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DOSSIER

Prince keeps his
most valuable pos-
sessions warm.

Photo by Al Beaulieu

Thls year's twenty-fifth
birthday of the Motown rec-
ord label (complete with
smarmy network TV special)
brings @ thought-parade wa-
tusiing through this white
boy's head about the current
state of black pop music.
After a decade in the dump-
er, black pop seems fo be
finding itself again—and true
fo form, caucasian chrome-
domes, such as myself, are
busy telling you why.

If the early sixties incursion
info (white) mainstream pop
awareness by Motown’'s A-
Team represented a renais-
sance of black American
music—the refinement of the
vicerally involving, melodical-
ly inventive, concise pop
statement—then the sev-
enties, armed with glossy,
meaningless dance music,
was a slick seducer into a
new Dark Age. (No pun, ass-
holes)

With only a couple of ex-
ceptions (holdovers from the
renaissance, mostly), black
pop lost much of its white
audience in the seventies—
and not without good reason,
Diverted into narcissism
show-biz superficiality, and
fedious cliché by billions of

koning bucks, most of the
stuff simply sucked. A John
Waters nightmare image of
the era endures: a line of
snappily-attired smiling oreos
(with names like “The Canar-
sies,” or “Leroy MeNvin and the
Limp Nodes"), all dancing
and hand-jiving in unison,
singing some stupid horseshit
about “gefting down.” Pathet-
ic. Only a patry handful—La-
belle, Chic, the Jacksons, Par-
liament / Funkadelic—
seemed interested in pre-
serving whatever vitality

NUVINYL: BLACKIUSTER

remained in the black main-
stream, though even these
Quys restricted themselves to
a narrow emotional spec-
frum, and remained funda-
mentally escapist. (A good
portion of the Iate-seventies
rock vs. disco antagonism
can also be ascribed to shal-
low-grave racism triggered
by cultural symbolism implicit
in the music))

Some of that audience po-
larization finally seems to be
drifing back toward heaithy
integration, thanks fo a Cadii-
lac-load of great records
from black artists. More than
just convincing honkies to
slap record store clerks with
five (hell, eight—this is 1983),
@ number of new black vinyl
products have also done
their bit for cross-cultural in-
semination and smashing the
barriers of genre chauvinism
(more symbolic racism—like
MTV). It should be pointed
out, though, that once again
(s in the sixties blues boom
most recently) ifs taken for-
eigners to show us whiteys
the value of our homegrown
music. While the obvious pref-
erence white audiences
have for black music xeroxed
by cute English boys—rather
than the stuff from those un-
ruly ruffians who play their
fombstone-sized radios loud-
ly in the streefs—might be
disturbing, it has at least lu-
bricated the way in for the
music's originators. Personally,
I think George Clinfor's much
cuter than Boy George, but
that's another story.

Most visible on the barri-
cades of commerce recently
has been Michael Jack-
son, propelied by the god-
zilla success of his Thriller LP
(Epic). Not only have Jack-

son's slick videos trashed
MIV's genre/color line (ine
West Side Story-ish '

and the “Billie deswgner—
Jean" commercial), but he's
also set racism back twenty-
five years by inviting three
ofay eminences to lend a
pink hand on his record (Ed-
die Van Halen to beat his ax
for cowardice on “Beat If."
Vincent Price to ham it up hi-
lariously on the fitie-cut rap,
and an embarrassing bit of
Paul-and-Paulaing with Mc-
Cariney on "The Girl Is Mine”).
And Jackson has singlehand-
edly booted dancing for
ward a good century or
two—whew! That boy's pelvis
mustve been designed by
NASA engineers! But, the
question is, is the record any
good? Well | liked four of the
nine songs, which points up
black pop's longstanding
embrace of the single at the
expense of the album, and
also Lou's enduring blind spot
for squishy ballads (Gag me
with a string sectionl). The
four, however, are superiative
examples of the state-of-the-
art single-making: sensually
exhilerating, produced (by
Quincy Jones, the Walt Disney
of the recording studio) with
impeccable style and fextur-
al richness, and even some
exposure of Mikey's own
viewpoint on growing up in
public. A stunning piece of

work.

Prince is the only other hu-
man in the world who
dances in the same league
with Jackson (someday the
two of them might be as
good as James Brown). As he
proved at a sold-out Radio
City show in NYC. recently,
Prince is @ man in full control
of his body. his band, his
music, his image, and his
audience. Ignoring, for the
moment, the suspicions
aroused by anyone who as-
pires to that sort of control, |
can at least appreciate the
appearance of a thinking
human being at work—
though far too often, Prince
thinks with his balls. Until 1999
(Warner Bros)—his fifth LP
(not bad for a fwenty-three
year old)—I just couldn’t
stand the schmuck. His music
was pregnant with cliches,
engorged with neurotic seff-
obsession, and tumescent
with his humorless invocation
of the black-macho-stud, [l
fuck-you-1il-you-gargle-in-my
-cum stereotype. Offensive to

say the least. With 1999,
Prince-of-whales’ shiong-wor-
ship recedes info a shared
pantheon with mush-minded
utopianism (absurdly hailed
by caucasion critics every-
where—if Prince’s lyrics had
come from the mouth of a
long-haired white boy, I'm
sure the same clowns would
hoot and sneer . . . ado-
lescent gibberish remains
such regardless of source)
Despite excessive wrongthink,
Prince’s craftsmanship (both
in song architecture and
studio etiquefte—he does
everything himself) is exem-
plary, and 1999 is (excuse the
expression) one fuck of @
dance/party record, and his
live show, a charismatic tour
de force. Princely spin-offs
the Time (What Time Is It?,
Warner), and Vanity 6 (Van-
Hy 6, Womer) are much less
successful, applying bur-
lesque (ha-ha for the former,
lingerie for the Iatter) to ease
the chafing of skin-deep funk.
From the Prince, we ele-
vate fo the King: George
Clinton, Iate of the one-
for-all_Parliament/Funkadelic
domain, now of the all-for-
one solo career
Games, Capitol). Clinton’s
inspired marriage of (James)
Brownian motion with Rich-
ard Pryor foolishness (had the
lafter inhaled nitrous oxide
instead of free-based coke)
has always been refreshingly
insane—a lone beacon of
lunacy amidst the straight-
assed conservatism of most
funk music. And Computer
Gomes measures up fo the
countless Clinton-master-
minded records of the Iast
decade, even down fo the
proportions of multi-layered
hysteria (twenty minutes) fo
lukewarm leffovers (ten min-
utes). Clinton’s stopover in
New York (at the Red Parrof)
was nothing short of exultant,
with the audience (nearly
outnumbered by the troops
on stage) totally losing their
minds. The stage dynamics
were fascinating fo watch;
the personnel shiffed con-
stantly during the two-and-
half hour show, Clinton ap-
pearing like a benign defty fo
bless the proceedings, lead a
chant, and sing a bit, then
floating offstage. Bootsy
Collins even made an ap-
pearance fo lead the crowd
through “Body Slam,” which
definitely made my evening,
The whole tribal ritual atmos-




phere reminded me of shows
by Sun Ra and King Sunny
Ade; all three men exhibit a
calm, confident leadership of
their groups, the mutual love
and respect evident on
everyone's face. Woof woo!
My main gripe with funk
these days is that there are
still far too few people willing
fo take risks. Ifs almost uni-
formly complacent, formulaic:
music, and most everyone
doing it seems happy to
have it that way. Well, Lou's
not happy, guys
—Lou Stathis

O may wonder wny
Marvin Gaye's career has
been such an elusive affair,
as this smoothie moves in
and out of the public eye
with seeming disregard for
commercial consequences.
Truth is, Marvin had been the
'odd-man-out at Motown for
a long time, and it was only
recently that he was able to
ferminate his contract there
and begin again. While
Smokey Robinson and label
chief Berry Gordy remained
tight as a drum, Gaye fell
into distavor over fen years
ago when he was held re-
sponsible by Gordy for the
untimely demise of Tammi
Terrell. At this point in time,
Motown gave Marvin the
go-ahead to record an
album of mostly self-pro-
duced original songs—a
first for this tightly-held
company—assuming that
he'd produce self-indulgent,
non-commercial fare that
would serve to end his
career.

The result, What's Goin’
0On. spelled the death of Mo-
town as a musical factory-
line, proving that artists can
go out on a limb, maintain
their integrity, and still have
chart success. This went over
none too well with Gordy,
nor did Gaye's marriage fo
his daughter—it was looking
too much like Marvin was
holding all the cards. Try as
they would to bury him, the
music was 100 strong fo go
unrecognized (the details of
this were fictionalized info a
novel, Number One With a

Marvin Gaye: just
what the doctor or-
dered.

Bullet, by a former Motown
staffer).

So we all know that
Marvin divorced Motown
and his former beloved,
moved to Europe, and in-
stantly produced one of the
biggest crossover r&b hits of
all time, “Sexual Healing”
(Columbia). But this is just
the tip of the iceberg-to-be,
as Marvin's new residence
promises even more ad-
vanced musical adventures,
and his lafest claim is that
the follow-up is “at least
three times as controversial
as his recent hit. Truly this cat
has at least three lives—one
shouldn't be surprised by
anything he produces.

Jon Tiven

l’ve been to other plan-
efs” insists Atrika Bambaa-
taa. "Like Saturn, its reaily
swingin'—they dance on cir-
cle rings with titted floors”

Bambaataa should know
all about if; he sells just as
many records outside the as-
teroid belt as he does here
on Earth. And for the same
simple reason: he and his
Soul Sonic Force rappers
make sounds that take their
listeners fo blissful new worlds
of music and dance.

“Funk with electronics” is
how Bambaataa describes
the music he and Soul Sonic
make with producers Arthur
Baker and John Robie. “Plan-
et Rock” and “Looking for

the Perfect Beat’ (lommy
Boy) are the first dance rec-
ords fo merge the street
thythms of rap with the multi-
hued sounds and fextures of
synthesizers.

*Perfect Beat' is an espe-
cially wondrous record—a
vitual rap symphony, with
seamlessly flowing and
changing rhythmic patterns
and recurring vocal hooks. it
recreates a crowded day on
the street or in an interstellar
subway car, its synth-
splotches layered like noisy
graffiti. And like ifs prede-
cessor "Planet Rock” "Perfect
Beat” contains a utopian,
one-world message: "I this
world of music, there are
many different fones .. *

This message of hope, writ-
ten by Soul Sonic MC GLOBE
(with contributions from other
members Mr. Biggs, Pow
Wow, and Jazzy Jay), is
chanted in an original form
of rapping known as MC
poppin’ As opposed fo the
grifty, on-the-beat, story-tell-
ing style of the Furious Five's
Melle Mel, Soul Sonic’s rap
language leaves narrative
behind, replacing it with a
word and sound collage. In
their repetition and variation,
the words suggest religious
incantations and frances. The
message s religious, 100; by
“looking, searching, seeking,
finding,” you come across
your own perfect beat, your
own destiny or true path. Its a
vision that can tum a dance
of doom info @ shout for joy.

Bambaataa (who keeps
his given name and age a
secref) has been frying to fum
death into life for more than
fen years now. Growing up
during the mid-seventies, a
vicious era of street-gang
violence in the Bronx Bam-
baataa quickly saw through
that way of life and became:
a local peacemaker and
diplomat instead. And the
tool of his frade was the
tumntable.

One of the first great DJs
on the scene that would
eventually be called hip-hop
or rap, Bambaataa, "masfer
of records,” brought what
was left of the warring gangs
fogether info a peace-loving
mega-tribe known as the Zulu
Nation (the name Bambaa
taa is Zulu for “affectionate
leader).

A vast consorfium of DJs,
rappers, break dancers, and
grafffi artists, the Zulu Nation

Afrika Bambaataa
wards off evil
spirits.

Photo ©1983 by Laura Levine

is like a multi-media Motown,
featuring the Soul Sonic
Force, the Cosmic Force, the
Rock Steady Crew, and
many. many others. Bam-
baatad's role is a cross be-
tween the Buddha and
George Clinton—his ideas
permeate the sounds, even if
he does not always write,
compose, or play on the
records.

Already the shaggy, bass
synth-driven beat of Bam-
baataa is widely imitated,
most shamelessly by English-
men like Malcolm Mclaren
and now New Order, whove
at least gone fo the source
and recorded with Arthur
Baker.

*A lot of people donit un-
derstand where we're comin’
from,” says Bambaataa, “and
we like it that way. By 1999,
we'll be on Mars—or in
Cleveland. Wherever the
government people are,
we're gonna be watching
them. ‘Cause we are the
future and they are the past”

—Stuart Cohn
(fornmy Boy Recordss, 210 East
90St, NYC, NY 10028)

STYLISHLY
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They cal it the *hip-hop*
culture—the South Bronx
friple threat of graffiti art,
rap/DJing, and break danc-
ing—and is made an in-
delible imprint upon New
York's pop life and modern
art scene. Last summer,
America fook the rap and




got “The Message.” Now,
thanks to British and Ger-
man TV, the New York State
Council on the Arts, and
fimmaker Charlle Ahearn,
there’s ), a cine-
matic showcase for the ex-
uberant teenage street arts
that comprise the upbeat
flipside of ghetfo life.

earn’s fascination with
street culture surfaced in

“For a year and a
half I was the only
white person that
they or I ever
SAW. S

1976, when he put down his
paint brush and began work
on The Deadly Art of Surviv-
al, o martial arts super-8
which “enjoyed a reputa-
fion for being a fough street
film." Survival affracted the
interest of graffiti-writer Fred
Brathwaite, who exhibited in
the groundbreaking
Ahearn-curated Times
Square art show in 1980,
and introduced the film-
maker to the emerging
scene.

“The first rap scene | got
involved with was in June
1980, in this park up in the
Bronx” Ahearn recalls. "May-
be five hundred teenagers
were in this pitch black park,
and we entered onto this
tiny stage from the side. The
first person | met was Chief
Rocker Busy Bee, and | fold
him | was interested in doing
a film, and he infroduced
me to this huge crowd of
people, This is my producer,
he’s making a movie about
me with rap music.’ This was
the first time I'd ever been fo
arap thing—we didn' even
know where the fuck we
were. The word fraveled
fast; soon, | was getting
people coming up fo me
and teling me about their
act. For a year and a half
hanging out in clubs | was
the only white person that
they or | ever saw, so it was
pretty hard to slip by un-
noticed.”

Wild Style, which opened
the Museum of Modern Arf's
New Directors/New Films
series, begins with a colorful
burst of animated graffiti
(designed by “white boy
graffiti artist” ZEPHYR, who
portrays ZROC). and then
leads us through frain yards,

rap clubs, playgrounds, and
urban streets. We follow the
adventures of outlaw graffiti
writer ZORO as he attempts
to maintain his secret iden-
tity and artistic infegrity in
the face of sudden publicity
from downtown hipsters
and competition from a
rival graffiti gang led by his
ex-girlfriend. The acting
ranges from self-conscious
first-time dramatics to the
glorious hammery of under-
ground regulars like Patti
Astor and Bill Rice, but the
‘weaker narrative moments
never detract from the as-
tounding performance foot-
age (e.g. lingering closeups
of Grandmaster Flash's
hands whizzing between
two turntables). Ahearn’s
stars are at their best doing
what comes naturally—
boasting in distinctive street
patois, rapping, dancing,
painting, and just plain
goofing

The music—directed by
Brathwaite (who offers a
comic turn as “prince pro-
moter” PHADE) with original
tunes by the man who im-
mortalized him as Fab Five
Freddy in “"Rapture,” Blon-
die’s Chris Stein—and the
deft camera-work and edit-
ing captures the scene’s
color and energy with a
graceful economy that
helps to make sense out of
avibrant new sensibility.

"Wild style,” Ahearn ex-
plains, is a descriptive term
applied fo “disjointed, mus-
cular, animated” graffifi let-
tering and shares a com-
mon aesthetic with break
dancing and DJing. “There's
a quality called ‘bugged-
out’ Like they might look at
a cover of Heavy Mefal and
say, ‘that's bugged-out
man, which means that its
done with a style that they
may not understand, but it
makes sense, and if's really
cool

Luckily, Ahearn manages
to portray the sometimes
bugged-out antics of the
scene without resorting fo a
cinematic “wild style” that
might easily overwhelm an
uninitiated audience. As
writer/director/producer he
achieves an insightful look
at a unique society, avoid-
ing the pitfalls of trendy sen-
sationalism and/or aca
demic documentation. In-
stead, Wild Style succeeds
by using a wholly appropri-

ate biographical narrative:
“The people we see in this
film are the real people
who created this culture
Lee (ZORO) has a reputation
so extensive that when I'd
mention his name to some
eight-year-old in the Bronx,
theyd stare up at me like |
was talking about Picasso,

I have practiced graffi.”
he admits, “and | can say
without a doubt that it's the

“A lot of people see
graffiti as making
the place more beau-
tiful.”

most fun you can have in
New York Ifs childhood fan-
tasies like hide and seek,
and cops and robbers with
a real element of danger.”
“But” he aads respectfully,
“the real writers consider it a
sacred act and think of their
work as talismans, and when
a piece rides through the
city, that's them, that's their
soul riding on that frain.*
—David Keeps

AMERICAN GRAFFITI

AI'hough artist Keith
Haring is a reiatively recent
arrival in New York (he grew
Up in Kutztown, Pennsylvania,
a small fown near Philadel-
phia), he has quickly come to
epitomize the self-deter-
mined NYC artist—a stereo-
type which combines an
aggressive personality with
the single-minded objective
of making it at all costs. So it
was something of a surprise
fo find that this young man
who has managed to dom-
inate the NYC art scene with
such apparent ease, was shy,
almost timid, and childike.
Despite the phenomenon
currently surrounding him,
Haring has maintained a
genuine and surprisingly un-
tainted, country-boy person-
ality. Perhaps it this aspect of
his background that gives
him the distance from the
streefs necessary fo gain in-
sight into what emerges from
them.

After a short unhappy stay
at a Pittsburgh art school,
Haring moved to New York in
1978 and enrolled at the
School of Visual Arts. His stay
there was short as well, and
soon his white-on-black chalk
drawings began appearing
on walls throughout the city
(both over and underground).
His progression from public
walls to gallery walls was
amazingly swiff, to where
Haring is now—at twenty-four
—one of the most commer-
cially successful new artists on
the scene. His instant pop-
ularity is due pehaps to his
simple, graphic approach,

and images that impact the
viewer with the immediacy of
good adverising art,

While drawing his primary
inspiration from subway and
building-wall graffiti, Haring's
stylistic sources encompass
all the visual matter of street-
bom pop culture: sf and fan-
tasy movies, comics, news-
papers magazines, rockn'roll,
efc. He utiizes an almost ge-
neric form of cross-cultural
hieroglyphics to ruminate on
subjects both metaphysical
and political—re-occurring
images include radiating
babies, dogs, Vs, exploding
bombs, and atomic symbols.

Though Haring’s canvas
works now command four
and five figure prices in pres-
tigious galleries, his style re-
mains essentially unchanged
—except for the new works'
monumental size (size is ap-
parently proportional 1o sig-
nificance in the confempo-
rary art world). Ifs important
to note that while Haring has
been accepted by the art
establishment both here and
in Europe, he has confinued
doing his street and subway
pieces, and maintained a
strong link with his origins.
While some have character-
ized him as nothing more
than a shrewd art-market
strategist with a good gim-
mick, Haring firmly insists that
his primary motivation was to
execute his drawings in
places where they would be-
come part of the real world,
and at the same time be
accessible o large numbers
of people.

Amy Lipton



HM: Your work s very "New
York” would you say ifs in-
fluenced by living here, or
would you be doing the
same thing somewhere else?
KH: Probably not. There are
things Im doing now that
fransiate to any place | go,
but | don't think it would have
happened if | weren't here. |
was recently in Rofterdam,
and | did drawings there on
the street with chalk. and it
made me realize that | could
really go anywhere in the
world and do these drawings,
and it would mean some-
thing to someone. It didnt
depend on the language.

HM: Any type of viewer will
do?

KH: Right, but even while |
was there | wanted fo get
back and do it in New York—
there's just something about
doing it here. When fm here |
have to do it. Every time | ride
the subway | understand why
1do the drawings here.

HM: Would you say politics
are involved?

KH: | would say hopefully—
but if's a different idea of poli-
tics. Its not overtly political in
the way that propaganda it

erally spells out what it wanfs
you fo think I think it operates
more subtly. | mean, in some
ways graffi ifself is political,
because ifs a subversive or
disobedient act. But its not
the same as writing a slogan
on a bank ifs a different kind
of polifics. | dlidn't want fo use
things so overtly polifical that
it would become a barrier—
ofs of times things that are
political turn people off, so
they don't become a part of
it, or get the message af all.
Ifs like, "Oh that again, | don't
want fo hear about it” 1 think
the way people operate or
function in the world is just as
“political’ as anything eise.

HM: So your motivation is dif
ferent than the usual graffiti
writer in that youre not just
putting up something that
says, “this is me,” or naming
that place with your mark?

KH: Yes, | think that—but
people in graffiti aspire 1o dif
ferent things. Some grafftiers
just tag their name, claiming
that thing, and it might not go
beyond that. But a lot of them
are interested in making
things look better, putting it
there so a lot of people will
see it, having it become part
of the place that you put it in,
adding some kind of human

element. A ot of people see
it as making the place more
beautiful. Doing whole sides
of frains, making these in

credible things with bright
colors—if you see a train
come out of a funnel, ifs an
art experience. @ moving ex-
perience, to see something
beautiful being made.

HM: Do you align yourself
with grafii artists?

KH: [ always fried to. | don't
think | fit info the same cate-
gory necessarily, but | respect
graffiti to the extent that | was
here for two years before | felt
| had something fo contribute
in the street. There are lofs of
people doing it, though, that
have no respect for what's
already there. Most graffit
wrifers understand things
about wiiting on the streets
that many people overiook—

there's really a code of ethics,
an unwritten code that the
artists know or feel. That's why.
after | started, it was really
rewarding to be accepted
by other graffit artists as
someone whose motivation
came from the same kind of

place.
HM: How did you discover
that?

KH: Well, | began meeting
graffiti writers affer people
starfed connecting me with
the work | was doing. Plus | like
a lot of graffiti myself, so fve
tried to meet some of the
people doing it. There’s one
guy who writes LA2, which
stands for Littie Angel. | saw
his tag on the street, and |
noficed there was something
different about it—partly be-
cause of where he put it, and
partly because of how he
could draw. So | asked
around about who he was,
and about a month later we
met. We got along really
well—we had a lof of things
in common about the way
we drew, what we drew, and
why. And one night in my
studio it just happened that |
had an empty panel, and he
starled drawing on it. We've
done several pieces to-
gether, sold them, and split
fhe money.

HM: How did you start draw-
ing in the subway?

KH: | starfed drawing in the
subway because ft was just
another place fo draw—the
whole time | was also draw-
ing on pieces of wood,
paper, things like that. Draw-

Chalk up another

one for Keith
Haring.
Photo by Robert Erdmann

ing in the subway changes
the way the work enters the
real world. If's immediately on
view, immediately becomes
part of the real world. That
was something | wanted—it
comes from what | thought of
as my responsibilities as an
artistin the Eighties.

It all seemed really natural
when it happened. About
two years ago | starfed doing
these drawings that had rec-
ognizable images—images
that could be read by any
person, no matter what kind
of background. As an image,
and not @ word, it had innum-
erable possibilities—you
don't have to know any other
information other than what
you see to understand it as
an image, as a drawing.
Soon affer | started crawing
these images | started draw-
ing in the street, and one
day | saw a subway panel
(Where adverising posters
are placed—ed) that was
empty, and it just kinda
seemed so obvious. Like, ifs
empty and all youd need is
some chalk and you could
just draw on it. So, affer | did
one there was no stopping, it
just took off.

HM: How do you feel about
the transference from subway
to gallery? Has it changed
you in anv way?

KH: Everything changes, but |
think it depends. | approach
doing a piece on the subway
with the same amount of
care and concentration that |
give a piece that's going to
be sold for $10,000. No matter
where | draw ifs just as impor-
fant, whether m doing it on
the sidewalk and i's going to
last fen minutes, or if if's a big
piece that's going fo hang in
some rich person's house. |



Some urban wall
dressing from Wild
Style.

“I approach doing a
piece in the subway
with the same
amount of care and
concentration that I
give a piece that’s
going to be sold for
$10,000.”

don't place any more impor-
tance on a thing just be-
cause someone is going fo
buy it

In the beginning | didnt
want fo work on canvas, be-
cause it already has this
value attached to it. And |
thought the most important
thing is doing the drawing—it
didnt matter what was going
fo happen fo the drawing
after you did it, or how long it
was going to last, or if it was
going fo be worth anything.
In some ways this whole gal-
lery system, becoming part of
it, eats that up—but | think ifs
still possible, if you have any
kind of personal integrity at
all for it not o be a bad thing
It should be something you
can use as much as it uses
you, or use more than it uses
you
HM: How do you think it will
affectyou in the long run?
KH: In the long run it'll
probably kill me. But what
else s there?

HM: If it starfs to overwhelm
you, or you lose control of i,
you can change to doing
something completely differ-
ent

KH: 'm not scared of stop-
ping . If | thought | was start-
ing to repeat things or be-
coming a commodity, |
would just stop doing ft—fm
not into making things for
other people to make money
from. But, if | refuse to make
things fo sell to people, then
what am | going fo do with
them? Then | won't make
things. In some ways it's good
to make things that are going
to be around awhile—
whether money has to
change hands for it to
happen or not—in case—
HM: In case we're not?

KH: Yes, whatever. But at the

same time | want fo keep
drawing in the subway. | want
fo keep doing things to give
away, and keep having the
relationship | have with peo-
ple in the street, because one
of the strongest things for me
right now is the kind of real
place my art has in the
world—just because of how
many people know about it
from seeing it, and have
encouraged me from seeing
me while I'm drawing. These
are not people concerned
with “art"—stuff confined to
this little place thafs for intel-
lectuals fo understand and
wiite about and fight over
and buy and sell—because
thats not what its about. |
mean, with the world in the
situation it's in now, some
things become most impor-
tant—things human beings
can do, human accomplish-
ments. If there’s any beauty
about being alive or being
human, that's where those
things lie:

THE BIUES
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FOY those who have that
incessant need to make
what New York Times lead
music crific John Rockwell
calls “a non-verbal art” just
a tiny bit verbose, here are
two newish books on the
roots and current state of
American music: The lllus-
trated Encyclopedia of

Black Music (Harmony),
and Rockwell’'s own All
American Music (Knopf).

“At best, a verbal gift pro-
vides a lively adjunct fo mu-
sical talent,” writes Rockwell,
not in an attempt tfo justify
his book centering on late
twentieth century American
composers. But a lively ad-
junct it turns out to be, par-
ticularly for those unfamiliar
with the turns and fwists “se-
rious” American music has
lately taken. We Yanks have
typically looked to Europe
and Asia for “high” culture,
usually demeaning what
musics are our own: jazz,
blues, funk, rock, experimen-
tal, environmental, electron-
ic, Broadway. The new com-
posers—Cage, Ashley,
Glass, Laurie Anderson, the
Art Ensemble of Chicago,
Ornette Coleman, Sond-
heim, Talking Heads (among
others)—have elevated
their so-called secular forms
to art, and brought so-
called high art back to mu-
sic, and fo the people. Most
of Rockwell's serious com-
posers are also viable com-
mercial entities, and the
possibility of that is certainly
anew development.

All American Music docu-
ments the hows and whys of
this phenomenon without
the judgemental eye exhib
ited in Rockwell's often
caustic criticism. He pre-
sents the material in the
manner of a cultural histor-
ian, and has purposefully
gone for the vernacular and
a somewhat jumbled sub-
jective structure. Chapters
supposedly about particular
composers often veer off
onto others (just about
everybody’s name, from film
scorers to SoHo's art-rock

crowd, gefs dropped—ex-
cepting, inexplicably, Cap-
tain Beefheart), but this
makes for a lighter, more
conversational read than
one might expect. Rockwell
traces the roots of cultural
frends—music being an
area particularly packed
full of ‘em—and illustrates
that American music is now
elevated to major meta-
phor status, clearly a key to
the American mind
Everything you ever
wanted fo know (but were
too embarrassed o ask your
all-trivia-knowing friends)
about soul, r&b, blues, disco,
jozz. and funk is what's in The
lustrated Encyclopedia of
Black Music. This is the fourth
in a series of Harmony mu-
sical encyclopedias, and
while it may only be must-
read for rock crits, DJs, and
otherwise fanatics, it docu-
ments a huge slice of Ameri-
can pie not often taken se-
riously s “Kultur” Unlike the
encyclopedias you copied
from in grade school, it's
very readable, fun even
(with beaucoup trade gos-
sip, like why Tammi Terrell
died so young), and has
more than 250 color mini-
record sleeves, and over
300 color in-concert photos
of the famous, the gor-
geous, and the now-ob-
scure. Everybody from
Chuck to Smokey fo Diana
fo Marvin fo Jimi fo Prince fo
several assorted rappers
are here. Point for point, this
behemoth effort illustrates
how influence built upon in-
fluence; how soul, disco,
jazz, and r&b grew up fo
become very adult major
American musical forms.
Not fo mention British ones.
—Merle Ginsberg
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IfsA Night at the Opera at a rock
concert,” says director Allan Arkush
of his newest off-the-wall venture,
Get Crazy. I'd call it bifs of Animal
House mixed in with twenty-four
hours at a concert hall but with very
traditional old musical-comedy
values ... | think”

One of the few movies around that
lives up to its name, Get Crazy is set
both onstage and behind-the-
scenes at a New Year's Eve show
celebrating a rock palace’s 15th
anniversary. Heavy metal butts heads
with new wave and r&b bawdiness
as an array of decidedly unique
characters parade before the cam-
era. Among the most infamous:
heavy mefal icon Reggie Wanker
(Malcolm McDowell), wild rocker
Piggy (Lee Ving of Fear), Mark and
Marv (Bobby Sherman and Fabian),
songpoet Audin (Lou Reed), and
acid casualty Captain Cloud (The
Turtles Howard Kaylan).

If Get Crazy sounds like an atyp-
ical sort of film, suffice to say that
Allan Arkush is an atypical sort of di-
rector. A graduate of the Roger
Corman school of cut-rate filmmak-
ing ("You learned to think on your
feet!”), he's best known for the
Ramones vs. higher education cult
classic Rock’n’Roll High School (‘A
combination of The Bandwagon, A
Hard Day’s Night and Todd Brown-
ing's Freaks) and the out-of-whack
robot romance Heartbeeps (‘No

Alan Arkush on the
set of Get Crazy with
the Nada band. (Lori
Eastside, far right)

film about how concerts were. No
one was interested. So, figuring that
I'm just as interested in music now as |
was then, | updated the story. The first
company who saw the new version
loved it.”

Arkush gathered financing, had a
script written and set about putting
his ultimate rock concert/comedy
together. It wasn't a lot of laffs.

“Originally, we wanted real musi-
cians fo play our musician charac-
ters. For instance, we envisioned
Wanker as a larger-than-life star
along the lines of Jagger, Robert
Plant, and Rod Stewart. We went
through a list of all the big rockers
and no one wanted fo touch the
role—too close to home.

“At that point, we considered ac-
tors. Our first choice for Wanker was
Malcolm. | thought he was a riot in A
Clockwork Orange. He read the
script and said he'd do the film if he
could sing all his own songs. Al-
though | had only heard him perform
'Singin’ In the Rain,’ | figured ‘Wwhy
not? As it turns out, Malcolm wanted
to be a rock star once. Did a demo
and everything.

“Wanker is sort of an overgrown

elements )
starring Andy Kaufman.

I really don't go out of my way to
make weird movies,” smiles the 35-
year-old flmmaker who doesn't look
overtly nuts. “They just hoppen. Get
Crazy happened because | always
wanted to do a movie about my ex-
periences working at the Fillmore
East. Some pretty wild things hap-
pened there and | thought they'd
make a good screenplay.

“But the rock concert scene
changed radically during the 1970s.
The groups became the drawing
factor and not the concert hall.
Audiences became more conserva-
tive—they'd only pay attention to the
group they came to see.

*I thought it would be nice to do a

His whole plot revolves
around that. Heavy metal, after all,is
the dominant musical form for ad-
olescent males. There's a macho trip
attached fo it. In the movie, Maicolm
really gets into things on stage. He
hasaball”

With a star committed, Arkush lined
up such additional cast members as
Daniel Stern, Allen Goorwitz (née
Garfield), Miles Chapin, Ed Begley. Jr.
Paul Barfel, Mary Woronov. and ex-
Coconut Lori Eastside as well as
‘some surprises.

have a lot of musicians from
the Los Angeles area on stage. We
have the guys from Fear. Lou Reed
plays a singer who hasn't been seen
for six years. Our new wave band is
called Nada: ten girls and one guy.

The guy is kept on a chain. That's Lee
Ving. John Densmore (of The Doors)
plays Malcolm's drummer.

“The biggest challenge | faced,”
laughs Arkush, “wasnt keeping the
people in line, but keeping them up.
We filmed in a real theater and it was.
seven weeks of New Year's Eve every
day. How do you keep people
psyched up for that amount of time?
My direction usually consisted of say-
ing Now do it again, only faster”

"I was really trying to make a
movie that had all the energy of o
rocknoll song. | didn't want some
Hollywood laid-back film. Most rock
movies don't have the energy of the
music. When the music is on the
screen, things are fine. When the
music stops, the movie goes into the
toilet

*| think that's because most of the
people making these movies aren't
familiar with the music. They've never
been into it. | perceive the music and
the lifestyle as the same. Tempo.
Tempo. Faster. Faster.

“Our plot is pretty simple but the
movie was shot in a breakneck style.
It's the kind of film you leave thinking,
‘Boy! I'd better see this again ‘cause
there’s a lot I missed.”

Despite the variety of musical
styles (and lifestyles) represented in
the movie, and the presence of
some of the grungiest extras seen
since Beneath the Planet of the
Apes, Arkush swears that the making
of Get Crazy was anything but.

“Everyone got along really well. No
one spat on each other or anything.
Malcolm helped a lot of the more
inexperienced actors rehearse and
Howard Kaylan—who plays a hippy
who shows up fifteen years late for a
concert—was always funny.”

Arkush drifts off into a monologue
peppered with plans for Get Crazy's
soundtrack album (“We have 19
songs in this movie and theyre all
played LOUDYY), his reaction to the




concert scenes (' felt less culture
shock this time out than in Rock'n Roll
High School.”) and his efforts at
launching his next film (I think we're
going fo call it Mauie Wowie)

With visions of new wavers, heavy
metal welders, and assorted rock
refuse dancing in his head, Arkush
attempts o sum up Get Crozy in
terms sociologically significant
enough to satisfy the millions of
serious film addicts out there in
America. (You know, the people who
can read Film Comment without
laughing)

He clears his throat and an
nounces: “This is the rock ‘n’ roll
movie that finally answers the bum-
ing question of our time—what do
the purple haired and mohawked
punks do during the daylight hours?
They act in my films!i*

Arkush smiles the smile of a man
who doesn't look overtly nuts, but.

In the works: Steven Spielberg
will produce a big budgeted version
of The Little Shop of Horrors based
on the hit off-Broadway musical
which, in turn, is based on an old
Roger Corman movie about a man-
munching plant named Audrey. Let
us spray ... Water is as good as gold
in Ice Pirates, a futuristic swash-
buckler set in a drought-plagued

Spielberg dropping
in at the Little Shop
of Horrors after an
eternity in The Twi-
light Zone.

galaxy where space jockeys hijack
cargos of frozen HzO. Robert Urich
(TV's "Vega$”), Ron Periman, and
John Carradine star ... The Philadel-
phia Experiment will (finally) be
made. This period piece concerning
the actual *Vanishing” of @ Navy ship
during WWII was originally planned
by John Carpenter and, then, un-
successtully by Joe Dante. New
World now has it is giving it a fantasy
flavor, and getting Carpenter to
exec. produce Dan O'Herlihy will
be flying high aboard The Last Star-
fighter for director Nick Castle
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Charlie’s Angels marvelous man.
nequin Tanya Roberts is the new
Sheena, Queen of the Jungle
Cheech and Chong as the Cor-
sican Brothers? Uh-huh. To be un-
leashed next year . .. Star Trek's cue-
ball cutie Persis Khambatta will
join forces with Halloween's Donald
Pleasance and Poper Chase's
Robert Ginty in Warrior of the Lost
World . . . Just when you thought it
was safe to toss away those dorky
3-D glasses comes Amityville 3-D,
Jaws 3-D, The Lost Empire, The Man

Was Not There, Metaistorm,
and Tales of the Third Dimension

ler O'Toole, Faye Dunaway
and Brenda Vacearo have joined
the cast of Supergirl, now fiming in
London. Newcomer Helen Siater is
the girl of steel . .. Jodie Foster and
Nastassia Kinski are teaming up
for Tony Richardson’s unique ver-
sion of the equally strange best
seller The Hotel New Hampshire—a
place where stuffed dogs, bogus
bears, and has-been circus acts
meet. Also registered are Beau
Bridge: lace Shawn, and
Amanda Plummer Blue Thun:
der's Daniel Stern and fellow actor
John Heard are making their own
sf-horror flick about nuke monsters in
the New York sewer system. Befter
living through science.

—EdNaha
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Dirty Dishes » For years, western
anthropologists stood aghast at the
spectacie of African fribesmen caimly
devouring mouthfuls of earth. Experts
have always presumed that the prac-
tice arose either out of desperate
hunger, or supersiiion and ignorance.
Suddenly, theyre not so sure. Upon
analyzing the chemical components
of the soils and their physiological
effects, scientists have unearthed a
different scenario. It fums out some
variefies of mud contain sufficient
quantities of iron fo help pregnant
women ward off anemia, while other
kinds provide enough clay fo ease
stomach disorders. Before it develops
info a full-blown wholistic fad, how-
ever, folks closer fo home should keep
Times Beach and Love Canal in mind,
and sfick to Alka-Selfzer.

Correxocet e The first anniversary
of the Falkiands War has streaked by
leaving much media debis in its wake,
with not‘a word to explain a crucial
factor in the conflict—the success of
the Exocet missile. Although British
technical and military publications
have long since uncovered the real
facts, mainstream media remain
strangely silent. Here's the story: the
fact that Brifish ships also possessed
Exocets was apparently the key fo their

undoing. You see, all the electronic
radar gadgetry aboard the HMS.
Sheffield, Britain's first and greatest
Exocet victim, worked perfectly: it de-
tected the Argentine missile’s ap-
proach—and ignored itl Royal Navy
computers had been programmed fo
get paranoid only at Soviet arma-
menfs. As Argentina was a once-
friendlly country using weapons the
Brits themselves owned, the ship-
board computers bleeped away
cordially at the approach of an old
friend instead of friggering powerful
alarms. Why the strange conspiracy of
media silence? Is everyone afraid of
giving the Soviets ideas? Maybe. But to
exploit that weakness, the Russians
would have to spend millions rearm-
ing with western weapons. The real
danger is more likely fo come from
smaller, more belligerent, not-so-
aligned nations like Argentina, dump-
ing grounds for western weaponry.

Polly Want a Cruise Missile o Is
President Reagan soliciting nuke sfrat-
egy advice from parrofs? Studies pub-
lished in the journal Animal Behaviour
show that parrots practice a deter-
rence theory of self-defense, much like
our Presidents. For instance, the larger
a parrofs bill the less likely itis fo atfack
amirror image of fself. Parrots packing
such heavy beakpower that the MAD
principle (Mutual Assured Destruction)
comes info play, prefer long elaborate
displays of belligerence to actual
fighting. And the barrage of grand
gestures fends fo be unpredictable
and contradictory—like Reagan
diplomacy—instead of developing
coherently. All those sudden and
ergtic actions are supposed fo deter
opponents by showing them this is one.
psychotic cusfomer they're dealing
with. Unfortunately, fights do occur,
and a lot of plumage fallout resulfs.
Parrots, however, don't have the op-
tion of mutually reducing the size of
their bills. ® Despite the Presidents
mighty zoological erudition, those
cranky Europeans persist in their un-
American rejection of Pershing lis and
cruise missiles. Why? Do they know
something we don't? Could they have
heard that the Pershing Il has only
been successfully fired once? And only
over a shorter distance than will be
required in actual use? Or have they
somehow gotten wind of the fact that
the cruise has not been tested to ifs full
necessary distance overiand? (The US.
you see, doesn't have the space, so
negotiations with Canada are under-
way fo fest it up there) Above all, did
they find out that some twenty percent

of cruise fiings fail? (They either only
go a short distance, or the wrong way.
or just come straight down) Meaning
New York might end up destroying Los
Angeles instead of Moscow. Now. in
the States we don't let that kind of info
fall info the wrong hands. National
security, you know.

We Were Only Following Orders
® |t started with a computer that
diagnosed diseases better than a
docfor. Naturally ifs gonna lead to a
computer that fights wars better than
a general. Just last year a University of
Pittsburgh team developed INTERNIST-1,
a machine programmed fo match
symptoms with possible diseases. I
consistently came up with a more ac-
curate list of likely affiictions than the
MDs did. Pentagon officials intelligent
enough fo know theyre at least as
dumb as physicians snapped the idea
up. Now theyre evolving a computer
that's the very model of a modern
maijor-general. Its fed data on the
good and bad decisions command-
ers have made at war games 5o it can
filter out the bad and use the good fo
anticipate aftacks and direct actions
on future battiefields. Which means
that the next time an innocent village
is bombed back to the Stone Age,
everyone can blame the computer.

Doggie Style e Narcolepsy—ifs a
dog's life. Ten years ago doctors dis-
covered that dogs also suffer from the:
disorder that causes people to unex-
pectedly fall asleep in the middle of a
workaday activity. A discovery like this
is @ researcher's dream, as dogs could
now be used as lab specimens for
probing and poking. Affer countiess
hours of sleep-inducing experimenta-
tion, scientists discovered that narco-
leptic dogs and humans tended fo
black out most often during moments
of peak pleasure—ie. during feeding
and sex for dogs, parties and sex for
humans. So here’s the point: those of
you whose partners have the annoy-
ing habit of geffing ever more sleepy
and bored-looking as you desperately
stimulate them in all the right places
could be youe fumning fhem on so
much theyve just got o fall asleep.
—MelikKaylan
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THE LITTLE.
VILLAGE
CONTINUED
TO GLOW
WITH CON-
TENTMENT.

QI

AND
TRADITION
IRES OU

AS

Re-
RING THE
NTH

| SSVENTHMONTH of

e

AND NOW, MY CHILDREN.

EE. GO HIDE N THE
AOUNTAING BEFORE.

s
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NOW v
iR S e e 4
LS ALIVE THAN DEAD.

HEY, CHILOREN,
LISTEN UP! ONCE YOUVE
PLACED THE ELECTRODE,
WILL STEP IN
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OF THE VITAL
FLUID WITHOUT
\ KNOWING [T/
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AHHH ... THERE
YOU ARE ... PLEASE
COME IN.IVE BEEN

EXPECTING YOU,

HEY LAPY !

IM HERE TO SEE
YOUR BOSS,

1 HOPE YOU DON'T MIND IF T EAT
I NEVER HAVE TIME
FOR A DECENT LUNCH. NOW...LETS GET
DOWN TO BUSINESS, 1 ASSUME YOURE
AWARE OF THE RASH OF SUICIDES
THAT HAVE TAKEN PLACE IN DUR
CITY LATELY. WELL, THIS AFTERNOON
THEY PULLED ANOTHER BODY OUT OF THE
EAST RIVER THAT TURNED OUT TO BE
MY WIFE... MY EX-WIFE THAT 1S

THE POLICE SAY SUICIDE,
BUT I KNOW THATS IMPOSSIBLE/
T LIVED WITH HER FOR FOURTEEN
EARS !... THE REASON WE
GOT DIVORCED WAS BECAUSE
I COULDNT STAND HER
OPTIMISM? ... HMMM ..
THIS BURGER (S
PRETTY GOOP.

sow

HY I KNOW THERE'S OK.BEFORE T
DID YOU CALL ) MORE TO THIS THAN GET STARTED I
MEIN? MEETS THE EVE! T NEED THE STIFF'S

WANT YOU TO LOOK FOR
ANY POSSIBLE ANSWERS
TO HER, UM ... SUICIPE,

APDRESS AND A LOH...UH,
SET OF WHEELS. / MY SECRETARY
WILL TAKE CARE
OF ALL THE
DETAILS

SN

o
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I'M SORRY SIR,
BUT YOU CAN'T SEE
HiM WITHOUT AN
APPOINTMENT.

YOU SECRETARIES
GIVE ME A ROYAL PAIN
IN THE ASS... I'LL FIND

HIM MYSELF/

HI TOOTS.
LATER I WANNA SEE

MR. KARCASS.

OK KARCASS/ I WANT YOU
TO TAKE A LOOK AT A LETTER
IFOUND IN THE HOUSE OF ONE

OF YOUR EMPLOYEES...IT

WELL...UH ... MRS. SHRUGOFF
WAS ONE OF OUR EMPLOYEES,
BUT IM AFRAIDI CAN'T TELL
YOU ANYTHING ELSE.

HEY! COME HERE HUH,..HE MUST
"JOCKO", ] WON'T HAVE GONE THROUGH
HURT You...

THAT’S FAR ENOUGH...
NOW STEP AWAY
FROM THAT DOOR...
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PLEASE MR..ER SHE WAS INSTRUMENTAL. HERE...LET ME .
EL BORBAH .IF YOU'LL IN DEVELOPING THE FAST SHOW YOU THIS SEE, THE INTERIOR
JUST LOOSEN YOUR GRIP, FOOD SYSTEM THAT IS BLUEPRINT OF
T'LL EXPLAIN EVERYTHING... MAKING US A LEADER ONE OF OUR NEW
NOW... AT ONE TIME MRS. IN THE FIELD... RESTAURANTS...
SHRUGOFF WORKED IN OUR
PRODUCT RESEARCH

DEPARTMENT. |
<My )

Y

_OVER HERE WE THE FOOD CUBICLES ..AND VOILA!
HAVE AN ACTUAL OFFER THE PUBLIC. A DELUXE DOUBLE
WORKING MODEL OF EXACTLY WHAT THEY BOVINE BURGER/?

ONE OF OUR FOOD WANT. .. PRIVACY, INSTANT 5
CUBICLES.. SERVICE, AND FOOD
THAT'S EASY TO EAT.

.IN ORDER TO INSURE
ALL THE GEEKS THAT OUR CUSTOMERS ARE
WITH WIRES J SATISFIED AND WILL WANT TO
GROWING OUT OF COME BACK AGAIN AND AGAIN,
THEIR HEADS? WE ENHANCE OUR PRODUCTS
WITH...UM, UH... CERTAIN
CHEMICAL ADDITIVES..







HEY DOLL-PUSS...
1 GOTTA SEE YOUR
BOSS AGAIN ..HERE'S

THE CAR KEYS..

HAMBURGER PEDOLERS
IN THE SLAMMER!

..S0 IT TURNS OUT NO ONE
PUSHED YOUR EX-WIFE OFF
THE BRIDGE, BUT IF YOU PLAY
YOUR CARDS RIGHT YOU MAY

BE ABLE TO TOSS THESE

P EXCUSE ME, EL BORBAH...
YOU'VE DONE A SPLENDID
JOB AND I ASSURE YOU

OF, BUT IT SEEMS WE HAVE
A CONFLICT OF INTERESTS..,

THEYRE ONE OF
THE FASTEST GROWING
CORPORATIONS IN
AMERICA ... AND BESIDES

HOLDINGS INTO BOVINE 3
I LOVE THEIR BURGERS...

INCORPORATED...

JESUS H. CHRIST! MY
STOMACH IS GROWLING

TO BEAT HELL.. WHAT I
NEED RIGHT NOW IS A
BIG BOWL OF CHILE

HUNGRY?> I CAN

SAY...ARE YOU I'M LEAVING

POP A BURGER INTO
THE MICROWAVE

YOUR HEAD INTO
THE MICROWAVE !




ULYSSES
Cover price—$6.95

Special now—$3.50!
Art and text by Lob and
Pichard. The brave Ulysses
pits his strength against
gods and goddesses as he
travels across the universe.

CONQUERING ARMIES
Cover price—$4.95
Special now—$2.50!
The dream epic of fierce
horsemen who never lost a
baftle and never won a war,
by French artist Lob, written

by Jean-Pierre Dionnet.

THE BOOK OF ALIEN
Cover price—$7.95
Special now—$3.95!
By Paul Scanlon. Designed
by Michael Gross. Contains
over 100 sketches, behind-
the-scenes photos, inter-
views, and commentaries
from the Twentieth Century-

Fox thriller.

MORE THAN HUMAN
Cover price—$8.95
Special now—$3.95!
Theodore Sturgeon’s sf
classic, now in bold graphic
style, deals with the forma-
tion of a superhuman by the
synthesis of six different and

complex personalifies.

ALIEN: THE ILLUSTRATED
STORY

Cover price—$3.95
Special now—$4.95!
By Walter Simonson and
Archie Goodwin. Based on
the Twentieth Century-Fox
hit, the crew of the
Nostromo grapples with a
ferrifying life force they can't
leash or comprehend—the

Alien!

BARBARELLA THE MOON
CHILD

Cover price—$6.95
special now—$2.95!
The first feminine fantasy
figure refurns fo challenge
the universe. Drawn by orig-
inator Jean-Claude Forest,
the book also includes
action stills from the film
Barbarello starring Jane

Fonda,

MOEBIUS
Cover price—$2.95
Special now—$1.95!
Introduction by Federico
Fellini. The career of Eu-
rope’s premiere illustrator is
examined; everything from
“The Black Incal” to movie
posters to his summer vaca-
tion to soft porn. The com-
pendium of his work to date.

THE SWORDS OF
HEAVEN, THE FLOWERS
OF HELI

Cover price—$6.95
Special now—$3.50!
Michael Moorcock's gothic
adventure is illustrated by
Howard Chaykin in brilliant
full color, including an intro-
duction by Moorcock

himself.

LONE SLOANE
—DELIRIUS
Cover price—$8.95
Special now—$4.95!

The Iush painting of Philippe
Druillet, with text by Lob and
lettering by Dominique
Amat. Lone Sloane’s adven-
tures through time and
space and the fantastic
world of Delirius are
presented for the first time in
English, in full color.

Heavy Metal, Dept, 883, 635 Madison Avenue, NYC, NY 10022
Please send me the Heavy Metal books as indicated below. | have enclosed a check or money order payable to Heavy Metal books. |
have included 75¢ for postage and handling of each book.

Ulysses____c
Cor Al

nquering Armie:
The Book of Alien______«
More Than Human.

jes at $3.50 each
copies at $2.50 each

copies at $3.95 each

____copies at $395 each

Alien: The lllustrated Story__copies at $1.95 each

Total amount enclosed: $.

Name

Barbarella the Moon Chlld_:opwes at $2.95 each

copies o $1.95 each

The Swords of heaven, the Flowers of Hell
opi

Lone Sloane-Delirius.

jes af $3.50 each
copies at $4.95 each

Address

City

State

(New York State residents, please add applicable sales fax)

resents Moet
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WHATS GOING OW HEREZ.
THAT CAMNED Ko AU T

our-

© ONLY T KNEWWHERE T 3
BUT T DON'T EVEN HAVE THE
MACHIE WITH ME! TM SURIKZ
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IACK, ARE YOU
AL RIGHTZ
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lustration by Brian McCall

AN OLD FART AT PLAY:

CONVERSATIONS

WITH

CAPTAIN
BEEFHEART

There’s no doubt in my mind that Don
Van Vliet (better known by his nom de disc,
Captain Beetheart) is one of the most extra-
ordinary humans on the face of the Earth. A
few years ago, in a youthfully effusive frenzy,
1 called him an ubermensch (superman, for
you non-Nietzscheans), something he’s
never let me live down. But the man isn’t so
much a superman, as...well, a separate
‘genus and species of humanity all his own.

That's utter dogshit, of course—the man's
body has the same creaks and groans, and

produces the same stinky waste products as
the rest of us stuck here on God's golf ball.
But it’s trying to figure out the workings of
his mind—the wildest bouncing day-glo
colored ball of vaseline you've ever chased—
that gets you into trouble groping for meta-
phors beyond the linguistic fringe. Like all
great creative anomalies, he’s hewn his own
universe fom the meat of our cast-offs, and
deposited himself at its center; a passionate,
curious, intensely sensitive, cranky, and
hilariously funny child who refuses to “grow
up,” and probably couldn't, even if he wanted
to. He's an artist because his mind won’t al-
low his body to sit still; his chosen mediums
are oil on canvas, marker on sketch pad,
words on paper, and vibrating air molecules
on ear drum. His music is an exhilarating,
euphonious cacophony, composed either on

Van Vliet was born in Glendale, California
in 1941, His first album, a night's worth of
steamy, psychedelic blues, was recorded in
1965, but not released until 1970 as Mirror
‘Man. Since then, vinyl highlights of a career
that's taken more ups and downs than Rich-
ard Nixon's include: Strictly Personal (1968;
one of the essential documents of the psyche-
delic age). Trout Mask Replica (1969; a
monument of deviant creativity), Lick My
Decals O/f Baby (1970; a sort of twisted,
Beetheartian pop album), The Spotlight Kid
(1972; a sort of twisted, Beeheartian blues
album), Shiny Beast (Bat Chain Puller)
(1978; Don in a mellow mood), Doc At the
Radar Station (1980; my choice for the one

um I want to be buried with), and Ice
Cream for Crow (last year's reaffirmation of
Van Vliet's vitality).

These days Don lives in a trailer in the
middle of the Mohave desert with his wife,
Jan. He is busily preparing for a major New
York gallery show of his paintings, planned
for sometime in the fall. In his spare time he
has written about eighty songs for the next
Captain Beefheart and his Magic Band LP,
scheduled for recording in the late fall, prob-
ably for a Christmas release. He recently
turned down an offer to produce Laurie An-
derson’s next album in order to concentrate
on his_painting. (That olympian clashing of

piano or ng into a
tape recorder to be meticulously transposed
according to his exacting specifications by his
band (including at the moment: Gary Lucas,
guitar and management; Jeff Tepper, guitar;
Richard Snyder, bass; Eric Feldman, key-
boards; Cliff Martinez, drums).

‘The sounds made by the Magic Band ring
in your head like no other music you've ever
heard. Audacious, unheard-of harmonies dart
and shimmer in the light, and leave strange,
exotic tastes in your mouth. Swamp-motor
rhythms both support and subvert the foun-
dations of listener expectations—every time
you reach out to lean on one, it's suddenly no
fonger there. It is an assaulting, cataclys-
‘mically intense, vastly entertaining, and fuck-
ing humbling body of work—one that I'm
convinced will one day be regarded as a high
point of our age.

could've produced something in-
teresting, to say the least.) This interview
was conducted during one of Don’s infre-
quent visits to New York, when by all ac-
counts he is at his worst: terminally
sleepless, paranoid, overloaded with sensory
input, and painfully sensitized to everything
around him. It was one of the most difficult
interviews I've ever done, and one of the
best times I've ever had. You had to be
there.

—Lou Stathis

A Useful Member of Society

HM: You once said that not going to school
enabled you to remain a child.

DVV: Yeah, I still feel like a child—every
day, everything is exciting and brand new to

HM: You think school removes the child
from all of us?

DVV: Yeah, I think so. Why do they do
that?

HM: To make you a more useful member of
society.

DVV: Well, 'm certainly not useful. I'm
quite natural, and that’s why they don’t want
to use me. I don’t want them to.

HM: It would be economically disastrous to
have 200 million people like you in this coun-
try—Ilots of fun, though. How extraordinary
do you think you are?

DVV: Idon’t—notatall.

HM: Do you think you're different from
most people?

DVV: No, I don't think so. Well...I do what
T want, and most people don’t. So in that way
1 guess I'm definitely different, cause I do do
what [ want.

HM: And that’s all that sets you apart? You
don't think you're gifted in any special way?
DVV: I'm smart as hell—I know that—and I
don't have that many roadmaps on my head.
People have roadmaps—I didn’t want ‘em, [
didn’t take 'em.

HM: And that was a conscious effort?

DVV: I fought it—totally. I may get harden-
ing of the arteries, but never hardening of the
eyes. I'm stubborn, real stubborn.

HM: How long can you hold out?

DVV: Al along. Why not?

HM: And why haven’t others done what
they wanted to do?

DVV: They're lazy. I work all the time. [
haven't taken a vacation in my life. I'm work-
mg—wn , painting, and doing music all
the time, day and night. I've seen the sun and
the moon almost every day of my life. I make
it a habit to see both of them. I want to see all
of it, if I can.

HM: What do you think your art does for
people?

DVV: I think it makes them breathe. I
mean, 'm not so sure they should pay 0
close attention—I wouldn’t want them to get
hurt.

HM: Why not? It'd probably do them some

DVV: Probably. It's never hurt me.



Last of a Dying Breed

He [Photographer Anton Corbijn] and
| were in LA, at the La Brea Tar Pits
We were sitting in the car, and ! said, ‘Il
take you to the right place—the light
place.” We drove out into the desert,
and we had fifteen minutes of just the

right light. | said, ‘'m a piece of meat
Anton. You just put me where you want
me." He just kept saying, ‘I don't need
to do that, this is fine.” And he told me
to take my hat off for a moment, so |
took my hat off, and he said, ‘That's
fine.’ It was all done in fifteen minutes.
I knew then that these would be the
best [pictures] I'd ever seen.”

HM: How does it feel to be one of the last
remaining members of the avant-garde?
DVV: I don't think there ever was any. Do
you?
HM: Yeah, I think so—there’s always been
a group of people doing something totally dif-
ferent, working outside existing parameters
and ignoring everyone else.

VV: What group?
HM: You know—various art movements in
the past: Dada, shit like that.
DVV: (wistfully) Oh yeah. wasn't that nice?
All those painters . .
HM: Well, all that seems to have dis-
appeared. Do you think there's any room left
for the avant-garde?
DVV: There better be room for those of us
doing exactly what we want, cause that's
what I'm going to do anyway. It's like in the
record industry—they're totally desperate.
The only way they're going to get out of their
hole s tosstart payingattention to real artists.
HM: Drowning people rarely reach for what
will save them—they'll grab anything they
can.
DVV: Well, they won't get a hold of me.
They’ll get sucked in with me.
HM: That's optimistic. I think. They don’t
really hear anything unless it comes through
their bank accounts.
DVV: Then I'll influence them through their
dollar bills (makes dumb bird gestures). Il
tell you what. I ain't going nowhere. I mean,
I'm going to stay here and do what I damn
well please. Il never not do what I damn
please. There's no way I'l ever do anything [
don’t want to do.
HM: Do you feel at all like a dinosaur? A last
member of a dying breed?
DVV: [ feel like everyone else’s been
d>lbcp Allalong. And they'd better wake up.
HM: What's this shit about your never
wanting to tour again. s that true?
DVV: (grimaces painfully)
HM: Have you had it?
DVV: I'd've always had it. It was only a few
people I played to, anyway. I mean, all the
time that I was playing, there were only a
few people—small pockets of people really
listening,
HM: It isn't worth doing for the number of
people y youcanreac
DVV: I can't affnrd it. And it takes up too
much time. I'd much rather stay home and
work. I've got too much to do.
HM: But the thought of never seeing you
and the band live again is painful to me.
DVV: Me, too, in a way. But I'm getting
too selfish—/'ll still see the band. We'll still
make records—I've got more compositions
to record now than I've ever had before. And
this band—there’s no end to the things I can
do with them. They want to do everything.

: C'mon, tell me the truth—will you
really never play another concert again? I'd
evenfiy to L.A. to see you.

DVV: You would? Then we'll put on a con-
cert for you.

HM: Talk about small pockets of people! If
you're playing in a hall that seats two thou-
sand, or so, what percentage of them do you
think are awake? Five percent? Ten percent?
DVV: (laughs) I don't know; I never think of
it that way. I hate lower mathematics.




Van Vliet, for the cover
ions #3, a literary magazine
that includes some Van Vliet poetry, as

For a copy, send $8.50 to: Brad-
33 West 9th St., New York.

Don

NY 1
Painting In the Dark

DVV: (cringing Dracula-like from the light)

I'm photophobic. Light just puts my eyes out.

HM: Don't you go out in the daytime?

DVV: Of course not! For me to do that is

really unusual. They're (pointing at eyes)

really getting a treat when I do that

HM: Don't you need light when you paint?

DVV: No, I know what I want on the canvas

anyway

HM: So it's more he:

head-to-hand

DVV: Sure, but the eye does have some-

thing to do with it. I'm trying to get my head-

to-hand in shape, though, like Van Gogh. It's

ridiculous, but Tl do it. Who's gonna tell me |
fe. and I'm not going to tell me I

n do it with music, so I can do it

-to-hand than eye-to-

at no one’s seen?
at shade on the Ice

DVV:
Cream for Crow cover (painting used for al-
bum cover painted on window shade ) was
done during Trout Mask. My wife brought it
out—I had done it during a rehearsal. She
had it in her purse—she was saving the

Thousands.

thing. Pulled it out one day and said, “Maybe
you can use this.”
HM: How are you preparing for your gallery

I'm painting like crazy—really paint-
ing. I mean, put me in front of an empty
white square and I go nuts. And I'm doing
these really big paintings—ten feet by ten
feet, seven feet square

HM: Are you wﬂrkmg in the trailer?

No, I'm working out front.

Yeah. I put up lights, but sometimes |
away and paint in the dark. Sometimes.
it's just a feeling, and you really don't need to
see what you're doing—what am I saying? Of
course you do. But 1 like to feel the damn
paint. and the canvas with its big teeth. I feel
like I'm being attacked by a big cloth were-
wolf. T mean, the feel of the softness and
thickness of the paint with the brush—it's
almost like fur.

Not Hot Enough
DVV: I'mmoving to Arizona

HM: Why the hell are you doing that?

DVV: It's hotter—it's not hot enough in
Lancaster.
HM: You like the heat?

DVV: Yeah, as long as I have a swamp
cooler—

HM: A fan and a pan of water?

DVV: —yeah. (Laughs.) Then I can see the

heat. Tlove that. I want it as hot as it can get.
I like the extremes, and the extremes in
Arizona are fantastic! Winter is really cold—
there’s snoww—and the heat is real hot. Ex-
tremes are kind of pleasant to me.
HM: Tht would drive me crazy—it bothers
me about N.Y.C
DVV: Yeah, but you enjoy it. That's why
you're here— you enjoy going crazy.
HM: Tenjoy the result. but not the process.
Doesn't it make you at all physically uncom-
fortable?
DVV: Nah. I had asthma as an infant, so [
need plenty of space to breathe.

: How the hell can you breathe at all
whenit's so damn ot
DVV: Well, you have to really fry.
HM: And that's good?
T think so. That way you can't relax—
I'd hate that. Then you'd get laaiidd baaack
(burlesques total muscle relaxation). Yecch, 1
hate that, y'know, “Hey man, I'm laid back.”
Like the music—y spray music. Yeah, I
wouldn't mind leaving L.A. at all.
HM: What sort of environment wil you set
up for yourself in Arizona?
DVV: I'd like it to be near Tempe, but way
out in the desert Tl have a house, and a
studio to paint
HM:. Have vou found a place that you want?
DVV: No, I'm going to buildit.
HM: With your own litle hands?
DVV: Yeah. (Laughs hysterically.) My own
little hands.
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Berni Wrightson's Hanover
Fiste and his ne'er-do-well
accomplice Captain Sternn.
You've seen them in the
magazine, you've seen them
on the golden screen, now
see them coming and going
This durable, four-color cotton
T-shirt is a must for the spring
season

The newest edition of HM fan-
tasy wear—our silver, satin-
like jacket, equipped with a
cotton lining, and front pock-
ets, too

The original HM T-shirt
comes in red and black and is
made of cotton-blend. (Get
more for your money that
way!)

It's all in the name! Each
weighty HM bronze belt
buckle is 3%4" x 2* and will fit
any standard belt.

Now in! Heavy Metal's new phosphorescent T-shirts! These all-cotton tees are available in
“Muscle” (shown) or regular style black shirts. Each are $8.00 (including postage and
handling). Order today! You never know when there might be another blackout and your HM
T-shirt would be the only light source for miles around!

Heavy Metal

Dept. 883
635 Madison Avenue
New York, NY 10022

Please send me the following item(s).
st

Captain Sternn T-shirts
Heavy Meta/ -shits
Heavy Metal jact

Heavy Metal beu hucklss at$10. 95 each.
small

Phosphorescent T-shirts
at$8.00 each.

Al prices above include postage and handiing.
New York State residents please add applicable sales tax.

Name i
Address
city

smaH

medium large at $7.50 each.
edium large T black at $7.50 each
medium large at $36.00 each.
medium large reg. “muscle”
Total enclosed_—
State Zip

f You Gon't wish 10 cut the coupon in this ad, but do wish to order, please print of type all applcable info on  separate.
piece of paper. and enclose it with a check or money order

‘And you didn't think we were nice guys!



THE BLUSTRATED CLAN

AT THE RAYBURY PUBLISHING HOUSE

AN ENTIRE FAMILY OF AUTHORS--HOW UNUSUAL. TELL
ME, WHAT SORT OF BOOKS DO YOU WRITE 2

I'M AFRAID, YOU'VE MISUNDE!
STOOD ME. I DION'T SAY WE
WROTE BOOKS.T SAID-

1 AM GOTHIC
ROMANCE.

ASTONISHING! AND YOUR, YOUNCEST. -
HAT IS HE ? WESTERNS? ADVENTURE?

(©1983 Nicola Curi

ARE BOOKS! A CRAZY OLD GYPSY WOMAN

TIONS WERE SUPPOSED. TO COME OF
AND WATER_THEY DIDN'T! INSTEAD THE PICTURES
BEGAN TO MOVE...FORMING STORIES




LAST MONTH, LLBNA WAS K/PNAPPED
AND RANXEROX WAS LEFT AT THE
FOOT OF THE COLISEL, HIS
MECHANICAL BRAN OISCON-
NECTEL,

RANNEROX'S ELECTRONIC GRAIN 5 STRUCTURED SO THAT SYNTHETIC EMOTIONS CAN BE ARODUCED, GIEN, THREE TYPES OF
PRIy ST, SYCH AS JDLOR, OF VOICE, alID SHIELL, MECHANICAL RELAYS ARE RELEASED WHIH
DETERIIUE Ll PRSSION (HATE LOVE, WDl EERENCE ), THESE EEELINGS ARE SUDIVIENTARY SNE
Ty HAVE BEEN KNOWN 1O CHANGE WITHIN SECO) 2, HE MANTANS A

DURING A BARROON BRAWL-BUT THATS

OFTEN NS
IR AMITIAL NS TICT FOR
AVSTERY REMAINING Cozv(‘sinvs' T SRR SIS Lo A HABeS LA, W
75 FROBABLY UE O A KICK N THE HEAD HE ONCE INELIRRES ANOTHES
ST
THE ELECTRONIC CONSCIENCE OF RANKEROX 15 FUNCTIONING ONCE AGAIN ANG 15 TURNED ON T THE FEROCIOUS













T FOUND A DEATH I
o IR N o

. IE YOU WANT
SEE YOUR LITTLE
FRIEND ALNE AGAN!

T LOST CONTACT WITH RANXEROX. T THINK THE FLISES
MUST HAVE MELTED. SHIT, WHAT LLICK !




AARAUUIIIIGEGRRR!
BUAT T 60 OR.
ALYICCERERR!




REALIZNG THAT 415 BRAIN A5 SHORT. CIRCUITING,
UNG 70 THE BALIC OF A TRUCK ANG
SR e p e e i

UNTIL HE REACHED LEVEL 5O.
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Quick!
THE REVOLVER S

GLORIA

N

SHE HAS BEET

RE YOLZ

YOUR MOTHER WAS SO WORRIED ABOUT

You!
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‘To Whom It May Concern:

T don't care what anyone says, HM re-
mains unique among the graphic publications
available today. Those who feel that your
magazine’s quality is declining are, I suspect,
suffering from a syndrome comparable to
that experienced by long-term heroin ad-
dicts. The first few jolts are terrific, but after
a while the body's metabolism adjusts to the
drug, and the high is no longer a “special”
experience, but merely a common, everyday
occurence, like breathing. In other words,
your readers have become jaded by too much
of a good thing! I don't believe your quality is
declining—if anything I've noticed a general
improvement over the years. Your early
issues placed a heavy (oops!) emphasis on

graphic tours de force, often at the expense of
a coherent story line. Crepax's “The Man
From Harlem” represents a recent case in

point, with its tight plot, and cogent charac-
terizations. I found the artist’s earlier “Valen-
tina” series visually exciting, but concep-
tually vague.

Frank Thring's letter (Chain Mail, Feb.
'83) has gotten my dander up, because it
sums up the pathological bent of many of
your critics. Mr. eschews mass cul-
ture (whatever that is) and “reflections of
contemporary reality,” preferring, I sup-
pose, a return to the Hyperborean Age.
Since HM can be obtained at nearly any drug-
store, it must be seen as representative of
“mass culture” and as “a reflection of con-
temporary reality.” Ergo, to Mr. Thring's
mode of thinking, HM's quality has declined
because it no longer appears to cater to an
intellectual elite willing to search out copies
in esoteric basement shops cluttered with

ines and back issues of Machine Man. 1
hate to disillusion Mr. Thring—particularly
since he seems to set great store by being in
a state of illusion—but since neither graphic
art (neé “comix”) nor sf/fantasy writing were
around during the pre-industrial age, all
efforts in those mediums are “reflections of
contemporary reality”—as is the fact that
you have to sell your magazines to a wide
audience in order to continue to produce
them. In fact, Mr. Thring's own yearnings to
escape “contemporary reality” are, in and of
themselves, a reflection of the same.

Sorry to go on like that. I guess I really
took issue with Thring's attack on Kierke-
gaard's “Rock Opera,” which I've been fol-
lowing since it was a feature in D.C.’s own
Unicorn Times. It's invariably the first thing [
turn to when I buy a new issue of HM. Long
‘may it run!

W. Luther Jett
Point of Rocks, MD

Dear Metaloids:

As one who is interested in the bizarre and
surreal aspects of the human imagination,
am, of course, drawn to your magazine. |
await new issues eagerly, and I'm rarely dis-
appointed. The illustrated work is always at
least interesting, and Mr. Stathis’s musical
tastes are the best in any American publica-
tion. My only problem is that it takes me
about an hour to knock off a typical issue.
Then it's another month’s wait for the next
installment. This is why I strongly urge you

to expand the prose within your pages. T
don’t consider HM “merely a comic book,”
and I feel its potential to be something truly
unique should be exercised. I'd like to see
more extended interviews with rock musi-
cians, filmmakers, and sf writers. I know the
prose vs. comix debate has been plaguing
you for quite a while . . . please consider. (We
have and we are. We hope to make extended
interviews a regular HM feature, spotlighting
unique creative talents from every part of the
HM spectrum.—ls)

As to the great “Rock Opera” controver-
sy, I think Rod Kierkegaard is the most per-
ceptive contemporary comic/satirist since
the Firesign Theater. Lose him and you lose
me.

Ulysses Leviticus
Morgan Hill, CA

To Lou Stathis:

With the February '83 issue of HM you
managed to bring your rag to a new low. For
four years I've watched you slice, dice, and
fry records that deserved more (a lot more)
of a chance than you gave them. Your listing
of “Some (Records) I Couldn't Bear To Lis-
ten To . . . " shows that not only are you
unjustly prejudiced but proud of it! It seems
to me HM's entire readership would be
better off if you reviewed Mousercize or the
Richard Simmons album (Look for them next
month.—Is), and let music stand as it
is: music for the pure fun of it! Please don’t
try to explain everything, life gets so dull that
way.

Andy Herd
Ft. Worth, TX
Do I dare make the world a duller place for a
moment or two more? As to that list: every one
of us has prejudices. To deny that is self-delud-
ing, and in the case of a critic, pernicious.
That list was my—admittedly smartassed—
way of honestly presenting my prejudices
(which is more than you get from most critics).
I'm not proud of them; just aware. As to the
greater Cosmic value of writing about music.
sure i's mostly pointless jacking-off. but if [
can offer some unique insight into the process
or the product (and I think I do), then it's
worth it. It's also my job to make it interesting
enough for you to want to read it. And I think
there’s much more to music than just the fun of
it.—Is

Dear Julie, John, Lou, etc.:

I've noticed recently a lot of comments in
Chain Mail along the lines of: “Stop printing
boring crap like Bilal and give us stories we

can understand.” Well, I'm finding such let-
ters a bit alarming. The stories people should
be acclaiming are the very ones they're put-
ting down—Bilal's “The Immortals’ Fete,”
“Progress,” and “The Voyage of
gotten,” Moebius & Jodorowsk
ight,” Druillet’s “Yragael,” and so on. I'm
beginning to get the impression your average
reader has an 1.Q. of five, and a tremendous
fear of being forced to think. Don't ever let
those who want HM to be nothing but
pseudo-humorous pornography and gore, in
order to satisfy their needs for adolescent
fantasies, take over completely! Otherwise
each month we'd have nothing but Macedo
(“Jungle Rock”) and Fernandez (“Zora”),
which while having pretty colors and big tits,
have about the depth of a creek on Tatooine
in summer! Comics are an artform, so as the
English Speaking World’s Major Alternative,
(Gulp!—Is) don’t abandon the artists and
writers who are really trying. As Jean Giraud
(Moebius) said: “An adult comic takes the
whole concentration of the creator. One can
see it as artistic expression, with all that
goes with it . . . As for the comic for adults,
well T think that this is a synonym for
demagogy.” 1 suggest y'all read “Rock
Opera,” April 1982.
Dylan Horrocks & Tim Raby
Auckland, New Zealand
P.S. Congratulations to Mike Hinge (Who's
an ex-Enzer.—Is) for his September 1982
publication in HM.

Dear Lou:

Oh my God, they're at it again. “Comics
are terrible, moan, moan.” Shit, I've been
hearing that stuff for years, and for the most
part, it's been: “Comics are terrible, nod,
nod.” Very rarely has it been, “Boy these
comics are crap, let’s do something about

em.

Let’s be honest, the American comic book
is at its roots escapist literature for the
young, at which it succeeds quite well. They
are not Herman Melville, or Elizabeth
Barrett Browning, or Hunter Thompson, or
Philip K. Dick, they are the comics—with
their own inbuilt strengths and limitations.
Other countries’ comics, to our adult eyes,
may seem better, but I've seen the material
you've printed and stuff you haven't, and
frankly the French have produced a lot of
clunkers, too. (Personally, I love and enjoy
Japanese Anime comics. 1 can't read them,
however they are visually wonderful and T
can understand them.) Also, I'd like to say
that some of the people complaining about
the problems in comics are in part respon-
sible for those problems—they help/helped
keep the stereotypes going. And if they lool
they'll find books well drawn, not “flashy,”
and comics well written, not clumsy or
steeped in Sturm und Drang. And finally,
about the crap in comics, I simply respond
the way Ted Sturgeon responded to the fan
who claimed 90% of all science fiction was
crap, “Well, 90% of everything is crap.”

Walter E. Rittenhouse

Levittown, PA

That is the leading edge of response to our

March 1983 “What's Wrong with Comics”
symposium. Lots more next month.—1Is
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“SHE ANNOUNCED HER R N LYET ANOTHER,
RETURN RO THE /. 7 DAISEYLAND!

VERTED (T IN7O..

PR

—
© PeTER, KVAER 53



| zowng v e wareas o e
e, U SEIP RETLIRNED
e R NS SRR,
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HATS HADPENED

THE DARK WALLS. 8 USELESS TO ARM.

OMLY T KNEW WHAT WATCHED &S CRCE, WARNED ME THAT |7 WOLLD

FrON 5 =2
AGAINST IMVORTALS, BLIT T HELD
MY WEAPONS.

WHY NOT STANID UP 7O AN IWHIORTALE.
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7O FIGHT FOR ANSELF AND MY COMRADES.
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ROAR, AND T FELT THE SAME Al
OTHERS.




SHE, THE PERISHABLE PLAGUE,
TERRIBLE ANID CRUEL




CIRCE WAS RIGHT... MOTHING COULD BE
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WHAT THE.

ONE SECOND/
IHAE TO
TAKE OUT
THE SIMUL-

MEAN
LITTLE NUDGE ANO
ITWOULD MEAN
CURTAINS
FOR ME.

HI3 WHINING £
GOING TO DO ME N
F¢ Ccome

R
ON, MIKE. COME
THROUGH FOR
ME!
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EXCLEE ME, THERES THE PHONEY
HELLOZ YES, TS ME. OKAY.
B T'LL BE THERE IN A MIN-
UTE. DON'T MOVE!

I SAD. T'LL BE
THERE IN A MINUTE/

I HAVE TO LEAVE YOU FOR A BIT, BUT
I'[L BE BACK AS SOON AS T CAN. T'M
SORRY, BUT (TE REALLY AVERY (M-

PORTANT MATTER.

o
THE FRIGID
TURE W b5}
g Wi
NG HIM. H
S A
ME... JUST CAN'T our/
SEEM TO GET
RIDOF HIM
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I DIDN'T
KNOW YOou

STOP CRYING..
MY GOD,

THE AIR
CONDITIONER
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Heavy Metal. Dept.
635 Madison Avenue
New York, NY 10022

Three years (36 issues), regular price $39.00. Now only
$29.00 (80¢ per issue)
Two years (24 issues), regular price $32.00. Now only
$22.00 (92¢ per issue).
One year (12 issues), regular price $19.00. Now only
$14.00 (1.16 per issue).
Please enter my Heavy Metal subscription for

2year i

Don'’t be without
this month’s
Heavy Metal
like this guy
almost was.

When traveling around
the globe. it's not as
easy as one might think
to find an issue of Heavy
Metal. Selling like
hotcakes. Heavy Metal
Is not always attainable
at the corner shop. One
snip of the coupon
below, and your monthly
issue will be sent
wherever you please
Take a moment. and
insure your delivery of a
year's (or two. or three)
worth of the world's
foremost adult illustrated

\‘ fantasy material

Charge tomy
MasterCard # MasterCard Interbank #
Visa# Exp. Date

Srqnature

Mamng address
City

Checks must be payable within U.S. or Canada Add $5.00 pev year for Canada,
Mexico, and other foreign countries.

If you do not wish to cut the coupon, but do wish to order, please print or type all
necessary info on a separate piece of paper, and enclose it with a check or money
order.
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BUT WHO 5 N CONTROLZ.

AND WHAT ARE THEY AFTERZ

FEELAG LKE AGUNEAFIG I A OGS, 208
TED FOR SOME KND
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i \ WEke i
SEGAN To MOVE NG ME T0 DEATH
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THNG.
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AN
MENORY.
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OLaY, MAGTER, SO TH oL ORANCE .
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esance

THAT
DYING IN YOLR SHIP...

TANTLY FORGOTTEN.

AND RETURN TO MY
PR TASK OF OBSER-
ING THES GALACTIC.

oy asunqwsu You'

‘7 1 EW YU
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AT U2 CESTIY 6
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FLASH OF
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LOATING IN
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ey

HER CREW...

0RA, DEPRESSED AND IMPOTENT, 15 AT A LOSS TO UNDERSTAND.
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HAVE OBLIGED HER TO FULFILL. SHE FEELS LIKE A PAWN IN
SOME CRUEL COSMIC GAME.
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THE AUTO-
MEDC TECANICIANS.
T
GUARANTEE.

SURUIVAL.

w
CASES AS
CRITICAL AS

AND WE CAN'T BE SURE THE HONEY.
COMB WILL STILL BE HERE TOMORROW. YOI
2D AVON WL 8E TAEN D ATRANS-

1 Hope
WE'LL BE ABLE TO.
5T0P HER-OR AT LEAGT
STALL FOR ALTTLE
TWE,
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#1/APRIL '77: SORRY—SOLD
out!

#2/MAY 'T7: Russian astronauts,
Roger " the paranoid puppet. “Con-
uering Armies.” the ultimate rock
festival, and more.

#3/JUNE '77: Macedo's “Rock-
oiitz,” highly praised “Shells. be
glning of Davi's World Apac;

Moebius. Corben. Bode

#4/JULY '77: Lots of Moebius: ~Ar-
zach,” part 1 of “The Long Tomor
row' conclusion of “Sunpot

#5/AUGUST "77: The saqa of
Polonus vegins. “The Long To-
morrow” concludes. and “World
Apart” and “Den” continue

#6/SEPTEMBER '77: Roger Zelaz-
ny has a short story. and Moebius, a
space opera: plus more “World
Apart.” “Den.  and “Polonius.

#7/0CTOBER 77: Fiction by Theo-
dore Sturgeon. Moebius's “Artight
Garage.” “Den” and “Polonius
back again. yet more.

#8/NOVEMBER "77: New Harian

Ellison fiction, 9 color pages by Moe
and Rimbaud, conclusions for

Polonius”and “World Apart

#9/DECEMBER '77: Extra_pages

Wein. plus full-color Corben. Mace-
do. Claveloux. and Moebius

#10/JANUARY '78: Morrow ilus-
rates Zelazny. Lob and Pichard up.
date Ulysses. “Gonquering Armies
concludes. “Den” continues

#11/FEBRUARY '78: New adven-
tures of “Barbarella,” wraparound
cover and center spread by Nino.
plus Moebius. Corben. et al

#12/MARCH 78: Swashbuckling
Orion” debuts courtesy of Gray

Morrow: more “Barbarella, “Urm,
and “Den
#13/APRIL '78: Our 1st anniver-

sary issue! A 30-page insert from

Paradise 9. and Barbarella
qives birth, while “Den” wraps it up.
#14/MAY 7s~ Urm the Mad
. but “Orion” and
Y Continiis, &ng Aok
Nino tips his hat

#15/JUNE '78: Corben introduces.

#16/JULY 78: A happy enaing for
Barbarella. a sad ending for
1996, resumption of Druillet’s

more “Heilman, " “Orion.
and Corven's

Arabian Nights.

#17/AUGUST '78: SORRY —
soLDouT!

#18/SEPTEMBER '78: SORRY —
SoLDouT!

#19/0CTOBER '78: “Exterminator
17." Ellison’s illustrated ~Glass
Goblin,” debut of McKie's “So Beau
tful and So Dangerous.  plus usual

#20/NOVEMBER

< Twenty

pages of the Delany/Chaykin “Em-
more “Sindbad, “Extermin-
Major Grubert. “Hellman' s
final rebirth. more

#21/DECEMBER '78: The stock
ing's full with Orion. Kirchner's
Tarol.” and 12 beautiful pages of
Moebius.

#22/JANUARY °79: Trina_debuts
here. and Druillel concludes “Gail.
plus McKie and Corben. How much
can youtake

#23/FEBRUARY '79: “Galactic
Geographic.” “Starcrown.” Cor-
ben’s “Sindbad.” McKie's “So
Beautiful and So Dangerous. ~ plus
Moebius, Bilal. and Macedo

#24/MARCH °79: Twenly pages of
Chaykin illustrating Bester's “The
Stars My Destination.  “Starcrown
I, and Ellison’s late show.

#25/APRIL '79: SORRY — SOLD
out!

#26/MAY 79: 115 all-American (ex-
cept for Druillets ‘Dancin * and a
Proust joke). 15 entries including
Corben. Morrow, the illustrated
“Alien

#27/JUNE 79: SORRY — SOLD
out!

#28/JULY '79: Bodé's ~Zooks
premieres. Corben's “Sindbad” con-
cludes. Morrow and Moebius con-
tinue, Mike Hinge debuts.

#29/AUGUST '79: Caza steals
show with “New Ark City. " plus
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Mayerik, Suydam. “Galactic Geo.
graphic,” Bodé. more.

#30/SEPTEMBER '79: “Elric.
Buck Rogers.” a lizard named
Elvis.” and "Little Red V-3," along-
side Montellier and Moebius.

#31/0CTOBER '79: A Halloween
tribute to H. P. Lovecraft. with
Moebius. Breccia. Druillet. Suydam
others

#32/NOVEMBER '79: Let's gve
thanks for Corben's “Rowlt,” Bode's
“Zooks,” Brunner's “Einc.” Cha
kin's “The Stars My Destination
Moebius. and more.

#33/DECEMBER '79: A Christmas
package from Caza, Corben, Ko-
foed, Suydam. Sties, Trina, Moe-
bius, and Ellison.

#34/JANUARY '80: A new year/
new decade begins with new look for

HM with debut of 4 new columnists
new artists Neal McPheeters and
Dan Steffan, conclusion of Corben's
‘Rowll,” and much more!

#35/FEBRUARY '80: An eerie
Couralin cover adorns this winter is
sue. Corben's “The Beast of Wol

ton’ begins, McKie experiments with
the Air Pump. and we join Matt How-
arthon acrazed acid trip

#36/MARCH "80: Why did The
Crevasse” take Jeannette” Read
the Schuiten Bros. strip! PIus: Cor
ben. Matena. Moebius. and Lee
Marrs's “Good Vibrations.

#37/APRIL "80; Our 3rd anniver.

sary issue — 32 pages of “Champa
Kou' in living color, final instaliment
of Moebius s “Airtight Garage. plus
Caza. Bilal. Howarth. Corben
Bodé — and more!

#38/MAY '80: Does the Supreme.
Alchemist exist? Will Axle ever find
out? Will “Champakou reach the
Doll of Jade? Will Joe strike out with
the alien Marilyn. t00? We'll never
tell

#39/JUNE '80:  Champakou

meets his fate, while “Captain

Sternn’ saves the day. And in their

revenge. the Flying Wallendas vs.
hi

#40/JULY '80: The Alchemist Su
preme continues. Axle learns truth
about sidekick Musky. Bilal's “Prog
ress!” begins. and Moebius returns.
with “Shore Leave

#41/AUGUST 80: Druet retuns
i he 15t nstaliment of “Salany

50" while Moebius concludes
Shors Leave' (and s interviewed)
Bilal continues “Progress!

#42/SEPTEMBER '80: The Al
chemist Supreme " concludes while
Bilal's Progress'
Ernie Colon, Paul Kirchner, Leo Dur
anona contribute nifty shorts. while
Rock Opera " gets stranger yet.

#43/0CTOBER '80: SORRY —
SOLD OUT:!

#44/NOVEMBER "80: With the
Shogun spirt ablaze. this issue’s
cover. by Hajime Sorayama s def
initely in its element Inside we give
you some lovely Claveloux. Moebi-
Us. Kaluta, Springett. and Bilal

#45/DECEMBER '80: SORRY —
SoLD ouT!

#46/JANUARY '81: SORRY —
soLpbouT
#47/FEBRUARY '81: SORRY—
soLpouT!
#48/MARCH "81: “Tex Arcana.

John Findley's epic Western. be
gins. “What Is Reality. Papa®” and
The Ambassador of the Shacows
continue: Druillet's imterpretation of
Flaubert s classic Salammbo ends
Plus. Harlan Ellison s ever timely es-
say on violence in America

#49/APRIL 81: ‘Art
Nazis.

and tne

Din't think we could do it in one
shot. did ya?

#50/MAY "81: Premiers of Chay
Kin's “Cody Starbuck” and Bilal's
The Immartals Féte!” Plus; Suy

m's “The Toll Bridge" and William
§ Burroughs on immortality.

#51/JUNE "81: The st part of the
Richard Corben nterview, Jim Ster-
anko's acaptation of Outiand pre-

and our own John Workman!

#52/JULY '81: SORRY — SOLD
out:

#53/AUGUST '81: SORRY—
SOLD OUT!



#54/SEPTEMBER '81: SORRY—
SOLD OUT!

#55/0CTOBER ‘81
soLD ouT

SORRY—

#56/NOVEMBER '81: Jeronaton's
9g of the World." Jelf Jones

Segrelles. and Bial all frame tne art

of Leo and Diane Dillon beautifully

#57/DECEMBER '81
soLoouT!

#58/JANUARY '82: Our

SORRY

Happy

Chaykin and Simonson. Segrelles.
Steranko, etal

#59/FEBRUARY '82: Begins with a
further adventure of Jonn Difool in
The Incal Light.” Wein and Chay
Kin's “Gideon Faust” gets going
again. Plus Fernandez. Jones
Schutten. etal

#60/MARCH '82: Our 2nd Special
Rock Issue featuring Dick Matena's
A Life in the Day ealistic
100k at the life of John Lennon_ Luis
Garcia's “Nova 2" begins. Elliott
Murphy brings us the Elvis Cult_Plus.
our regulars, “Mercenary. Den,
Rock Opera, " etc. Enjoy.

#61/APRIL "82: Our Sin anniver
sary issue offers a variety of mate-
nial. What with Claveloux. Druillet
Moebius. Bilal, and an essay on J G
Ballard. you'll be busy until our 6th!

#62/MAY '82: In this issue. we give
you the 1t part of David Black's

Third Sexual Revolution” and let
you look at “The Art of De Es
Schwertber Sixteen and

Vanilla” by Ted White and Val Lakey

#63/JUNE '82: We proudly bring
you our Fantastic Cies issue. With
artists Voss, Caza. Scibelli. and R
Crumb. All surrounded by regulars:
Druillet Schuiten. and
Fernandez. Enjoy.

#64/JULY "82: Marcele and La
come's strange “Life at the Circus
and pages from Corben's Flights i
to Fantasy. Plus Jones. Garcia.
Druillet. etc

#65/AUGUST '82: We proudly pre.
sent Jones and Wrightson's Freak

Plus the finale of “The Incal
Light,” by Moebius and Jodorowsky.
#66/SEPTEMBER '82: We give
you Hecht's “Music-Video Inter
face.” Lupoff's “Barsoom'" and
Hinge's Object * Plus our regulars:
Bilal. Fernandez. Kierkegaard, etc.

#67/0CTOBER '82: You

after reading our
special horror section. It has every-
thing from Eddie Poe 10 the weirdest
phobias possible. Don't read it
alone! PS - Last part of Black's
Third Sexual Revolution

have

#68/NOVEMBER '82: Part 1 of
Kaluta's “Starstruck

and Druillet's “Yragae
peek at Wrightson's National La
poon’s Class Reunion

#69/DECEMBER '82: A Will Stone
Gallery. the return of Suydam's

Mudwog.” and Mark Fisher's
Amino Men." Plus our regulars
Corben, Fernandez. and Kierke
gaard

#70/JANUARY '83: We bring the
strange conclusion to Wrightson's
Freak Show.” a look at The Dark
Crystal. and our regulars: Manara,
Corben, Fernandez, etc. Happy
reading

#71/FEBRUARY '83: The making
of the film The Entity, Kim Deitch's
Eating Raoul, and our regulars. Cor.
ben, Kaluta, Crepax, etc

#72/MARCH "83: We bid a fond
farewell to Den and Kath. and a
warm welcome 10 Bilal's “City that
Didn't Exist” A Gallery on Robert
Williams, plus Manara, Kaluta and

#73/APRIL '83: Moebius's “The

Sauri's “The Odyssey, " along with
Kaluta, Crepax. and John Workman.

#74/MAY '83: Kaluta and Lee's
stagestruck “Starstruck.” “Marlow-
skitz" the robotic detective, and the
conclusion of Manara and Pisu's
Sandwiched nicely be-
tween a front cover by Frank Riley
and a back by Rick Meyerowitz!

#75/JUNE '83: Corben's “Dooms-
cult,” the end of Crepax s “The Man
from Harlem, " and a peek at the 3-D
science fiction thriller, Spacehunter

#76/JULY '83: Liberatore's
Ranxerox. " the end of Kalula's
Starstruck” (for the time being), an
interview wit annon and a

glimpse at Ray Bradbury’s Dinosaur
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oA § & 6 g Who would have imagined,
&9 TS 'l///////// 7 Foroe oversan. she tiny
planet of the"Nehi," that

% our invasion would turn
out to be the biggest
disaster in military his-
tory? And that Marty and
I (for rather embarras-
sing reasons) would be
the only survivors...?
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If we don't make
it to the mother
ship in 15 minutes,
they'1l leave
without us!
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THE HRST ANNAIPAI{
AEAVY METAL MUSIIBED AWARDS




A

R BEN EFR, ,
PHOEBE CATES BETSYRUSSELL MATTHEWMODINE MICHAEL ZOREK xosees RAY WALSTON
" SYLVIA KRISTEL . sesmce wismty DAN GREENBURG SUZANNE OMALLEY

mswssty R BEN EFRAIM & DON ENRIGHT oess sy NOEL BLACK : .,
AUNNERSAL PICTURE. LN TR i o
STARTS JULY 29TH AT A THEATRE NEAR YOU




HEAVY METAL movie artist JUAN GIMENEZ draws some more!
Plus: CHARLES BURNS, RANXEROX, and BILAL!




