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Sedaris ‘funny
and poignant’

He remembers being incredulous, since
boys who “spent their weekends making
banana nut muffins did not, as a rule,
excel in the art of hand-to-hand combat.”

Janine Fuller, manager of Little Sister’s
bookstore, which hosted a Sedaris book-
signing after the 2000 publication of Me
Talk Pretty, calls his work “so funny and
so poignant, all at the same time.” 

Janice Douglas, the Vancouver public
library’s community-relations director,
said his books speak to everyone, from
“kids in their late teens to middle-aged
adults.” With the possible exception of
Noam Chomsky, few writers can claim
such a broad range of readers. 

Fans heading to the Chan tonight can
expect to exchange a few words with
Sedaris. Darren Reagan, of Theatre
Council Productions in Chicago, said the
humourist stays and signs books “until
the line is gone,” sometimes as late as 1
in the morning.

Sun Books Editor
rwigod@png.canwest.com
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BRONFMAN/SHAHAM/HARRELL TRIO
Chan Centre

Oct. 29

BY DAVID GORDON DUKE

Making a Vancouver stop just before
their performance at Carnegie Hall lat-
er this week, Yefim Bronfman (piano),
Gil Shaham (violin), and Lynn Harrell
(cello) performed piano trios by Schu-
bert and Tchaikovsky on Sunday after-
noon.

The full house anticipated fine play-
ing and got it. A chamber ensemble
made up of three outstanding soloists
can be a mixed blessing, but Bronfman,
Shaham, and Harrell have complemen-
tary styles which make their chamber
playing conspicuously successful.

Vancouver Recital Society regulars
have heard most of the late Schubert
masterworks in the years since his 1997
bicentenary. The D. 929 Trio is yet
another sublime composition from the
final months of the young composer’s
life. A nicely controlled scale and sense
of drive made for an attractive, vital per-
formance, although arguably one which
glossed over a measure of the work’s
deeply tragic content.

The reading of Tchaikovsky’s A minor
Trio was another matter entirely.
Tchaikovsky seemed instinctively to
resist the lure of chamber music, per-
haps unwilling to confine the almost
operatic scope of his emotion-packed
music to small ensembles. His only trio,
an elegy for pianist friend Nicolai
Rubinstein, is one of the true oddities
of the repertoire. Not every group can
— or should — perform this sprawling
behemoth. Together Bronfman, Sha-
ham, and Harrell demonstrated the nec-
essary tone, presence and theatrical
wherewithal to make it work. 

The opening Pezzo elegiaco estab-
lishes Tchaikovsky’s unmistakable flair
for melody while demanding concerto-
like virtuosity from every player.
Despite the huge piano part, Shaham
and Harrell were never cowed by
Bronfman’s brilliant playing. The sub-
sequent Tema con variazioni can come
across as long-winded and uninspired.
On Sunday the picaresque sequence of
variations was connected and purpose-
ful, leading inexorably to its impas-
s i o n e d  t w o - s t a g e  c o n c l u s i o n .
Tchaikovsky demands his performers
shift from triumphant finale to funeral
march in a split second. From lesser
hands the effect can be maudlin and
unconvincingly stagey; in this perfor-
mance it  came across exactly as
Tchaikovsky must have intended — an
outburst of raw emotion, committed,
convincing and powerful.

David Gordon Duke is a Vancouver writer 
and educator

Soloists came
together as one

for chamber
performance

THE ROLLING STONES
IN THE BEGINNING

By BENT REJ
Firefly, 320 pages

($49.95)

BY LLOYD DYKK
VANCOUVER SUN

The first Rolling Stones song I ever
heard was Let’s Spend the Night Togeth-
er. I must have played it 20 times in a
row on my dinky portable player. This
is said with some embarrassment but
there was something addictive about it,
and it seemed a good excuse for avoid-
ing a looming term paper deadline.

I can still hear that tinny, raucous
sound and that irresistible beat. I repeat,
irresistible. You could get virtually
drunk on that bacchic explosion.

Then, some light years later after I’d
forgotten all about the Stones except
that they were an omnipresent cultural

cliche, some noise in the background —
then The Rolling Stones in the Beginning
came across my desk. It attracted imme-
diate interest among my colleagues, one
of whom offhandedly said the routine
something about how it was a good
reminder of how young they used to be
“before they became a bunch of decrepit
old bastards.”

Careful, I thought. Making fun of
someone’s age seems the silliest thing
you can do, and of course every year,
this seems truer. I toted this massive
thing home. It may be the heaviest book
in my house and it drew some attention
on the SkyTrain. It isn’t a coffee table
book, it’s a coffee table in itself, but how
lightsome the memories it evokes, and
how powerfully. The photographs in it
had to be this size, somehow. Smaller
wouldn’t do it.

They’re vintage, and they’re not. For-
mer bassist Bill Wyman calls these pho-
tos “the finest single collection of Stones

photographs I have ever seen,” and for
once, this doesn’t sound like hype.

Bent Rej is the photographer, and he
took these shots between the spring of
1965 and the summer of 1966, when the
band had been together for only two
years. Rej was a tad younger than the
Stones themselves, and that’s what gave
him such an entry. The photos record
the Stones on the road — their first
European tour — at play and at home.
Their youth comes as a shock — they’re
cherubs! There’s a two-page closeup of
Keith Richards’s face that’s so intense it
seems to record the cellular structure of
his face, his very DNA. It also captures
the spidery fashions of the day.

The Stones were much more interest-
ing to me than the Beatles, in the way
that I still prefer Buster Keaton to Char-
lie Chaplin, Haydn to Mozart. The fans
at close proximity to the band members
look like inebriated bacchantes. The
photos almost disrupt sensory barriers:

you can hear the music visually. I love
the picture of Mick in his living room,
which opened up directly on to the
street. That to-die-for early Scandina-
vian furniture, the bookshelves holding
nothing.

Of course the Stones are still togeth-
er, how could they not be? What do
rolling stones not gather? Age is moss.

ldykk@png.canwest.com

Check out Weekend Review in Saturday’s Sun

Lure of Stones will not fade away

Lynn Harrell will perform with Yefim
Bronfman and Gil Shaham.


