins
in regal punk gear, come to laud
London's first "major venue"
punk-rock evening.
On the punks' side of the wall
.is a line of arm-linked security
guards, wearing T-shirts marked
"Artists Services." Even by the
over-the-top security standards of
such occasions, these are something special. Everyone of them
could kick-start a jumbo jet.
The first of the night's five
groups take to the stage, and large
sections of the audience take to
the outside. The lensperson clique
decides to sit out this and the next
two acts, passing up the opportunity to photograph a group called
the Buzzcocks. (This proves to be
an error, for thgy.are on their way
to better jhtfrTaverage success.)

stage, we compare notes: "What
were you shooting at?... A 60th
at 3/5?...Yeah, that's about
right."
The security guards reform
ranks while the roadies rearrange
the stage.
Then the houselights go down.
The stage spots throw a discowarmth over the area, heralding
the entrance of London's premier punks, the Clash. The crowd
surges forward, almost toppling
the security guards onto our
heads. The music begins.
The Clash have put new meaning into the term "motor-driven."
They play a live set that stretches
toward a half hour while we stand
on each other's shoes, straining
for the one, classic, forever gold
shot. ^
Then the first seat cushion
comes flying stageward. Plugging
themselves in, the security guards
surge forward to flatten the first
two rows of punks, only to be
met by a countersurge too powerful for the men from Artists
Services. A few of them jump/

A bove: Joe Strummer, lead guitarist of the Clash.
to tell each other "what actually their fans for the evening's brouhappened."
haha. Liberals with shaggy beards
"Fleet Street" dashes away to will theorize about the "deeper
file their "hold-the-front-page" causes"—dole/queue frustrascoop. The rest of us head for a tion, lives without hope, etc. etc.
fast hamburger at MacDonalds, Nothing changes—except the ratwith the neon lighting and the ings.
—Keith Bernstein
plastic plants.
Keith Bernstein is a writer/phoNext morning the popular tographer who has lived through
press will castigate the Clash and the above.

Photos/Keith Bernstein

Right:
The Jam
In the backstage Artists Bar,
we sit and regale each other with
tales from the rock'n'roll photographers' horror catalogue ("...
the time I was flattened by freshout-of-school girls running down
a corridor in pursuit of David
Cassidy..." etc.) until the theater's management comes to tell
us that one of the major attractions is about to go on.
It's about 9:15 as we climb back
into our pit through a doorway
designed for Tom Thumb's little
brother. The security guards are
now two-deep, wall-to-wall
Schwarzneggers. The crowd is
SRO. The photographers* contingent has grown to 12, several
wearing overcoats and ironed
trousers. ("Fleet Street" we say
to each other and roll our eyes.)
Three likely lookers, the Jam,
take to the stage in off-the-peg,
funeral black suits and white shirts
and play a short, hammer-powerful set. (Next time they appear in
London it will be as headliners to
their own sell-out concert.)
In fhci hilt after thev leave the

not frighten easily. We are a tough
lot, with editors relying on us,
press dates and deadlines to meet
and a moral responsibility to get
on with the job. But as one we fall
through the small doorway into
the sanctuary under the stage,
pausing there only long enough

topple over the wall and into our
pit. One asks me to look after
his jersey before he climbs back
over the wall.
Through the mayhem that follows—at times in tune with it—
the decibel-driven heroes play on
without missing a stroke.
A few punks break the security line, climb onto the low wall
and jump onstage. Mysterious
fellows dash from the wings to
escort them away before they can KILL ME I'M ROTTEN
ery, and makes it clear he is willtouch their idols. The flow of By the Luchs Brothers
ing to return the favor: / hate me
cushions and other seating appen- (Retread Records)
and I hate you/Hate all my friends
dages is getting heavier.
and strangers too/Only one thing
Clash's lead singer Joe StrumPunk music contains so many left to do/ You kill me and I 'II kill
mer lifts a cushion above his head elements of self-parody—usually you/Kill me I'm rotten/I'm rotto announce that "we 'ere in Lon- intentional—that it makes a dif- ten and I hate you all, ett.
don have the pleasure of Capitol ficult target for satire. One can
This is musical nihilism taken
Radio twen'y-four hours a day. make fun of punk paraphernalia to its most satisfying conclusion.
Well, I fink it's a load of ____" and lifestyles, but in the music
The backup manages to sound
This causes a greater surge for- itself the humorist's work seems like punk while actually being a
ward. A few more guards topple already done for him. After the little more accomplished than the
over the wall and onto us. The Sex Pistols, what?
average New Wave band. The
crowd is now literally breathing
"Kill Me I'm Rotten," the drumming and the brief guitar
down our neck and/or misting up Luchs Brothers' pseudo-punk solo, in particular, stand up to reour lenses. Eventually a seat cush- single, provides an answer. In peated listenings.
On the flip side is an equally
ion hits one of us squarely in the the best Johnny Rotten foam-atLICENSED
UNZ.ORG
head.
the-mouth
fashion,TOthe
vocalist delightful (if totally unrelated)
PROHIBITED
number, "Losing My Lunch Over
Now rock ohotoeraohers ELECTRONIC
do demands toREPRODUCTION
be out out of his mis-

Records

You." What starts as a torchy
piano-lounge ballad ends up something from Munchkin Land.
According to their press-sheet,
the Luchs Brothers are "not a
punk group, but a three-brother
comedy act out of Wheaton
[III.]." If these two offerings are
any indication, they have some
very strange things up their sleeves.
("KillMe I'm Rotten" is available/or $2.00 post-paid from Retread Records, Inc., P.O. Box
282, Wheaton. IL 60187.)
—Bob Cranshaw
Bob Cranshaw is a free-lance
writer and insurance salesman
who does not wear a safety pin
through his nose.

