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Warning! Blue Velvet is Strong Stuff

By Jim Komio

It's a strange world. You can't buy a
copy of Playboy at your local Seven-
Eleven store, but, in about six months, the
home of the Big Gulp will gladly rent you
a videotape of David Lynch's new movie,
Blue Velvet. Blue Velvet, which is
currently playing at the Ann Arbor
Theater, is undoubtedly the strangest
and most unsettling movie [ve ever
seen. It makes Playbny look about as
menacing as a bowl of peach Jell-O.

But strangeness i8 what moviegoers
have come to expect from David Lynch,
the director of Dune, The Elephant Man,
and Eraserhead. Created for mass
distribution, Dune and The Elephant
Man are fairly normal movies. On the
other hand, Eraserhead, Lynch's first
full-length feature, 1s a surpassingly odd
film — a “cult classic” like The Rocky
Horror Picture Show, only about eight
billion times as weird.

About five years ago, I read an
interview of Lynch in Rolling Stone. He
made the reporter meet him in a Big Boy
restaraunt at exactly 3:00 because that
was when the prefab milkshake

machine, in Lynch's opinion, churned
out the best shakes. Right.
Just let me say this. Blue Velvet is

much more like Eraserhead than Dune,
which means it is definitely not a good
movie for a first date. If The Sound of
Music is your favorite movie, don't go see
Blue Velvet. Even if you can deal! with
scary movies, you might want to think
twice about seeing it. A lot of people left
the theater.

With those caveats in place, maybe |
should describe the movie. Blue Velvet
tells the story of Danny (Kyle
MacLachlan, who alse starred as Paul
Atreides in Dune), a young man who
can't resist mysteries. One day, he {inds
a severed human ear in a field behind
his house. His curiosity leads him to
break into the apartment of a mysterious
woman, played by Isabella Rosellini,
whom he thinks is involved in the case.

From his hiding place in the closet, he
witnesses a series of very bizarre and
violent sex acts that the woman performs
with a deranged man named Frank,
played by Dennis Hopper. Eventually,
the young man becomes involved with
the older woman, and, unfortunately,
with Frank and his friends. As Danny
becomes involved with the mysterious
woman, he also falls in love with a girl
{Laura Dern, daughter of Bruce) about
his own age, who helps him in his in-
vestigation.

In reality, the plot is fairly
unimportant in Blue Velvet. Lynch uses
these parallel affairs as an excuse to
explore the two sides of male/female
relationships. One 15 & syrupy, teen-love
sort of romance,embodied in Danny's
relationship with the girl his own age.
ilis relationship with the older woman is
much darker, more passionate and ul-
timately violent. i

{ think Lynch is trying to show us that
just beneath the surface of all of our lives,
even in such a sleepy town as Lumberton,
is a very strange and disturbing world.
The sappy Fifties music that Lynch uses
throughout the movie becomes an icon of
this point of view. When you think about
it, Blue Velvet is not as harmless a song
as you think. The light-as-air melody is
betrayed by the sexual suggestiveness of
the phrase, "blue velvet.” Blue velvet is
not pink taffeta — we just are trained not
to notice what the song is really saying.

I think it is Lynch's point that we all
have learned to walk through life with
blinders on. Lynch wants to show us
what lurks beneath the surface of all of
our lives, to show us the violent
subjegation that is inherent in romantic
love. That's why helll often disrupt a
scene with a series of distorted images -
of Danny's critically ill father, of a

Attention
Graduating Law Students

Boston University School of Law
Graduate Tax Program

candle flickering, of the older woman's

lips saying, "Hit me” — seemingly
conjured forth from the unconscious of
Danny.

Blue Veluet tells us that life is a coin
with two sides. Which is more real to
Lynch seems obvious.

I have to admit that I think I liked Blue
Velvet, if it is possible to "like” the
movie. To be more accurate, I was
riveted by Blue Velvet. I admire a
director that can come up with scenes that
are as strange as some of those in this
mowie. I think that I have a pretty wild
imagination, yet Lynch left me shaking
my head in a couple of instances.

The best thing about Lynch is that he
isn't arty — he's just incredibly strange.

If you liked Afterhours more than
Beverly Hills Cop, then you just might

like Blue Velvet. Just don’t say that I
didn't warn you.
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to 8 p.m. You will study with lcading tax practitioners and teachers. Our practical program will
encourage the optimum development of your professional skills.

For an application and a catalog please write:

Graduate Tax Program
Boston University School of Law
765 Commonwecalth Avenue

Boston, MA 02215
orcall: 617/353-3105

Raston University s an cqual oppartunity institution.
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Diversions

D. Gustibus Samples Waves of New Ethnic Quartet

(Author’s note: The ensuing series of
restaurant reviews would not have been
possible without the exquisitely honed
tastebuds, discriminating palates, and
irreparably damaged digestive systems
of the following: Becky Ginsburg, Paula
and Sammy Hill, Marty Karo, Terri
Kramish, Marcia McBrien, Miram
Pickus, and assorted guest gullets that
will appear from time to time.}

Finally ready to move past
Dominic's? Do you find yourself
yearning for something beyond Krazy
Jim's Blimpy Burgers?

ILook no more, friends. D. Gustibus is
here to direct you to new and wonderful
places to eat.

This week, D. Gustibus goes to Braun
Court, a quartet of restaurants sitting
snugly across Fourth Avenue from
Kerrytown. All four are what one would
term "ethnic restaurants;” all are new
additions to Ann Arbor's range of
gustatory possibilities.

We begin with Fuji, a Japanese
resaurant and the first of the four to open
its doors in spring of '86. The first thing
we noticed, as we walked in, is that
someone was intelligent about the decor;
it's undarstated, it's not hokey, and it
carries out the ethnic theme of the
restaurant. Papered-over windows let in
light but give a feeling of isolation; it's a
very effective touch. Background music
is quiet. Decor is minimalist.

The menu, however, is not
minimalist. We started off with (what
else?) an assortment ofsushi and
sashimi. Our order was presented
beautifully, and our local sushi expert
pronounced it good, with one or two
exceptions. The "California Roll,” for
instance, was tasty, but we found
(horrors!) what looked like generous
orange hunks of King Krab rolled up
with the avacado slices.

Salad followed next,but we could have
done without it. The combination of
iceberg lettuce and a few shavings of
radish was unimaginative, despite the
rice vinegar dressing that came with it.
Much better was a selection of Japanese
pickles, which could be ordered
separately. An appetizer of spinach with
sesame seeds, Koriae, was delicious, as
was an offering of skewered seafood and
vegotables. A clear miso soup with
chopped scallions and tofu also received
praise.

The entrees got uniformly solid
reviews, although some were more solid
than others. Chicken teriyaki was good,
if a bit chewy. Shrimp and vegetable
tempura was crisp, light and free of oil.
The presentation was especially
impressive here: the teriyaki come with
small vegetubles arranged to resemble a
garden. A lobster dish, included in one
of the combination orders, fared less well
for being tough and uninteresting.

For dessert, we selected sweetened
kidne'y bean sauce aver ice ¢ream, which
our waiter informed us is a popular
dessert in Japan. With good reason: the
sauce was a nice surprise — sweet, but

with a nut-like flavor that beat hot fudge
sauce for at least one sugarphobic. Iced
ginger tea was also a good way to end the
meal. Hot tea, it should be noted, comes
with dinner and is attentively
replenished throughout the meal.

Service, be it also noted, was great —
polite, informed, and prompt. Whoever
is running the show at Fuji doesn't
countenance sloppy service.

Our next stop, La Casita de L.upe was a
disappointment. For those of you who had
hoped for a change in the state of Ann
Arbor’'s Mexican cuisine — well,
friends, the operative word here is still
“bland.” The decor, which eschews
pinatas hanging from the ceiling and
other touristy stuff, had us hoping for
better things.

But those hopes were shattered with the
first sip of our non-alcoholic
margaritas. (None of the Braun Court
restaurants have a liquor license; a bar,
which all four restaurants will use, will
be added to the Court sometime in the
future.) These drinks, which were billed
as being "just like the real thing,” were
overly sweet and tasted very strongly of
tin can.

Appetizers got mixed reviews. An
order of guacomole was good. The
avocados were ripe, and the onions and
garlic mixed in with them were real, not
powdered. The presentation was a bit
strange: a clean avocado pit nestled,
waif-like, in the center of the dish ("Can
we take it home, Mom?"). A bean and
vegetable soup was dismissed with, "If |
weren't watching my spoon, [ wouldn't
know | was eating anything.” The soup
was good enough — just not interesting.

Entrees got much the same reception
as the soup. Enchiladas, tacos, burritos,
quesadillas — all suffered from
blandness. The blandness may be due to

the perception — probably accurate —
that Midwestern palates require mild
seasonings. At least one other group of
diners supported this observation by
raving about the food at La Casita, even
going so far as to call the chef out to
congratulate him — so maybe it's just us.
We don't think so, though.

Chinese food lovers will want to try
The China Gourmet. D. Gustibus thinks
that this is the best Chinese restaurant in
Ann Arbor, next to Middle Kingdom.
Decor is spare and simple; the music is
unobtrusive. We went in with high
expectations, and we were not disap-
pointed.

The Chira Gourmet offers a wide, but
not bewildering, array of entrees. A
shrimp and vegetable combination was
good, as was spiced tofu with vegetables,
although the selection of vegetables was a
bit limited.

The real stars of the meal, however,
were chicken with cashews and an
eggplant dish. These dishes are listed on
the menu as being hot and spicy, and
whoever's back in the kitchen there
means business. We requested
"medium spicy” dishes, and got our
sinuses cleared for the next six months,
but it was worth every fire-breathing
minute.

Our waiter was prompt, helpful and
friendly. Another plus: the prices were
very reasonable. D. Gustibus gives The
China Gourmet a tip of the hat and the
much-coveted Gilded Palate Award.

The Cedar Tree, a Middle-eastern
restaurant, closes out this quartet. D.
Gustibus visited The Cedar Tree on the
first night it opened. It was, all things
considered, an auspicious debut. Not
only was the decor in step with the ethnic
theme; hostess and waiters were also
dressed in native garb.

Appetizers were uniformly good. We

ordered a selection of appetizers, called
Maza, tostart our dinner. Maza includes

tabouli, hummus, babaganoaj, baked

kibbeh, and grape leaves stuffed with rice
and pine nuts, and came with a basketful

of warm pita bread.

The babaganoo j was especially good.
This sauce, made from roasted eggplant,
is easy to get wrong. It looks like library
paste, so it had better not taste like it. The
Cedar Tree's version is wonderfully
garlic-scented and tangy, with a subtle
smoked taste you usually don't {ind in
this dish. The tabouli — a fresh parsley
and bulgar wheat salad -~ might have
benefitted by a bit more lemon juice in
the dressing.

Entrees also got solid reviews. Baked
kibbeh — ground lamb and bulgar
layered with a pine nut and onion filling
— was a success, especially since this
dish is all too often made to resemble
half.hearted meat loaf. The kibbeh was
accompanied by the traditional yogurt
sauce, seasoned with mint and parsley.
(Uncooked kibbeh — raw lamb stuffed
with bulgar and spices — is occasionally
available.)

Baby eggplants stuffed with rice,
ground lamb, and pine nuts were
delicious, aside from the occasional
piece of gristle that found its way iato the
stuffing. Both entrees come with
substantial fruit garnishes of grapes,
pineappie, and strawberry that could
have doubled for dessert.

Desseit, however, is not to be passed up
here. The baklava is delicious, but a
traditional rice pudding, scented with
rosewater, was a happy surprise.
Western taste buds may {ind that the
"perfumy” taste takes some getting used
to: the {irst bite is strange, but the thirdis
positively addictive.

NEXT TIME: D. Gustibus takes you
to restaurants you have to hock your first-
born child for. Until then, campers.

Movies & Law; a 'Dirty' Business

ty John C. Wendlandt

Motion pictures are society’s bathroom
mirror; they reflect the good, the bad, and
the ugly aspects of our culture. In
graphic detail. And when the movies
undergo dramatic thematic shifts, it
usually is indicative of a larger
sociological transformation.

The motion picture industzy i1s now
experiencing a disturbing trend among
the themes of its recently released
mowvies. No, that trend has nothing to do
with the Ramboesque varieties. Rather,
concern has been voiced over the union of
two previously taboo themes: erotica and
‘the law.’

Movie-makers are producing ‘dirty’
law-related movies at an appalling rate.
The titles, largely unimaginative copies
of previously successful pictures,
multiply daily. Few can explain this
phenomenon. Few try.

Some examples
itlustrative:

Debbie Does The Dallas Trial Courts.

may prove

Saffron Fragrance does a woefully
inadequate job of portraying a judicial
clerk caught in the grips of one of the
nation’s ‘rowdiest’ court systems. Co-
starring Ed "The Disrobing Bandit”
Jensen. Rated XXX (nudity, explicit
sexual content, multiple chias, boring
legal vocabulary).

Deep Pocket. Possibly the most
notorious movie of the bunch, the plot is
loosely patterned after a Lovelace
picture.

Vanity Faire sheds her midwestern
naivite to seek fame and fortune
pursuing jury verdicts from some of the
largest corporations you'll ever see. Co-
starring Donn Pickens. Rated XXX
(nudity, explicit: sexual content,
unconscionable takeover strategies).

Behind Justice Green's Door. Porn
queen Mary Lynne "Star” Chambers
takes the audience on a less-than-
official tourof the courtroom. Banned by
the ABA, the National Lawyer's Guild,
the ASPCA, and most states in the bible

belt. Rated XXX (nudity, explicit sexual
content, repulsive lawyer jokes, ugly
ammals}.

The Devil v. Miss Jones. Producer
Harry Seams’ incorporation of the
Marbury v. Madison argumentation into
the dialogue of a skin flick. Even the
best of ideas oft times wanders far from
the mark. Rated XXX (nudity, explicit
sexual content, boring dialogue).

Those who have sought to explain this
thoroughly revolting trend of ‘legal
porn’ point to a few examples of unheeded
warning lights: Glenn Close's tight-
fitting skirt in Jagged Edge, Debra
Winger's suggestive ‘eating binge’ in
Legal Eagles, Paul Newman's less-
than.exemplary sleeping habits in The
Verdict, and Kate Hepburn's steady chin
in Adam's Rib. Strangely, most of the
legal professionals contacted regarding
this controversy offered no opinion on the
subject. Few knew or understood the
concepts of ‘motion pictures' or 'sex.’
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Feature

Bright Fluorescent Lights, Big Classroom

by John C. Wendlandt

My brain screamed out the warning.
But my body would not respond. Typical.

My arms hung limp at my sides. In
my right hand was clutched a pen. A
very heavy pen. A’pen that was slowly
inching its way out of my grasp. I could
feel it going but couldn't do a damn thing

I sat up straight, as straight as I could,
and glanced down to my right. Past my
tennis shoe. Past the crushed paper
coffee cup and matching spill-stain.
Toward my most elusive tool of waiting,
my pen. It was too far away to attempt
retrieval. Shucks. I put my head back on
my arm, turning my wrist on the way to
note the time remaining in class, and

I had alwzzjyé planned on bécoming an attorney, a plan
cemented with little forethought.

to stop it. How long is this sonofa...?

Smash!

My pen crashed against the floor,
bounced up, and hit it again. It clattered
and rolled. It came to rest underneath the
chair next to me. A vacant seat. Thank
God!

Surely, I thought, this most grevious
breach of classroom etiquette would
bring the world down around my ears. I
would be sent from the classroom, dime
in hand, to call my mother. Suspended.

I was wrong. My head lifted slightly
and enabled me to peer about the room.
Nary a soul had taken note of my act of
unintentional civil disobedience. The

professor had not even paused in his
relentless march through some body of
rules called the Uniform soine- thing or
other. Sexy.

fell into that state of unconsciousness
only a law school class can evoke.

So, this was law school. The foundry
of tomorrow's legal metal. Somewhere,
somehow, along the way I lost sight of the
tunnel's end and now I wander
aimlessly about its murky midsection.
Focus?

Why was I here? What did I want?
Where was I going?

I can't recall what motivated me to
become an attorney. A thousand pasty-
faced interviewers have inquired. A
thousand times I've responded in the
same fashion. I entered law because I
had a strong desire to work in a
profession that enabled me to exercise
my mind, to create works of art. I would
find, explained my interviewee self,
intellectual stimulation swimming in

an appellate brief. Floating, actually.
Face-down.

Ilied. Through my teeth and straight
onto his interviewer form. We both knew
it. It's a game of thrust and parry few
escape becoming proficient at during
their legal education. Candid responses
buy you surnmnary disposal.

The true reason? Hell, what is truth
but an accumulation of bullshit. I guess
inertia swept me into law school. I had
always planned on becoming an
attorney, a plan cemented with little
forethought. Where I grew up all Dicks
and Janes aspired to become doctors and
lawyers; to succeed. A badge of this
success was Wednesday afternoon golf.
I'liked to golf. So, here I am. Tight, huh?
Through the inky depths of my legal

He postured serious during the nasty
bits. I hated this guy. Playing the
straight and narrow had proven to be
self- defining; this guy was straight and
narrow. And a success.

Gradually, I became conscious of the
drool puddle that was slowly advancing
toward my outstretched arm. Iclosedmy
mouth, raised my head, and wiped off my
notebook with the sleeve of my
sweatshirt. I leaned back and twisted
my neck. The lights burned two holes
into my skull and I donned a pair of
sunglasses to mask the wounds. My
nose ran from a perpetual cold. I needed
some more of that white cold medicine.

Before me, down at the front of the
room, like a conductor leading an
orchestra of the deaf, the professor was

Somewhere, somehow, along the way I lost sight of the
tunnel’s end and now I wander aimlessly about its

murky midsection.

existential crisis floated the voice of my
pro- fessor. He was jabbering about
something numerical. Memorize it?
Why? Irolled my head to one side and
studied the creep to my left. Blech. A six-
foot asshole. He followed the professor's
every movement, his eyes sparkling at
the prospect of class participation. He
smiled and chuckled where appropriate.

sawing the air with his arms. I could see
his lips moving but could not make heads
or tails of what he was saying. It was
like a foreign language, a tongue with
which I was unfamiliar. A language for
those people who thought that it all
mattered. I think that I usedto knowit. I
don't remember.
Tragic, isn't it?

Lowenstein Sandler

of Roseland, New Jersey

will be interviewing all interested 2nd and 3rd year students
for 1987 positions on

Friday, October 17

We are delighted to announce that in 1987 our starting salaries
for permanent associates will be at the rate of $55,000 a year
and that salaries for summer 1987 associates will be at $1,00(
a week. We have openings for fifteen attorneys in hoth
programs.

Hinckley, Allen, Tobin &
Silversteinoss, Dixon &

Masback |

of Prouvidence, Rhode Island

is pleased to announce that it will be interviewing interested
2nd and 3rd year students on

Tuesday, October 14

for positions with the firmn during summer, 1987

Law In The Raw

BY LIONEL GLANCY

Serious Judge

It had been a long day in traffic court and the judge
sat listening to the final case. The police officer
testifed that he had observed the defendant traveling
above the posted speed limit.

In response, the defendant testified on and on about
the prevailing road conditions, the amount of traffic
and, of course his innocence. Then, absolutely certain
he had acquitted himself, he proclaimed, "Why, your
honor, [l even take a lie detector test!”

"Son," the judge wearily replied, “I am the lie
detector."

The ABA Journal

Super Students

The reason why Supreme Court opinions are so
incomprehensible nowadays 1s because we ]et‘geeks
like Abner Greene and Sam Dimon run loose in the
library.

An anonymous third year talking about some former
stellar* Michigan law students.

High-Class Help

Shortly after William T. Bodah was appointed to be
a U.S. bankruptcy judge he brought his 11-year old
daughter Emily with him to do some cleanup work at
the court on a Saturday morning.

At noon they stopped for lunch at a downtown
restaurant frequented by members of the bar. It was
crowded and a local lawyer and his client sat down
with them.

After being introduced to Emily, the lawyer asked if
there were any changes at home since her father had
been appointed a judge.

"No," she said. After a brief pause she added,
"Well, there's one thing different. Mom says we now
have a federal judge to take out the trash.”

The ABA Journal.



