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®
Outdoor Sporting Specialties

(For Men and Women)

Adapted from the WWI Springfield rifle sling.
Entirely handmade from full grained, 9 oz. oil
finished harness leather. Two prong, brass fin-
ished gunsling “keepers” for comfort and easy
adjustment. A handsome belt for casual or field
wear. Width, 1%”. Color: Brown. Even waist sizes
only: 26-44. Price: $8.50 ppd.
Please Ship Postpaid.
_ _ GunstingBelt, size__ @$8.50

(3O Check Enclosed O Master Charge
O BankAmericard (3 American Express

Card Number

O3 SEND FREE CATALOG P Dt

Name
Address.
City
State

Zip

L.L.Bean, Inc.
813 Casco St., Freeport, ME 04033

Now you can have Any Breed
Dog, Cat, or Horse artistically.
reproduced on a variety of
high quality shirts. T-shirts:
(White,5.95). (Gold or Lt.
Blue, 6.95). Jerseys: (Nat-
ural body with colored
sleeves, 7.95), Sweat
Shirts: Long sleeve
(White, 8.95).
Sizes: Men's: S. M,
L, XL. Children’s:
S(6-8), M(10-12), L(14-16),
XL(18). Get them for the
whole family. Add 75 cents
per shirt for postage and
handling. Send check or
money order to: All-Breed
Shirt Co., Dept. YN8,400
1st Ave.No.,Mpls..MN
55401, (612) 332-3596.

| U

TOUGH STUFF

Our cool-as-a-breeze most-
durable-ever PVC coated
polyester plastic butterfly
cover. it simply won't fade, rot,
mildew or stretch, is triple
stitched and doubty reinforced.
And the open weave makes cool
sitling even in the brightest sun.
White, avocado, grass green,
orange, yellow or blue. $17.95
Tough Canvas covers too: 18-0z. duck
in black, natural, red, brown, terra cotta,
blue, turquoise, avocado, tangering,
marigold or citron yellow. $16.95
Postage on all covers: $1.50 1st cover;
50¢ each additional. Covers fit all size
frames, satisfaction guaranteed.
send check, BA, MC, DC or Ax charge. Charge
orders can calt Toll Free (800) 648-5311. (In

Nev. 800 992-5710)

catalog $1., free with order

RaliD &2

Dept. NY38
San Francisco, Ca 94108

Palma shows his evil grin, because we
are implicated in this murderousness:
we want it, just as we wanted to see
the bitchy Chris get hers in “Carrie.”
Cassavetes is an ideal villain (as he
was in “Rosemary’s Baby”)—sullenly
indifferent to anything but his own in-
terests. He’s so right for Childress that
one regrets that there wasn’t a real
writer around to provide dialogue
that would match his gloomy, viscous
nastiness. He’s been endowed with a
Dr. Strangelove dead arm in a black
sling (and there’s a nice touch: his
dead arm hurts), but only his end is
worthy of him. This finale—a parody
of Antonioni’s apocalyptic vision at the
close of ‘Zabriskie Point”—is the
greatest finish for any villain ever. One
can imagine Welles, Peckinpah, Scor-
sese, and Spielberg still stunned, bow-
ing to the ground, choking with
laughter.

IN the early fifties, a Cleveland disc
jockey, Alan Freed, built a follow-
ing of black listeners by playing rhythm-
and-blues records produced by small
companies for the “race” market; the
driving beat and shouting, screaming,
raving voices caught on with white
teen-agers, too, and his nightly “Moon-
dog Rock ’n’ Roll Party” became a key
element in the youth subculture, Freed
is generally credited with having in-
vented the term “rock ’n’ roll;” in fact,
he successfully filed a copyright on it
In 1954, New York’s WINS decided
to feature rock, and signed him up.
Freed introduced the new mixture of
rhythm-and-blues with country-and-
Western to thousands of teen-agers in
the late fifties, and they flocked to the
three films he appeared in and to the
live, interracial shows he produced and
m.c.’d, which were generally staged in
movie palaces. He became the kingpin
in the world of selling rock ’n’ roll rec-
ords to teen-agers, and there’s another
term that he’s associated with—*‘pay-
ola.”” A famous example: when a record
of the Chuck Berry song that became
known as “Maybellene” was sent to
Freed, he arranged to receive twenty-
five per cent of the writer’s credit;
then he played “Maybellene” on the
air, and played it and played it. Freed
got into trouble with the law in 1958:
there was a riot after one of his pres-
entations in Boston—somebody got
stabbed and a dozen or so people were
assaulted and robbed. He weathered
that mess, but in 1960 a House sub-
committee looked into corrupt practices
in the record industry, and he was in-
dicted for accepting $30,650 from six
companies to play their records; in
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1962, he pleaded guilty and received
a six-month sentence, which was sus-
pended. He died in Palm Springs, Cali-
fornia, in 1965, at the age of forty-
two, of uremia.

Alan Freed (played by Tim McIn-
tire) is the hero of “American Hot
Wax”—one of the smartest hustles
ever perpetrated on the youth market.
Freed is presented as a martyr to the
cause of rock ’n’ roll. The puritan
meanies who don’t want kids to have
any fun are out to destroy him; these
racist bigots particularly don’t want to
see black and white kids enjoying them-
selves together, and they’ll stop at noth-
ing to get him. The heroic, driven,
fearless friend-to-youth Freed is Lenny
Bruce with a clean mouth. He’s so
righteous he’s Buford Pusser in the
world of pop music; the picture should
have been called “Spinning Tall.”

The moviemakers—the director,
Floyd Mutrux; the producer, Art Lin-
son; the screenwriter, John Kaye—
have set about their mythmaking in a
singularly clear-eyed manner. In Mu-
trux’s last film, “Aloha, Bobby and
Rose” (which he both wrote and di-
rected), Tim Mclntire played a gen-
erous Texan named Buford, and the
suggestions of Pusser here seem cali-
brated for the rural audience that
makes hits of the vigilante movies and
the Burt Reynolds chase comedies. In
casting McIntire, with his tny fea-
tures and puffy cheeks (he could he
Jackie Gleason’s younger brother), the
moviemakers have contrived to turn a
Jewish disc jockey who became a
New York phenomenon into a good
o’ boy. They’ve covered themselves:
there are just enough details in the
film—such as Freed’s heing upset by his
father’s refusal to accept money from
him, Freed’s offering to buy a mansion
and not worrying about the price,
Freed’s refusing to sign an affidavit that
says he has never accepted money or
gifts—so that they could claim they
haven’t whitewashed him. But, of
course, they have: their Alan Freed
may live in a society in which disc
jockeys are only human, and he may
not always be within the law, but
in everything that counts he’s pure—
he never betrays youth or rock 'n’ roll.
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The moviemakers should have had
more trust in the fifties-rock milieu and
in their own talents, hecause everything
about the movie except this pious moral-
ity-tale aspect of it is cheerfully, trash-
ily enjoyable. That includes McIntire’s
performance. He creates a layered
character inside the myth. Freed is
weary, omniscient, and slightly unin-
volved—a man who sacrifices himself
because he doesn’t care enough to save
himself; he’s tinny and self-pitying in
the show-biz manner of obnoxious,
depressing comedians. VWhat makes
“American Hot Wax” so entertaining
is the unashamed tackiness of a milieu in
which people’s minds aren’t violated by
ideas. The fast-talking lapel grabbers
who rush in and out simply want suc-
cess and fun. (It’s what used to be a B-
movie milieu.) Mutrux has a feeling for
the crass, pop surfaces of things, for the
energetic seediness and the too bright
smiles of the singers and agents and
managers and promo men and assorted
hangers-on who clamor for Freed’s at-
tention. They surround him at the
radio station, at the recording studio;
they gang up on him in hallways and
outer offices, and they wait for him on
the street. The supplicants run the
gamut of show-business types; there’s
even a sisters act, and the younger
girl—she looks like an ecight-year-old
Gilda Radner—is so dead set on star-
dom she won’t stop belting out her mu-
sic when the audition is over.

Freed’s unabashedly shrill secretary,
Sheryl (Fran Drescher), is in the mid-
dle of the congestion—noisily adding to
it. (Jean Harlow might have been her

" voice teacher.) Sheryl has a blank,
open, pretty face with nothing in re-
serve; she swings her full skirts and

“proudly explains how she codrdinates

: her clothes for work (she picks them out

" the night before). Sheryl’s happy ordi-
nariness runs along the edges of Freed’s
maudhin martyrdom, and the edges are
“the life of the Ailm, Fran Drescher, who
played the bit part of Connie in “Satur-

= day Night Fever,” was born in 1957

~and was first runner-up to Miss New

York City Teenager of 1973, when

she was fifteen. As Sheryl, she suggests

a nasal fifties version of the appealingly

vacuous friend-of-the-heroine parts that

Lucille Ball used to play in the mid-

hirties.  But  Sheryl isn’t contrasted
with a middle-class ingenue who speaks
dulcet tones. She’s the only love in-
rest in the movie, and Mookie (Jay
eno), Freed’s shovel-faced driver,
sho doesn’t know how to court her
except by teasing her, keeps her shrick-
ing in outrage; the two of them flirt
and bicker constantly—this solves the
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Dreamy. Romantic. Fabulously feminine. Selby’s utterly
beautiful strappy sandal. Destined for the right moments of
your day or night. Black, ginger, white, red or yellow patent.

$36

SEABREEZE

Selby Fifth Avenue

417 Fifth Ave., New York, N.Y. 10016. In the New York-New Jersey area call 212-725-0100 for a free
catalog Outside this area call 513-841-4236 for the store nearest your location.

Franz Schubert

liveson -

In the narrow cobblestone streets,
in the quaint old houses,

in the city where he created
his immortal music -
VIENNA

_1978: Franz Schubert Year inVienna

Information

Vienna Tounst Board
Kinderspitalgasse &
A-1095 Vienny
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““I want to thank my mother and father,
my coach and my little Prince.’’

Write, wire or telephone now for complete details. Prince Manufacturing,
Inc., Box 2031, Princeton, N.J. 08540 Telephones Local: 609-452-
8686; N.J. 800-792-8697, National: 800-257-9480

problem of how to have a love story
without conventional romantic scenes.
She’s all perfect curls, and he’s got his
slicked-down Presley ducktail, The
way Jay Leno plays Mookie, he’s like
a dogface soldier who’s done his basic
training in coffeehouse comedy.

The film toys with the conventions
of musicals, good-naturedly, half paro-
distically. The standard earnest young
composer who is discovered and set on
the path to success is replaced by La-
raine Newman as Teenage Louise, a
hobby-soxer composer. Newman’s styl-
ized emphatic way of speaking her lines
gives them a comic twist, and when
Louise teaches a song she’s written to
four young black men she meets on the
sidewalk outside the radio station, and
they start to harmonize on her materi-
al, the song turns into a spoof of count-
less “improvised” routines in earlier
movies. At other points, such as in
dealing with a twelve-year-old boy
(Moosie Drier) who’s president of the
Buddy Holly Fan Club (five thousand
members), Mutrux dances on a satiri-
cal tightrope. He’s helped by John
Kaye’s dialogue; Kaye (who also did
the script of “Rafferty and the Gold
Dust Twins”’) writes a subtle form of
verbal slapstick—people having normal
conversations sound as if they’d shorted
a few circuits.

Mutrux has worked with the same
cinematographer, William A. Fraker,
on three pictures now, and they must
have a good accord, because Fraker
does less of his usual lyric blur; the con-
trasts are sharper, and there’s more go-
ing on within the frames. Fraker keeps
“American Hot Wax” from having the
drabness of the old B musicals center-
ing on the world of radio, When Freed
1s in the outer room of the recording
studio listening to a group cutting a
record, we see the group through a
glass wall, with the responses of Freed
and his entourage reflected on it. In
the last part of the film, when Freed
puts on a big rock 1’ roll show at the
Brooklyn Paramount (it was actually
shot in L.A. at the Wiltern Theatre,
with its signs changed), the hackstage
activity and the numbers are shot in
such high spirits that the intrusion of
the story line seems an insult.

Up until the big show, the editing
has been fast and snappy, and the short
scenes have been just long enough. But
during this show, when the music
should mount in excitement, the editing
style doesn’t change, and the great per-
formers are edited into short sequences
just like everybody else. Chuck Berry,
singing “Reelin” and Rockin® ” and do-
ing his duck walk while playing his gui-



tar, is followed by the raunchy white
Louisianian Jerry Lee Lewis punching
the piano and singing. The kids in the
audience at the Paramount are dancing
m the aisles by now—happy interracial
dancing, out of fantasyland—and back-
stage the head villain, the D AL (John
Lehne), is about to close down the
show, because in his view Freed is mak-

ing the kids “behave like animals.” And
Freed delivers these saintly lines: “Look,

you can close the show. You can stop
me. But you never can stop rock 'n
roll.” Wearing this jive halo, he rushes
into the pandemonium that follows the
D.As action, scoops up the little presi-
dent of the Buddy Holly Fan Club,
who is about to be trampled, and carries
him to safety. The sham is so obvious
that viewers may enjoy the hokiness,
but the moviemakers must have gone
past what they could stomach; they
tossed in an abrupt ending—a few
“American Graffiti”-style titles indicat-
ing that Freed was taken off the air.
They flubbed their heartbreak finish.
But it’s a super B movie,

ELIZABETH Tavror may be gener-
ous enough to forgive the direc-
tor Harold Prince and the cinema-
tographer Arthur Ibbetson for what
they’ve done to her-—out of the inno-
cence of incompetence—in “A Little
Night Music.” But she may not be
able to forgive herself for the sad fact
that she can’t get by in the role of a
famous stage actress—not with her
little-girl-with-a-cold-in-her-nose voice
and her sloppy carriage. How is “A
Little Nighte Music”? Well, it’s a cut
above “Song of Norway” and “The
Blue Bird,” but it’s in that general syl-
van-settings category, This film is an
adaptation of the Broadway show “A
Little Night Music” (also directed by
Harold Prince), which was a rework-
ing, with music and lyrics by Stephen
Sondheim and a book by Hugh Wheel-
er, of Ingmar Bergman’s fin-de-si¢cle

love roundelay “Smiles of a Summer
Night.” What was lyrical farce in the
Bergman film has now become clod-
hopping operetta. The attempt at styli-
zation results in pale-pink interiors that
look like rooms in a doll’s house, and
there’s a dear sweet young girl with a
voice that’s a piercing reminder of
Julic Andrews.

The camera angles weren’t planned
in terms of how the film could be edit-
ed, and whoever put the scenes togeth-
er seems to he velping in despair. The
images jump back and forth, from one
humiliated frozen face to another, The
actors’ flesh tones recall Marlon Bran-
do’s alternately \L“()\’V!Sh and grayish-
pink mmple\mn in “A Countess from
Hong Kong” (also shot by Arthur Ib-
betson). This picture has been made
as if Harold Prince had never
movie. Two of the performers survive
Diana Rigg, because even though her
comedy expertise sticks out a little too
much in the crawling, dragging scenes,
she has great chest tones in her whoops
and honks; and Lesley-Anne Down,
who is so lusciously, ripely beautiful in
her peach-blond wig that her trained,
accomplished acting suggests an intelli-
gent form of self-respect. Rigg and
Down actually manage to get a per-
formance rhythm going in a few of
their scenes. But you know what you’re
in for near the heginning when the
hero (Len Cariou) is greeted with
“Good afternoon, Lawyer Egerman.”
Do people really enjoy Stephen Sond-
heim’s sour sentimentality—songs like
“Every Day a Little Death”? The
punks are cheerful by comparison.

—PavuLiNE KaEL

seen A

Eprrors’ NoTe: Pauline Kael and
Penelope Gilliatt alternate as The New
Yorker's film critic, in periods of six
months each. With this column, Miss
Kael concludes her current six-month
period. Miss Gilliatt will appear next
week.
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_ Last May General Motors recalled 2.2 million 1976
Chevrolets, Pontiacs, Oldsmobiles, Buicks, Cadillacs and

GMC trucks.

They were called back because the power

brakes didn't work right when temperatures dropped below
zero. I've got a 1976 Chevy Impala but GM never sent me a
recall notice. Is this because I live in warm and sunny South

Florida?—H. G. B., Stuart

Nope. In 1976 GM produced mor of rower brake work.
All vehicle identification numberyour Impala to any Chevy

dealer and giving the

dealer

your vehicle identification

number. The dealer will pick up his telephone and hook in

GM'’s

computer. The machine will know if your carach

to their liquid terrazo cleaner until they read the label on
the cleaner bottle. If there’s ammonia in the cleaning liquid,
don’t add bleach. The combination produces chlorine gas
and it’s toxic.—NM. Weiss, Miami Beach

—"dction Line”

Next question,

in the Miami Herald.

Taste the
extra care we take

in making The
Christian Brothers
California Chablis.

Chabilis is an old and noble
wine area of Burgundy, justly
famous for its dry white wine. Early
California winemakers adopted the
name for one of their own wines,
and we still follow the custom
today. However, each winemaker
uses his own palate and standards

to determine the taste of his Chablis.

[ think you will be pleasantly
impressed with the unusual depth
of character in our Chabilis. It
has the flinty dry taste and well-
rounded body worthy of its her-
itage, and yet there is a definite
California quality.

The Christian Brothers
Chablis is made from our careful
selection of grapes. As with all
our wines, it has been blended
from several harvests and vine-
yards, and then given all the time
it needs to come to life
before it leaves
our cellars.

This is a white
wine you can
serve with almost
every food. . .one
that will be appre-
ciated for its good taste
at parties. For whether you choose
our California Chablis in the
regular bottle, or our economical
“four-for-dinner” 1.5 liter metric
magnum (50.7 fl. 0z.), it is always
the same wine, made by us alone to
our own traditional standards.

If you would like to know
more about The Christian Brothers

wines, you may write to me.

Bl [othy FSC.
Cellarmaster
The Christian Brothers®
Napa Valley, California 94558

Worldwtde Distnibutors Fromm and Sichel, Inc
San Francisco. Californa, U.S A
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