
"Island," summer 
adventure at Rimrock 

an Evening with 
MA RI TWAIN 

& a Prime Rib Dinner for 
$4.00 E.M.C. and $6.00 non 
E.M.C. 

contact Summer Activities in SUB 202 or 657-2257 

mopmwo. JULY 9 

Pe ter Benchley's best selling novel has 
been converted into a fine summer film. 
As with his previous successful films, 
"Jaws" and "the Deep", this film contains 
all the elements necessary for summer 
entertainment: tropical weather and 
scenery, the ocean, average man caught 
in extraordinary circumstances, sudden 
terror, violent death, a little sex, 
children, drugs, and pirates. With this 
combination handled well, how can you 
lose? Escapism and a little scare always 
go over well in the summer and this film 
should do very well as it has both. 

The story centers around the 
mysterious disappearances of ships in 
the Bermuda Triangle in the 
Carribbean. The explanation of the 
disappearances that Benchley offers is 
unique and fascinating. His premise is 
that a pirate ship, fleeing a naval 
warship in the early 1700's empties its 
crew on to a small uncharted island not 
far from the Florida keys. Here they set 
up their own little colony with their only 
contact with the outside world being the 
unwitting who anchor off their coast. 
Thus they are degenerated descendants 
of eighteenth century cutthroats who 
use a curious mixture of products of the 
twentieth century such as flashlights 
and their own weapons; flintlock 
muskets and cutlasses that are used 
with a crazed ferocity. 

Michael Caine, the quintessential 
civilized man, plays a journalist for a 

national news magazine who is 
investigating the disappearances in the 
company of his thirteen year old son. 
They end up captured by the pirates and 
through a quirk of fate, their lives are 
spared, unlike the thousands who have 
not been so lucky. After this the plot 
twists and turns, creating a feeling of 
nervous bewilderment in the viewers 
mind, enabling him to identify strongly 
with Caine. David Warner is excellent 
as the ruthless captain of these near-
idiot killers. Let's hope this is not the 
start of typecasting for Warner who has 
last played Jack the Ripper in "Time 
After Time". Caine turns in a better 
than his usual fine performance. The 
supporting cast and the boy who plays 
Caine's son all handle their difficult 
roles very convincingly. 

The photography is excellent with a 
fine eye for angles that tell the story but 
aren't dull or overly dramatic. The John 
Williams score was hard to detect, the 
mark of a good film score when it adds to 
the picture's mood and tension rather 
than distracting the listener's ear. 

The film is a good one to see if all you 
know about pirates is from films like 
"Swashbuckler" as this one provides a 
more true picture of the pirate 
psychology and behavior. It is an 
exciting adventure film and I heartily 
recommend it as one of the summer's 
better films. It makes no great messages 
but it makes good entertainment. 

A.L. Jones 

Blue Oyster Cult 
and you are 
there! 

I was sitting home last Monday night, trying my hand at 
cooking a few hamburgers, when John Albright, illustrious 
jock of the Y-93 airwaves, stated that he would take caller 
number five to win a pair of tickets to the Blue Oyster Cult 
concert at the Metra. I figured what the hell, I might as well 
give it a try.. .Well, to make a long story short, I won the tickets ' 
and was soon on my way via Subaru to the Metra. Bill 
Coffee went along because he didn 't have anything better to 
do. Armed with a pint of Black Velvet and our good looks, 
we made our way past the watchful eyes of the law. 

I ordered up a couple of Cokes and made my way back to 
our seats, where BV was soon mixed in and consumed 
without hesitation. Well, after a few of these concoctions, 
we were ready for the show. 

The turnout for the concert was rather disappointing. A 
crowd of 2,023 (official gate count) meandered in to get a 
glimpse of these 11 year veterans of R/ R. But first they had 
to suffer, and suffer they did through the backup band, Riot. 

Riot was experiencing several problems, the major of 
which being electrical feedback, and just plain 
disorganization. They put out a tune that would knock your 
socks off, but the crowd was not too pleased, as they chanted 
for Blue Oyster Cult at the end of every song Riot did. The 
lead vocalist asked the crowd, You gotta help me 
motivate!" This reviewer can understand a cry for help. 

During Riot's repertoire, Bill had to leave for a minute. 
No explanation of this absence is necessary, just figure that 
after about six BV's and Coke one experiences a particular 
call to nature. But upon his return, he told me Riot sounded 
better echoing off the porcelain fixtures in the restrooms. 

After about a 20 minute break, the lights went out for the 
second time to provide the necessary theatrical introduction 
for the much sought Blue Oyster Cult. After a quick kick to 
the can myself, I returned in time to catch their opening 
effects,which was an amplified version of that dreadful 
creature's scream, "Godzilla!" Then BOC pumped out the 
mind blowing tune "Dr. Music". After 11 years on the road, 
the professionalism of the group was rather apparent. The 
instrument array included Fender, Gretch, and Gibson 
guitars(including customized Gibson Marauders), Pearl 
drums, and a Wurlitzer piano/ organ combo. BOC's 
repertoire included "Gonna See Some Rock and Roll", 
"Send Me to Hell," and their ever famous, "Godzilla," all 
done under crowd floodlights, strip lights, and purple 
Trooperette spotlights. During one of their opening 
numbers, the lead vocalist pointed left then right to release 
explosive fountain sparklers to enhance their effect. During 
"Send Me to Hell," a blinding crash of flash powder 
plummeted into the atmosphere, leaving the crowd in an 
awe-inspired frenzy. I looked over at Bill and noticed he was 
looking a bit pale. After about a dozen BV's and Coke, a bit 
of Copenhagen tobacco, and the guzzeling of the rest of the 
Black Velvet remaining in the bottle, anyone would be 
looking a shade of green. Without a sound, Bill got up and 
left. Losing your cookies is nothing to take lightly, but upon 
his return he was looking a lot better and was ready for the 
closing numbers. 

When BOC kiCked in to "Godzilla, " there wasn 't an idle 
body in the place. A drum solo ensued, including the placing 
of the rubber Godzilla mask over the drummer's head (for 
those who caught their performance last year), and the final 
crash of wounded steel that left the crowd exhausted. After 
a roaring applause and Bic Butane light-ups, BOC returned 
for not one but two encore numbers. "The Reaper" and a 
rendition of Status Quo's "Roadhouse Blues" tied the 
concert up in a neat package. Thanks a bunch, Blue Oyster 
Cult, I thoroughly enjoyed your concert, and will be looking 
forward to seeing you again. 

Rock McLean 
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