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BENT NIGHTS

by Vern Hester

Hester the beauty of geekiness

There are a grear many things to be said
aboum geeky people, the kind of people
you wouldn't find on the cover of GQ or
Vogue. Surprise to me when | caught
Wolcaut (never heard of them) in an open-
ing slot at a gig at the Metro. Of course |
was apprehensive ("do [ have o sit
through another band and look excited
when the bassist looks my wav?) but
haliway through their first song they got
me. And ves, it had to do with their geek-
ness. Lead vocalist Ryan DeYoung looks
like the scruffy side of Johany Depp after
slecping in the rain. Bassist Ben Mollin
looks friendly enough but his explosion of
thickly curled auburn-orange hair looks
like a put on (“Is that a wig?" someone
velled). And guitarist Eddie Jones, who
chainsmoked nonstop, had that little
brother look that explained why big bro-
thers don't 1ake hittle brothers anywhere.

But before T could put them down as a
bucket of nerds, they opened their
mouths and that’s when I found religion.
Wolcott is the most disarmingly embrace-
able band I've seen in vears—so open
hearted, carelessly romantic, and sincere
they make “cool” look stilted. DeYoung's
take is to throw himself so completely
mnto a yric—when he drops on his knees
and Hings his arms ouwt it's like he's pos-
sessed by the spirit of a nerdy Venus,
Mollm and Jones are inherenty bad
dancers, but who gives a shit? They do all
the moves you've seen before (knee slides
across the stage, stomping in place,
!l}'_p-:nwui];mtm jumps) with such sloppy
prmitive abandon that they make goofi-
ness Bashionable. The added weat was a
nght horn secuon and a trio of back-up
singers we'll just -eall the Wolcott-ettes
(they may be nerdy; but they're sman).

The brand spanking new “All Aboard”
speaks for uself, Hampered by a produs
ton that slides wward the high end, the
chsc sotinds thin and abrasive on a first
take, but you have to give it a full listen w
find its treasures. “Indiana” starts things
off with a sucker-punch hook, but at the
hall-way mark “All Aboard" blossoms into
4 big ornate Valenune greeting. “Tear-
drops” reaches an apex of absurd realism
Mollin  begs, “Sa let's get
drunk/let’s get naked/let’s paint this
town tonight ... {this is-a break-up song),”
and “Halsted Market Davs™ mines a dra-
matic operetia of despair at ... Market
Days (these are straight boys).” Bermer
stull, “Saw you through It” and especially
the title song encapsulate Wolcort's
sound e a disunct tashwon. "All Aboard™
15 the kind of jangly infec-
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hot for either one. But it did make me
pause. [o be honest Funny Gigl is a wee-
niec of a movie—without Streisand and
Jule Styne and Bob Merrill's score it runs
from pleasant to horrendous. And Gregg
Shapiro was right—the movie comes to a
screeching  halt once Fanny  Brice
(Streisand) gets Nicky Amstein (Omar
Sharf, miscast in a bland role). But it's
still worth seeing, and if you can, it's
warth seeing in a theater for two reasons.
The score by Styne and Merrill is won
derful, not necessarily because a chunk of
it is still popular, but because the power
of the songs are still pungent today. If you
have any questions, check out “I'm the
Greatest Star,” “People” {if you are in love
or want to be ), and of course “Don’t Rain
on my Parade” (ves, Streisand belung thar

song out on a mighoat mimicking Lady

Liberty is a solid brass blast, but the song
15 about liberation and artitude wath all
cviinders blazing). Moreover, is Sireisand,
who 13 not only fresh and new but—
geeky. Her performance is mercurial—
you can see her range, power, and ambi

ton, and with veteran William Wyler
directing 1t has an | o — P (TN 21
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moreso is the fact that the movie plays on
Streisand’s “homeliness,” but by the
finale when she sings “My Man" she has
become ravishing, striking, and
stresand would say  in her nasal tone,
"Gorejus.” Striesand’s wattage is so lumi-
nescent that she retaught the world what
beauty is and how we perceive it while
ushering in the end of the era of

Broadway-hred female mega-stars.
Funny Girl was so popular that it

knocked 2001: a Space Odyssey out of the
1968 “Best Picture” line-up and Streisand
nabbed the best actress award in a tie with
Ratherine Hepbum (an Oscar rarity).
Now who savs geeks aren 't beautiful?
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fIolis guml nume single we
need now (especially after
last week). As DeYoung
pleads his strained
upper register, °... if there's
a little bit of hope nside
your souls...” 1t reads as
naive, he may sound child-
ish in his hope, but as I'm
writing this, it feels like
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balm. SUNDAY
Speaking of geekiness we
have a re-issue of Funny MONDAY
Girl at the Landmark
Century Theater. Last week TUESDAY
[ got involved in an action- WEDNESDAY
packed discourse on diva-
hood with my co-worker. THURSDAY
Clyde, who 15 just over 30
and saw it that Madonna FRIDAY &
SATURIDRY

was THE diva (well, not in
those words), but [ con-
curred that she couldn't
hold up tw Barbra. We
argued (mot really), but
when | mentioned that
Streisand’s film debut had
been re-issued, he got
quiet. This isn't a case of
duel-gavboy-honeychile
one upmanship because, 1o
be honest, ['ve never been

horth
exposure.
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Bud & Bud Light 2 bucks, BBQ on the patio at 4
Cueer as Folk - O Kevin Bernal - Dancing

Castaway Party with Joe. . . tropical drinks!

MGD & Miller Lite 52 bucks, $1 Blue Balls

K- raoke with Eio - §2 Well Drinks

Hot Shot Night - §1 Schaapps/Puckers, 50¢ Hot Damn
7l's & BO's retro music with Jacki-o. . . all mght long!

One Buck Beer Night — domestic beer $1, $2 Jack
Danies shots - Will & Grace

04 Kevin Bernal - ~ Chicago Beef Dancers
Saturday aftemoon - $1 Cocksuckers with Rick

2 neighborhood dance bar ... Feel il
Join our staff - Jackl-0, Eio, Uncle Frank,
Rick, Joe, David, Jim and 0J Kevin Bemal -
for your next good time out!

Weekdays 4pm-4am, Sat. 2pm-5am &
Sun. 2pm-dam OPEN LATEI

6406 N. Clark 5t., 7T73-T43-5772




