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E very year, the Law students 
hold their annual variety 
show, where budding law-

yers showcase their artistic talents 
in the performance arts and give all 
the profits to charity. Variety shows 
always provide a diverse mix of 
acts to entertain a crowd, and so I 
thought that this year I’d be helpful 
and email them a list of ideas that 
I thought might prove popular and 
help stir things up a bit.

For example, I would have 
Garbanzo, the whimsically zany 
ventriloquist dummy who holds 
you in contempt of court while 
quipping suggestively about the 
hand located up his backside. He 
could even have a spinning bowtie. 
As well, there could be Zoltar the 
Magnificent Divorce Attorney, who 
can instantly make your marriage, 
estate, and bank account disap-
pear, and a comic hypnotist who 
makes you believe you’ve just 
gotten 25-to-life with no chance 

of parole—unless you fall madly 
in love with the person seated 
beside you or, alternately, win the 
Kentucky Derby.

Not variable enough for you? I 
also suggested a felt puppet show 
that uses fuzzy caterpillars and scary 
dragons to teach children the joy and 
wonder of domestic property law.

There would also be a juggler who 
juggles “Truth” bowling pins, as 
well as “Truth” chainsaws, allowing 
the audience to see if he can handle 
said truth. Should it prove that he 
cannot, the crowd yells out the 

famous Nicholson declaration, fol-
lowed by hearty laughter and enjoy-
ment as paramedics storm the stage 
to aid the performer in this show of 
family fun.

There could be a dog talent show, 
where assault victims have their 
pomeranians jump through a gaunt-
let of flaming legal hoops, and the 
best dog’s owner getting a settle-
ment. I would also hold an animal 
jury duty circus, which features 
bears, monkeys, and lions so obedi-
ent they’ll sit for weeks listening to 
prosecutors drone on about drunk-
driving litigation, simply because 
their masters received a letter in the 
mail.

To make the law show more inter-
active with the audience, I would 
hold a three-legged lawyer race, 
which simulates being attached to 
your defense attorney for years at a 
time, and a greased attorney chase 
in Quad, where prospective clientele 
pursue and attempt to hire an attor-
ney covered in butter and chicken 
grease who won’t return their 
calls—but will bill for the time—
while wild honkytonk music plays 
in the background. 

I think changes would offer piles 
of variety to the Law Show, but for 
some reason, I haven’t received a 
response.

Law Show ’08: more magical attorneys

Himalaya is the follow-up album 
to Hills Like White Elephants’ self-
titled EP, and it plays like a dream 
sequence: some parts seem like 
familiar musical territory, while 
other bits are so obscure that they 
could only happen in the fiction of 
a surreal world.

The album starts softly, with a 
delicate guitar solo on “Lilliput 
Steps.” From there, the song begins 
to swell as more instruments enter 
the fray. Hills Like White Elephants 
effectively lace horns and strings 
through several tracks, which 
results in a grand and orchestral 

feel throughout the entire album. 
However, some songs, particularly 
the lengthy “A Sword in the Circle,” 
get lost in the experimental nature 
of dabbling in so many sounds. 
“Gulls” is much more minimal-
ist, and stands out as particularly 
weird.

Most of the band’s experi-
ments pay off: “Ghosts In Tow” 
is a fabulously variant track with 
several musical ideas expressed, 
but still unified and underlined by 
Chris Blackmore’s ethereal voice. 
“Instrumental” further exhib-
its the orchestral quality of this 

album, with drumming that picks 
up and drives the track.

“The Christening” is the para-
mount song on Himalaya. With 
both intensity and sensitivity, Hills 
Like White Elephants use the track 
to show their level of control over 
a wide range of musical abilities. 
The track boasts furious violins and 
driving guitar solos that build into 
a frenzy and then wind down in 
exhaustion.

Himalaya is an incredibly devel-
oped album; every song boasts sev-
eral layers of sound that like to toy 
with the idea of becoming noisy 
but never forget about the subtle-
ties. The album is unique, and while 
some tracks may take a little getting 
used to, it’s consistently interesting 
and a solid performance from one of 
Edmonton’s own.

Listen to excerpts from Himalaya 
on the Gateway editors’ playlist at  
www.thegatewayonline.ca

vanessa horne
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According to “Laura B” from 
Sublevel 203, “The Dry Heeves take 
musical bits from cultures around 
the world and try to find ways to put 
them together in which no one else 
would.” 

This quote sums up The Dry 
Heeves perfectly, but not in the 
positive way it was intended; if ska, 
alt-rock, and grunge got together 
and had a massive drunken 
orgy, this album is the aborted  
love-child. Nothing is right on 420, 
starting with the two minute intro 

“Oxycontin,” which has bizarre 
grunge riffs and the sound of a 
creature dying while horking.

The intro to “Flying” has a 
German scientist talking about 
LSD, and the rest is random sound; 
when combined with the twisted 
acid-rock riffs it showcases, this 
song borders on poor-quality 
industrial, and all the other songs 
on this disc are equally random 
and bad. I hate to rag on Canadian 
bands, but The Dry Heeves simply 
have it wrong. 

Their sound isn’t even cohe-
sive, and their attempts at political 
rock, like on “Oh Candahar,” are 
irrelevant and clichéd. The song 
“Halifux” is supposed to be heavy 
metal, but this song is nothing 
more than a failed attempt to use a 
synthesizer and a mix master; once 
you’ve heard “Halifux-fux-fux-
fux” in the opening ten seconds, 
you’ve heard the entirety of its 
word play. There’s no Shakespeare 
to be found here.

The Dry Heeves also haven’t 
learned that tracks that go longer 
than ten minutes are often just a 
massive waste of time. Their  dron-
ing, 18-minute epic “Acid Casualty” 
is particularly bad: a drawn out dis-
cussion of their past album’s “hits” 
with acid trip music in the back-
ground.      

The Dry Heeves live up to their 
name, leaving you sweaty, empty, and 
irritable.

Ben sTanford
Arts	&	Entertainment	Writer
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There could be Zoltar 
the Magnificent 
Divorce Attorney, who 
can instantly make 
your marriage, estate, 
and bank account 
disappear, and a comic 
hypnotist who makes 
you believe you’ve just 
gotten 20-to-life with 
no chance of parole.

The Gateway offers the Law students a helpful list of new acts, to keep their 
variety show in touch with what today’s student body wants to see


