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People, for chrissakes!

I don't really care to dwell on this point much
longer—suffice it to say that Stranded is choked
with narrow-minded, regressivist propaganda, and
deserves nothing better than a quick dropkick
down the nearest dumper. All my rage and disgust
about this tripe-ridden volume’s relentless paro-
chialism would’ve remained private (as it has count-
less times in the past when this same wound has
been opened), had not the firm editorial whip at the
helm of this magazine made itself felt. “Why not,”
the man said, “do something about the history,
impact, and future direction of progressive music
for our gala rok issue?” That prodding, plus the
lethal mixture of bile and adrenaline spewing
through my bloodstream, is the reason for this col-
umn. [ think I'll go easy on the history, though, as
I'm in more of a bludgeoning mood than a lecturing
one. Impact and reaction are the things that con-
cern me most.

“Progressive” to me has always meant “dif-
ferent.” I think that's an important distinction to
make—thinking of it that way as opposed to the
terms like “pretentious” or “art-rock” or “better”
that have often been misused as synonyms. Pro-
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gressive rokkers were those guys back in the
seventies (the subgenre is all but dead now) who
chose to make music in a way others didn’t—not
better, just different. It might've meant using a
new piece of technology (synthesizers) or an in-
strument not normally associated with rok (oboes,
kotos, African drums, etc.), or it might’'ve meant
amalgamating other styles with certain elements of
rok. It so happens that I'm one of those guys who
like things that are different, art that speaks of a
unique vision and doesn’t automatically accept what
has gone before as a limit on what constitutes valid
expression. I'm not immediately suspicious of
something that’s unusual—a feeling that most rok
critics radiate with a vengeance. Listening to
something means approaching it on its own terms,
making an effort to loosen the sphincter muscles
and allow the music to seek its own level. Listening
to what's there, not what you imagine is there, or
what you think should be there, or what your
prejudices tell you is there. If after that the music
still bores or offends you, then it's worthless to
your frame of reference and you have the right to
ignore it (not, however, the right to ridicule it).
The contempt I evidence here is not so much for
mediocre music (though I have little patience for it)
as for people who for some unarticulated reason
embrace the ordinary and condemn the extraordi-
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nary. Now that gets my hackles up. There’s
enough room in rok music for just about everything
anyone cares to do to it, from the havoc wrought
by such adenoidal wimps as Jonathan Richman to
seriously bent neanderthals like Ted Nugent. This
doesn’t mean you godda like all of it, just allow it to
exist without whining and dumping guano on it.

In my long years as a rok-media glutton (I lost
my virginity to Paul Williams’s Crawdaddy in 1966)
I've gotten the distinct impression that most rok
critics think there’s a stylistic essence in rok, as
opposed to an essence of spirit or attitude—as
though there are rules or requirements of what
equals rok and what doesn’t. Anything that de-
viates from this basic, blues-rooted ideal (espe-
cially something taken from the Western, Europe-
an classical tradition) is viewed with distaste and
sometimes outright revulsion. Judgments are
lodged against people like King Crimson and
Genesis based on the excesses of fake progres-
sives like Emerson, Lake & Palmer, and the
Moody Blues (neither of them did anything dif-
ferent at all). At their worst, rok critics come on
with an almost messianic zeal, fervently pounding
the pulpit to preserve the purity of rok. They are
defending us, and the music defined by their ado-
lescent nostalgia, against such perceived enemies
as “art-rock poseurs” and “pomp rockers.” But
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there aren’t any clear-cut boundaries anymore—
the lines in rok are even less defined now than they
were fifteen years ago. As others have observed,
the new wave has brought about the obliteration of
distinctions and the validation of omnivorous
eclecticism. Progressive rok can’t be called rok-
for-eggheads anymore, because it isn’t really there
to point at and sneer. Bands like the Talking
Heads, Urban Verbs, and the Cure have put that
myth to death, despite what those scribbling fools
would have you believe. That’s the real impact of
progressive rok, and that continues to reverberate
in the nascent bands that are popping up all over
the place—Nash the Slash in Toronto, Jim Altman
and Tiny Desk Unit in Washington, D.C., and such
N.Y.C. bands as the Love of Life Orchestra, the
Dance, Walter Stedling & the Dragon People,
Material, and the riotous Swollen Monkeys. To say
nothing of the Bulldaggers.

Zeroing in on a more specific aspect of the pro-
gressive scene—the people who were originally in-
volved—we might be able to draw some interest-
ing conclusions about what happened. In the past
couple of months a number of the original progres-
sive cadre have released records of one sort or
another, either in group or solo contexts. The one
that stands out from this group is Peter Gabriel’s
stunning new album on Mercury Records, entitled
(as were the previous two) Peter Gabriel (SRM-1-
3848). If there was any doubt about Gabriel’s supe-
rior ability left lingering after his exit from Genesis
(1975) and the pair of successively more interest-
ing records he's produced since, this new platter
will embalm those doubts permanently. The thing
is simply brilliant—a leap ahead of its merely excel-
lent predecessor (1978's P.G., Atlantic SD19181,
now appearing in better cut-out bins everywhere),
and a concrete indication of Genesis’s limiting
format. Gabriel's voice is at its strongest ever,
with more warmth, texture, and flexibility than he’s
ever shown in one place before. His gift for in-
stantly memorable melodies, resonant lyric
phrases, and unorthodox arrangements have all
come to full lower with this LP. There’s also some
excellent musicianship by an unexpected variety of
players—from the expected Frippian guitar gey-
sers to the hard-edged chording of the Jam's Paul
Weller, Random Hold’s David Rhodes, and XTC’s
Dave Gregory, all of whom display distinct per-
sonalities while buttressing Gabriel's songs. Dig
also Brand X’'s Morris Pert on percussion, adding
subtle dimensions to the record in the way Jamie
Muir used to do for Crimson (Lark’s Tongue in
Aspic).

Gabriel's old band mates have fared less well.
Genesis'’s latest is Duke (Atlantic SD 16014), and
though it’s the band’s most listenable record since
1976’s Trick of the Tale, it displays a disquieting
conservatism. It's basically more of the same from
Genesis, no surprises, and contents itself with re-
fining the Genesis persona in the manner of recent
Pink Floyd. Unlike its immediate predecessors,
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Wind and Wuthering and And Then There Were
Three, Duke has moments of electricity that stand
out from the slick lyricism that fills the record:
“Turn It On Again,” “Man of Our Times,” and the
mostly instrumental “Duke’s Travels”/“Duke’s
End” are all standouts but too familiar-sounding and
smoothed-out to be really exceptional. Also, it
would appear that the band have little left to say
lyrically. Duke is confident and complacent, echo-
ing backward into Genesis’s past rather than mov-
ing forward into new territory.

Bassist Michael Rutherford’s solo outing, Small-
creep’s Day (Passport PB 9843), has a bit more
substance to it. The side-long title song is a good
bit of extended storytelling, something Genesis
hasn't done well since The Lamb Lies Down. I'd
recommend buying this one before investing in a
copy of Duke, because it does a better job of in-
volving the mind of the listener. Guitarist Steve
Hackett (departed 1977) is due for 2 new album,
having produced nothing since 1979's excellent
Spectral Mornings (Chrysalis CHR 1223). I've seen
ads for an album called Defector in England, and
though he is currently touring the U.K., he appears
to be without a label in the U.S. Hackett’s
predecessor in Genesis was Anthony Phillips (his
presence is most noticeable on the 1970 Trespass),
who in the ten years since he's left the group has
become something of a hermit. His fifth solo album
(all of which can be found in this country on either
the Passport or PVC labels) is Private Parts &
Pieces II: Back to the Pavilion (PVC 7913). It’s
really quite a lovely record, fusing a simple melodic
purity with a Beach Boys-like romanticism. The
songs are mostly concise guitar meditations of
short duration, moody and pleasantly evocative.
Well worth seeking out. Drummer Phil Collins’s
sideline is Brand X, whom I find not very interest-
ing at all. They are an unashamed jazz-fusion band,
as their latest, Do They Hurt? (Passport PB 9845),
indicates, and except for the Crimson-like “Cam-
bodia,” which leads off side two, the record just
kind of sits there. Good musicianship (especially
the nimble bass playing of Percy Jones) but little
real passion.

Speaking of Crimson (and I was, back there), we
come to Robert Fripp’s latest, God Save the Queen/
Under Heavy Manners (Polydor PD-1-6266), a
double album of frippertronics that conveniently fits
on one disc (ask old Bob to explain that one). This
LP is the ultimate psychedelic album—crank up
your stereo real loud, twist your mind completely
out of shape, and then listen to the God Save the
Queen side. Shew. Then, after the world’s longest
recorded fade out and the neccesary minutes it
takes to return yourself to reality, flip the thing
over to the discotronics side and laugh hysterically
while you dance. It is the fusing of two wallpaper
musics, with David Byrne (identified as Absalm el
Habib for contractual reasons) whining neurotically
through his polyped nose and Mr. Bob repeating a
robotlike guitar figure over the funkoid rhythm sec-
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tion. Twitch that butt, white boy. Fripp’s latest
project beyond this record is a band called “the
League of Gentlemen” (though it does include one
member of the female persuasion). The rhythm
again is muscular, Public Image-like funk, with
Fripp and keyboardist Barry Andrews (ex-
XTC) playing games with a succession of almost
Crimson riffs. As Fripp informs the crowd in his
inimitable deadpan, “This is a dance band, and that
is a dance floor.” Indeed, the band is dull enough to
be a dance band, and almost interesting enough to
listen to. At a later point in the show, Fripp tells
someone in the crowd, “Staring at the guitarist’s
fingers is rude and off-putting.” What a card. Fripp
is exploiting another narrow aspect of what King
Crimson was. It's effective, but ultimately a dead
end. I'm sure he’ll be moving on soon.

Also coming up for a groundhog’s peek at the
eighties is Roxy Music, with Flesh & Blood (Atco
SD 32-102). I don't really want to hate this record,
but I think I do. It's flat, predictable, and lacking
even what little merit 1979’s Manifesto had. I still
dig Bryan Ferry’s voice, but without the texture
added by Andy MacKay and Phil Manzanera (there
is precious little of that here) the band is at best
pleasant and more often sleep inducing. And where
the fuck is drummer Paul Thompson? The albums
since Siren have been successively more MOR and
trifling. Would you believe a discoid “Eight Miles
High” done without a trace of humor?

A welcome, long-overdue return was marked by
Robert Wyatt this past spring. The single
“Arauco”/“Caimanera” (Rough Trade 037, an im-
port) is Robert’s first solo outing since 1975’s Ruth
Is Stranger than Richard, and it finds him in a
cheery, contemplative mood. An interview in a re-
cent Melody Maker told us that Wyatt is planning a
bunch of new singles, possibly as many as five. I
hope this comes to pass—Wyatt is a treasure, with
a uniquely beautiful voice and quietly accepting con-
tentment.

Totally out of the realm of this column’s subject
matter, but so extraordinary that it bears im-
mediate acclaim, is a new twelve-inch single by
impLOG on Infidelity Records (from the wonderful
Charles Ball, who also brings us the Love of Life
Orchestra, Martin Rev, and, most important, UT,
possibly the worst band in creation). “Holland Tun-
nel Dive” is a throbbingly vicious number that will
do a Manson number on your speakers if you're not
careful. The flip is a joyously monotoned version of
“On B'way” that sounds like background music for
a mongoloid slumber party. impLOG appears to be
the work of Don Christensen, drummer of the orig-
inal Contortions, now with the Raybeats (urban
surf music) and occasionally Chris Butler’s Stereos
and Ralph Carney’s Swollen Monkeys (busy man).
This record is distributed through JEM, but I
recommend that you send $4.50 directly to Charles
at Lust/Unlust Music, P.O. Box 3208, Grand
Central Station, NYC 10017. I think you should
do it immediately. No excuses.
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by Dr. Progresso

continued from page 7

repeated exposure to the album through the efforts
of a friend, and I didn’t buy it until after I'd bought
the third Crimson album, Lizard, which still strikes
me as the best realization of the original Crimson
concept.

In Crimson—once I'd retuned my ears—I heard
the music that came closest yet to my Perfect
Music.

My ideals are not your ideals; my Perfect Music
is not going to be your Perfect Music (always as-
suming that you even think of music in that fashion
—and maybe you don’t). But I want to explore
what Crimson meant to me because it’s possible
that I'll strike a chord with you.

From the first time I heard the blues, I felt the
emotional pull of that music. I was raised in a typi-
cal WASP home where the music was decorous,
reserved, polite, and mostly nineteenth-century-
romantic classical. There were no dissonances in
that music. It was performed by musicians who
were wearing coats and ties. The blues were
earthy, immediate, compelling: the very antithesis
of the music I'd been exposed to. The blues were a
direct, gloves-off, emotional statement. Blues
musicians did not wear coats and ties; they wore
stained undershirts, and you could feel the sweat.

But that wasn’t enough. I wanted to see the life
and vigor of the blues married to something more
intellectually complex while retaining a direct emo-
tional appeal. Jazz had some of that, especially in
the music of Ellington and Mingus (most of all in
Mingus, a towering giant among jazz creators).
When I was twelve I discovered Stravinsky’s “Rite
of Spring,” and at first I thought this was ##—but it
wasn't. The tumultuous rhythms and fiery colors
were there, but the conventional orchestra was
almost embarrassed by the nakedness displayed,
and you could feel the straitlaced classical traditions
holding the music back from going that final step. In
the late fifties some jazz composers came up with a
marriage of jazz and classical music called third-
stream music, which for a time I had a lot of hope
for, but in the end it was too intellectual, too
anemic, and it was made irrelevant anyway by the
revolution brewing up around Ornette Coleman and
his right-lobed, intuitive, free-form primitivism.
Ornette was helping musicians to break loose from
the technical straitjacket inadvertently created by
Charlie Parker. Third-stream music was really just
another straitjacket.

Then came rock. Not rock 'n’ roll; that was a
fifties phenomenon for which I'd had only a limited
appreciation, knowing as I did that it was derivative
of Kansas City jazz, rhythm and blues, gospel, and
other basically black music, made acceptable to
whites by Bill Haley, Elvis Presley, and Pat Boone,
who watered down its real strengths and simplified

it almost to terminal cuteness in the process. By
1960 rock 'n’ roll was dead, smothered in strings
and reduced to another Tin Pan Alley category of
manufactured-hit music. By 1960 Elvis was dead,
although the terminal rot would not be apparent for
another seventeen years.

Rock was something different. If rock 'n’ roll was
for kids, rock was by those same kids, now partly
grown and capable of creating their own music,
based on the music they’d heard on the radio. Rock
was the true folk music of the sixties, Joan Baez to
the contrary notwithstanding.

The Beach Boys, the Beatles, the Stones, the
Kinks, all the rest—these groups didn’t take their
material from song pluggers, they wrote it.

The sixties were, among other things, a joyous
time of rich ferment in popular music—a time when
“pop” and “rock” meant the same things (as “pop”
and “swing” had in the thirties)—and every week a
new record would turn up, signaling a new advance
with fresh excitement. Randy Newman and Van
Dyke Parks were writing pop songs that rekindled
the iconoclastic experiments of Charles Ives (argu-
ably America’s finest twentieth-century com-
poser). The Beatles were the first to use a string
quartet (rather than the Hollywood Strings) in a
pop song (“Yesterday”), and soon thereafter a
baroque trumpet (in “Penny Lane”). No one knew
what would happen next, but we were all ready for
it.

The ultimate and final flowering of this growth
was King Crimson.

Today King Crimson is regarded as the first ma-
jor “progressive rock” band, and “progressive
rock” is regarded as dead and gone. But to me the
sixties were a progressive time, and so-called
progressive rock was simply a stage in that
progress.

In 1976 I had the opportunity to chat a bit with
Paul Kantner during an afternoon in Cincinnati.
“What happened?” I asked him. “You guys were
young and growing and then, almost suddenly, it
stopped. I don’t hear any more growth. I haven't
heard any for years.”

“Maybe that’s all we had in us,” he said, shrug-
ging. What he didn’t bother saying was that he, and
they, were no longer teenagers; they were in their
late twenties and early thirties. They had settled
down.

But no one ever has to stop growing. It's a pop-
ular fallacy in our culture that when you reach the
end of your teens, that’s it: you're grown-up. In
fact, the nature of your growth becomes more sub-
tle but no less important. Most major artists
—composers, authors, painters, whatever
—create their most important works as mature in-
dividuals. If they had stopped growing as individu-
als at twenty-one, the world would be deprived of
most of those works. Yet rock is regarded as a
teenagers’ art form, and there are those who will
tell you that this is all it is and all it should be. (Most
of those who spout that line haven’t been in their
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own teens for many years, but seem to cling to a
teenaged vision as a way of retarding the passage
of time. It rarely works.)

Nearly all the staggering growth of sixties rock
was a reflection of the individual growth of teen-
agers and those just out of their teens, fired with
energy and idealism.

The seventies have been characterized, in
American music, as a time of retrenchment and
retreat. The music was given back to the commer-
cial interests, the corporate successors to Tin Pan
Alley. The rebellious teens settled down, got re-
spectable, married, and had 2.5 children. The
growth ended. It was replaced with job security.

The original diversity of the various streams that
were brought together in rock became instead a
series of fads and fashions, coexisting comfortably,
coming and going with waxing and waning record
sales (a huge industry). The forward movement
had halted. Growth ceased.

But not so, elsewhere. Elsewhere, there was
King Crimson.

King Crimson never received any respect from
the American rock press, which by then licked the
soles of Clive Davis's boots twice daily. Yet King
Crimson was what everything in the sixties had
pointed to.

In the music of King Crimson—especially the
original band—every musical tributary of the main-
stream of rock was captured and effectively assim-
ilated, from simple acoustic-guitar melodies to the
long coda of “Hey Jude* and the raw power-chords
of the Who. King Crimson had delicate beauty and
thrashing, heavy ugliness; pop songs (“Ladies of
the Road” on Islands) and free jazz (“Cat Food,”
“Groon”—a rare single). King Crimson understood
contrast. the importance of juxtaposing moods and
dynamics. King Crimson’s ambition was unlimited:
it was conceivable that they could (or maybe even
had) come up with something on the level of a Bach
or a Beethoven, something that might endure be-
yond the times that brought it forth. This was rock
for adults. Tt didn’t negate the primary values that
teenaged rock was built upon—it just added to
them. It was music for both the head and the body,
music that you felt in a direct way, but music that
also challenged your intellectual processes and en-
couraged you to think. What more can anybody ask
of any music?

The short (five years) history of Crimson reca-
pitulates the history of classical music in a curious
way. Early Crimson music (the first four albums:
In the Court of the Crimson King; In the Wake of
Poseidon; Lizard; Islands) is storytelling music,
what is called in classical circles “programmatic
music.” It can be thought of as the soundtrack to an
unheard (or partly heard through lyrics) narration.
The resemblance to music like “Night on Bare
Mountain” is marked.

The final three studio albums (Lark’s Tongue in
Aspic; Starless and Bible Black; Red) were made
by a band almost wholly different (save for Robert
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Fripp, whose musical growth Crimson most obvi-
ously reflects) and contain non-storytelling music
(despite occasional lyrics), for which the classical
term is “abstract.” This is essentially music that
exists purely for its own benefit and not for any
external purpose such as storytelling, dancing, or
what-have-you.

Music on this level is potentially the highest art
and also the hardest to accomplish well, since it has
no crutches (such as an intriguing story line or a
catchily danceable beat) to give it support. It stands
or falls on its own terms and alone. When it stands,
it does so magnificently, crowningly. There can be
nothing better. When it fails, we are embarrassed
for it and walk quickly away.

Very little rock has ever aspired to such levels.
Most of what did try failed—and was unfailingly
jeered by rock critics who seemed as affronted by
the attempt as by the failure. Thus, alone of all the
musical “trends” of seventies rock, progressive
rock (which is to say ambitious rock, rock that tried
to keep on growing) has been slagged in the rock
press with terms like ‘““‘pomp rock’ (for
“pompous”), its ambitions openly sneered at. It is
as though the rock establishment said, “Rock is for
immature people, and that’s the way we want to
keepit!”

For the most part, King Crimson succeeded. Its
failures were those of repetition (of past suc-
cesses, of vocabulary); they were curbed by
Fripp’s restructuring of the band and its music in
midstream and his decision in 1974 to kill the band
in favor of solo work (and a temporary exile from
music).

Nothing has gone beyond King Crimson since
1974, for reasons that elude me. But while
Crimson was ignored in this country (by the press;
its fans are still loyal), its music was enormously
influential in Europe.

You know, Americans are reverse snobs about
classical music. Among most people in this country
an admitted liking for classical music is anathema; it
makes you a “sissy” and an egghead. Perhaps be-
cause our musical traditions in this country date
back less than one hundred years (and were bor-
rowed whole from Europe and Africa), our musical
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tastes are populist and determinedly lowbrow.

In Europe this is not true. The classical tradition
is alive and breathing throughout European culture;
it is absorbed subliminally there as it is not here.

Classical music represents the evolution of musi-
cal thought over a period of more than four cen-
turies. Like all music, classical music started out as
dance music (surprise!) and entertainment, albeit
for different times and classes. Nearly every
evolved tradition and form in classical music exists
as an answer to a problem, and those problems are
universal in abstract music. One of the simplest,
for example, is: how can we structure pieces that
are more than a few minutes long?

The easiest answer—and the first to be dis-
covered—is repetition. You want to take a three-
minute song and make it six minutes long? Do it
twice.

The next-easiest answer is to make up the long
song (or piece) out of several short songs. When
Duke Ellington started writing the first extended
jazz compositions (at a time when the usual limit of
a record side was three or four minutes; the longer
pieces had to be recorded as “part one” and “part
two” or reserved for concert performances) that
was his solution. Later, he created “suites” made
up of as many as five distinct songs. His genuinely
extended works had to wait for the LP record.

Yet a more complex solution was the “theme and
variation,” in which the initial melodic line (or song)
is treated to a variety of tricks, such as inversion
and repetition as a fugue.

My point is that in classical music all these solu-
tions have been discovered and explored—to the
point that in the twentieth century classical music
had to abandon traditional melodic concepts al-
together for the pure abstractions of serialism, ran-
domity, or mathematics.

Inevitably, anyone who follows the same explo-
rations will discover the same territory. Thus,
when rockers began looking for extended forms
the classical solutions were there, ready and wait-
ing. Groups like Yes became well known for follow-
ing this route, and it’s significant that not one im-
portant progressive group came from the United
States—they all came from European culture,

where classical solutions are nothing to be ashamed
of. (The one American exception is Frank Zappa's
music, which intermittently reflects his love for
modern composers like Varese, although to a
lesser extent these days than ten years ago,
unfortunately.)

In Italy, where opera was born and whence we
inherited our entire system of musical notation,
along with nearly all the classical musical terms,
progressive rock immediately took root. King
Crimson was an enormous influence on Italian
bands all through the seventies, and the better than
fifty separate bands (most of whom recorded only
one album) made their own brand of music based
on Crimson, Van Der Graaf Generator, Yes, and
Genesis. Much was derivative, but all of it was
imbued with melodic freshness and a soaring ambi-
tion to marry rock to the musical traditions of Italy.

In the mid and late seventies it was possible to
find many Italian albums in the rock-imports bins.
Premiata Forneria Marconi (PFM) was the best-
known, with several domestic releases here, but
there were scores of others: Le Orme, Osanna,
RDM, Goblin, Banco (del Mutuo Succorso), Aqua
Fragile, Balletto di Bronzo, Arti & Mestieri,
Blocco Mentale, Cervello, Capsicum Red, Corte
Dei Miracoli, Formula 3, Il Volo, Jumbo, Latte e
Miele, Reale Accademia di Musica, Semiramis,
Picchio dal Pozzo, Sensations’ Fix, New Trolls
—the list goes on and on. Now, if you can find
albums by any of these groups, snap them up be-
cause soon they’ll be gone for good. The political
and economic climate in Italy soured in 1976, and
few bands have survived beyond that year.

The Germans built upon Stockhausen’s intel-
lectually arid electronic and randomity experiments
of the fifties and upon the psychedelic music of the
Grateful Dead and early Pink Floyd, coming up
with groups like Can, Cluster, Neu, Amon Duul II,
Kraftwerk, Tangerine Dream, and Faust. The
trend by the end of the seventies was largely away
from electronics toward a warmer, more melodic-
based and rock-oriented music, exemplified by
Sahara and Hoelderlin.

In France, jazz has always held sway, and
France—after clasping to its breast the corpse of
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twenties jazz until the stench was overpowering—
went for post-Ornette Coleman jazz in a big way.
For that reason France has been very active in
jazz-rock fusion (through groups like Magma),
disco (where France is second only to Germany, if
to any), and other musical streams. But groups like
Space Art, Pulsar, Treponum Pal, and Shylock,
among others, have demonstrated French affinity
for progressive rock in its various manifestations.

Europe has produced a great deal of music that
built upon the growth of the sixties. The growth
didn’t stop in the seventies in Europe.

The eighties promise a lot of changes. The new
wave, which had its genesis in the early Roxy
Music of 1971-72, in the back-to-the-roots prim-
itivism of punk rock, and in the electronics revolu-
tion in musical instruments, may well assimilate
everything (including progressive rock) within its
diverse boundaries. Indeed, as new-wavers keep
growing it would seem inevitable that they reinvent
progressive rock in their own terms. The present
ferment in music can only be compared with that of
the sixties.

There is, however, one important distinction to
be made. The original wave of progressive rock
reflected what I consider to be an essentially ro-
mantic temperament. (This may be another reason
that some rejected it.) The new wave reflects an
antiromantic cynicism—an “ashcan school” realism
almost directly opposed to romanticism.

“Romanticism” means “emotionalism.” Certainly
emotionalism can lead to excesses, and has. Nor is
new-wave music (most of it, anyway) unemotional.
But I sense a hesitancy among new-wavers to ex-
press emotion outside one narrow area: that of
hostility, bitterness, and anger. They may make
sense for people brought up in the English urban
working class; it makes less sense for suburban
middle America, where life is much less meart.

My Perfect Music is not crippled emotionally—it
is whole, and expresses the whole of human emo-
tion. I've been waiting since 1974 to hear it ex-
pressed again as perfectly as it was by King
Crimson. I'm afraid I may have a long wait ahead.
Dr. Progresso is a popular Washington, D.C.—-area
disc jockey and columnist. /]

COMIX by Jay Kinney

continued from page 6

land, a country the size of New York State, has no
fewer than four weekly papers devoted to pop
music, with combined readership in the millions.
The British devotion to rock is staggering.)

Savage Pencil's “Zoo” is a free-for-all com-
mentary on superstars, fans, managers, groupies,
and fads—all portrayed with an ever changing me-
nagerie of animals. Why animals?

“I think animals have a lot of expression. . .much
more expression than human beings have. Drawing
human beings can be very tedious. There’s more
silly animals in the world that you can associate
with people—Ilike this really big pop star [who] re-
sembles a chipmunk. . .”

“Zoo"” has been running in Sounds since
February 1977, the heyday of Punk. Because the
strip pokes fun at the ongoing idiosyncrasies of
rock culture, Savage has to keep an ear to the
ground as much as any rock journalist.

“I have to go check out everything. . .I have to
go buy the damn rotten album and go take a listen
to it. . .and figure out exactly what’s going on, be-
cause it's stupid being ignorant about it, because
then you're like Mr. Newspaperman. He draws
that stuff every week and he doesn’t know what
the hell he’s talking about.

“You've got to really understand what it's about
and read interviews. . .get some idea of how the
character goes—then smack them in the face—it’s
only then that you can lambaste them.”

“Zoo” is drawn with a quavery rapidograph line
that helps bring out the grotesque in Savage’s char-
acters. It’s a style that seems to capture the quirky
rhythms and ironic moods of new wave amazingly
well. Who are his influences?

“Big Daddy Roth was an influence because I was
just a teenager then, making all those model kits,
and lusting after those Ratfink things. And early Cal
Schenkel things—I used to go, ‘Wow, this is great
stuff, this dog playing this guitar!” ” Savage insists
that the biggest influence on his life was Schenkel’s
Ruben and the Jets cover art for Zappa and the
Mothers.

Not long after he first started satirizing rock in
comics, Savage Pencil also began playing it. His
first band was the Art Attacks, a raucous Punk
group with a sense of humor. Their posthumous
single (on Fresh) issued last year—“Rat City” b/w
“Punk Rock Stars” —sounds like a “Zoo” strip set
to music. J. D. Haney, the Art Attacks’ drummer,
has since gone on to play in the Monochrome Set,
one of the best new-wave groups in England.

Savage Pencil’s current group is called the
Tagmemics.

“It [means] the science of language . . .linguis-
tics. It’s just a word I found when I was doing this
paste-up job. I was thinking day and night that it
was meant for a poem, but I couldn’t think of one.
It was getting me really pissed off, so I decided I'd
call the band that.”

The Tagmemics have a three-song 45 out on
Index Records (Box 944, Los Angeles, CA 90028).
The music is considerably more sophisticated than
that of the old Art Attacks, while Edwin’s lyrics are
as comic as ever. One song, “(Do the) Big Baby,”
begins:

In every playpen across the land

Take your sibling by the hand

Shake your rattle and kick out the prams
And do the big baby!

The 45’s picture sleeve is designed by Gary
Panter, the LA cartoonist who has done several
recent Zappa LP covers. Panter was recently in
the Ralph Records recording studios working on
his own 45. Could this be a trend?

Savage Pencil lives just up the road from
Camden Town in London, the neighborhood that
has spawned the rising ska group Madness. Two
hours away by train is Birmingham, the British ans-
wer to Detroit. B’ham is the home of the Beat,
another great ska-'n’-rock group with a new album
out on Go Feet/Arista. Staff artist for the Beat (not
to be confused with the California group of the
same name) is Hunt Emerson.

Hunt spent the latter half of the seventies in the
lonely role of the U.K.’s best underground cartoon-
ist. England has never had a strong comics tradi-
tion—the boys’ weeklies such as Beano feature a
“Ho ho, lads!” brand of comics that seems to be the
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general state of the art—and drawing alternative
comics for adults is definitely an uphill battle there.

For several years Hunt and a few close friends
ran Ar:Zak, their own underground press, and pub-
lished an impressive string of books including
Streetcomix, Moon Comix, Committed Comics,
Heroine Comics, and others. However, as always
with these things, distribution was poor and the
audience small. Hunt came out of the experience
pretty discouraged. During 1978 and 1979 he car-
toonedfor Melody Maker, one of Sounds’s
competitors. He specialized in comic illustrations
for music articles and caricatures of rock stars.
Currently, most of his energy has been going into
ad art, illustrations for Radio Times (the BBC
weekly), various motorcycle magazines, and all the
design work for the Beat.

In these days of international mass-marketing,
pop groups have a natural tendency to come on like
multinational corporations, complete with a group
“look” and trademark. Whether it's Blue Oyster
Cult’s hooked cross, the Grateful Dead skull, or
Cheap Trick’s typewritten name, the effect is
amazingly similar—a simple eye-catching logo that
immediately identifies the group and its fans.

The ska trend, which has taken England by
storm, has had its own black-and-white style that
many of the rising groups have done their best to
plug into. The Specials’ Two-Tone Records with
their checkerboards and “Two-Tone Man” in
shades and narrow tie is the best-known. For the
Beat, Hunt designed the “Beat Girl,” a beehived
honey based on a photo of a sixties Jamaican teen
dancing to the music of ska pioneer Prince Buster.

The Beat's posters, buttons, postcards, and re-
cord jackets, by Hunt, all smack of a stark fifties
kitsch aesthetic—a hard-edged, angular look that
suits the group’s jumpy ska beat. This work con-
trasts with Hunt's cartooning style, which is the
epitome of fluid brushwork. He likes working with
the Beat precisely because it gives him a “chance
to experiment.”

Whether designing or cartooning, Hunt, like
Savage Pencil, has found it essential to keep up
with the lastest developments in the music biz.

“I read the gossip columns in the rock press and
check out the charts. . .you know, the scam...,”
Hunt smiles. But, ironically, he's generally found
that there’s something about cartooning that runs
at cross-purposes to being a loyal rock fan.

“It takes so long to do a comic strip—three or
four nights—that it’s hard to be out there on the
scene, which you need to be in order to do a good
comic about rock!”

For now, both Hunt and Edwin seem to be doing
a good job of juggling that contradiction, but one
suspects that in due time they’ll shift their attention
to other facets of popular culture. Already Edwin
admits to a certain burn-out factor.

“] started off doing it loving rock 'n’ roll and
loving comics just as much, but as it’s gotten on I
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find that I love comics more now. The rock-"n"-roll
part of it is sort of like fading away, because I'm
getting more and more bored with what’s happen-
ing. There’s some interesting things going on, but
now I've become some sort of recluse, and I just
listen to old sixties stuff, old weird Ella Fitzgerald
albums!”

For his part, Hunt has just finished his own forty-
eight-page comic called Thunder Dogs, to be pub-
lished later this year by Rip Off Press in the U.S.
It’s a hilarious transdimensional strip in the slap-
stick tradition of “Black and Blue Hawks” by Wally
Wood in the old Mad Comics. And you know,
there’s not the tiniest trace of rock or ska (or even
old 78s) in it!

Back home in San Francisco I continued to mull
over the Rock/Comics question. Early under-
ground comics were closely associated with the
S.F. rock scene, to be sure, but I'd covered that in
previous columns. Talking with Hunt and Savage
Pencil had provided some insight into the reasons
there aren’t more cartoons a@bout rock in the world.
But there was still a roughly formulated notion
somewhere in my brain I couldn’t quite put my
finger on, something about the resemblance be-
tween comics and rock themselves.

One has to tread carefully here because, obvi-
ously, the two fields are so variegated that no
generalization will hold for all. Granting that, how-
ever, there do seem to be some strange links be-
tween the rock industry and, say, superhero
COmics.

The recent phenomenon of musician as super-
star is nothing so much as the lifting of the super-
hero myth from the realm of comics into popular
music. The rock star can drink, smoke, snort, play,
fuck, and destroy hotel rooms much better and
longer than mere mortals can. The bombast of
Queen singing “We Are the Masters” or AC/DC
plowing through “Highway to Hell” is pure Stan
Lee. . .almost. What's different is the comic hero’s
moral stand as defender of law 'n’ order, while the
rock star’s task is the celebration of hedonistic
chaos and the obliteration of parental authority.

The villains in comics have always been more
interesting than their do-gooder foils anyway
—something that Kiss clearly kept in mind when
they concocted their act.

What's wrong with such rock stars is not that
they are tools of the devil, as your neighborhood
Jesus freak would contend, but that the “star” con-
cept itself is a self-serving lie perpetuated by the
rock industry with the goal of convincing you that
they're selling something you need, that only they
can provide. Indeed, the record companies are so
geared up for hyping a few selected icons that
there is little place for new musicians with more
modest goals (such as simply making good music).

Well, perhaps I'm overstating the case (though
the local Top 20 AM station’s insistence on prog-
ramming three-year-old Eagles’ songs hourly, as if
they were still current, suggests otherwise). If you
want to pursue this chain of thought further, I
highly recommend Geoffrey Stokes's book Star-
making Machinery (Vintage paperback, $3.95) for a
demythologizing look behind the scenes.

Other Rock/Comics similarities suggest them-
selves—most significantly the reliance of both
upon exaggerated emotions and stylistic flash
—the Corben-Meat Loaf nexus. And then, in cer-
tain circles, there's the absurdist connection
—Zippy the Pinhead as the fifth Ramone. Both
rock and comic art have an impressive capacity for
transcendent stupidity.

In the end, though, as I read my Star Wars
comic, listen to the Kinks singing “Superman,” go
to the Popeye movie, and drink from my Mickey
Mouse shot glass, I'm struck by the fact that rock
and comics and movies and TV and bedsheets are
all being woven into a multiarmed straitjacket that

threatens to limit our choices drastically. To switch
metaphors, it seems as if a series of marketing
steamrollers are flattening the cultural landscape,
until, I can see it all now, there will be the comic
about the rock group in the movie!
As the Talking Heads sing:
“Everyone is trying to get to the bar.
The name of the bar, the bar is called
Heaven.
The band in heaven plays my favorite song.
They play it once again, they play it all night
long.”*

*From “Heaven,” by the Talking Heads, © 1979
Index Music/Bleu Disque Music Co., Inc.
(ASCAP)
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On the other hand, as if to contradict my
doomsaying, items like the following keep bopping
into my mailbox.

Yikes #4 is a highly entertaining comic. . .so
entertaining, in fact, that [ read all the way through
its thirty-six pages before I realized that it was a
theme book—about “funny food,” no less. George
Erling, who edited the comic and drew over half of
it, has a lively, animated style that seems to gen-
erate laughs no matter what the situation. Plus he
draws the cutest little pint-sized women I've seen
since Bode. Hunt Emerson has four pages of
“Large Cow Comix,” while Greg Spagnola has a
mysteriously unsigned two-page lion-and-lamb
strip with a twist ending. The rest of the book is
short stuff by a variety of folks. The back cover by
Joel Milke (with bizarre color by Romero) is a
hilarious combination of Southern California fast-
food and new-wave styling. (And why don’t we see
more by Milke around?Get on it, Joel!) (Yikes #4
is $1.50 postpaid from Everyman Studios, 432
South Cascade, Colorado Springs, CO 80903.)
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Um, actually I'm here
to see your husband
about some commercial
work.

-~F

SF by Steve Brown

continued from page 6

deserted subway platform, his Walden Pond;
and he has just written a novel called City Come
A-Walkin'.

The book begins on an average night at the
Club Anesthesia in a near-future San Francisco.
Catz Wailen and her band are pounding out their
angst rock onstage. The patrons are raising hell
and throwing rubber beer bottles at each other.
Huddled groups are organizing unpleasant sce-
narios in dark corners. Stuart Cole, the own-
er/bartender, is wondering where he’s going to
find another bouncer—the one he has is “. . . al-
ready overworked, the poor fellow’s knuckles
bruised.” Then San Francisco walks in. The lit-
eral embodiment of the city-made-flesh:

“...that’s no one person. Don’t you
understand that? That's the city. Itself.
The sleeping part, awake and dreaming
corporeally, slutterkid. Y'’know? It's the
gestalt of the whole place, this whole
fuckin’ city, rolled up in one man. Some-
times the world takes the shape of gods
and those gods take the form of men.
Sometimes. This time. That’s a whole
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And so, during the worst crisis
the garment industry had ever
known,I arrived in New York City.

mae

lay helpless in the grip of
polyester...

Oh--I just assumed...Well,
we're having a party tonight--=
why don't you come back then? i

city, that man, and I don’t mean that met-
aphorically.”

The man-shape being called City manifests dif-
ferently to different people—as a pimp, a bank-
er, a cop, a wino, an ad executive, a hooker—
but retains one physical constant: wraparound
mirror shades with stems that “reached a half-
inch behind the frames and there sank into his
temples, fusing seamlessly into skin and bone.
The frames for the opaque lenses reached to
meld with the skin over the eye-sockets. . .the
mirror shades were part of his skull.”

Society is becoming increasingly decentral-
ized. Money is almost wholly electronic (a hand-
out to a street bum consists of transferring a
buck from one card to another). The prolifera-
tion of home-terminal technology has just
reached the point where it is unnecessary to
leave the house to go to work, or even to live
within a thousand miles of the office. Cities are
becoming obsolete as their citizens spread
across the empty land between them. This slow
death by attrition has awakened the unconscious
of San Francisco, forcing it to manifest itself so
that it may take steps to insure its survival.

Stu Cole is a soft, reasonable man who wants
nothing more than to run his club in peace. But

Cotton had risen 1,000%; business

_‘_“‘ ls

© 1980 Rod Kierkegaard, Jr.

Stretch nylons are tight
right now, but I might have

B8l some thing for you in impreg-
'@y nated polyguards...

pnsjifl I
Everyone in
New York was
waiting to be
discovered--

Aisn

City has arbitrarily enlisted him in its service,
and Cole has no choice; he talks himself into
believing that he is acting out of free will. City is
as concerned with the welfare of individuals as
you are with the feelings of a symbiotic bacteri-
um in your intestine.

The book passes rapidly in a sputtering series
of events that ram into each other with angular
intensity. A Clash Album performed on paper.
City weaves a logical, ice-cold, and Jim Jonesian
spell around Stu Cole. He and Catz become
drawn into events they don’t understand: City’s
sentient pawns. They drag citizens from their
houses to confront them with their degraded
children. They infiltrate vigilante groups, get
shot at, beaten, and tortured. And Stu Cole
kills—an act that almost destroys him. Dancing
to the strings between City’s granite fingers.

Several parallel plot lines merge, split, and
helix, culminating in a bizarre ending that joins
hard-edged realism’ with a true urban spiritual-
ity. There are the vigilante groups determined
to stop the angst-rock music and the culture it
has birthed (an extreme version of today’s punk
posturings). There is the electronic money, con-
trol of which has passed into the hands of or-
ganized crime, which thus rules society. There



are City’sown motives in preserving its existence
in the face of its dwindling population (you may
not be aware of, or care about, your intestinal
bacteria, but you need them).

And there is the flowering of a fragile love
between Stu Cole and Catz Wailen; between a
pleasant sheep of a man and a razor-edged rock
singer. Catz has known Cole for years, and
theirs is a comfortable, nonsexual relationship.
As Cole becomes ensnarled in City's dark plot-
tings, Catz’s feelings for him gradually enlarge
into a poignant, forgiving love:

“Look, don’t—I mean, I can't—I'm,
ubts %
“Shit city. You've got a couple of love
handles and a pot belly. Big deal. I like my
men soft, anyway. They're gentler.
Look, I see your fears, Stu. Stop trying
to hide from me.”

City is an implacable deus ex machina. The
manifestations of City are that of a true modern
supernatural power: it dispatches driverless
cabs; it alters the programming of computer-
driven construction machinery; it causes pipes
to erupt from the street to stop a bus; and:

Streetlamps snapped down like slapped
rulers, blocking the way. Six vigilantes
ran in panic. Two were stopped by metal
talons raking through the asphalt. . . thick

--s0 Quintana was going to
have to make a big im-
pression.

Inside, blond
wood bottoms
restlessly prowled
the Berber-yarn
flat-pile car-
peting--

utility pipes, crushing them instantly.

Shirley’s prose is potent, strident, often awk-
ward, and perfectly suited to the mood of his
story. Between the words can be heard the
crazed sprung rhythms and tightly focused rest-
less energy of the darkest of today’s urban rock
(which leads to a minor complaint: the book
shouldn’t be set in the future. The denizens of
the alleys and the unheard sound of the music
that permeates every sentence is pure 1980).
The sentences blare and honk; the images are
bright and filled with the gaudy night-lights of a

masochistically under lash of bass and
drum beat beat beat, moving in a bizarre
choreography that was at once spontane-
ous as a whipsnap and elegantly con-
trived. ..The Computer sensed, at that
climactic moment in the surge of the
song, that it was time for the holography;
the laser rapiers split, refracted, suf-
fused, and formed shapes like wcod turn-
ing on a lathe . . .and the roaring, cheering
crowd, whose mesmerized faces were
upturned like tossing waves before a

neon porn district.

Like some great beached dragon, the
crowd moved in one body, in reptilian rip-
ples, one multicelled massiveness writh-
ing under the demanding message of the
rock 'n’ roll medium, its piebald hide—fif-
ty thousand faces blurred one into the
next—vibrant with life as it fed off the
prodigious amplification storming rhyth-
mically from the band.

The players were costumed as gnostic
holy men, initiate magicians and alche-
mists, in arcanely figured robes of red
and black and silver. But the lead singer
wore only a burlap loincloth, his cat eyes
(pupil-slit green contact lenses) gleamed
with alien intelligence. He wriggled

But when we arrived at the party,
I realized that, naively, I'd
dressed her in last summer's
nylon/satin tricot.

barrel heels,

anger, and greed.,

--seeking out peppery, potent
their raw seams
trimmed with the colors of envy,

storm, beheld a beast as big as a naval
destroyer. It was a freakish, subhuman
thing, a six-legged man who crawled on
its armor-striated belly like an arachnid,
its huge misshapen head flashing with six
eyes, its lipless mouth opening to reveal
the bars of a city jail from which prisoners
peered with hollow eyes...the band
thundered on like a phalanx of armored
tanks grinding across a battlefield.

City’s struggles for its continued existence
are surreal in the original sense: impossible
images that metaphorically relate a very con-
crete truth. John Shirley has created a modern
archetype that will be instantly familiar to any
city dweller. If you live in a big city. . if you find
yourself walking alone through manhcle steam

Luckily,

others had made the
same mistake, and the prevail-
ing mood vacillated toward
pastel mints.

Obeying the same jungle
instinct, a procession of
patent leather pumped
themselves at Quintana.

Hi. Don't you prefer
the Blue Nun to the
Chateau d'Yquem?
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Cooled by the lightest touch of
cotton lisle,

Next year I'll be I turned to find

fixing jeeps--
guaranteed!

Well, why don't you
ask me to dance?

the hostess.

ruggedly durable acrylic dance
floor--

down snakebelly streets at 4:00 A.M. ... if you
have ever heard the yeasting life, felt the gestalt
essence of the single organism that is a city. . . if
you feel at home in an anthill throng of haute
couture pimps, vomiting bums, blank-faced bu-
reaucrats, gesticulating crazies, the whole mad
fermenting hive of a city—then this crude
sledgehammer of a book will talk to you.

John Shirley has lived in the center of a self-
created cyclone since he was kicked out of high
school, days before graduation, for writing and
disseminating a seditious newspaper (not to
mention locking a teacher in a closet). Notoriety
accumulates around him as inevitably and as nat-
urally as mold on bread.

At the 1972 Clarion SF Writers Workshop, he
etched himself indelibly into the minds of in-
structors and students alike. While others were
writing quiet parables and reworking ancient SF
themes, John Shirley was creating mad, disturb-
ing images that defied analysis—locomotives
traveling precise arcs across a solid sky over a
bone-strewn landscape.

In the ensuing eight years, he has skittered up
and down the West Coast, taking a huge, de-
mented joy in his psychosexual explorations. He
worked when necessary: everything from a
typist for hire to a professional club dancer (his
spastic dancing—like that of a rabid wolverine
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with its teeth sunk in a power line—is legend-
ary). Somehow, in the destructured life-style he
revels in, he has found the time to write and sell
six novels, a score of short stories, and uncount-
able articles and columns that have the under-
lying characteristic of generating outraged let-
ters of protest.

Three of those novels have been published.
The first, Transmaniacon, is clumsy and riddled
with naive characterizations, but infused with
electric mania for imagery rarely seen outside of
poetry. It is, perhaps, the narrative equivalent
of a Druillet or Giger. His second is a chiaros-
curo of horror, with the deceptively pulpish title
Dracula in Love, wherein he brings into focus
the sexual implications that are the necessary,
but unspoken, component of the timeless power
of the legend of that inimitable Transylvanian
nobleman:

With a single motion Dracula unzipped
and that which had been waiting coiled at
his thigh, filled itself with blood, the blood
Dracula had just stolen, and stiffened it-
self as hard and curved and dark as the
horn of a water buffalo. The girl
screamed at the sight of it.

The boy on his knees exclaimed, “It's
got eyes. And it moved. By itself!”

The thing that inhabited Dracula’s

Two white strap marks trailed
out of hair the color of her
white rum martini to plunge
headlong into an eggshell
frock.

--by the constellation of tiny
freckles on her chest...

crotch pulsed warmth into him, which
clashed deliciously with the icy chill of
stolen blood freezing his spine, and his
need rose to a peak of desperation. Sob-
bing, the girl crumpled, fell on her back,
and Dracula fell heavily upon her and the
_ predatory spirit that lived in his organ
ripped through her clothes and entered
her in one cobralike strike.

Forthcoming will be a book entitled The Ex-
ploded Heart, an expanded version of “What He
Wanted” (Amazing, November 1975) that prom-
ises to be a true fusion of SF and rock. It con-
cerns the life and strange death of a rock vio-
linist of vast charismatic power.

In the late-middle seventies, John Shirley re-
turned to Portland, Oregon, from a stint in the
Coast Guard (after a few months of his pres-
ence, the Coast Guard threw up their collective
hands in horror and politely invited him out—he
insists it was because of an impassioned sev-
en-page letter he wrote his commanding offi-
cer), lost, hungry, his mind bubbling over with
prose that boiled out of him faster than he could
put it down on paper.

Then came the beginnings of punk, with its
sneering repudiation of the processed-cheese
product that had become the staple of the rock
industry. Punk was a godsend for John Shirley.



The times had caught up with him. He sank him-
self into the scene, singing his own music in
front of seven different bands.

Shirley is well over six feet tall, built like a
twisted coat hanger jammed into a light socket,
and topped with a shock of spikey blond hair. He
is a riveting presence onstage, gyrating like a
palsied demon to his provocative songs (“Sex-
Change Bitch,” “God Is Dead and I Want His
Job”), coaxing his audience into direct confron-
tations. One New Year’s Eve he performed in a
sweaty church basement to a shouting, trendily
hostile mob that embraced the nihilism of his
lyrics—completely overlooking the ever present
humor. They threw a Christmas tree at him; he
caught it and proceeded to straddle it, humping
it on beat, thrusting his hips, slamming into
needled branches. By the final song, the fren-
zied crowd was throwing other things, big
things—folding chairs—at the singer, who
caught them and threw them back without ever
missing that all-important beat. The crowd
never understood the joke.

Soon his concerts—rock, like nails being driv-
en into oak, intermixed with shouted, delirious
readings of his poetry and short stories (rock
without instruments)—became a local sensa-
tion. Crowds came to jeer (Portland is a blue-
grass town) but stayed to watch in morbid fasci-

Onstage,

the band was ending.its
with the ritual guitar-smashing.

nation—this skinny apparition clutching white-
knuckled at his mike, howling his underbrain
imagery into the darkness.

Now he is starving in his natural habitat—New
York—scuttling down the streets, cataloging its
denizens, working with some new musicians,
and writing.

Shirley’s fiction is soaked, steeped in rock
mythos, attitudes, and emotions—whether or
not it contains any overt rock images. He is con-
vinced that “SF and rock come from separate
poles and meet at the equator”—and is devoting
his career to proving this:

Some of us see hope in new modes of
awareness, chemical enhancement of the
senses and of the capacity to monitor the
world—and in the electronic-organic in-
terface. People like John Foxx, Fripp,
Eno, and Nash the Slash are increasingly
integrated with their equipment. But
rockers have always thought of their in-
struments as extensions of their physical
beings. That’s why an electric guitar’s
note is so like a human cry. It’s a shriek in
the darkness. Patti Smith claims it's a
new language analogous to the mythical
language that united men and beasts prior
to the fall of the Tower of Babel. The
Rock Wail is a universal language, elec-

They were followed by
a blind saxophonist--

set

tronic amplification of emotion, audio tel-
epathy.

He speaks of the “rock overmind,” a concept
that crops up time and again in his fiction, from
the personified City in City Come A-Walkin’ to
the concert crowds in The Exploded Heart—
crowds that the author sees as a single, mil-
lion-tentacled organism, with consciousnesses
of their own, separate from the individual minds
in the crowd:

I explore the group mind that arises at
rock performances where thousands of
people fix their attention on the cyno-
sure, the performer, and where they not
only hear his notes simultaneously—
notes that are electronically amplified dis-
crete emotional moments—they also feel
each note physically. This, and the trance
of physical involvement with the music,
the metabolic communion with the Beat,
makes possible a group mind of remarka-
ble unity. On some level the audience is
aware of this—they sense interpersonal
electricities tugging at them, and they
see in this an intimation of a new order of
social being.

Shirley’s lyrics, poems, and stories are filled
with rage, pain, imagery from that atavistic part
of the brain that squats at the top of the spinal

--who accompanied himself on
prepared tapes and rhythm
machines.

--while he played, fragile
and white, under a single
naked spotlight.

I closed my eyes and for a moment was flooded with

of shattered glass--

fragments of memory as sharp and painful as bits
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God--that
was boring!

I realized that Quintana's so-
cial circuits had begun to
disintegrate. It was my fault--
I'd programmed her entirely
from the TV set.

cord—but always leavened with a sly, bloody
humor. His most characteristic facial expression
isn’t a sneer but a wide grin heralding the begin-
nings of a full-throated laugh. His fascination
with the darker side of human nature is that of a
man enthralled with the humor that lies at the
root of all humanity’s activities. Astute Heavy
Metal readers might have noticed the sardonic
wit iaced into the horror of his script for “Into
the Breach,” published last issue.

The fascinated hilarity with which he views
the most painful foibles of the human race (his
own as well as those of others) is perhaps best
illustrated with this passage from a letter:

I was standing on a street corner
across from a block full of derelict build-
ings. It was late at night, the street was
slick as a tongue with rain, and empty as
the yearning palate of a thirsty wino,
which is no frivolous simile, as it turns
out... Because—the building defecated
winos. | was gazing with my usual studied
detachment at the broken-down build-

ings—they were as old as the steam-car
and their sidewalks were littered with
trash and plaster fallen from rotting cor-
nices. The windows of one building were
boarded over. One of the windows at
ground floor was nailed over with card-
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I like thistle stem-
ware, myself. I'd have
gone with a hock wine
@ coblet, for instance,
instead of--

Are you OK, Quintana?
Would you like to go
home ?

board, the flaps of the cardboard overlap-
ping. As I watched, a man’s hand
emerged, groping, from between two of
the flaps. It was followed by another
hand, arms, a grisly matted head, shoul-
ders, an old man (or a young one, aged)
pressing out head-first—it’s important to
picture them coming out head-first—and
he pulled himself out by dragging himself
along the sidewalk with his raking fin-
gers, clanking through the trash as he
popped from the slats...crawled on
hands and knees clear of the trash. He
stood, shakily, and turned like a crazily
bent weathervane, sudden and awry, to
shout at the window what sounded like
COMUNGORYUHFUGGINSH
IDUNBASTUDUNSTOPYERT
GUXCDNERNIPSLE! As if in reply to a
masterful invocation of an elemental, a
scruffy demiurge of the wine god pressed
lobsterhands and a blocky face out the
flaps, coming out head-first, dragging
along the ground, legs popping free last.
Now there were two, shouting at the
cardboard flaps. In response, a third der-
elict struggled into the crepuscular
venue, upperparts out first—it was like a
grotesque birth, as if the derelict building

I love a hot

Roger, I love you-
but you're fired.

was distilling essence of itself (all build-
ings are human exoskeletons, they're like
plaster casts over personality formats). A
fourth wino began to emerge, more tubby
and tubular than the others, and dirtier—
the building defecated him. He was pot-
bellied, and stuck in the thick cardboard
flaps. The other three, laughing, stag-
gering, tried to pull their friend free, and
succeeded only in wedging him more in-
extricably, whereupon he yelled: FUCK-
INBASTUDSONSUBITCHBA
STUDS YUHKILLIN ME YUH KILLIN
ME FUCKINBASTUD SUNZABITCH
BASTUDS so loud heads turned three
blocks down. Finally—as the building
heaved a sigh of relief—the old coot
popped out, glop, onto the sidewalk. His
friends helped him to stand (though not
with the reverence with which they re-
trieved a wine bottle carefully set to one
side) and all four staggered off, howling
drunk and singing, the best of friends.

City Come A-Walkin’, by John Shirley, Dell,
June 1980, $1.95

Dracula in Love, by John Shirley, Zebra, August
1979, $1.95

Transmaniacon, by John Shirley, Zebra, January
1979, $1.95



FLIX by Bhob

continued from page 6

mers on the move—before he is eventually
brought before the “Worm Judge” for daring to
express his feelings. Finally, as cataclysmic
sounds erupted from the speakers and smoke
bombs were unleashed, this film screen/Wall of
society fragmented and collapsed.

In lashing together, as tight as a tick, these
various elements—concept album, hit single,
live music, theater, light show, film, TV pro-
mos, print advertising, package design—Pink
Floyd employed a visual flair that gave the music
world something to think about...the culmi-
nation of rock phantasmagorics launched by the
light shows of the sixties.

But then one recalls several other visual high-
lights in this group’s fourteen-year career,
dating back to their audio counterpoint for the
slow-motion exploding house in Antonioni’s
Zabriskie Point (1969). Some vivid footage,
synched with their “Atom Heart Mother” suite
and produced for PBS in the early seventies,
bore a remarkable resemblance to the trip se-
quence of 2001; those who were fortunate to
see this on PBS have never forgotten it. Pink
Floyd is also the ideal accompaniment for the

Excuse me--I think I see
somebody I know.

wait

Hey,
a minute!

lush cinematography of Nestor Almendros in
Barbet Schroeder’s films: the mystical jungle
journey to The Valley (1972); the heroin doom of
More (1969), set on Ibiza, with a sun-drenched
romanticism that makes it arguably the only film
to correctly capture the lure of a descent into
drugs. George Greenough’s Echos (1976), from
Australia, is twenty-two minutes of surfing to
Pink Floyd sounds. Independent British ani-
mator Ian Emes, “the hired brain of the music
business,” swung open his French Windows
(1973) to Pink Floyd, and his Timeless Films
company, in addition to doing BBC-TV program
titles and industrials, also is credited for the
visuals on Pink Floyd's Dark Side of the Moon
tour.

The movie Pink Floyd (aka Pink Floyd
Concert in cable airings), a 1971 French/Bel-
gian/West German coproduction, features some
of their memorable early numbers in a dazzle of
dissolves, split screens, crisp cuts edited to the
music, and humor (a canine vocal interlude when
the mike is held near a howling dog). Instead of
the now familiar, obligatory concert film shots of
audience mob hysteria, this feature stands apart
in its use of an unusual dramatic setting: the
bandstand was located in the middle of the de-
serted amphitheater in Pompeii.

a dream about
we were on an-
planet and--

Tulsa Snake Funk

Since Michael Wadleigh's Woodstock! (1970)
showed what could be accomplished with split
screens, sound mixing finesse, and extensive
camera coverage, there have been rock films
unspooling to infinity—usually with cliché cut-
ting from onstage footage to interviews. One
notable exeption is Les Blank’s brilliant A Poem
Is a Naked Person (1974), a penetrating mind-
style portrait of Leon Russell and his fellow
musicians in Oklahoma. The tunes are all-out
funkiness, and, in one scene, a snake slithering
on a mirror is fed a live chicken by someone who
says, “You're in good hands with All Snake.”
Although one critic labeled this “the best rock 'n’
roll film to date,” it received no commercial re-
lease—simply because Russell, who hired Blank
to make the documentary, didn’t like some of
the things he saw in the finished film.

(Since Lou, one or two HM columns over
from this one, has an encyclopedic head for this
stuff, I stop typing here to reach him via fast
fone call. “Fast” because neither you nor I
wants to see Lou miss another deadline—not if
he keeps on blasting out those typewriter power-
chords of his. And, yes, Lou lays it on me: even
more rare, even more difficult to see than the
blanked-out Blank film, is Cocksucker Blues, a

I followed
him out onto
the sidewalk
in the pink
glare of the
sodium vapor
lamps.

To Be Continued
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missioned by the Stones but so potent they
shelved it.)

More and more musicians are now becoming
directly involved in the realization of their own
visuals. Eno has been experimenting with his
‘‘ambient video” concepts displayed at La
Guardia Airport. Near Woodstock, New York, in
Bearsville, Todd Rundgren has built a $1 million
studio, Utopia Video, to create video for his con-
cert tours, in addition to producing a major video
work (using models and four different types of
synthesizers) based on Holst's The Planets as
interpreted by the Japanese “music of sound”
creator Tomita.

The concert films and the multimillion-dollar
rock-vaganzas (of which there are dozens in the
planning stages or awaiting release) have usually
seemed to me less engaging than the “illustrated
song” mini films/tapes: the three-and-a-half-
minute animated Fame, by Richard Jeffries/
Mark Kirkland, with views of the famous/in-
famous, set to the David Bowie song; Bowie
feverishly throwing records about in I Am the
DJ; Devo films by Chuck Statler (The Truth
about Devolution) and Bruce Conner
(Mongoloid); the post-Goon grotesqueries of
George Harrison’s Crackerbox Palace; Cat
Stevens’s own record-jacket illustration brought
to life in his charming Teaser and the Firecat
animation; the Doors’ Unknown Soldier film
(with interspliced Vietnam footage); the
McCartneys’ lively Coming Up (multi-image vid-
tape techniques by Keefco forming a band of two
different Lindas and ten different Pauls); the
aberrant images accompanying Ireland’s
Boomtown Rats in Rat Trap and their contro-
versial I Don’t Like Mondays (about seventeen-
year-old Brenda Spencer, imprisoned for killing
two, wounding nine, when she shot up a San
Diego elementary school, January 1979, be-
cause she didn’t like Mondays). True, many
such snippets are produced for promotional rea-
sons, but that doesn’t preclude the possibility of
creative input. And this type of material has a
rich history: the theatrical musical shorts of the
thirties and forties, the black-and-white movie
jukebox Soundies of the forties, and the color-
movie jukebox Scopitone films of the early
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One day, in the near future, you’ll no doubt be
able to own all the above items, and then you can
stand there, popping them in and out of your vid
unit in a stoned frenzy—just like Bowie tossing
those records around. Already, if you choose,
you can ease on down to your friendly neighbor-
hood vid-cassette dealer and pick up forty-five
minutes of Gary Numan concert excerpts and
promos, but so far there’s no audio/video dou-
ble play of the Silencers’ wacky ‘‘Baseball”
(Spirit Records) and hundreds of other tunes
we'd all like to see.

Rupert on the Run

Linda McCartney, who calls herself a “Disney
freak,” must have liked the way lan Emes vi-
sualized Pink Floyd in French Windows because
she too turned to Emes for The Oriental
Nightfish, four and a half minutes of animation
abstractly illustrating her song. For the four-
minute Seaside Woman (1980), Palme d’Or win-
ner at this year’'s Cannes Fest, she commis-
sioned animation from Oscar Grillo, a thirty-six-
year-old London-based Argentinian best-known
for his singing-sardine satires (starring Little
Richard/Supremes/Elvis-type fish vocalists) and
his colorful ‘“miniature Fantasia”’ shampoo
commercial.

More musical feature-length animation is also
waiting in the, er, wings: the McCartneys have
fourteen songs ready for a planned animated fea-
ture adaptation of Rupert Bear, the popular,
long-running British newspaper (Daily Express)
strip created in 1920 by cartoonist Mary
Tourtel. Yellow Submarine (1968) producer Al
Brodax, who never got his outré I Am the Devil
project out of the hellbox, is back in the saddle
again with Captain Fantastic & the Brown Dirt
Cowboy, an animated feature version of the
Elton John LP, with designs from the “idiosyn-
cratic vision” of England’s Aylesbury-born Alan
Aldridge, the well-known fantasy illustrator of
posters, record jackets, newspapers, mag-
azines, and books (The Penguin Book of Comics,
The Beatles Illustrated Lyrics).

Into the Vortex
With rock visuals taking such diverse forms

g P e S, T D O

I WASN'T SURE T
STILL HAD THIS.

tion, some might yearn for the kind of freedom,
spontaneity, and unpredictability evident when
rock light shows first illumed on the horizon.

The rock light shows of the sixties, emulating
the psychedelic experience, actually had their
origins in the fifties with the now legendary
Vortex Concerts (1957-59) at the Morrison Plan-
etarium in San Francisco’s Golden Gate Park.
The success of the Vortex Concerts can partially
be attributed to the spectacular facilities (500
seats in a soundproofed, sixty-foot dome with a
fifty-speaker sound system). They began when
electronic composer Henry Jacobs obtained per-
mission to use the planetarium for nonvisual
concerts of contemporary music. This was soon
followed by the appointment of a visual director,
painter~filmmaker Jordan Belson(creator of the
Proteus monitor footage for the 1977 SF movie
Demon Seed). Using seventy projectors (in-
cluding kaleidoscope, star, and rotational sky
projectors), Belson flashed strobes, hung im-
ages in space, and striped the dome with moiré
interference patterns. “One of my greatest plea-
sures was working with the star machine at a
point when the entire dome was bathed in a deep
red,” recalled Belson. “As the color began to
fade away, there was a point when it overlapped
with this beautiful starry sky: it was a breath-
taking and dramatic moment. We could tint the
space any color we wanted. We could get it
down to jet black and then take it down another
twenty-five degrees lower than that, so you
really got that sinking-in feeling.” These per-
formances were not spontaneous but were care-
fully rehearsed and timed for a presentation last-
ing fifty minutes. While Belson controlled the
light, Jacobs manipulated the aural perspective
on Balinese/Afro-Cuban music or compositions
by Stockhausen, Berio, or Ussachevsky. One
hundred Vortex Concerts were staged over
two years, with the addition of film footage
by Belson (Allures), Hy Hirsch (oscilloscope
films), and James Whitney (Yantra) in the later
concerts.

Also in California in the late fifties, at the
Venice West/North Beach beat coffeehouses,
one could find wet shows (aka liquid projections)
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accompanying poetry and live/recorded jazz. In
August 1962, in Chatsworth, California, the sci-
ence-fiction writer Robert Moore Williams (au-
thor of the Zanthar series) had an agape, vision-
ary experience correlating the love of God with
the colors of nature; he immediately began
building his Colorscopes to function around him
while he typed. “If color would bring back that
love,” he wrote later, “I would saturate myself
in color. I wanted color in living, moving, ever
changing forms on every inner wall of my
house.” Soon Williams was staging weekly color
shows and envisioning a colorful tuture in the
year 1996: “A theater built in the shape of a
sphere, with the inner wall a translucent screen
blazing color forms. In this theater, where the
audience watches in utter silence, a flute is
whispering. A harp answers the flute, and the
two instruments drip honey notes into the glow-
ing colors. Perfume comes into the air, and you
visualize violets blooming in hidden nooks in the
deep woods. Now the music changes, and the
colors begin to dance with it, so that you wonder
whether the music is creating the colors, or the
colors are creating the music. A soft blue hue
appears on the inner wall, and you begin to think
of the blue of faraway skies. What is that music
they are playing? That's the Star Symphony.
Who will write it? I don’t know his name, but I
know his type. He will belong to the same breed
as the stranger who came into a color show I
was putting on down in the hills of the North
Country one night. This man sat very quietly for
a while, watching the moving color, then he
reached down into the satchel he had brought
with him and took out the type of flute called a
recorder, which he began to play—as the color
inspired him. So,perhaps, will the Star Symphony
be written, by somebody who will wander in out
of the night and see a color show for the first
time. ... On this planet a wind is blowing that
never blew before.”

The winds blew. Suddenly, the sixties erupt-
ed ia a thousand suns’ light dazzle. Rock light
shows, according to some accounts, really got
underway during performances of the San Fran-
cisco group the Charlatans at the Red Dog
Saloon in Virginia City, Nevada, during the sum-
mer of 1965.

The effects of LSD were captured by Jackie
Cassen and Rudi Stern in their dyed slides of
molecular/cellular forms, projected during
Timothy Leary’s Death of the Mind celebrations.
Everybody must get stoned. Ad agency dropout
Gerd Stern and the USCO artists cooperative of
Garnerville, New York, used paintings, neon,
strobes, oscilloscopes, and incense for their
memorable human-be-in environment at New
York City’s Riverside Museum—and USCO also
lit The World, a “psychedelic discotheque,” with
twenty-one screens showing 16mm films, two
thousand slides, and closed-circuit-TV blow-ups
of dancers on the floor.
Excerpts from a 1967 USCO statement:
...IN A WORLD OF SIMULTANEOUS
OPERATIONS YOU DON‘T HAVE TO
BE FIRST TO BE ON TOP...USCO,
THE COMPANY OF US, IS AN A-
STATIC FRAME OF MIND BASED ON
THE FACT THAT WE ARE ALL ONE
IN ORDER TO PROPAGATE THIS
MESSAGE OF UNIVERSAL LOVE.
USCO AVAILS ITSELF OF A DIVER-
SITY OF TECHNIQUES: PAINT
SCULPT TAPE PHOTO MECHANICAL
PHONE RADIO MOVIE TV DIGITAL
ANALOG FLASH PRINT SPEAK CON-
TACT AUTO MANUAL HYBRIDIZING
AND SYNTHESIZING THEM FOR
MAXIMUM EFFECT. THIS REQUIRES
THE SKILL OF A NUMBER OF INDI-
VIDUALS, OF WHICH ABOUT A DOZ-
EN LIVE TOGETHER IN AN OLD
CHURCH IN UPSTATE NEW YORK,
WHICH SERVES AS A HOME RE-
SEARCH DEVELOPMENT DISCRIMI-
NATION TESTING EVALUATION FA-
CILITY. HOWEVER, USCO IS NOT
JUST THE TWELVE AT THE
CHURCH. IT'S ALL OF US EVERY-
WHERE. ..YOU MIGHT, NEXT TIME
YOU‘RE ON A SUBWAY OR BUS OR
TRAIN OR IN A CROWDED PLACE,
LOOK AROUND AT THE PEOPLE.
LOOK AT EACH ONE. ASK YOUR-
SELF WHAT HE OR SHE DOES FOR
YOU. THEN ASK YOURSELF WHAT
YOU DO FOR THEM...SHALL WE
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PAUSE NOW, AND TURN OUR BACKS
UPON THE EDGE THAT LIES
AHEAD? SHALL WE CALL THIS THE
PROMISED LAND? OR SHALL WE
CONTINUE ON OUR WAY?

Richard Aldcroft and his disorienting Infinity
Projector were featured on the front cover of
Life. John Lennon installed, in his living room,
flashing Signals (truck fog lights) by Takis, a
Greek who used army-surplus materials for his
light effects. Others simply stuck diffraction
discs on their foreheads.

Art and technology canceled each other out in
9 evenings: theatre & engineering (13-23 Octo-
ber 1966), well remembered, by myself and
others who went, as the Big Bore of the sixties.
At a cost of $150,000, this affair took place in
New York City’s Sixty-ninth Regiment Armory,
the same spot used for the famous, controver-
sial Armory Show of 1913. Evidently planned as
a follow-up historic event, 9 evenings has since
made the pages of history books simply because
it was such a monumental flop.

More engaging, probably, were the 1966 Sat-
urday-night light shows held by Dennis Wier on
the bare white walls of his Venice, California,
apartment; paying audiences of fifteen or so, sit-
ting on floor mats, watched liquid projections of
a “groovy, psychedelic, moving, color fantasy
with live music.”

It Can’t Happen Here
It was, as they said, all happening. At the Acid
Test and Trips Festival in San Francisco’s Long-
shoreman’s Hall, at Frisco’'s Avalon Ballroom
(where Bill Ham, Ben Van Meter, Roger
Hillyard, and the North American Ibis Alchemi-
cal Co. handled the light shows for Jefferson-
Airplane, Big Brother, Quicksilver Messenger
Service, and the Grateful Dead), at Los Angeles’
Shrine Exposition Hall, at the Boston Tea Party,
at New York City’s Electric Circus. San Francis-
co’s Fillmore was well lit, courtesy of Glen
McKay’s Headlights, Tony Martin’s Light
Sights, and Dan Bruhns's Fillmore Lights.
VOICES FROM AUDIENCE (in unison):
We want to ball you!!
JANIS: One at a time, fellows, one at a
continued on page 96
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heartbreak hotel

NOW LISTEN HERE, BOY!
FIRST THING YOU HAVE TO
LEARN |S: BE POLITE!SO
NEVER CALL ME 'SIR'
AGAIN! LINDERSTOOD 7
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...THERE T
1S/ AT THE END

THEY CALL THIS DESERT 'LONELY
STREET'! IF EVER A PLACE DE-
SERVED TS NAME! ...

IT/S SONNY!... TO THE SAD
AND THE DESERTED...

--GOOP MORNING
MY FINE FELLOWS!
WOULD YOU MIND
STOPPING HERE




-— e T XIS IS ITRC ST
1 7 __LF 3

St —

e sty e o e

R . NOT few cenrm
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2\ /

...WHAT A WONDER-
...IN MY SPARE TIME FUL WAY TO GO...
OF COURSE! OH, IF ! W-WISH I'D LIVE
ONLY T HAD KNOWN T-TO TELL THE
i ...THE MISSUS...

-+. I ALWAYS
HAD A WAY
WITH THE




HE IS, SISTER!
AND A FINE LAD




...SELL HER CAR,

DRINK HER CIDER

FROM HER OLD
FRUIT JAR ...

PIANO
PLAYER!




NOBODY IMPORTANT/ JUST
A PIANO PLAYER!

<ol
ITS THAT
MUsIC...
MARZE e
o P

HOMESICK




HEAR THAT, YOU FAT
SON OF A BITCH!
THE KID WANTED ME

TO GO ON PLAYING/

GOOD! TLL GIVE
HIM A BIT MORE
TO WATCH!
TAKE THAT!

THE COLONEL DIDI




IT1S,BOY!...IF YOoU CAN STAND

IT! ONCE, T MYSELF WAS A

L'(L BOY IN THE CHOIR! BUT
I DIDNT ALL THE 3




...-THEY RE TURNING
OouT THE
LIGHTS...

WOW!/!
COLONEL!
THIS (6 |T!




continued from page 3

true facts do.) Modern rock is a plurality of styles
and forms, and even the term “rock” means very
different kinds of music for many of its listeners,
some of whom may be turned on by balladeers like
Joni Mitchell or James Taylor (who married rock
rhythms to folk-melodic concepts), while others
prefer the skull-bashingly high-volume pyrotech-
nics of modern heavy-metal bands like Aerosmith
or Boston. Rock has its pop connections (the
Beatles, the Beach Boys, or, more currently, the
Buggles), its blues connections (the Rolling
Stones, Ten Years After, Savoy Blues Band), its
classical connections (virtually all of progressive
rock, such as King Crimson, Genesis, Van Der
Graaf Generator, Yes), its avant-garde connections
(largely, but not wholly, European, with Eno as
nexus), and its contemporary connections (the new
wave). There's something there for everyone.

We haven't tried to be comprehensive with our
selections for this issue. We didn’t try to get a
story done around each major figure or type of
rock—that would have been exhausting, taken up
many times the number of pages available, and
more than likely turned out to be impossible. In-
stead we've used rock as a jumping-off point and a
unifying theme, and the very diversity of styles and
approaches represented by the stories sums up
best, to us, the actual nature of rock music as we
each variously perceive it.

Sobeit. Here it is. Enjoy!

P.S.: Tom Yeates says that to best appreciate his
“Worlds Among Us” you should listen to Jimi
Hendrix's “Voodoo Child (Slight Return)” from the
Electric Ladyland album (on Reprise) while reading
his story.

—Ted White

FLIX by Bhob

continued from page 83

time.

One Electric Circus evening springs to memo-
ry: Just before I walked out, I looked back over
my shoulder at the strobe-lit dance floor and saw
Trina dancing with a gorilla. Meanwhile, on the
West Coast, Carl “Hungry Freaks Daddy”
Franzoni was dancing with a man in a mummy
suit at the 29 July 1966 GUAMBO (Great Under-
ground Arts Masked Ball and Orgy) when two
thousand people jammed the Los Angeles Dan-
ish Center to see Frank Zappa and a freak-out
light show. A giant bedsheet screen was used
for Zappa's Freak Out!s at the Shrine Hall,
where the Single Wing Turquoise Bird, through-
out 19671968, created the 360° light shows.

Rainbow Soup

Animation artist Ken Brown (Stampede), a
member of the light team at the “shrine to the
mind,” the Boston Tea Party, told me: “A group
of about four of us were the house light show.
We worked with just about every major act that
hit the country in a two-or three-year period.
Most of it was a lot of hand-painted slides using
various dyes and colors. Many of our light
shows, what we called Human Interface, were
all physically manipulated to the sounds. I was
the filmmaker for the group; at that time I was
doing a lot of collage animation, and sometimes
films would be projected inside of slide frames,
like wreaths or circular designs that would be
vibrated on the outside. The film would be going
with a particular rhythm on the inside, and the
outside would be manipulated to the music. I had
films that went better with fast music or slow
music. When I first started I had cassette pro-
jectors used for educational films, and I would

96 HEAVY METAL

just pop in the cassette and turn it on. If it was a
slow one, I'd pop in a slow one...or maybe I
wanted a humorous one for a break. We had
films, slides, liquid projections; everything that
was happening in light shows during that period
we were playing with-and probably some new
things as well. Liquid projection is done with
overhead projectors and liquids of different vis-
cosity that won’t mix. They’d be in these con-
cave, transparent dishes, a small dish within a
larger dish. We would move them, up and down,
to the music. We could make them go to the
actual rhythms. Or we could move them around:
we had rainbow soup and ‘swirlies’ and ’fin-
geries.” Really tremendously exciting times to
be young and just exploring yourself and what
you can do.”

This Is the End, My Only Friend

White light. An iridescent dream-spectrum
mandala wheeling in the dayglo electrickal bana-
na night. We all lived in a yellow submarine.
Then. ..Manson/Altamont, the season of the
witch, the sound of somebody in boots. Sensory
overload. Spare change? Hendrix/Joplin/
Morrison. A scanner darkly. The paint began to
chip off the Boston Tea Party’s large color cat-
erpillar supergraphic facing the turnpike. I cain’t
get no. I cain’t get no. Things fell apart at the
center. But the Turquoise Bird group (Jeff
Perkins, Peter Mays, Jon Greene, Michael
Scroggins, Allen Keesling, Charles Lippincott)
managed to stay together, moving their studio
to an abandoned hotel on the Santa Monica
beach and working in “almost total obscurity.”
Here, as described by Gene Youngblood (Ex-
panded Cinema), is what they did:

Horses charge in slow motion through

solar fires. The hands of a clock run
backward. The moon revolves around the
earth in a galaxy of Op Art polka dots.
Flashing trapezoids and rhomboids whirl
out of Buddha's eye. Pristine poly-
morphic forms are suspended in a phos-
phate void. Exploding isometrics give
birth to insects. A praying mantis dances
across an Oriental garden. Spiraling cel-
lular cubes crash into electric-green fossil
molds. The organic symbiosis of univer-
sal man. A huge magnified centipede
creeps across a glowing sun. Cascading
phosphorescent sparks. Waffle grid pat-
terns strobe-flash over Roy Lichten-
stein’s 1930s Ultramoderne architecture.
A butterfly emerges from its cocoon.
New dimensions of time and space.
Bodies become plants. White translucent
squids wrestle with geometric clusters.
The sound is Terry Riley and LaMonte
Young and Mozart, seasoned with Pink
Floyd, spiked with Cream.

Ahh. . .those were the days, my friend. We
thought they'd never end. Turn out the lights.
Turn out the lights. Turn out the lights.

And then some idiot turned out the lights.

“Well, well, go and play till the light fades

away,
And then go home to bed.”
The little ones leaped and shouted and
laughed
And all the hills echoed.
—William Blake, Nurse’s Song
Music is your only friend
Until the end
Until the end
Until
The end [/

Lyric quotations from “When the Music’s Over”
are copyright ©1967 by Nipper Music ASCAP.

'WHAT IS REALITY, PAPA? Godard
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realities and a new (or is it?) quest.

PROGRESS! Bilal’s final installment
reveals the outcome of the battle
between the developers and the
Ancient One over the chateau at

METROPOLITAN OPERA,a new
story by Caza, ﬁ:llofhlsmhcokn
and deft turns.

SANS FAMILYmarkstheretum (in
color) of Nicole Claveloux, whose
marvelous GREEN HAND stories
were highlights of our early issues.

CHANGES moves back into high
gear, after this issue’s pause to con-
snderdreBulldaggers second
album.

PROFESSOR THINTWHISTLE
reaches its penultimate installment
with some startling revelations.

AND. . .not one but fwo new stories
by Moebius (one under his real
name, Jean Giraud), more ROCK
OPERA, andasuinngooverby




“My
men
wear
HEAVY
METAL
t-shirts,
or they
wear
nothing
~atall.”

“You're not

-~ whistling ‘Dixie,’
little lady! We
only wear the
finest form-fitting
cotton . . .which |
feel accentuates
my manly
physique. Ray
here likes the way
the colors blend
with his ruddy
complexion. No
matter what you
look like, the
HEAVY METAL
t-shirt (available
in red or black)

is the message
for summer.”’

HEAVY METAL

Dept. 1080

635 Madison Avenue
New York, NY 10022

Black Small [] Medium ] Large ]
Red Small (] Medium ] Large []

Enclosed please find my check or money order. Please send me
$6.00 (plus 60¢ per shirt for postage and handling).

HEAVY METAL t-shirt(s) at

Name
Address
B i b B i i i SO

If you do wish to order, but do not wish to cut the coupon in this ad, please print or type all the
necessary info, and enclose it with a check or money order.






