
VVEERRSSAAIILLLLEESS AASS TTOODDAAYY
Versailles has entered the public consciousness with
books and movies dutifully cataloguing Marie Antoinette’s
fashions and hairstyles. The UI theater department
launches its own re-imagining of the vaunted palace
this weekend with a play of the same name. 

IIOOWWAA CCIITTYY,, MMEEXXIICCOO
Carmen Legaspi says she cooks for her customers as she
cooks for her family — good, simple food made with fresh ingre-
dients. DI food critic Tessa Ruddy agrees. Find out about Iowa
City’s newest Mexican restau-
rant, La Reyna. 

GGEETTTTIINNGG TTHHEE RREEAALL DDIIRRTT
We know it when we see it — or do we? A UI
symposium this weekend, featuring author
Laura Kipnis and the national president of the
ACLU, tackles all obscene questions. 
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Feb. 23 resem-
bled a marathon sit-

down-and-wait for me,
beginning at 10:30 a.m. and
lasting until I finally got
fed up with a developing
case of office-chairbutt and
gave in to fatigue. During
the nine hours — in which
five shifts of KRUI DJs
came and went — I envi-
sioned countless ways the
interview could go wrong,
from technical failure to
hearing the lingering
echoes of the last ring as I
returned from the bath-
room. I checked and
rechecked my equipment. I
checked my questions. I
checked my e-mail. I
checked my phone.

I was told that Flea keeps
his word, so I hadn’t yet
given up hope.

I know the arguments
against the Chili Peppers.
The members are white-
boy funk posers. They sold
out with their recent turn
toward a smoother, more
“produced” style. Lead
singer Anthony Kiedis’

lyrics are uninspired
(“Ooze into my noodle/East
or west shepherd or poo-
dle”), and Flea’s bass lines
have become so muted that
they are no longer even rel-
evant. They’re wishy-
washy, West Coast flakes.
And they gave up their
edge along with their hero-
in addictions.

But the group has contin-
ued to attract new fans
with each successive
album. I’m one of them — It
was 1999’s Californication,
derided by some older fans
as an unforgivable leap
into the mainstream, that
hooked me. I would argue
that whatever your opinion
of the Chili Peppers’ music,
you have to at least respect
the band’s stick-to-it-ness.
While other ’90s breakout
rock bands self-destructed
(Alice in Chains, Soundgar-
den, Nirvana), the Chili
Peppers has attained a
greater peak than ever
with its 2006 double album,
Stadium Arcadium, which

received six Grammy nomi-
nations and won best rock
album — all nearly a quar-
ter century after the band’s
début. Lead guitarist John
Frusciante’s playing has
never been better than the
anthemic choruses and
darting riffs on such tracks
as Stadium Arcadium ’s
“Charlie,” and throughout
the album, Flea shows that
he has reached a middle
ground between the spastic
punches of his earlier work
and his near-invisibility on
2002’s By the Way.

And frankly, I just love
Kiedis’ lyrics — at least on
balance. Here’s just one of
my faves. It’s from “She’s
only 18” on Stadium Arca-
dium, a song that Kiedis
wrote largely about his
girlfriend, Heather:

This talking picture show
Is leaking from a silhouette
She said my man you know
It’s time to get your 

fingers wet

CONCERT
The Red Hot Chili

Peppers, with Gnarls
Barkley

When: 7:30 p.m. Friday
Where: Wells Frago Arena, Des Moines

Admission: $57.50. Tickets,
limited to eight per order, are available by visiting

the Wells Fargo Arena Ticket office, all Dahl’s Foods,
charge by phone at 866-55-DAHLS, or online

at www.dahlstickets.com.

HEAR A FAN (DI REPORTER MAGGIE ANDERSON), AN EX-FAN
(COMMUNCATION-STUDIES ASSOCIATE PROFESSOR KEMBREW

MCLEOD), AND A NONFAN (JOURNALISM ASSOCIATE
PROFESSOR DON MCLEESE) BREAK DOWN THE RED HOT CHILI

PEPPERS’ APPEAL AT 5:30 P.M. ON KRUI, 89.97 FM, ON “80
HOURS ON AIR,” OR CATCH THE PODCAST FRIDAY AT 

DAILYIOWAN.COM/PODCASTS.
SEE CHILIS, PAGE 4C

It’s 5 p.m., and I’m considering
taking a nap. On the carpet of the

KRUI production studio on the IMU
third floor. Even though there’s leftover

Bijou popcorn down there.
Either too hot or too cold, with heating

ducts that sound as if they harbor angry ham-
mer-swinging gremlins (really), this corner room

is not a pleasant place on any occasion. It is particu-
larly egregious now; I have been here for going on seven

hours, waiting for his call.
I’ve pretty much given up on the idea that this interview

will ever happen, yet something stops me from leaving — I’m
certain the moment I step out the door, the phone will ring. So I’m

still waiting.
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Your hustle’s busted when
You can’t afford a cigarette
The last I heard from you
You were screaming ‘handle it!’
So I’m a fan. And I was

ecstatic that the group was
coming to Carver-Hawkeye.
But the two possible dates for
the show, negotiated through
SCOPE, conflicted with either
a scheduled men’s basketball
game in one case and a prac-
tice in the other. The Hawkeye
athletics department was
unwilling to commit the arena.

The chances for the Chili
Peppers’ triumphant return to
the UI (more than 13,000 tick-
ets were sold for the band’s
2000 show here) — and the
obviously incredible article
that would most certainly
result — slowly dwindled,
squashed by poor planning
and lack of compromise.

And the news that the Chili
Peppers would instead play
the Wells Fargo Arena in Des
Moines on the March 2 date
served only as more, ahem,
pepper in the wound.

At 12:36 p.m. I miss a call
from 00012345. Oh. My. God. I
have been researching and
preparing questions for days.
I’m planning on talking to him
about Dadaism, which I know
he’s interested in, and rare
books, which I know he collects.
I’m finally feeling satisfied
with my questions when I see
the missed call. I know our
scheduled time wasn’t until
around 2 p.m., but there are
several possible explanations:
He’s famous, he doesn’t have to
follow a schedule. He’s in a dif-
ferent time zone, he might be
confused.

The newspaper staff toyed
with the idea of running an

article despite the change in
the concert’s locale. But the
chance for an interview was, to
say the least, a stretch, and
with such a far-off venue, the
justification was zilch.

Then a friend mentioned
that she had met the Chili
Peppers once. In Paris.
Because her best friend from
high school is Flea’s nanny.
And the younger sister of
Flea’s fiancée, the super model
Frankie Rayder.

“I could talk to the Chili
Peppers,” said my friend. “No,
really — I’ll get you an inter-
view.” Innumerable phone
calls and text messages later,
it was established that Friday
would be the day.

At 3 p.m., my phone rings.
Glory be, it’s that same weird
number. I answer, breathless in
anticipation — to hear the
voice of my friend, who is
studying abroad in Chile.

In preparation, I had decided
to consult resident pop-music
go-to analyst UI Associate Pro-
fessor of Communication Stud-
ies Kembrew McLeod, to see
what he thought about the
Chili Peppers.

McLeod described himself
as not exactly a fan but not a
total hater.

Hurmph. Oh, sorry. Objec-
tivity, right.

“I used to be a fan, but I
gave them up,” McLeod said.
“After they became popular.
Which is a pretty normal, sort
of snobby thing to do. It was, to
put it in a nutshell, because
the people who used to beat
me up in high school suddenly
became their audience.”

He’s referring to the shift
that occurred when the band
enlisted producer Rick Rubin
for its 1991 breakout album,
BloodSugarSexMagik. With
such hits as “Give it Away” and
“Under the Bridge,” the album

propelled the once groove-driv-
en fringe band into the main-
stream of the early ’90s alt-
rock movement.

“[Rubin] got [the guys] to be
more melodic, which made
them appeal to a bigger audi-
ence,” McLeod said.

But throughout the ’90s, the
Chili Pepper members, partic-
ularly Kiedis and Frusciante,
battled heroin addictions
(original guitarist Hillel Slo-
vak died of the same in 1988).
Frusciante eventually quit the
group, and the band produced
just one poorly received
album, 1995’s One Hot Minute,
with guitarist Dave Navarro
(formerly of Jane’s Addiction).

Then came the band’s come-
back: In 1999, Frusciante
rejoined the Chili Peppers and
made Californication . The
album, which peaked at No. 3
on the Billboard 200, marked
another stylistic shift. From
’80s fringe funk to ’90s mosh
punk, the band now turned to
more melodic harmonies and a
less prominent rhythm section.

“The Red Hot Chili Peppers
was the quintessential alter-
native ’80s and early ’90s act,”
McLeod said. “But in many
ways, it now seems to be
throwbacks to the ’60s and
that sense of celebrating the
promise of rock as a spiritual
thing. They are creative people
who’ve made their way
through several different eras
of music.”

The obvious comparison,
then, is with rock music’s ulti-
mate endurance act, the
Rolling Stones.

“[The Chili Peppers] could

eventually turn into a Rolling
Stones-type act,” McLeod said.
“You know, they’re getting
more wrinkly, but they still
show no signs of slowing
down.”

But while the Stones has
been reduced essentially to cov-
ering its own songs in recent
years, the Chili Peppers’ latest
album is on track to be its most
successful to date, both critical-
ly and commercially.

“They’ve continued to broad-
en their fan base,” McLeod
says. “And while they’ve alien-
ated fans like me at different
stages in their career, they
have nevertheless been able to
keep at least a chunk of fans
from each stage and attract
new fans. I mean, I have a
friend whose son is 17 [and is
a fan]. That’s basically where I
was 20 years ago.”

At 4 p.m., I am joined by two
co-workers wanting to use the
editing computer. I explain
that I am still waiting. Wait-
ing. One of them offers me a
Hawkeye wrap, crispy chicken,
which I accept. Another sug-
gests a beer, which I consider
but ultimately decline. I have
been too afraid to leave the stu-
dio for fear of missing the call,
therefore have to pee madly
and am starving (though not
starving enough to have resort-
ed to munching on the Bijou
popcorn from the trash bag). I
have canceled two other inter-
views simply to sit in the stu-
dio. (They understood. One
responded to my e-mail: “I
have been in love with Anthony
Kiedis since high school. I
want to interview you!”)

We are struggling to convert
audio recorded in the field to
an editable format when the
phone rings.

After talking with McLeod, I
decided I needed to listen to
Stadium Arcadium again and
re-evaluate. The album feels
odd. Kiedis’ lyrics sound
bizarrely personal and famil-
iar and Flea’s bass lines more
tangible. I somehow feel like I
get it. With McLeod’s words in
my mind, I can understand
how the band simply doesn’t
speak to certain people —
journalism Associate Professor
Don McLeese described his
gut reaction to the band back
when he was the Chicago Sun-
Times rock critic and the Chili
Peppers was beginning to tour
nationally as, “These guys
seemed to me like LA booze-
party boys” — but I can’t help
but be drawn into the songs.
More so than any previous
effort, Stadium Arcadium
feels intimate. The sound is
mainstream but generous, and
it avoids any hint of rock-snob
exclusivity or irony. This is the
album you write when you
mature through adversity
without being fundamentally

changed by it. On the big sin-
gle “Snow (Hey Oh),” I hear a
quasi-religious undertone in
Kiedis’ rediscovery of goodness
in the world, and I find it alto-
gether touching.

I answer. “Is Eric there,” says
a female voice. My heart is
pounding. I don’t quite under-
stand. It’s not Flea? “I’m sorry,
I thought you were somebody
important,” I say. “Oh, I didn’t
mean it like that!” I can’t make
my brain understand why this
voice isn’t Flea’s. “Talk to some-
one else,” I finally say, shoving
the phone at another reporter.

E-mail DI reporter Maggie Anderson at:
margaret-anderson@uiowa.edu
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Red-hot waiting (& waiting & waiting)

CHILIS
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 1C

File Photo/The Daily Iowan
Anthony Kiedis of the Red Hot Chili Peppers performs in Carver-Hawkeye Arena on April 26, 2000. To his
left is bassist Flea, and guitarist John Frusciante is to his right.  A crowd estimated at 13,000 watched
the Foo Fighters, Red Hot Chili Peppers, and Bicycle Thief perform.

            


