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INTERESTING TIMES:  
 

SUMMER: DREAMS AND DISILLUSION  
 

By Andrew Maben  
 

For the first, and I hope the last, time in my life I slept standing up. The train from Paris to 

Marseilles was so packed with Parisians making their annual summer exodus that there was no 

room to move. All the seats had been reserved and the rest of us were crammed into the the 

corridors, so tightly that I couldnõt even bend my knees, and I thanked the stars that I didnõt 

need to piss, because it would have been totally impossible to get to the toilet, and anyway 

someone was probably using it as a bedroom. So, my little cardboard suitcase gripped between 

my calves, I finally fell into a semblance of sleep at around three in the morning. 

 

But even this discomfort could not dampen my soaring spirits. After I saw Sally off on the bus 

back to Seaford, I convinced myself that at last our love was to be consummated in an idyllic 

Mediterranean setting. On Monday I had visited the office to collect my check, which I 

immediately cashed to buy my ticket to Niceé 
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In Marseilles many passengers left the train and I was able to prop my case against the wall of 

the corridor and sit at last. I gazed out at the passing coast, dazzling whites and my first 

glimpses of the famous blues of the sea. Toulon, Hyères, Cogolin, Fréjus, Cannes, Antibes, and 

at last: Nice! Tired as I was I didnõt feel like trying to hitchhike, or even find a bus, and decided 

to splurg e on a taxi. Ah, the mounting excitement, anticipation, expectation as we drove along 

the cliffs of the coast road! Finally we passed the sign for St. Jean Cap Ferrat, and moments later 

turned off the main road and began the descent to the harbour. At the bottom of the street the 

driver told me he could go no further and gave me directions to the villa. Full of joy I walked 

the path to the edge of the harbour and found the house easily enough. It could hardly have 

been in a better location, right at the waterõs edge. The white walls were topped with red 

terracotta tiles, an imposing front door of some dark wood. My whole body seemed electrified 

as I reached out to ring the doorbellé 

 

It was some moments before the door opened and a girl I did not know poked her head out. 

 

òYes? Who are you?ó 

 

òIõm Andrew. Sally invited me..?ó 

 

òWait a momentéó 

 

The door was closed, and I stood awkwardly on the step, waitingé The wait, which surely was 

only momentary, seemed eternal. Then the door opened a crack, and the same girl stuck her 

head out again. 

 

òIõm sorry. Sally asked me to tell you that sheõs in bed with the boy she met on the beach this 

afternoon, and would you please go away.ó 

 

I had no chance to respond, even had I been able to muster a response, before the door swung 

shut with a finality that mocked my dreams of romance even as it seemed to slay themé 

 

God alone knows how long I stood there as my world broke once more into a million little 

shards scattered on the ground around my feet, though I suppose it was mere seconds. I picked 

up the suitcase and began the weary trudge back up the village street to the main road, feeling 

that I may as well just take the night train back to Paris, and then home. I could comfort myself 

that at least thereõd be a seat in that directioné 

 

But when I arrived, tired and sweating, at the top of the hill, there was a café with a patio 

overlooking the sea, and I remembered that I was hungry. May as well have a glass of wine and 

something to eat. Taking a seat I ordered a glass of red and a salade niçoise. As the first sip of 

wine suffused my tired body and downcast spirit, I began to take stock of my surroundings. 

The sun, lowering in the west, cast a rosy glow across the western sky, at the foot of the cliffs 
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the sea glittered in blues that hitherto Iõd imagined only existed in the wild imaginations of 

painters. And then the waitress brought my food to the table. Used to stingy English salads of a 

few withered greens, with a tomato slice or two and perhaps some cucumber and spring onions 

if you were lucky, I was completely unprepared for the feast that was set before me: a giant 

bowl of lettuce, liberally laced with, yes, tomatoes, cucumbers and green onions, but also olives, 

green and black, slices of hard-boiled egg and big chunks of tuna, along with a basket piled 

high with crisp, warm French bread, and liberal servings of butter. I set to, as they say, with a 

will, gladly accepting a second glass of wine before the salad was half gone. As I lingered over 

coffee and a slice of tarte aux pommes, my mood began to lift. Fuck it, here I was, beside the 

Mediterranean amid glorious surroundings with at least a little money in my pocket. Nothing 

awaited me in England except the necessity to live with my disappointment, so why not stay a 

while and seize some enjoyment? The nights promised to be a lot warmer than England, and if I 

could sleep on the beach in Cornwall, I could surely do so here. Thus heartened, I paid my bill 

and walked to what looked like a good spot to stick out my thumbé 

 

No more than five minutes had passed before a guy on a mobylette pulled up. I remonstrated, 

protesting that I could not possibly ride with him. He insisted amiably. The more I protested, 

the more he insisted. If only to demonstrate the absurdity of his off er I took a precarious seat on 

the little luggage rack behind his saddle, suitcase awkwardly balanced across my thighs, and off 

we set. To my astonishment the arrangement worked rather well and he wended his westward 

way along the winding clifftop road, un til we rounded a cliff and Niceõs bay lay spread out 

below us. As we descended, accelerating, the long downslope into the town, my companion 

began to sing. 

 

òSing!ó he commanded. òYou must sing!ó And he expounded the lyric to me until I had more or 

less memorised the words and raised my voice in hideous untuneful unison with his. And so 

we entered Nice in an unholy blast of sound, a medley of our unlovely singing joined in discord 

with the puttering roar of the overtaxed mobyletteôs little motor.  

 

òHereõs where they sleep,ó he told me, pulling over at what appeared a random spot on the 

Promenade des Anglais. I bade him farewell and walked to the edge of the promenade, 

overlooking the beach a few feet below, and sure enough, there were dozens below, boys and 

girls sitting or lying on blankets, towels, sleeping bags. I found steps going down and settled 

myself in an unoccupied spot at the edge of the encampment and lit a cigarette. 

 

Soon a tall nordic fellow strolled up.  

 

òDo you have a light?ó 

 

And, as I handed him my matches, òMind if I sit down?ó 

 

I nodded assent and he sat, holding out his hand, òErik.ó 
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òAndrew.ó 

 

As we sat smoking in the gathering twilight, he asked what I was doing, and I told him my sad 

little saga. He laughed wryly.  

 

òMe too. My girlfriendõs doing a summer course at the University and invited me to come too. 

But when I got here she had some French guy in bed with her. So here I améó 

 

Noticing that I had no blanket, Erik offered me his: òItõs ok, I also have my sleeping bag.ó 

 

Soon after, exhausted both physically by the journey, and emotionally, thanks to Sallyõs cruel 

volte face, I rolled myself up in Erikõs blanket and fell asleep. 

 

The days that followed are a blur of comfortable lassitude, lazing under the warm sun, smoking 

an occasional joint, now and again strolling into the old town to get something to eat.  

 

There must have been twenty or thirty dossers on the beach, but there was little or no pilfering ð 

it was quite safe to leave oneõs belongings, even for hours at a stretch. Little comes to mind in 

the way of incident, though a couple of people have remained in my memory ever since. There 

was, Andrej, a Pole, effervescent, voluble in his severely limited English, and obsessed with the 

streetwalkers who haunted a nearby park ð in fact his command of English seemed limited to 

òhodjus curlsó, which he would offer with his wide innocent smile to anyone who came within 

range. At last someone explained that what he was trying to say was ògorgeous girlsó. How he 

had managed to escape the Iron Curtain to join the rabble on the beach was a mystery that was 

never elucidatedé And Binh, a cheerful little Vietnamese kid with spindly legs withered by 

childhood polio. He did not seem to regard this affliction as any kind of handicap, in fact he had  

in some sense turned it to his advantage, folding his legs into a full lotus, walking on his knees 

and performing some remarkable acrobatics, both for our entertainment and to earn coins from 

passing tourists. And it was here on the beach that I was first introduced to Henry Miller, an 

American girl was reading Sexus and swapped it for whatever I had been reading, a bargain 

that decidedly broke in my favour, at least in terms of sheer number of pages. Through that 

summer and autumn I waded through all thre e volumes of The Rosy Crucifixion, mesmerised by 

Millerõs torrential prose, titillated by his voracious sexuality and naµvely blind to his misogyny. 

 

One evening I was sitting apart, near the waterõs edge and daydreaming into the sunset sky, 

when I glimpse d a distant figure making its way towards me through the shallow wavelets at 

the waterõs edge. As the figure came closer, I noticed first that it was a girl, and then that she 

was a lovely redhead. When she came abreast of me she turned and walked towards me. Sitting 

down beside me she smiled and asked if I would like to share a joint. We passed the smoke back 

and forth, as she told me she was a music student at the Sorbonne, spending her summer 

walking the coastal path the length of the C¹te dõAzur and sleeping rough in the clifftop woods. 

I was sorely tempted to ask if she would let me accompany her, but my suitcase was singularly 
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inappropriate for such an endeavour and I let it pass. The joint smoked down to the filter, she 

soused it into the waves and we sat awhile in companionable silence until she climbed to her 

feet, bade me farewell and strode off along the beaché 

 

òWhat are we doing here?ó Erik asked one morning. òWhy donõt we go somewhere? We could 

hitch to Spain.ó 

 

Sounded like a great idea to me, apart from our meagre funds. We decided to tackle that 

problem by spending a day pavement drawing, went to buy some coloured chalks and found a 

bare patch of pavement on which I composed some kind of psychedelic swirls while Erik 

composed a message explaining our tragic situation. Even as I drew, coins began to shower into 

the circle Erik had drawn for donations, and by nightfall we had a tidy little bankroll for the 

trip.  

 

We were up at dawn the next morning, packed up our impedimenta and walked to the  road out 

of town. After a few rides that took us past Cannes, a young couple in a battered red 2CV 

stopped and picked us up. We had not gone far when the wife turned and asked, òHave you 

been to St. Tropez?ó and when we told he that we had not insisted that òEveryone should visit 

St. Tropez!ó 

 

òBut weõre on our way to Spain, we donõt have time.ó 

 

òWeõre going. We can take you into town and if you donõt like it you can always turn around 

and leave.ó 

 

Well, by now it was already well into the afternoon, so perha ps we could spend the night there 

and move on the next morningé 

 

They dropped us at the harbour side and we walked along a dock and sat on a low wall to 

admire the picturesque scene, each relieved to have left behind our bitter memories of Nice. 

After five  minutes or so two young guys walked up.  

 

òHey, you want to buy some hash?ó 

 

òNot this evening, we still havenõt found a place to sleep and we donõt have much money. But 

weõre going to do some pavement drawing, so maybe tomorrowéó 

 

òOK. You want to smoke now?ó 

 

Of course we wanted to smoke now. They introduced themselves. Jean swarthy complexioned, 

with a big aquiline nose, shoulder length black hair and a brigandish air, and Patrick, òLe 

Dorzeó, with a more hesitant presence and a bush of curly black hair. Jean rolled a fat joint with 
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some nice black hash, which the four of us shared before they left us stoned on our wall with a 

promise to meet us here tomorrow at six in the evening. 

 

òIõm starting to like it here,ó I said as they walked off. 

 

òYes. I am too,ó agreed Erik. And indeed there was much to like: the blue water of the harbour, 

with fishing boats and luxury yachts moored at the quays, cafés lining the waterside, a long 

mole shielding the moorings from the open sea beyond, blue hills on the distant  far side of the 

bay and the quaint village rising up the hillside behind the harbour.  

 

A little red sports car pulled up in the car park, close to where we sat, and two girls, a blonde 

and a brunette, climbed out and started to walk in our direction. We l ooked to the end of the 

quay, supposing that they were headed that way, presumably to meet someone. But there was 

no one else. 

 

òSomeone you know?ó asked Erik. 

 

òI donõt know anyone here.ó 

 

òWell, theyõre definitely coming our wayéó 

 

And indeed, here they were. 

 

òHi!ó from the blonde. 

 

Bemusedly we returned her greeting. 

 

òUm. I wonder, do you know where we could get some hash?ó 

 

òYou should have been here five minutes ago, there were a couple of French guysé But weõre 

meeting them here tomorrow at six, if you want to come back.ó 

 

That seemed an agreeable plan. 

 

òIõm Devon, and this is Anne,ó said the blonde. 

 

I laughed. òDevon? Thatõs where Iõm from.ó 

 

òMy dadõs a geologist. He named me for the Devonian Era.ó 
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She was a pretty girl, unabashed by the terrible acne that marred her skin, but somehow failed 

to subtract from her beauty. Anne, perhaps a little less attractive in spite of her clear complexion 

was evidently the junior partner in their friendship.  

 

They walked back to the car and drove away, and Erik and I set off to find a place to sleep. Jean 

and Patrick had told us of a likely spot, and we set off around the harbour and turned along a 

small path leading over low cliffs behind the village until we reached a tiny cove, overhung by 

an ancient gnarled fig tree. 

 

òThis must be it.ó 

 

We climbed down the rocks to the sand and found a space of soft dry sand, encircled by 

boulders and sheltered both from view and wind.  

 

When we had staked our space, we headed back into the village to see what was going on, and 

to see about something to eat. The evening harbour side was bright with lights, couples and 

groups sitting around tables in front of the several cafes, others gathered more ostentatiously on 

the decks of expensive boats. We turned away from the harbour, looking for something 

affordable to eat. As we climbed a narrow bright alley thronged with holidaymakers, Erik 

caught my sleeve. 

 

òSomeoneõs calling you.ó 

 

òNo, nobody knows me here.ó 

 

òNo, listen.ó 

 

I followed his backward glance, in time to see and hear Devon as she hurried, Anne at her side, 

towards us. 

 

òAndrew! Iõm so glad we found you.ó 

 

ò?ó 

 

òOh. My brotherõs been drafted. Heõs flying back to the States tomorrow for basic trainingéó 

 

Uh huh. After which heõll be off to Viet Namé 

 

òSo weõre having a dinner to see him off. Weõd like you two to join us.ó 

 

òNo, no. We couldnõtéó How can we intrude upon so intimate an occasion? 
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òYes. You must.ó And behind her smile, I thought I glimpsed a small fearful plea. Perhaps it 

occurred to me that they might welcome us exactly because as strangers we might open up that 

intimacy, keep strong emotion at bay. Or perhaps that notion only struck me later. But anyway.  

 

òWell, if youéó 

 

òCome, Itõs this way.ó 

 

They led us into a low ceilinged restaurant, filled with soft warm light, timbered walls and 

ceiling, to a long table. Devon introduced us to her parents, her brother Jack, and two other 

parents with a son, evidently Jackõs friend. 

 

We sat, were offered menus and bidden to have what we liked. Our glasses were filled with red 

wine. I donõt remember how the meal passed. Small talk I suppose. It may have been here that 

Devon told us her geologist father was in the employ of one of the large internationals and 

based in Paris. But I do remember eating a very tasty steak. 

 

Afterwards we stood outside on the cobbles, saying our goodbyes. 

 

òSo where are you staying?ó 

 

òWe found a spot on the beach up there,ó pointing vaguely. 

 

òGroovy. Well, goodnight, weõll see you tomorrow evening.ó 

 

Next day we were woken to the sound of a couple of flics making their way down the beach 

rousing the hippies and vagabonds. As we stowed our bedding one of the cops told us there 

was a pump a short way up the hillside where we could bathe.  

 

òLook, thereõs fruit,ó said Erik as we climbed past the fig tree. Indeed. The fruit was ripe and 

delicious, the first fresh figs Iõd ever tried. The water from the pump was bright and clear and 

chill. Each pumped for the other as we drank, then washed and shaved. 

 

We meandered through the day. Found a square of pavement by the harbour wall where lots of 

people passed. My hippy pseudo-psychedelic swirls, (or were they simply smears?), had little, I 

fear, to recommend them ð awkward, irregular curves and abstract squiggles, executed in 

bright pastels. But we soon discovered that it was the explanatory plea, written in stilted 

French, that got results. We would write these messages beside a chalk circle which we primed 

at the start of every session with whatever coins we had, and if possible a note or two. At first 

we had taken a respectful and submissive tone, but gradually the descriptions of our distress, 

the demands for succour, became more exaggerated. The more exaggerated the message, the 

wider the viewersõ smiles, the more frequently their hands would dip into their pockets, the 
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more coins, and even notes, would fall into the magic circle. And for years, pavement drawing 

would remain the highest hourly rate I ever earned.  

 

Someone who stopped to chat pointed out a guy leaning against a red Ferrari fli rting with a girl.  

òSee him? He makes his money playing guitar in the cafes in the eveningéó 

 

At last the sun began to go down and we went back to our arrival perch to meet Jean and 

Patrick. Fifty francs got a good chunk of black Pakistani hash, generous enough for us to take a 

nice little cut before passing it on to the girls. Again the four of us shared a fat joint before Jean 

and Patrick left to return to their campground out at the edge of town.  

 

Right on time the little red Alfa pulled up in the car pa rk. The girls were delighted with their 

hash, so of course we had to smoke another joint. And then they invited us to have a glass of 

wine, and we strolled around the harbour to the Caf® S®n®quier, where the morningõs Ferrari 

driver, now dressed in a rumpl ed shirt, torn jeans and sandals, sat playing his guitar, its case 

filled with banknotes. Over the wine, Devon suggested we might like to join them tomorrow for 

a day at Tahiti Plage. Itõs not as if we had anything better to do so we planned to meet here the 

next morning.  

 

After the girls left we bought some bread and cheese, pỐté and a bottle of cheap wine and 

strolled under the moonlight to a quiet spot on the cliffs past our encampment, where we ate, 

drank and smoked, and talked, before heading for bed. 

 

Needless to say, after being roused by a none too gentle prodding from the boots of the flics at 

six, we arrived early at Sénéquier, so it was with some slight apprehension that we ordered the 

coffee and croissants we could barely afford. But of course the girls showed up, if a few minutes 

after the nine oõclock we had agreed on. They joined us and ordered coffees for themselves. 

When the time came to pay the bill, Erik and I each half-heartedly gestured our willingness to 

pay, but with a laugh Devon picke d up the slip and paid. As we walked to the car we passed 

the two flics who had woken us, leaning against their police van. They seemed a little 

nonplussed as Erik and I perched in the back behind the girls and Devon accelerated away. 

 

And so we fell into a more or less regular lazy routine. Les flics must have been impressed by the 

Alfa, as henceforward they would wake us with a respectful cough: òBonjour, messieurs. Six 

heures, faut sõ®veiller. Il fait beau, passez une bonne journ®eó, made a pleasant contrast to the 

boot in the ribs that our fellow beach dwellers still enjoyed. Fresh figs from the tree and 

ablutions at the pump, morning coffee at Sénéquier, where the girls would meet us on most 

days. Pavement drawing, lounging on the beaches, watching boules on the square, getting high 

with Jean and Patrick, drives in the Alfa. A summer idyllé 

 

One afternoon Erik and I were walking through the lanes at the edge of town and sat down to 

rest under a tree in front of a little cottage. As we sat smoking, I noti ced a sheaf of papers with a 
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pink cover and bound with a cheap clip. The cover carried the title Barbarella and some credits, 

while inside was written a brief note to òBrigitteó from òRogeró. Yes, an early script of the film 

which was to star Jane Fonda. I read the script in an afternoon as an interlude in my ploughing 

through Millerõs Sexus, and for several years I managed to keep it before it finally disappeared ð 

I hope someone found and kept it, it was probably worth a few bobé 

 

All too soon it was time  for Erik to head back to Copenhagen to resume his studies, and early 

one morning the girls drove us out to the edge of town to hitch back to Niceé 

 

We made it back in good time and found the group on the beach still there, some had left and 

others had taken their places. Andrej was one who had recently left, apparently he had carefully 

hoarded his money and on his last night had blown all he had left on one of his òhodjus curlsó, 

but Binh was still performing his acrobatic contortions.  

 

Erik left the next afternoon, and after seeing him off at the station I went to sit on a bench on the 

sea front, where I was meditating on my situation when a pretty dark haired girl asked if she 

could share the seat. 

 

Sophie was English, and had been studying at the University for the summer. I told her about 

Erikõs sad story, and my own, and of our St. Tropez sojourn. 

 

òI have a room at the University. Youõre welcome to stay tonight, if youõd like.ó 

 

So we chastely shared her narrow bed. As I prepared to leave for the station, she jotted a phone 

number on a scrap of paper. 

 

òGet in touch when youõre back in London.ó 

 

I promised I would, and tucked the slip away in my wallet.  

 

The train north was much less crowded than it had been coming south, and I managed to 

snatch a few hours sleep before arriving early the next morning in Paris. Following Jeanõs 

advice, I made my way to Place St. Michel. Dozens of students and hippies sat on the low wall 

around the fountain, and I found a spot for myself.  

 

I soon made myself a part of this loose congregation. I learned to avoid the sporadic police 

sweeps, found a good spot for pavement drawing, and joined a little coterie who slept under 

the Pont St. Michel each night. 

 

Early the next week I took the Metro up to Brochant and walked to  the address Jean had given 

me on Rue Guy Môquet. His mother opened the door, and when I asked for Jean, invited me in 
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and offered me tea. No, Jean wasnõt back yet. She had no news, but no doubt he would return, I 

should come back whenever I likedé 

 

One afternoon on Rue St. André des Arts I found myself caught. The police had blocked each 

end of the street and shoved all of us who didnõt manage to escape into the back of a police van. 

They drove us to a police station and put us all in a big holding cage. I t was here I met two girls 

from Sweden, Ulla and Kirsten. Ulla was quite pretty, with brown hair, big blue eyes a healthy 

complexion and a nice figure. But Kirsten was a beauty, with her white -blonde hair and milky 

skin, soft pink lips and limpid grey eyes , lithe, lissom figure, her soft voice and otherworldly 

manner, she seemed a fairy ice-princess. 

 

Eventually the police let us out one by one, and after a cursory inspection of our papers we 

were released. I met up with Ulla and Kirsten outside the police station and we walked together 

back to the Quartier. They had the use of a friendõs flat while he was out of town, and invited 

me to join them. I was utterly entranced, as Iõm sure you have noticed, by Kirsten, so of course I 

leapt at the chance. Besides, although there might be some kind of romantic cachet to sleeping 

under the bridges, the nights were getting chilly and it would be a lot more comfortable under 

an actual roofé 

 

The girls had a routine that put my efforts at pavement drawing in the shade. T heyõd simply 

walk down the Boulevard St. Germain and within moments would be invited to lunch by some 

man or other. They would politely refuse at first, but with further persuasion reluctantly accept 

and have a sumptuous meal. Parting from their victim wit h vague promises of future 

encounters they would then resume their promenade, until again invited to eat. But now they 

would coyly reply that they had just eaten, but suggest that perhaps, as they had very little 

money, the gentleman would be so kind as to offer a few francs towards their dinneré When 

they had collected enough cash, which seldom took more than an hour or so, theyõd meet me at 

the Caf® St. Michel, where Iõd be nursing a coffee while I waited, and then take me for a prix 

fixe lunch at one of the many local restaurantsé 

 

I also made some cash of my own by pavement drawing, or simply la manche. I soon found that 

a polite òExcusez moi, monsieur, vous nõauriez pas un franc, pour manger?ó was far less 

effective than an aggressive òDonnez moi un franc!ó, which as often as not would garner not 

one franc but a five franc piece, or even a note. Kirsten, who did not so much rebuff my shy 

advances as seem utterly unaware of my besottedness, seemed to live in her own ethereal 

world, and I felt privileged t o be allowed the occasional glimpse within. When not with the girls 

I simply wandered the streets, spent time in the Jardin du Luxembourg or Tuileries, going once 

or twice to the cinema, and eating wonderful Tunisian sandwiches with mint tea at one or othe r 

of the little shops off Place St. Michel, and roast chestnuts or crỒpes from the many street stands. 

 

All too soon the girls told me their friend was coming back and they would be leaving town the 

next morning. But that night I was in for a delightful su rpriseé 
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The three of us went to a nice restaurant for dinner, and I promised Kirsten Iõd collect a suitcase 

she had left in London and send it to her in Sweden. They planned to hitch to Italy before going 

home, and it seemed unlikely weõd ever meet againé 

 

Back at the flat we arranged our bedding on the floor and settled down to sleep. As I lay 

sleepless in the dark, suddenly I found someone slipping beneath the covers beside me. 

òShhh. Come here.ó 

 

It was Ulla. Slow and silently we made love, then lay a wh ile in each otherõs arms before she 

kissed me softly and slipped back to her own sleeping bagé 

 

Still waiting for Jean to get back to town, and with Ulla and Kirsten on their way to Italy, I was 

again at a loose end, idle days on the Carrefour de Buci. There was always a group of us 

foreigners there, ebbing and flowing with the demands, stricter for some than others, of our 

lives back home. For me by now those demands were practically non-existent. Although past 

mid -September, the days were still long, the nights still warm, my simple n eeds catered to by an 

hour two of la manche ð though I certainly missed the lunches and dinners with Kirsten and 

Ulla.  

 

For a while now there had been a girl who shyly hovered at the fringes of the laughing groups 

of friend s, never seeming part of any clique. We had noticed her, the Swedish girls and I, and 

commented with the casual cruelty of the young on her awkwardness, her shyness. And now 

here I was on my own, and with the girls gone not really feeling any great need to  join any 

clique. So when she made to sit down next to me on my doorstep, I was happy enough to smile 

and make some room. And of course she was, as shy people so often are, a sweet person, gentle, 

kind, hopeful. She wasnõt ugly, far from it, just a bit overweight, but sadly aware that she had 

neither the ethereal beauty of a Kirsten, nor the earthy sex of Ulla. Just sadly aware, not bitter or 

angry, that she would never be the first to be invited to dance. To my deep shame, I donõt 

remember her name ð and she surely deserves that small respect as much or more than so many 

others who have touched my life. So I will call her Greta.  

 

We fell into the habit of spending time together. Most days I would walk, or take the metro if I 

could bum a ticket, up to Brochant to see if Jean was back yet. Or over to the Champs Elysées to 

visit Devon and Ann. Or simply wander the streets, spend idle hours in the Tuileries or the 

Luxembourg Garden. But sooner or later Iõd be back at Buci, and there sheõd be. I was vain 

enough to take pleasure in the way her face would, gently, light up when she saw me walking 

up St. André des Arts. We would talk, perhaps stroll down to Place St. Michel to sit on the 

fountain, watch the people, laughing. Friends.  

 

Then one late afternoon I found her talking to a rather shabby looking guy. He seemed much 

older, but I was twenty and I donõt think Greta was much more than eighteen, so what did we 

know. Heck, twenty five was already middle -aged to us. Thirty? Positively geriatric. Anyhow 
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she introduced him as, letõs say, Ali ð certainly an arab name. He greeted me warmly enough, 

though there was something dark in the back of his eyes that I didnõt quite trust. A taxi driver, 

apparently heõd been telling Greta heõd like to take her on a tour of the sights of Paris. Her eyes 

were shining at the thought. She had come alone, with who knows what dreams in her head 

about the adventures she might have in the City of Light. And she had spent her time mostly 

alone, god knows how lonely, in a corner of the Latin Quarter. She had seen girls like Kirsten, 

girls like Ulla, bewitching the boys and beguiling the bourgeois. She had watched us laughing, 

sheõd been left out of so many parties, so many little outings to the Ile de la Cit® to smoke beside 

the Seine. Perhaps she had ventured to Notre Dame. I know she hadnõt seen the Eiffel Tower, 

except as a distant silhouette. 

 

òWonõt you come?ó she asked. It really didnõt sound like such a great idea to me. But her voice 

was so hopeful, her eyes so eager, that I hadnõt the heart to dash her hopes by voicing my 

misgivings. God forgive me ð I donõt imagine that she ever will. And so we agreed that Ali 

would meet us here the next day after his shift was over, at about 5 oõclock. 

 

Sure enough, there he was, only a few minutes late. Greta, looked happy about it. I was not, but 

I did try to at least appear to be as enthusiastic as she, as we climbed in and settled into the 

cramped back seat. 

 

Off we went. Ali did treat us to quite a tour: Montparnasse; back down Bd. St -Michel ; Notre 

Dame; the Louvre and Tuileries; Concorde; Champs Elysees; Etoile; Eiffel Tower; Sacré Coeur. 

We didnõt actually stop anywhere, but Greta was rapt at the sights, sweet to see. Then Les 

Halles and to a little brasserie, where Ali treated us to a cognac. Obviously this had been the 

highlight of poor Gretaõs visit to Paris. I had quite enjoyed it, too, and we all three seemed to be 

relaxed and pleased and at least somewhat at ease. 

 

And so, back to Buci. As we drew close, Ali told us heõd prepared dinner òin our honouró and 

we must come to his apartment to eat. It struck me as a singularly bad idea. But Greta, in her 

innocence, declared that it would be ungracious to refuse his hospitality, and òBesides, arenõt 

you hungry?ó As a matter of fact, hungry had become pretty much a permanent condition with 

me recently, so of course I had to admit that in fact I  was ravenous. End of discussion. We 

parked in a side street close by, and Ali led us to a rather decrepit building, walls still covered 

with tattered p osters from May. A dingy hallway. But really, who was I to judge anyoneõs living 

conditions? At least he had a place of his own, Iõd been sleeping under the bridges as often as 

not. A dark and dirty stairway and several flights of stairs, òNo elevator,ó Ali apologised. 

 

At last he fumbled for his key and unlocked a door. He ushered us into a tiny, sparsely 

furnished piaule. There was a small table with rough wooden chairs, a counter-top with an 

electric ring and tiny sink; a little gas water heater and a small fridge. The one window covered 

by a ragged, soiled bed cover, and against the wall was a narrow bed. Once again my instincts 
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rebelled at the sight of a form, apparently sleeping, stretched out on the bed. I signalled to Greta 

that we should leave. Right now. Once again she insisted that we stay. 

 

Ali spoke softly as he told us t he sleeping figure was his roommate, we should ignore him.  

 

òPlease. Sit. Let us eat.ó 

 

We sat. Ali produced three bowls of dandelion leaves, oil, vinegar, a baguette and a far less than 

half-full bottle of a cheap rouge. Greta and I waited expectantly for the dish that he had 

ostensibly prepared. But as he sat, telling us òLetõs eat. I hope you will enjoy my simple dinner.ó 

we realised that this was going to be it. He poured us each a small measure of wine, pouring the 

rest of the bottle into his own glass. I tried to tell myself that I should appreciate this generosity 

from a poor man. But by now I was deeply uneasy. There was something distinctly furtive 

about the way he looked sideways at Greta, made only the most desultory of attempts at 

conversation. His eyes kept flicking moment arily towards his sleeping room mate. And he 

completely avoided my eyes. 

 

I wanted to get out of there as soon as I possibly could. As soon as we had all finished our salad, 

and it was completely clear that that had been dinner in its entirety, I stood.  

 

òMany thanks, Ali. It was a wonderful tour. And thank you for sharing your table with us. But 

we must be on our way now. We both have places to go.ó 

 

As Greta also got to her feet, he barked something unintelligible. 

 

A look of pure malice. òNo, no. You do not leave yet.ó 

 

I saw he was holding the empty wine bottle, by the neck. His stance hostile, threatening. And 

now the room mate was on his feet. 

 

I was frozen. Frozen in astonishment, dismay. No in honesty frozen in fear, rank cowardice. In 

that moment I might have actedé 

 

Then the roommate was holding the point of a carving knife to my throat, backing me up to the 

window.  

 

Greta was pale, trembling, eyes wide, as Ali said òNow I will have her.ó 

 

And to the roommate: òMake sure he watcheséó 

 

He pushed her to the bed. Savagely he fought to unfasten her jeans as she began to sob. 

 



19 
 

òTais toi!ó 

 

Back-handed he struck her face. 

 

òTais toi, salope!ó 

 

She began to whimper as he pulled off her jeans, her panties. Her pale innocent flesh exposed. 

And for an instant she looked at me. Pitiful. Imploring. Terrified. Despairing.  

 

And all I did, all, I tried to tell myself, that I could do was stand there, the knife -point pricking 

my throat when I tried to turn away, close my eyes.  

 

I shook with fear, with rage, disgust and utter shame. Gretaõs whimpers had turned to a terrible, 

quiet keening as the thug opened his fly and climbed on to her. Brutally he pushed apart her 

thighs. She gave a strangled scream as he entered her, which earned another blow to her face. A 

few convulsive movements and it was done.  

 

Ali got back to his feet. As he refastened his fly he glanced at the now softly sobbing girl. A look 

of contempt, of triumph, of vindictive hatred. For a brief instant his eyes met mine, then he 

turned his gaze back to Greta. He seemed somehow to collect himself, threw a towel to her 

crotch. 

 

òYou want a turn?ó he asked the roommate. 

 

To give a small measure of surely undeserved credit, he did look shame-faced as he replied, 

òNo.ó 

 

òGet dressed, bitch, and get out!ó 

 

Still convulsed with sobs, she wiped her thighs. She looked at me again. 

 

òAndrew, please help me.ó 

 

I took her hand, helped her to her feet. She leaned on me as she dressed, tried to arrange her 

clothes, wiped tears from her face, her eyes. The sobs stopped. She took a breath. Looked at me. 

Utter devastation was in her eyes, despair, a terrible solitude, hell. 

 

òGet the fuck out of here. Do not speak to the police, or I will kill you.ó 

 

Both her hands on my shoulder, we staggered down the stairs into the warm air of the street. 

The sky was soft and pink. And the world will never again be a safe place for her to be.  

 



20 
 

We hurried away, as best we could. She was still weeping, but more calmly now.  

 

òWe must go to the police. Right now.ó 

 

òNo, no. I canõt.ó 

 

òCanõt?ó 

 

òMy visa has expired. I must return to Sweden. An investigation will take weeks. I donõt have 

enough money. I will be the one they put in prison. No. No. No. No. No. No. No. Please. Please, 

no!ó 

 

òThen..?ó 

 

òPlease, just go with me to the metro. Then Iõll be alright.ó 

 

I didnõt think she would ever be alright again. Nor I. But we walked together to the Place St. 

Michel. Rode the escalator down into the station. At the turnstile I asked if she would really be 

ok. 

 

òYes. Thank you. It is alright now.ó She turned, walked through the turnstile, and away. 

 

And I? I do not know where or how I spent that night. The shame of my cowardice is with me 

still. That n ight shame, with sorrow and despair, was the whole of my world.  

 

But the next day I was back at the Carrefour de Buci. And so was Greta. Our eyes met. And as I 

turned away, in hers a look of pity. Oh. Will I ever forget? The pain, the despair still there. But 

that pity condemns me more surely, cuts deeper into my soul, than her hatred or anger. I wish it 

could have been anger. I would have welcomed her hatred more, far more than the love I may 

ever have yearned for from any other. But I must live with her p ity. And my shame. Forever.  
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INTERVIEW WITH MARIJKE KOGER -DUNHAM  

AN INTERNATIONAL LIFE ALWAYS LIVED ON ART STREET  

 

By Heather Harris  
 

We Paraphilia readers, by nature oh so creative, have written /  painted/  composed /directed  /  

performed scads of art stuff for most of our lives.  We enjoy and fathom the intelligent content 

herein. While subsisting on various strata of personal, public or financial satisfaction of our 

own  we wish these fellow artists w ell because, quite possibly, vicarious thrills can foment 

something real for us. While trying to keep career trajectories upward, we nonetheless do our 

art in our own ways, in our own personal styles for commerce and/or pleasure. What if, while 

doing said art your way, you actually changed the medium, the era and the world?  I know 

someone who didé 
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You can take your Peters 

Max or Blake, your San 

Francisco nuvo-Art 

Nouveau Surrealists, this 

person was THE most 

influential psychedelic artist 

of the 1960s: Marijke 

Koger-Dunham . Sez who? 

Well, at the time, said The 

Beatles, for whom she 

developed their entire 

psychedelic visual oeuvre. 

Rolling Stones? Doors? 

Hendrix? Psychedelic 

Stooges? Sorry, personal 

preferences must pale. 

Trend-setter-wise, The 

Beatles WERE the 1960s, 

much as Louis XIV 

observed òLõetat? Cõest moi.ó 

(òI am the state.ó) How did 

this Dutch teenaged art 

school dropout ever 

network the decadeõs 

mightiest clients like The 

Beatles?  

òThey came to us,ó 

Marijke  calmly  informed me.  Did they ever. Their road manager Mal Evans hauled John and 

Paul over to her St. Stephens Gardens, London studio shared with then husband Simon 

Posthuma. It dazzled all awash with their blazing rainbow designs, paintings and hand -painted 

furniture, whereupon McCartney/Le nnon emerged with blown minds, not from LSD but from 

the totality of innovative styling made by fellow youthquakers. Your Beatles were used to 

dealing with free -spirits from their own art s chool years and from their own òSavage Young 

Beatlesõó daze. While performing in Hamburg, Germanyõs red light district gaining 10,000 

outliersõ hours of experience finessing their musical prowess even before they wrote a single 

original tune, the band    was clamped onto instantaneously by the local existential young 

bohos such as Astrid Kirchherr photographing them or Klaus Vo orman eventually designing 

the Revolver LP cover. And now they were goners amid this multi -hued dreamscape come to 

life.  
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After seeing their art, graphics and fashion 

designs in person and in the  both mainstream 

and alternative  press, the Beatles commissioned 

Marijke and her three confreres Simon, Josje 

Leeger and Barry Finch, an art collective known 

as The Fool, as part of retooling the formerõs 

overdone ôFab Fourõ clean-cut look. Their 

radically different Sergeant Pepperõs Lonely Hearts 

Club Band-era clothing fashions and the entire 

Apple Corps. building owned by the Beatles 

with its amazing multi -story, hand-painted 

murals showcasing the custom clothing 

boutique were but some of the iconic results.  

The Fool provided exterior design, interior 

decor, clothes design, custom painted furniture 

(their St. Stephens Garden armoire even found a 

leading role in the 1968 George Harrison-scored 

film Wonderwall set-designed by The Fool,) for 

The Beatles and their fellow elite, such as 

custom-painting Eric Claptonõs Gibson SG guitar 

used during his tenure in Cream. Correcting a pop culture urban legend from the source: the 

custom paint job on John Lennonõs Rolls Royce 

was suggested by The Fool when they were chez 

Beatles painting their custom interior designs for 

him, but actually daubed by Romani Gypsies.   

The Fool were essentially court painters entrusted 

by Pop Cultureõs top royalty of the Swinging 

London -dominated mid + late 1960s, and Marijke 

remained its main designer and creative 

braintrust. If anyone here ever has liked the 

polychrome graphics of the ô60s, you have Marijke 

to thank. Psychedelia was just swirly drawing of 

oddities and patterns before her. I know: I was 

there watching from afar.   

I even espied page 3 of the first ever issue of 

Rolling Stone, Nov. 9, 1967 which cost 35 cents, 

reviewed the shocking new Peter Watkins film 
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Privilege with Jean Shrimpton 

and Paul Jones about deification 

of popstars as social engineering 

via public obsession, classifying 

the film then as science fiction 

although it's since come true 

with American Idol, and featured 

a full page photo op promoting 

Marijke and The Foolõs clothing 

line to be featured at Apple 

Boutique, modeled by none 

other than the then Beatle wives 

(plus sis-in-law Jenny Boyd.) 

This occasionally appeared as 

the issueõs cover displayed on 

newstands, thanks to its 

oldschool bi-fold newsprint 

format, pre -saddle-stitched-

binding magazine days.  

Furthermore, unlike other faces 

from that era or style, Marijke 

has been painting pictures and 

producing prints of spankinõ 

new fine art in the interim ever 

since those heady days on 

beyond the paisley corridors of 

time and into the techno-

present. She remains true to her 

initial vision that first erupted  from her talent: she paints representational figures that inspire 

her, bestiaries, commissioned portraits, or pop culture characters amidst polychrome fantasias 

of paradisiacal landscapes, outer space or schematic tones. 

There have been vivid colorists throughout art history like the Fauves, Nabis, Pre -Raphaelites, 

Blue Rider or Pop Art movements, even those transposing patterns and realistic figures like 

Gustav Klimt and his Viennese Secessionists, all indisputably topflight fine art with crossover 

into graphic art. These sank like lead zeppelins after the two world wars of the twentieth 

century shattered notions of visual idylls. Marijke grew up in Amsterdam, Holland, always 

drawing and painting her surroundings since, well, late infancy.   But the post-war Art world 

shunned both realism and fantasy simultaneously.  
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The binding Abstract Expressionism, Color Field and Art Brut had to loosen. In America, Art 

Director/Designers Milton Glaser and John Van Hamersveld revived vivid color and/or 

pattern, as did the acolytes of San Francisco, L.A. and Detroit psychedelica. In Europe fashion 

illustrator Rene Gruau paved the way to ally Cristobel Balenciaga and Op Artõs Bridget Riley 

and Roy Lichtenstein to Mary Quant and the Mod then hippie 1960s.   

However, no one consistently incorporated the full rainbow spectrum so deftly throughout all 

artistic output much less throughout their entire careers. She was the first to do this in Fine Art 

and commercial art. Peter Max and other artists in the ô60s who made millions copi ed her and 

have admitted same. She painted exquisitely busy -but-refined patterns to boot, where others 

just ended up with psychedelic spaghetti.  The entire 1960s would have looked different but for 

her work. She changed our world for the better with pleasi ng, new-fangled visuals that set the 

bar higher in graphic art and just kept going. Fellow horses and dogs enthusiast plus fellow 

artist though I be, Iõm astonished and proud to call her my friend. Thus you can read her exact 

discourse as follows on her art, inspirations and personal history:  

 

Heather Harris:  My questions come from someone who also lived through your first era of art success, 

the 1960s. I know what it was really like: the flamboyance seemed normal. And though Iõm nowhere near 

your league, I base the questions I want to ask on growing up as an artist myself. 

Marijke Koger -Dunham:  I donõt do many interviews , which are usually by e -mail: they ask me 

questions and I reply. Iõve made an exception for you because youõre my friend.   

Thank you, Iõm flattered.  
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The other exception was Norman Hathaway (co-author of Electrical Banana, Masters of 

Psychedelic Art who staged a live Q&A with her at the Museum of Contemporary Art, Los 

Angeles, Calif. in conjunction with an exhibit of art and artifacts in the book.) That was tough 

on me, itõs like òOh god!ó  I think I handled it okay.  

 

You handled it great, considering the time restraints.  Stage fright? You were a musician and performer 

as well as fine artist/designer in The Fool... 

Well, we never really performed. That was all done in the studio. The era was fun, ôI can do 

anything I want,õ you know? 

How old were you when you realized you were really good at art? 

As long as I can remember I was always drawing and painting. I didnõt realize I was pretty 

good until much later, like elementary school because then you could compare.   

The first mural I ever made, I must have been six or seven. In Holland they celebrate the Feast 

of St. Nicholas. His helpers and he come from Spain on a boat, then St. Nicholas rides a white 

horse on the rooftops and drops toys down the chimneys, like Santa Claus. This was the subject 

of my first mural, made in colored chalk all the way around school room blackboards.  

When I tried to draw entire whole murals for my classes at school, they always said, òDon't. Youõre 

better than everyone and we want everybody else to draw.ó Were artists considered outsiders in your 

culture, like Bohemians or beatniks? 

No, I didnõt experience that in school, but I was always an outsider. I didnõt have a normal life, I 

didnõt have parents. Nothing was normal, I was just there. I had a difficult home situation.  

You grew up in Amsterdam, were you living in the city the whole time? 
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I actually was on the edge of the city, so when I 

went outside my house to go around the corner, 

there were meadows. It was a great 

environment! There was a horse and wagon that 

used to come down the street to pick up the 

garbage for the farmers in the neighborhood, so 

I liked horses and drew horses plus all kinds of 

animals.  

Did you have pets? The family beagle Ava Gardner 

(so named because she had bedroom eyes and would 

sleep with anybody) was my own only childhood 

friend. And later I always had dogs which I felt sort 

of grounded me, given the rock&roll lifestyle. I saw a 

dachshund on the cover of your The Fool record 

album, posing right alongside you. 

I grew up with an Irish Setter. That dog was my 

whole reason for living. She went everywhere 

with me. Later I had dachshunds. They traveled 

with me and I took them everywhere.  

 

Youõre so polished in representational figure 

drawing. Did you do that too when you were young? 

I had a fascination for a couple of years with 

making paper dolls, so I made thousands of 

them. And shoe boxes full of paper doll clothes: 

endless! It was always growing, as I was totally 

alone.  

I went to a good ballet school for about ten 

years. I just loved it and seriously thought about 

becoming a professional ballerina. I didnõt 

realize it but I was way too tall. But ballerinas 

were kind of like a natur al thing for me to draw. 

I was able to do that: so... ballerinas all over the 

place, lots of ballerinas. 
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Early art influences? 

I was influenced by all kinds of art: old art, ancient art, I liked it all. Illustra tions in childrensõ 

books always fascinated me, like Tin Tin. 

Mr. Twister (my better half) recently visited the Tin Tin Museum in Brussels!  

Cool! I had all the books. And Disney animation was a big influence as well.  

 

When I saw Disneyõs òFantasiaó as a little kid, as soon as I got home I drew every character that I could 

remember, flying horses, unicorns, fauns, skeletons, dinosaurs. It was just revelatory. My version of 

hearing Chuck Berry, as musicians like to cite. What were your artistic breakthroughs in your childhood 

drawing? 

I went to li ve with a foster family who were wonderful people, they were like my grandparents. 

Their sons were already in their twenties. The middle one used to paint copies of famous 

paintings with oil paints and palettes so I wanted to do that too. I must have been eight years 

old when I first tried oil paints, and boy was it messy.  

Linseed oil!  

Oh lord!  
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Did you go to a specific art school or just take art 

classes in a regular curriculum? 

I went to Akademie de Schans, an art academy. I 

took classes in figure drawing and illustration, 

also pattern-making and textile studies. I had art 

history classes, and liked Art Nouveau: the 

curving lines appealed to me, it looked so nice 

and fluid. Well, I like all art.  

I didnõt stay in art school long though. They said 

I didnõt have to. I went to work at age fifteen and 

have lived on my own from that time on.  Thank 

god I had the talent. The Dutch people were 

very progressive especially in the advertising 

world. They wanted to move ahead of the crowd 

and loved new and differ ent things, like my 

illustration.   

Itõs a small country: I probably would have had a 

harder time here in the U.S., with all the 

Madison Avenue agencies in New York . I got job 

offers at top advertising agencies, Prad in 

Amsterdam and Greca in Athens, Greece, so I 

ending up working all over Europe as 

well.  Hereõs an example of poster illustration for 

a department storeõs summer fashion line that I 

did for Prad Agency.  

You then moved from the Netherlands to Ibiza? 

No, I worked in Greece for about nine months.  I 

had already gotten together with my first 

husband Simon Posthuma. The first painting we 

created together was òSpectrum Man.ó Then we 

went to Madrid because we had a gallery show 

scheduled there at Galeria Juana Mordo for the 

paintings we sold. After the  show we went to 

Ibiza just for a fun vacation but ended up staying 

there for quite a while.  

 



31 
 

We did art there, and I made my custom 

clothing Flashing Fashion for boutiques there. 

Then we met the Danish singing duo Nina and 

Frederik who were living there.  (Ed. from HH: 

Baron Frederik Van Pallandt was murdered by 

pirates on his yacht in 1994, and still with us 

Baroness Nina Van Pallandt gained fame as an 

actress in many Robert Altman films plus 

infamy exposing the hoax of Clifford Irvingõs 

fake Howard Hughe s biography, with her 

testimony in court refuting his alibis.) They 

sponsored us with a grant from their foundation 

for us to go Swinging London, just where we 

wanted to go in 1966.  

Where did your beautiful multi-colored art 

explorations come from? 

Well, drugs had a lot to do with it because when 

I took hallucinogenic drugs, you start to see all 

that stuff... 

...things throb, and they get little auras around them...all those patterns moving on the ceiling... 

...so then of you course you have to put it down on paper. That was a big influence. Iõm not, you 

know, a proponent that kids should take drugs at all. But -- maybe it takes drugs to open your 

mind and see things a different way.  

You moved to London, you did record covers for charted British acts like The Move whom I loved, The 

Incredible String Band and The Hollies, you did costume design for Cream, Procol Harum and others all 

commissioned by some of the 

biggest managers of the day like 

Tony Secunda and Robert 

Stigwood. You're all over the 

British press, then the worldõs 

most famous people, The Beatles 

find you. Did your relationship 

with other clients change after you 

worked for The Beatles? 

The whole Beatles thing: I was 

so busy there was no time for 
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any other clients. As we 

consolidated our friends hip 

with The Beatles and their 

wives, we painted murals in 

their homes, designed clothes 

for them personally then 

were commissioned to design 

the outfits for their òAll You 

Need Is Loveó live telecast 

(Ed.-HH: the first global 

video broadcast ever of a live 

music performance June 25, 

1967, originally in black and white on the U.K. tv show Our World. The colorized versions 

available on Youtube were matched to color press still photography of the event.) Iõm still 

credited with playing tambourine on that song . 

Then the Beatles acquired a boring building on Baker Street and approached us to paint the 

whole building inside and out, plus mass -produce and clothing and art print line. They 

approved my designs, sketches in gouache. The 

exterior designs, a synthesis of the mythologies 

of different cultures/religions influenced by 

psychedelics, were done in enamel house paint 

via the grid technique (Ed. -HH: which transfer 

smaller designs to large surfaces dividing the 

drawing into a grid, then one uses this for 

proport ional reference when drawing on the 

larger wallõs grid) by The Fool and a few art 

students over one weekend. It took Simon and I 

took 4 weeks to do the interior murals freehand, 

and all the designing, pattern -making, silk -

screening and sewing of the samples for the 

commercially manufactured lines.   

And because I was working for The Beatles, all 

of a sudden everybodyõs knocking on your door. 

Itõs just ridiculous.  

What do you think are some of the public 

misconceptions about The Fool? 
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At certain times, especially later, they would claim credit for  my work that I just accepted, 

òokay, weõre a team,ó the whole òlove this and love that, and weõre all together.ó What can I 

say? Itõs like, in a way Simon did his thing, Josje did her thing, Barry did his thing  and I did my 

thing.   

In retrospect I wish Iõd just been able to be on my own. But I needed those people for emotional 

support more than anything else, so they did help. Josje was very productive, a fantastic 

clothing designer especially, probably better t han me. But it always came down to me. I had to 

come up with to come up with the concrete idea and design, and how to put it into effect, which 

is a whole thing in itself. I donõt think I was ever recognized as an individual.   

Then later I read some books and things written about The Fool, and they always make us out  

to be opportunists and it wasnõt like that at all.  

As youõve said before, they came to you. 
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Well, yeah! Apple Boutique was 

badly managed which had 

nothing to do with The Fool: we 

were just the creative people and 

had our hands full painting and 

designing.  

At the time, it seemed as if everyone 

was blaming everyone else with 

endless finger-pointing. Blame the 

Apple janitorial custodian! You 

horrible janitorial custodian, you 

broke up The Beatles!  

It was so mismanaged, you know?  

Who was the mouthpiece, who talked 

to the public? 

Simon, mainly. We just didn õt respond to that at all at the time. It was only later that you realize 

all this stuff was going on. I was too shy to speak up for myself.  At times I could have, but I 

always kept my mouth shut.  

The execution of the Sgt. Pepper package seemed to get away from you. At the time I would read about the 

London art scene, Alan Aldridge, Robert Fraser, David Bailey, Peter Blake and wonder where were you 

guys?  

Brian Epstein died which was very sad.  It became I have my camp, you have your camp. There 

was a lot of jealousy because, I donõt know, there was this Cambridge graduate, this big art 

dealer Robert Fraser with this big art gallery. And he just  couldnõt handle it: here come these 

young upstarts, you know? (Ed. -HH: Fraser is better known to American music fans as the 

party arrested for drugs along with Keith Richards, Anita Pallenberg and Marianne Faithfull in 

the first major rock star felony bus t of the 1960s.)  

I have a fashion design question. Before the Apple Boutique mass production deal, where did you find 

your uniquely colorful fabrics for your custom clothes? 

Everywhere.Libertyõs of London, Portobello Road, high end shops. There was great stuff 

everywhere. We made them into clothes influenced by Pierre Cardin and Mary Quant  (Ed. HH - 

in form only. Theirs was multi -hued, rainbow -bright!)   

And now your clothing is found in only in museums, other than the occasional eBay item like $2,000 for 

a skirt. 
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Thereõs some in the Victoria and Albert Museum 

in London. You have no idea how many clothes 

we designed that I have given away, no idea. To 

think, I could make money with this now that 

everybody wants it. Back then I couldnõt give 

them away. 

American designer (of far out clothes since the ô60s) 

Betsey Johnson said the exact same thing when 

interviewed in George Plimpton/Jean Steinõs Edie 

Sedgwick biography, òI used to give them away to the 

neighborhood kids for Halloween costumes!ó  

Later in A merica, Simon and I designed the 

Summer Sunday with its hand -silkscreened 

fabrics  and Astraflash clothing lines for Michael 

Butler and Bill Berman respectively, which sold 

very well at Macyõs and Saks Fifth Ave. These 

were the first time in the world that  a full 

spectrum fade was printed on fabric capturing 

the rainbow on cloth. We silkscreened other 

fabric with designs of stars and clouds. I have not been involved in the fashion business for a 

long time now, but when I was younger it was 

an important and fun part of my life.  

In 1968 you came to the U.S.A.? 

I always wanted to go to America.  I was always 

fascinated with America. As a l ittle girl I saw tv 

shows like Lassie, even Kelloggõs Corn Flakes 

advertisements impressed me. Then, the music 

thing. I can play percussion very well, I have 

rhythm. I wrote some good songs and some 

good lyrics, but I was really pushed in to that 

whole thing by people.  Thatõs a flaw in my 

character, not standing up for myself, not 

saying, ôno, this is not what I want to do. I want 

to just paint, you know?õ 

Mercury Records President Irwin Green, who 

was a wonderful older man, very sweet, had 
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visited our London house and h eard us playing acoustic music. He offered us a recording 

contract and brought us to New York to record The Fool album, produced by Graham Nash. 

Right away I knew I wanted to stay, although I didn õt like New York City.  

European friends have admitted to me when they first moved the U.S. via New York, they questioned, 

òWhy did I want to come here?ó because NYC was not a good fit. They generally kept moving further 

west. 

I didnõt like New York, it õs too frantic for me, too high speed. After that album was done we 

had to do a radio station promotional tour, and that's how we ended up in Los Angeles. I still 

like the albums. We did 

three: one with The Fool 

and Simon and I did two 

more ourselves.  

In L.A. we met Michae l 

Butler, producer of the 

play Hair who 

commissioned us to paint 

murals on his Aquarius 

Theatre (Ed. HH: venerable large Hollywood v enue, once home to Earl Carrollõs Vanities in the 

1940s. My father sang there) where Hair was to debut.   At the time, it was the largest mural in 

the world: we completed it in two months. I 

produced sketches of larger than life mythological 

images, and transferred these to the walls via the 

pounded charcoal method (Ed.-HH: itõs akin to 

reverse church-rubbings: charcoal is rubbed on the 

back of a completed drawing, then one redraws the 

original against the surface intended to have the 

design.) 

The Fool split up around 1970. Simon and I 

remained in L.A. and went on to paint murals on 

other theatres where Hair played in Chicago, San 

Francisco and San Francisco. Butler financed 

another clothing textile line, Astraflash which we 

designed.  

Did you go to Home Silk Shop? 

Yeah, I did. 
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I ask because as soon as you all did 

your Aquarius Theatre murals, a 

huge mural was painted next to 

Home Silk Shop with somewhat 

similar metaphysical subject matter. 

It was called òBeverly Hills 

Siddartha.ó 

I donõt know who did it, but I 

really liked it!   

They were called the L. A. Fine Arts 

Squad, who later influenced Kent 

Twitchell, our local world-

renowned muralist. I initially think 

they were influenced by you. They 

also had the same problem you did, 

that everything they did eventually 

was covered over. How did you feel 

when you first heard that the 

Aquarius was covered over?  

Well, I didnõt let it get to me. The 

same thing had happened with 

Apple. What are you going to 

do? At least I have photographs 

of it so thatõs good.  

My best oil painting in art school, a six by six foot photorealist depiction of the Oscar Meyer 

Weinermobile was stolen. At least I had photos too, so I know how you feel. Now that you lived where you 

could do so, when did you first get a horse? 

Graham Nash had been the producer of The Fool LP since we knew him from England when 

The Hollies were our clients, and he was Rita Coolidgeõs boyfriend in ô71 or 72. Ritaõs sister 

Priscilla was married to Booker T. Jones, and Priscilla and I really got along: weõre still very 

good friends. They had a horse ranch and we came to live there for a while. I got to ride some of 

their horses there.  

My first horse? Itõs actually a very sad story. We werenõt really well informed about the horse 

thing and made the mistake of putting my new black and white paint mare in with other horses 

in a big arena right off the bat. That was a big mistake, horses have herd hierarchy. The next day 

we found she had been kicked so badly that both her front legs were broken and we had to put 
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her to sleep. A little 

later I leased an 

Arabian gelding from a 

friend of mine and had 

him for about 12 years. 

Simon and I went our 

separate ways in 1974, 

all of the rest of The 

Fool ended up back in 

Amsterdam. Barry and 

Josje remained a couple 

and had six children 

together, but Josje died 

of an aneurism in 1989, 

very sad. She was my 

friend since art school. I 

stayed here in L.A. and 

later rented horse 

property in Mission 

Hills with my second 

husband, a space 

program engineer at 

JPL. It was a nice acre 

property, with the 

landlady and her 

lawyer son living there 

as well, but I never got 

to meet him so I had 

this impression of him as a òsuitó because his mother was really straight. We then moved to 

Riverside horse property where, after a couple of years, this husband left me. I still had my 

horses, but nowhere to go.  

I had made friends with a neighbor of the original Mission Hills landlords, and she let me board 

my horses with her. Every day I used to pass my old place that I used to rent and thought, 

òGod, if only I could live there again " even though it now looked run down.  I still had their 

phone number and called, asking for the landlady. This tim e her son Don answered saying, 

òShe canõt speak to you because she has Alzheimerõs. But itõs funny that yo u called because Iõm 

in the process of evicting the tenants there for neglecting it.ó A few weeks later we met and I got 

to live there again with my horses, and... 
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...with a new romance! (Don Dunham not only is an 

attorney, but also a musician in the blues-rock band 

Black Cat, and remains as genial and knowledgeable a 

fellow as has ever graced both the music and law 

professions. But is tough enough to win. Don and 

Marijke remain happily married to this day. Her art 

of course adorns Black Cat hard copy music releases) 

I think a lot of your contemporaries do not make art 

that is recognizable as a continuity of their style. They 

get into nostalgia or something they do over and over 

again or fall over a cliff stylistically by overdoing 

something radically different.  

Despite othersõ misguided retro-assessments, I 

consider your art to be as subversive as punk rock, 

which is a compliment from me, insofar as that true-

to-your-own style continuity while moving forward is 

so hard to achieve. How do you think youõve changed 

your art approaches, maybe via different medium, 

different themes?  

At first my technique was flatter, more 2 -

dimensional. Now it õs becoming a little more 3-

dimensional. I always want to insert some sort of 

spiritual thing in the painting, some so rt of 

mystical element, something that will make 

people think, or symbolism, reflecting 

the awakening process of mind 

expansion. Or anything of that sort, 

because thatõs what I personally am 

attracted to. Thatõs what I like to 

express. Thatõs the continuit y, 

although I may change my approach a 

little bit.  

A person may look at my pain ting and 

not understand that itõs Elijah in his 

chariot but thatõs what it is. They can 

still appreciate it just as a painting.  
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Just like Grand Opera: you donõt understand the language but the feeling still gets through. How did you 

manage to get your three most recent projects going, your chapter in the art compendium book Electrical 

Banana: Masters of Psychedelic Art , your exhibit at the Museum of Contemporary Art, Los Angeles, 

and your career retrospective show at 

Sonos Gallery, Hollywood? 

The book people contacted me 

from New York. They eventually 

sent out a photographer with a 

large format camera and took 

shots of whatever paintings they 

wanted in the book. I didnõt hear 

anything for two years and all of 

the sudden the book was done. 

They had a connection with a 

book professional here who had 

an association with Imprint 

Projects, who set up the 

installation at MOCA. Then 

another Imprint Projects person 

wanted to do the SONOS exhibit, 

so we did.  
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That was such a great multi-media 

event, what with the audio feed of 

your own music, the feed of the 

playlist that was heard at Apple 

Boutique, and of course the live 

performance by your friend, the 

mighty Booker T. Jones, (the 

instrumental hit òGreen Onionsó by 

Booker T. and the M.G.s, plus 

producer/co-songwriter for Stax 

artists like Otis Redding and Albert 

King,) all for your career 

retrospective from the 1960s through 

right here, right now.  

 

For this recent exhibition, most of the 

stuff they wanted was all  that stuff from 

the past, the ô60s. Well, okay, itõs a 

retrospective, but I have paintings Iõve 

done in the ô70s, in the ô80s, in the ô90s, in 

the new century. I had to insist on that. I 

said that if these three (newer) paintings 

are not going in there, then Iõm not doing 

it.   

That makes sense. I love òPoseidonó as you 

know since I bought a print (the correlation 

of wild horses and the seas as scarcely 

controllable forces of nature makes sense to 

me too. Poseidon was god of both.) 

Well, they fought me over it. Then I went 

there a week before it actually opened, 

and òPoseidonó is missing! They go, 

òThereõs not really room.ó I said, that 

painting has to go in there. I got really 

mad at them, and thatõs unusual for me 

to get mad over things like that. I n the 

past, I was always just, ôOkay, whatever.õ 
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Do they have any other ideas to solidify your legacy?  

I havenõt spoken to them this week...  

Electrical Banana stated that Michael Butler always 

had wanted to do a Hair  comic book with you. 

Director Milos Forman succeeded with a decades 

after the fact film of Hair , and graphic novels are 

huge now. Is this something you could pursue? 

Yeah, at the time I could have done it  but Iõm 

not into it now any more.   No, it couldnõt 

possibly be good again, the whole thing of 

running after a publisher to try to get 

something, the whole thing is too much of a 

headache. An agent would make it a lot easier 

but... Besides, Iõm already such a diverse 

businesswoman in the world!   



43 
 

 

Before weõd met, Marijke once defeated yours truly in a dressage show at a local boarding ranch 

which then featured dressage training alongside fine, rough riding trails in the mountains of the 

Angeles Forest of Southern California. I got to 

know them when I moved my own horse 

there. Don and Marijke  now keep horses in 

their own lovely ranchette in one of the 

remaining 2% of Los Angeles County thatõs 

still zoned for horses, despite vast expanses of 

100s of 1,000s of undeveloped acres. But one 

year, these 100s of 1,000s of acres caught on 

fire, right near where they used to board and 

where my horse still did.   

In the bone dry summer of 2009, less than a 

year after the devastating Sayre/Sylmar fire 

in the same general area, a sadistic arsonist 

set the Station Fire which burned close to 

200,000 acres of the Angele Forest (the entire 

North East quadrant of gigantic Los Angeles 

County.) Two firefighters were killed trying 

to rescue a fire detail crew of inmates who 

made it though.   Giant plumes of smoke 
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resembling mushroom clouds of atomic bombs were seen from Santa Barbara to San Diego 

(100s of miles) and, according to meteorologists, were formed by similar powers with the ashes 

rising through the atmosphere. Countless hillside homes were evacuated and lost, and since 

this was one of 2% of L.A. that allows livestock, countless numbers of horses had to be 

evacuated immediately.  

The trainersõ horses 

where we boarded 

were evacuated by 

same, and first. 

Trainerless and not 

wanting to wait for 

the dregs of rescue 

in a true emergency 

while  driving over to 

their place before 

any answer, I called 

Don and Marijke 

who had a truck and 

horse trailer, which I 

didnõt.  

Their answer? Of 

course theyõd help. Picture our drive to the boarding stable, talking our way through police -

blockaded bivouacs, hot 70 miles per hour Santa Ana winds howling through the canyon 

drives, clouds of opaque, choking smoke blinding all drivers, horrific flames of flashpoints and 

flaming embers burning on each side of the seared road, orange burning hills on fire right over 

the next ridge. Believe me, it all resembled a huge budget war movie. But real, and we were 

smack inside it. 

They scooped up my terrified horse (helicopters, sirens, fire engines, police cars, convoys of 

horse-trailers, water -dropping aircraft, endless smoke etc. are not well tolerated by the hot -

blooded equine types like mine) and took him to their home ranch, where he stayed in luxury 

as if at a horsey spa until the roads were opened and evacuations rescinded, weeks later. In fact 

he didnõt want to leave: re-loading him into their trailer for the trek home proved a difficult 

operation (re-training immediately ensued after he returned home. In horses as in life, alwa ys 

better safe than sorry.)  

I was profuse in expressing my genuine and profound gratitude to Don and Marijk e for literally 

saving my horseõs life. òOh, itõs nothing,ó was Marijkeõs rejoinder, òI do that for friends.ó But it 

most certainly was not ònothing .ó This was the largest fire the area has ever known, the most 
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destructive, and the most dangerous. Yes, the fire proved that horrific, and that scary. Not all 

horses made it out alive either. And most people do not necessarily risk their lives for others,  no 

matter how good of friends.  

In retrospect, I figured there were composite factors in their derring -do. For one, Don is the 

consummate good guy, despite his non-music profession. For another, Marijkeõs vestigial 1960s 

mindset had kicked in, that  generosity of spirit endemic to growing up in those times which still 

pervades her being and her fine art. There is no cognitive dissonance in the arts: hers remains 

both highly personal and inclusively universal, depicting better worlds by picturing this o ne 

wit h more vision and skill.  It takes an extraordinary person to succeed in art, or life for that 

matter. She is, and has. No matter where sheõs lived, itõs always been on an Art Street. 

Marijke Koger -Dunham:  I was born with it. I 

canõt imagine not drawing or  painting. Itõs part of 

my personality. Also part of my personality,  I 

never took impositions like òyou canõt do this and 

you canõt do that.ó I always did what I wanted no 

matter what. Because I had nothing to lose. 

With that she thanked me for a painless interview.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

This Paraphilia article features a more copious 

compendium of Marijke Koger -Dunhamõs work 

than any prior publication, but you can see even 

more at her sites: 

http://www.maryke.com    

http://facebook.com/marijke.koger.dunham  

 

http://www.maryke.com/
http://facebook.com/marijke.koger.dunham
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PHOTO CAPTIONS  
 
Front Cover òA is for Appleó poster, 1968. Designed to promote Apple. Slogan coined by John Lennon. 
All artworks by Marijke Koger -Dunham unless otherwise identified  
 
Marijke 1968. Photograph: Ronald Traeger 
 
Bob Dylan poster 1966 designed by Marijke, sold all over London upon her arrival there  
 
APPLE building exterior murals and The Fool, 19 68. Photograph: Karl Ferris 
 
Cream custom-painted instruments, 1967, commissioned by manager Robert Stigwood for the bandõs first 
American tour  
 
Mataji and Babaji, guardians of the earth. Oil on canvas, 1975 
 
Children of the Sun & Moon, latest album cover for OG Musique, 2011 
 
Electrical Banana book signing event at Museum of Contemporary Art, Los Angeles, 2012. Photograph: 
Heather Harris  
 
Childhood home (1946-1959) in Amsterdam, gable window on the right was Marijkeõs room. Medium for 
painting unknown  
 
Lotus, lithograph sold at Open Gallery, Santa Monica 1976 
 
Hellraisers, 1994. Animated skeletons likely referential to Disneyõs Fantasia, Ray Harryhausen fantasy 
films  
 
Fashion illustration for Prad, 1960 
 
òFlashing Fashionó line on Ibiza, 1964; models- left, Anke, right, Marijke. Photograph: Karl Ferris  
 
Saville Theatre program cover, 1967 commissioned by Brian Epstein 
 
Four album covers designed by The Fool. At Marijkeõs SONOS Gallery career retrospective show, 2012, 
mutual friend Evita Corbyõs stark black and white beauty presents a graphic contrast to colorful LP 
covers for (clockwise from upper left) Traffic, The Fool, The Move and  The Incredible String 
Band. Photograph: Heather Harris  
 
From Marijkeõs career retrospective show at Sonos Gallery, The Fool upper left and their art. Photograph: 
Heather Harris  
 
APPLE interior murals and fashions; models - Anke Ferris, Renata, Charlotte Martin, 1968. Photograph: 
Karl Ferris  
 
George Harrisonõs fireplace mural, 1968. Photograph: Robert Whitaker 
 
òFlashing Fashionó line in Amsterdam 1963; models- left, Marijke, right, Josje. Photograph: Cor Jaring 
 
òSummer Sundayó line, 1970, model- Raquel Welch. Photograph: Maurice Hoogenboom 
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òSummer Sundayó line, 1970, models- Maureen, Colleen, Ray, Tay 
 
Aquarius Theatre mural, 1969 by The Fool. Commissioned by Michael Butler and Tommy Smothers 
 
Aquarius Theatre mural, 1969 by The Fool, detail òUrania,ó one of the nine muses depicted 
 
Puppets for Karaoke Fest, Hollywood Palladium stage props, 1998 
 
Jai-Ma, the Divine Mother, 1993. Marijke says, òPainting this painting pulled me out of a very dark 
space.ó 
 
Don Dunham, Marijke Koger -Dunham at her SONOS Gallery career retrospective art show, 2012. 
Photograph: Heather Harris  
 
This Must Stop, artwork a dapted to back cover of first CD release by Black Cat, Don Dunhamõs rock band 
 
Watching rare footage of The Fool at MOCA, Electrical Banana book signing event, 2012. Photograph: 
Heather Harris  
 
Don, Marijke, Evita in background at MOCA, Electrical Banana book signing event, 2012. Photograph: 
Heather Harris  
 
Mr. Twister (better half of Heather Harris,) Marijke in front of poster of The Beatles wearing Marijkeõs 
clothing designs for Magical Mystery Tour, SONOS Gallery career retrospective art show, 2012. 
Photograph: Heather Harris  
 
Doors of Perception, acrylic on canvas, 2000. Says the artist, òThe evolution of life spirals ever upward.ó 
 
Ariadne, the Minoan culture, acrylic on canvas, 1996. Says the artist,óI feel like I lived there in another 
lifetime.ó 
 
SONOS Gallery career retrospective art show invitation, 2012  
 
Micronesia, oil on canvas, 1985 
 
Briar, Danish champion Dressage horse, 2005. Acrylic on board 
 
Mariwari Horses of India, 2011. Acrylic on canvas. (Mariwari are a rare, Thoroughbred -based horse with 
unique ears curled like a lyre , reminiscent to Indians as divine cattle horns. They are a very spirited 
breed.) 
 
Marijke at her  SONOS Gallery career retrospective art show, 2012. Photograph: Heather Harris 
 
Marijke at MOCA event, 2012. Photograph: Heather Harris  
 
Back Cover: Tigerman 
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THE CLAW  
 

By Ele-Beth Little  
 
My blood down public toilets, clotting on the metal; it makes me feel estranged from myself. It 
makes me think Iõm part of the swarm of stale impressions made by other women that have left 
their menstrual scent behind; the smell of adulthood that confused me as a child. 
 
The disinfectant seeps under the door, and yet even the cleanliness seems dirty. My friend was 
left dying on one of these floors.  
 
As I wash my hands I look in one of those blurry metal panels that are supposed to represent 
mirrors. It shows me a gaunt distorted version of my body in a room crammed with doors and 
leaking grimy soap. I become transfixed for a moment on the black bubbli ng craters of cigarette 
scolds in the skin of this organic dumpster. I poke them with my finger, the melted bubbles 
turned cold, their unresponsive hard cunts.  
 
This is such a dirty place. I imagine that the cleaner doesnõt mop the floor but licks it. The light 
is dim and false, and the tinny air seems to be ringing with a too faint echo that makes me feel 
stoned. Each patch of warmth or ache wakes, heat slurring down one patch of my face. I could 
put myself right there ð the sudden dryness in my mouth, th e feeling that the link between the 
world and me is slightly skewered. I donõt like it. I donõt like feeling distant from my self.  
 
I know the sunlight will save me, stepping out in to blank concrete. And people. Because theyõll 
dismiss the darkness of the cave Iõve just escaped, they wonõt even see it. They forget itõs there, 
like it s nonsense, and childhood horror. But it really is there. I donõt know how they dare to 
forget it. And I donõt know how I dare either, but I will do. As soon as I step outside Iõll walk in 
to the light and the concrete, the shops, the sense of purpose, the titles of books ð as if reading 
could mean anything to me if the dark chose to interfere ð flicking through racks of clothes in 
charity shops, leaking emptiness to people who want to trade a smile. And all their busy steps 
happen on the crest, ignorant of the throbs, the bile, the stars beneath.  
 
When my friend was falling out of consciousness, he was falling through the tiled floor of a 
public toilet like this one. He was ly ing upon the throb as if it was his motherõs heart, fresh after 
giving birth. Her black oily tummy was creasing inwards and sucking him back in to the blind 
smothering love of the universe.  
 
All this can be wiped up like sick, from tiles like these.  
 
There were probably police sirens and urgent instructions to usher the gathering crowd out of 
the way, the drunken public stunned as they amble past. Everyone purposefully blinkered to 
how the vibrant façade of meaning can all just crumble in to ants hives  and jigsaws. 
 
But the needle would remain, like a Dionysian claw left embedded from the night before. Sharp 
enough to prick their sterile gloves.   
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THE SOUTH LONDON MOUNTAINS  
 

By Steve Overbury  
 
From the refuge high in the South London Mountains he looked down on the rows of 

Edwardian semis and the spaceport that nestled between them. Car headlights swept around 

the hairpins leading up to the abandoned broadcast tower and the Crystal Palace casino 

complex which shone out like a beacon among the towering Redwood trees. 

Well... when he could see at all. 

But now his sight and his sense of smell seemed to be returning and he was hit by a searing 

stinking wave of Neutrino 90 emanating from the hydroponic pastures far down on the 

Croydon plains.  

The asteroid that had destroyed central France had fucked up all the seasons as well as the 

topography. Birds of paradise nested around the chateau but he could see to the east of London 

a glacier gleaming quite clearly. That is, he could whenever the monsoons abated and between 

the monstrous tremors and associated blindness of the waves which ripped through his body.  

They had given him the ôpermanentõ spike when he had been active in the ecstasy wars in the 

twenties. How was he to know it had been the Department of Health behind the network of 

dealers? They sure took it badly when he found that  pill factory in Dagenham, theyõd killed his 

partner, drugged him and dragged him here, shoved him into this armchair and fil led him with 

Sodium Pentathol. 

òWho had he told? What had he seen? How long had he known?ó Jab after jab until he could 

taste the shit. He spilled his innocent guts time after time but they werenõt having it; they 

figured he was from some wanky liberal UN hit team, which would undoubtedly have 

expressed some concern about one of its founder members routinely drugging up its 

population.  

The best way of silencing such a man they thought, was to administer a ôpermanentõ. òScupper 

his body, and his brain will f ollow,ó he heard them say. The dirty deed done ð under clinical 

conditions of course ð they had left and he hadnõt moved from this armchair for fifteen years or 

so. Well it seemed like fifteen years. That estimate might have been ten years out in either 

di rection. He was aware that somebody changed him and fed him from time to time but why 

did they bother he wondered?  

He knew heõd been crying... 

The ôpermanentõ had set off a jet stream of wind through his head ð warm but irresistible, 

moaning, often shrieki ng, an incessantly rushing tinnitus. When theyõd taped the soft sponges 
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to the hinges of his jaws the visions had begun: he remembered fighting with some Bedouin, 

being severed at the waist and blood transfusions ð perhaps some of it had been real. 

Rendered immobile by the medication he was left in a sitting position, arms on the rests chin 

down. Whenever they came to move him he remained in the same position, comically rigid.  

Then the spaceport had started running huge magenta personnel air freighters past the back of 

the shaking house. The booming ships usually carried incoming engineers home on leave, or 

outbound shoppers visiting the Blue Sky satellite mall tethered three miles above the clouds, 

just over the Brixton Cliffs.  

It pushed him to panic every five or six minutes.  

Each passing craft would cause acrid fuel vapour to burst into his face and the stench of it 

washed through the empty rooms. It ripped at his mouth, nose and throat, at his blind black 

eyes, and made his terror complete. But somehow, each time he had felt he wanted to give in, to 

let go and fall into the welcoming, swirl of the abyss, some spark within had flickered and 

driven him like a mauled insect clawing up the precipice yet again to flop feebly over into the 

right side of sanity. Every few minutes this had been happening, every night and every day for 

between fifteen and twenty five years. He knew he had endured the seemingly unendurable but 

too weary for triumph, he was only dumbly aware it had been ri ght that heõd tried to surviv e. 

Theyõd be back for him, now they knew he was recovering. But surely they wouldnõt want to 

interrogate him again. He must have told them everything he'd ever known. The memory of the 

bitter taste of the truth drug lingered on.  

He thought about his appearance for the millionth time. His hair would inevitably be white by 

now he figured but he couldnõt be sure, since there were no mirrors. They and all the other 

reflective surfaces had been removed, the 180-degree floor to ceiling windows had all been 

treated so as to give no clue as to who he had become. There was only a blurred but 

incrementally expanding view of a world he hadnõt set foot in or touched for half his life.  

The sentence they had passed on him ð the exquisitely agonising, hyper real nerve -edge on to 

which they had forced him to t eeter for so long, somehow hadnõt yet killed him and should 

therefore make him strongeré he hoped Neitzsche was right. 

But then miraculously, with each moment his vision started clearing. The hurricane in his head 

was calming to an almost manageable rushing gale. In a month or two he might be able to move 

his mouth. With more time, maybe a couple of years he could consider trying to think his three 

shiny steel lower limbs into movement.  

The woman narrowed her eyes at the stirring man opposite. He was preoccupied by the 

progress of a spider as it made its way up over her knee and disappeared under the hem of her 
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skirt. This sort of mild hallucination was run of the mill.  

Unexpectedly he was gripped by a huge convulsion, the biggest heõd experienced in maybe ten 

years. His head dropped down between his shoulders, and, from the small of his back to the top 

of his head, he shuddered violently like a wet dog, teeth clenched, arms flailing, eyes jammed 

shut. But when the attack eventually passed, it left behind it a deep sense of finality, and a 

glimmer of hope that perhaps this seemingly eternal experience might all soon be over. 

Then he was able to get his eyes half open. His vision became clearer and he even felt his numb 

mouth twitch. A day, or was it a week later, the mists cleared enough for him to realise that he 

was smiling at the woman, leering even. 

òHello Stephen,ó she smiled. òYouõve been away ages this time.ó 

It didnõt matter right now who this woman was, he ha d a far more burning question. òHow 

long?ó he gasped, uttering his first words in y ears. She looked at her watch. òAbout 30 seconds 

or so this time,ó she smiled. 

They told him that he had been suffering from malaria, that the experimental treatment he had 

volunteered for was causing him to experience side effects ð disorientation, slight memory loss 

and possibly mild hallucinations. He might be a little delusional perhaps, but nothing lasting.  

When he talked of conspiracy, assassination, time shifting and ecological disaster theyõd just 

smile indulgently and tell him it would soon all pass, and at least he would never have malaria 

again. He insisted, shouting, screaming but they and he grew weary of the questions after a 

while and acceptance set in. 

But fifty t imes a day he was compelled to walk awkwardly to the window and resting on his 

tripod of l egs, look down at the spaceportõs shining tower. He was relieved that at least he was 

not insane; he was just on a different plain. 

He earned money of course, as much money as anyone could spend. The companies that paid 

him so well always had trouble reverse engineering the fantastical machines he developed for 

them, but they were extremely grateful for the plans and maps of the future that he routinely 

handed over. At  the same time they were full of pity for this melancholy yet vigorous young 

man who only ever saw himself white haired and stooping over his robotic limbs and who only 

feigned recognition of the wife who in reality was young and beautiful but to him was a n aged 

stranger. 

He had seen the future; he was living in it still and he was doomed to remain in it. For him 

there could be no return. That was the price you paid. Timeõs magnetic draw had robbed him of 

the youth that he still retained.  
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TELEMETRY FROM THE END OF THE WORLD  
 

By Laurence Thompson  
 
òItõs seven oõclock, Commissioner.ó  

 

Rightway shuffled uncomfortably in his brown mac, enough so Alison Black picked up on the 

tension. Rightway didnõt smoke but he looked as though he should, pushing his glasses up to 

the bridge and massaging all those years of irritation and failure stored up there. He had the 

posture of a water buffalo.  

 

Bradley was the one whoõd spoken. Realising that hunch of the shoulders was all the response 

he was going to get, Bradley tapped his visor back down over his face and withdrew again into 

the creeping darkness.  

 

Alison and Rightway were alone now, her hands tied behind her back, though not to the chair 

upon which sheõd been instructed to sit. It would have been silent, but the low-frequency 

symphonics were ubiquitous in their lives. The building around them  spoke, hummed; like all 

buildings in the city, its architectural integrity maintained by a constant chatter of ambient 

vibrations.  

 

Go far enough down and all matter is just music, the Devilõs harpstrings being plucked.  

 

òAfraid, Commissioner?ó Alison muttered through slightly swollen lips.  

 

òI donõt want to talk to you,ó he replied, sounding like a bullied kid for all his size.  

 

The pattern here... something was wrong with it. She decided to press a piece, see how many 

fell out with it.  

 

òIõm amazed I havenõt been raped yet.ó 

 

òDonõt flatter yourself,ó Rightway replied, some confidence returning to his voice.  

 

He took his glasses off and wiped them with a gloved thumb, an affectation. He took a small 

step towards the window, but an instinctive geometric grid in his head kept him far enough 

back to not be within the angle of sniper fire. Heõd picked the building for its size relative to its 

neighbours; itõd be stupid to give up the advantage of high ground now.  

 

Just another day in his city, he told himself, almost believing it. Miles below the murmuring 

superstructures, life flowed through the streets like curre nt through a circuit, walking, crying, 

singing, mugging, chatting on mobile phones, killing. An informational economy he was at the 
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hub of, the ebb and flow increasingly under his sphere of influence.  

 

òYouõre not my type,ó he said at last. 

 

òWhere are we? What building is this?ó  

 

Sheõd been blindfolded on the way there, and her coordination messed up by occasional kicks 

to the stomach or slaps around the face. She knew they were somewhere north of the city 

centre, but nothing more than that.  

 

òThis? This is the S®raphine. Used to be the broadcast tower for the old town. Now itõs where 

rich fucks come to eat.ó 

 

òWhy? Why are we here?ó 

 

òEasiest to defend. Best vantage point from miles out. Attack from the ground and youõd spend 

forever just on the staircase, by which point even heõd be overwhelmed. The distortion net 

means this is a no fly zone, so he canõt attack from the sky. Not even by that glider, since this is 

the tallest building for a few milesõ radius.ó 

 

òSo what makes you sure heõll come?ó 

 

òMe. He despises me, you know. He wants me out of the way. He wants revenge. And you. We 

reckon youõre his favourite... what does he call you? Partners? Assistants?ó 

 

òAgents.ó 

 

òHuh. Well, youõre all whores to me...ó  

 

He stopped, and pushed a palm over his forehead. From where Alison was sitting, half of him 

was silhouette, the other a slumped ôsõ shape.  

 

The night came on as the red sky coagulated, scabbed to black. Rightway said something that 

might have been, I wasnõt always like this, but then, hadnõt he been? Hadnõt there always been a 

dragon, and a maiden, and a knight, like in dusty old storybooks?  

 

Somewhere out in that darkness, one of Bradleyõs SWAT team cleared his throat, maybe 

thinking of home. A gun cocke d, a boot increased its pressure on the ground. The Séraphine 

waited.  

ð 

 

The wombat is a quadrupedal Australian marsupial. Short legged and muscular, they are adaptable in 
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habitat tolerance... 

 

James Quay at that moment existed in extra-space, a paraterritory isolated from the datacircuit. 

Technically speaking, Rightwayõs teamõs hunter broadcasts could have found him, but with no 

contextual reference frame, their reports decayed before they were even formed.  

 

Entropy accumulation 76% above normal space, his equipment told him. A side effect of lingering 

too long in an infrathin, as Duchamp might have it, or in the apex of a Foucault pendulum. 

Quay continued to suit up, strapping on his Wombat Sui t that would protect him from the 

imminent journey through the infinite.  

 

A level below, or rather, a level sideways from normal observable reality is the mapspace, the 

network of train tracks on which mathematics and other linguistic constructs exist. It õs difficult 

to say who first discovered it ð Plato was almost on the right lines but fucked it up hugely. 

Wittgenstein and Korzybski, respectively, were closer, though the latterõs work on General 

Semantics seems to be a last minute recoil. Whatever; Quay  was the first to navigate the 

mapspace, even if he hadnõt found it first. If heõd felt pride any more, heõd have felt it then, 

twisting a dial on his gauntlet to open up a broadcast channel into the area heõd pioneered.  

 

òStreamline the transmission frequency to the following coordinates,ó Quay said, entering them 

via haptic interface to his suitõs servers. Something like a cigarette burn on a film opened in the 

space in front of him, modulating in size at a high enough RPM that it appeared to be softly 

flickering in an early summer breeze.  

 

Entropy build -up dropped; the hunter broadcasts began to stream towards the hole from the 

other side like dogs towards a piece of meat. It was now or never.  

 

Quay lifted his helm, the material a lightweight carbon al lotrope he himself had designed. Only 

that crystal nanoweave was strong and flexible enough to survive the voyage. The helm 

descended, and James Quay dissolved into the metaperson the city knew only as the Wombat 

Man.  

 

òPrepare for laser disassembly,ó the Wombat Man said. He knew that a nanotechnological 

attack on the Séraphine was useless, considering Rightwayõs security measures were at least 

operating on that scale. But if you have a lace of extremely high-powered lasers, you can 

remodel at the femtotechnological level...  

 

Total decay of local space estimated in 30 seconds. 

 

The Wombat Man stepped towards the cigarette burn. There was some sensation in his 

backbrain, a mutant emotion that was a rough approximation between déjà vu and the 

unshakeable feeling you've forgotten something. He dismissed it as a glitch in the external 
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memory stores located near his left quadricep, and in another second he was thread through the 

needle eye.  

 

At a speed unfathomable to the hunter broadcasts approaching in the opposite direction, he was 

gone. The infrathin combusted to nothingness ð indeed, even within 4 dimensional space, it 

could no longer be said to have previously existed at all.  

 

Only flux  is possible within the mapspace. The first process is abstraction. Wombat Man duly 

observed his transformation into a series of late-Kandinsky shapes and colours. He was in the 

upper regions of the mapspace now, a high navigational vantage point. Higher h e ascended, 

until he could only be described in mathematical equations, before like a bird of prey he dived, 

picking up velocity and coherence as he fell towards a young plump singularity that had 

appeared in his vision field.  

 

Another moment, as much as a temporally -reliant phrase could retain meaning in the 

mapspace, and he had moved sideways into the Hypernow. In the local timeframe between a 

neuron flare, he was Schrodingerõs Cat: everywhere omnipresent, both alive and dead and all 

the states in between. The flare, and his lasers activated, slicing him apart.  

 

As a cloud of negligible mass, Wombat Man rode a passing particle shoal. In the electron storm, 

he lost himself ð he was a Valkyrie rolling on the thunder before battle, Odin at the head of the 

Wild Hunt. Identity is meaningless at the subatomic; only will remains. Through sheer force of 

his, Wombat Man endured.  

 

ð 

 

òFascism is outmoded,ó Rightway was retorting to something Alison had said. òFascismõs just 

insecurity... that fucking need to contr ol everything doesnõt exist when you control all you need 

to.ó 

 

òYou donõt control everything. If you did we wouldnõt be here.ó 

 

òControl is perception, bitch,ó Rightway explained. òRight now, the only people who donõt 

perceive my control are Quayõs little cell.ó 

 

òI never had you down as a Copenhagenist.ó 

 

òOh, weõre going to do away with all that, donõt you worry. Chance, uncertainty, ôfree willõ... 

Hell, even the compatibalists will look like hippie compromisers by the time we get our claws 

into the univ erse good and proper. This city was just the beginning.ó 

 

He looked down at her. She wasnõt his style: too athletic, too much of her. He liked them lean, 
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starved.  Boy, girl, it didnõt much matter. The dyed gold streaks through the red hair were a 

turn -on, though ð the best spirit to devour is the independent one.  

 

òYou know, I think I will rape you after all,ó he said in a distant voice that seemed to come from 

years ago, folding his glasses calmly.  

 

She didnõt even take the comment in. The words were like a blunt object, immediately flattening 

the world until any edible information was as 2 dimensional as a communion wafer. A second 

later, something like fear, but more like injustice, sparked, a purple fire far, far off in the ribcage, 

before the numbness returned.  

 

A phone rang in the next room. It rang four times before Rightway said: òAnswer it.ó 

 

The ringing stopped. A few seconds later, Bradley walked in holding a mobile on his armoured 

shoulder. 

 

òI...ó 

 

òWho is it?ó Rightway said. 

 

òItõs, I donõt...ó 

 

òPut it on speaker.ó 

 

The resulting sound was like an old dial -up scream, the ghosts of broken modems singing 

together. Bradley looked at Rightway; Rightwayõs eyes fixed on the phone.  

 

The digital banshees cohered until a mechanical voice could be heard, Stephen Hawkingõs 

synthesiserõs sexy whispers: 

 

Wombats are generally crepuscular and nocturnal, usually venturing out in late evening to feed and 

returning before dawn... 

 

As if the space around the phone had been infected by a viral synaesthesia, the sound narrowed 

into light before the three listeners/onlookers. A binary sepia hologram condensing on the 

scene like steam on a window, harmonising further until the Wombat Man  stood in the middle 

of the room.  

 

Bradleyõs gun, raised as soon as the noun ôwombatõ had hit the air, released its hot metal burst. 

The polymer and lead combusted in the charged atmosphere around the target, who turned at 

enough speed to throw his elbow plate through Bradleyõs mandible.  
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In a fluid motion, Wombat Man turned back to Rightway, but he was already out of range, his 

forearm propping up Allisonõs chin, a revolver to her head as he half led, half dragged her out 

of the room.  

 

Before he could give chase, the suited man was assailed by Bradleyõs fellows, who now flooded 

the chamber like tears on a lens. The bulletproof fibreglass was caressed on both sides as the 

evening rain began to beat hard against the outside of the window panes and its crimson cousin 

leapt to meet it. 

 

Rightway smelled like peanut butter and sweat to Allison. She wasnõt afraid: the scene was too 

obvious, too played out. Rightway couldnõt stray from the frequency he was tuned to. She 

wasnõt afraid; not even when she found herself on the ground with a dull ache in the back of her 

head where the butt of the revolver had struck her.  

 

She didnõt know where she was. It was pitch black, the only colour an illusory pigmentation 

extrapolating from the corners of her vision, a gracious gift of cranial trauma. She didnõt know 

where she was but she wouldnõt panic. She wouldnõt panic because she wasnõt afraid. 

Rightwayõs breathing getting lighter; lighter, or further away.  

 

The Wombat Manõs auxiliary lungs took care of the fatigue, his mycoprotein regenerators 

drinking lactic acid at pace. His protective sphere was exhausted, but he was still now, listening 

to the rain on the outside of the window. The cries and gunfire had stopped.  

 

Rightway hit him with such force he was lifted from the ground. The impact against the glass 

was enough to dent the journey-worn material of his suit, crushing sev eral circuits beneath.  

 

Rightwayõs grip was tremendous, passing from the physical into the figurative: it was a concept 

gasped, an economy constrained, an attention held. The Wombat Manõs collar popped like a 

wishbone at Christmas as their gaze met; Rightwayõs eyes like bloodshot vortexes, exerting a 

terrible pull on the passive, pupil -less yellow globes of the figure he grappled with, beneath 

which Quayõs stare lay. 

 

The Wombat Man raised a hand, looking for Rightwayõs throat, but Rightway was quicker, 

recoiling and then punching, recoiling and punching, beating out a terrible rhythm upon the 

helm.  

 

Allison, still surrounded by a dull ache, slow drops of sticky red running down her face, walked 

in on the struggle in time to see Quayõs movements begin to limp. Taking sensory overload in 

her stride, she gripped the combat knife sheõd pulled from a slab of human meat on the floor 

and slammed it into Rightwayõs lower back, as if she were shutting a heavy cabinet drawer. She 

was aiming for the spine, and missed, but managed a few more stabs before he shook her off.  
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He turned his attention back to the Wombat Man, but the advantage was now lost. A transistor -

powered paw closed just beneath Rightwayõs jaw, and a thin wire filament extended through 

his soft flesh. Rightwayõs last conscious sensation was an uncomfortable one, a feeling of iron 

filings filtering through his thoughts like snowflakes, getting caught in the folds of his brain.  

 

òWhat are you doing?ó Allison asked, watching as Quay pulled his pulverised helm from his 

head and dropped it to the floor. He still had hold of Rightway, who had sank to his knees, eyes 

wide and empty, as if in prayer.  

 

òDigitising the information in his cerebral cortex. Sucking him from the meat of his brain and 

downloading him.ó 

 

òI didnõt realise he was so strong,ó she said, padding gingerly at the back of her head and 

feeling a softness and wetness she didnõt like. 

 

òOnce his 4th dimensional frequency  was attuned to that of the narrative wavelengths, it was 

inevitable.ó 

 

Allison nodded sagely, though feeling a tad patronised. It was her, rescuing him, that had 

distorted the wavelength, after all. She felt used, slightly unappreciated. She cast these feelings 

aside.  

 

Quay relaxed the muscles in his hand, and the hybrid assisted gauntlet allowed Rightwayõs 

empty husk to clatter to the sheer surface below. Then he walked to the middle of the room, 

shedding damaged pieces of the Wombat Suit as he did so, and knelt to begin his work.  

 

Allison followed, but kept a pace back, only daring to peer over his shoulder. She could see he 

was fiddling with some kind of softly -edged cubic device, coloured a darkly shining black. 

 

òWhat are you doing now?ó 

 

òWombats are lesser spotted, but leave ample evidence of their passage, leaving distinctive cubic 

droppings,ó he seemed to recite, in an empty vocalisation beneath his breath.  

 

òWhat? What is that?ó 

 

òThis is a ghost box,ó he said. òIt emits a series of harmonious... vibrations, is as good a word as 

any, on the quantum level. Theyõre tunes, written to disturb the ambient architecture of the 

city.ó 

 

òHow? I thought youõd designed the system so it was foolproof,ó and then, the idea reaching 

her as quickly as sheõd spoken: òItõs the building, right?ó 
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òYeah. I knew heõd choose it. He was tactically brilliant, but strategically, he was strictly an 

amateur. Thought the high ground was everything.ó 

 

 òHe said it used to be the old radio tower. But that was years ago.ó 

 

òRadio waves never die, never disintegrate. They just oscillate further and further apart. If they 

had a good enough unscrambler, aliens on Alpha Centurai could be listening to 6 Music in a 

few hundred lightyearsõ time. And when they pass through, they leave marks in the mapspace, 

like slug trails on pavement. If I can make that underlying network explicate, I can remake the 

city from here.ó 

 

Something dripped from his face onto the ghost box. At first, unsighted, she thought it was just 

sweat. But sheõd noticed something in his voice. Not a break, exactly... more like a waver. He 

was crying. 

 

She drew forward, put in fatal motion by simple human empathy.  

 

òHe was your mentor, wasnõt he?ó 

 

A hand on a shoulder. 

 

òHe taught me everything,ó he replied. 

 

òHe said you wanted him out of the way. Wanted revenge.ó 

 

òRevenge, no,ó Quay said.  

 

He paused, turning as he rose from the ground. For the second time in just a few moments, he 

held someone close to him.  

 

The ghost box was starting up, the first few notes of it s aria beginning to rise.  

 

A hand on a cheek.  

 

òAnyone who knows me,ó he said softly.  

 

Her neck broke like sugar glass. The city shimmered like a desert mirage.  

 

The time was 8pm. 
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A NATURAL PROGRESSION:  
 

JIM COLEMAN TALKS ABOUT TREES 
 

By Christopher Nosnibor  
 

From the late 1980s to the mid 1990s, Jim Coleman was a core member of seminal New York 

alternative rock band Cop Shoot Cop. Renowned for their powerful live shows, unusual 

promotional strategies and for having a second bass instead of a regular guitar, Colemanõs 

sample-based contributions were equally a defining feature of their sound. Since the band split 

in 1996, heõs been keeping busy, accumulating an impressive resume of film scores, remixes, 

collaborations and solo releases under various different names, most notably Phyler. 

 

The last 15 years have seen Jimõs work evolve through the exploration of sound collage, with his 

work as Phyler described as ôbeat driven electronicaõ, but with a ôstrong cinematic sensibilityõ. 

July saw the release of Trees, Jimõs first release under his own name. Dropping the beats to 

concentrate on the cinematic aspects of his work, and incorporating acoustic and electronic 

elements, it marks a clear departure from his previous output. I caught up with him on the eve 

of the albumõs release to ask about its creation, and the distance heõs come since the start of his 

career. 
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CN: To begin at the beginning, Cop Shoot Cop are still well regarded and fondly remembered by many. 

How do you feel about the bandõs achievements with the time thatõs elapsed since it disbanded? 

 

JC: Itõs always nice to hear that CSC still resonates. Looking back, I feel like I took it for granted 

in ways. I know that I was doing what  I wanted to be doing, what I was meant to be doing at 

that time. And even though we self imploded, it was a hell of a ride, a definitive part of my life. 

I do feel like we could have gone further with what we were doing, that we were still evolving 

when w e broke up.  

 

That being said though, we went a lot further than I would have anticipated. What we were 

doing wasnõt always that òlistener-friendlyó. Sometimes when I listen back to the old CSC 

tracks, or see some live video, it really hits me. I can feel objectively how strong a band we were. 

I feel fortunate to have been a part of it. 

 

Although Cop Shoot Cop never really broke through in the same way as, say, Ministry or Nine Inch 

Nails, ô$10 Billõ unquestionably took the band to another level in terms of reaching a wider audience. Did 

it seem strange to go from maintaining a cult status with the first couple of albums to being all over MTV 

in a short period of time? 

 

Things didnõt actually change all that dramatically. Our standard of living was raised a bit. We 

were now able to sleep in hotels, and not worry about whose floor we were going to crash on at 

3:30 AM as we were loading out. We toured pretty relentlessly for a few years in there, so it 

mostly affected our touring lifestyle. Well, thatõs not totally true. We were able to give up any 

days jobs we had, though we were already at the point where it was near impossible to keep a 

day job because we were touring so much. But ô$10 Billõ was part of a larger shift. That was on 

Ask Questions Later , which was our first LP on Interscope.  So right away, with the Recording 

and Publishing advances, things were looking up. I honestly never felt like we òbroke throughó. 

Our shows were generally well attended, but itõs not like we had huge internal fame fights or 

anything. Money, well, that did eventually become an issue.  

 

In the early years, the band utilised rather unconventional methods of promotion, in terms of posters and 

graffiti. Why was that? Would you describe it as a kind of urban art project? 

 

Calling i t an urban art project may be making it a little more highbrow than it really was. Our 

show posters were generally loud, confrontational, very graphic. Tod was really the force 

behind the posters; he had a really good talent for that. The posters and the graffiti drew a lot of 

attention, which could only be good for us. It helped spread the word. The confrontational 

aspect of it was almost like this itch that always needed to be scratched. It fuelled us and gave 

us a purpose to be at odds with the world aro und us. I think you can hear this in the music as 

well. Itõs empowering.  
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Two memories worth mentioning here: One night we were out postering for an upcoming 

show. The poster was an image by Tom of Finland, a homoerotic piece featuring two leather 

clad motorcycle cops. Just outside the precinct on East 5th street, we completely covered a 

NYPD van with these posters. The second memory took place at the West 4th street subway 

station one night around 2 AM. I was tagging one of the pillars with a CSC tag, a nd felt this 

presence. I turned around and said hello to the police. Immediately put in cuffs and walked 

upstairs where we had a conversation. I explained that I wasnõt really a cop hater, that Cop 

Shoot Cop was a band. He replied, saying that the police knew all about Cop Shoot Cop. The 

threat was that he was going to take me in and hold me accountable for all the CSC graffiti all 

over NYC. I donõt know why, but he ended up letting me go. That was the only time I talked 

myself out of bracelets. And he never caught on that I had any connection with Cop, he just 

thought I was a fané 

 

Your subsequent output has marked a radical departure from your previous work. What prompted this 

shift?  

 

Phylr was different from CSC, no doubt. But in ways it didnõt seem to be a radical departure. 

For the first two albums, Phylr had a similar aggression, discontent, and at times, song 

structure. Generally no lyrics, but often you would find verse chorus verse type of structure. Iõm 

still making music under the Phylr moniker, and have done a bunch of remixes. 
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The new release (Trees) as Jim Coleman is much more of a departure, both from CSC and Phylr. 

There are a couple of things that caused this shift. The first is that I really wanted to explore 

new ground (for me, anyway), to break the creative habits and patterns that I had perhaps 

fallen in to. The second thing is that I was trying to go inside, to find a quiet place of meditation, 

a place of being rather than doing, if that makes sense. In a way, I was trying to quiet myself 

down, trying to build a safe little sonic space where it felt okay to just sit and listen.  

 

Do you think ôrockõ music is dead or redundant, or is there still scope for taking the format in new 

directions, with variations on the standard template (such as ditching the guitar in favour of a second 

bass)? 

 

I remember being in art school some years ago and being informed that òEverything has been 

done. There is nothing new left to do.ó I was pretty depressed for a while (well, I was pretty 

depressed in general, but this statement made me question my creative journey). But I realized 

that it didnõt really matter. First off, who can say, and second of all, even if itõs true, if you and I 

do the same thing, itõs going to be different.  

 

There are always the slew of Rock and Pop bands who are actually copying pre-existing bands, 

and they might as well be cover bands. In general, I feel like at least 90% of any genre is 

complete crap. But that other 10% is what keeps my faith alive. There are some amazing rock 

bands out there right now who make my hair stand up. It may be about ditching the guitar, or it 

may be about how the guitar is played. Bottom line for me is, is it honest, is it genuine? 

 

You recorded the album Domestic Landscapes #3: Thalassaphobia as Baby Zizane with JG Thirlwell. 

How did that collaboration come about, and what was the evolution of the project? 

 

If I recall correctly, JG just asked me if I would be interested in collaborating. Weõve talked from 

time to time about taking this further, which w ould surely be interesting, as we have both 

continued to evolve since that time, both creatively and personally.  

 

Youõve also collaborated with Teho Teardo under the guise of Here. How important is collaboration to 

you? 

 

Collaboration has been very important at times, and at other times in my life and process, I 

could not stand it. I really enjoy what happens in collaborating, where the sum is greater than 

its parts, where different peopleõs aesthetics and processes find harmony, or disharmony. And 

then there are times where I need to be the sole master of the universe. 

 

Trees is kind of a hybrid of this. All tracks started in my court, but then I worked with various 

musicians, and with each recording, things would open up more and more. This process was 

perfect for this album, it would have failed if it was too tightly controlled.  

 



68 
 

Trees isnõt your first solo album, but is the first under your own name, having previously recorded as 

Phylr. What was the rationale behind using different names, and how important is identity ð or the 

ability to change identity ð to you? 

 

I think that the use of different names for a recording artist goes hand in hand with defining the 

different styles of various bodies of work. This totally makes sense, and is somewhat necessary 

if one is putting out a variety of material. Phylr is a mis -spelling of my middle name (Filer). So 

in a way I was still using my name but a bit behind a mask. Using my plain old civilian 

pedestrian name of Jim Coleman seemed to make sense with the release of Trees as this record 

is much more of an interior journey. Itõs intimate, and the hope is that it takes the listener to a 

sonic/psychic emotional state of openness. Itõs much different from Phylr, where there are 

masks, tricks and hide and seek. 

 

Trees has an almost classical feel to it in places. Are you a fan of classical music? 

 

I was classically trained on piano and French Horn as I was growing up. Though I appreciated 

and enjoyed the classical music that I learned, sometimes the lessons were painful. What I really 

wanted to be doing was to be really PLAYING the instruments. Making stuff up, 

experimenting, seeing if I could translate what was in my head into moving air waves. At this 

point in life, Iõve pretty much lost sight of all the theory I learned, but I still feel that that 

training was really important for me. And I think that is why I have kept on making music (not 

that itõs really a choice, itõs more of a necessity). As an adult, I can truly PLAY in making music. 

Itõs my little playground. Anyway, I really do like a lot of the contemporary classical artists. The 

music and visuals of Merideth Monkõs Key was a big influence on me. Some of Steve Reichõs 

work really spoke to me. Also Einstein on the Beach (specifically: Iõm not an overall big fan of 

Glass), Zoe Keating, ECM records has put out a great number of interesting recordsé 

 

There are numerous different elements woven into the album, both sonically and culturally, which make 

for a listening experience that could perhaps best be described as ôenrichingõ. What was the context of the 

compositional and recording process, and what music were you listening to at the time? 

 

Trees began life as audio sketches done on the train. I was in a period in my life where I was 

taking the train in  and out of Manhattan every day, so I started working on these tracks. It was 

an interesting way to start and end the day, creating and being in this floating space, while 

being surrounded by passengers, all rushing to get wherever. The foundations of most  every 

track got pretty well hammered out during those train rides.  

 

Once I had the overall arc of each track down, I started reaching out to people to record. In 

some instances, I had unused recordings from earlier sessions that I integrated. This was true 

with Dawn McCarthy (vocals) and Ellen Fullman (Long String Instrument). Dawn actually 

appeared on the first Phylr record, and Ellen I had recorded some years ago in Austin, where 

she had a semi permanent set up of her long string instrument. But I did a great deal of new 
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recordings as well with the other artists. These recordings, whether new or pre -existing, broke 

down what I had formed. The tracks really opened up, got a whole new life. I love that feeling, 

when it all just opens up in unexpected ways. It can be like that when putting music to film as 

well.  

 

The albumõs title and those of the tracks on it (ôSummer Heatõ; ôDawnõ; ôRainõ, for example) are evocative 

of the natural world, and thereõs a natural, organic tranquillity that permeates the work. Was the 

inspiration for the album drawn directly from nature? 

 

I would say that Trees stems from the Organic. Almost like an antidote and a òFuck Youó to the 

stresses and anxieties of the day, the result driven pre-planning contingency based elevator 

pitch of a merger that will look good on an info -graphic, but not to all those who just los t their 

jobs. A òFuck Youó to the fear that comes from constantly looking forward and backward but 

never being able to be here now. A small little step in the direction of being a human being 

instead of a human doing.   

 

OK, sorry about that. Guess I needed to vent a bit. Trees was originally conceived with the 

thought of meditation (not in any traditional sense necessarily). Stop and breathe. 

 

 
 

Trees is released by Wax & Wane Records: http://jimcolemanmusic.com  
 
Photo #1 © Jim Coleman, Photos #2 & #3 © Beth B 

http://jimcolemanmusic.com/
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NIGHT SWEATS  
 

By Mike Hudson  
 
 
There was more to it than that, of course. 

 

In the oddly blended mixture of Buddhism and Shintoism that constitutes organized religion 

throughout much of Japan, there is a belief that old and thrown away objects, after a certain 

period of time, became possessed by demons angered by their casual abandonment. These were 

the unspeakable tsukumogami. 

 

òUnlike the mortals who had discarded them, the vengeful specters were having a great time celebrating 

and feasting ð building a castle out of flesh and creating a blood fountain. They danced and drank, 

boasting that even celestial pleasures could not surpass their own,ó Tom read, and he thought of 

Rachel, alone and far away in New York. 

 

òWe have faithfully served the houses as furniture and utensils for a long time. Instead of getting the 

reward that is our due, we are abandoned in the alleys to be kicked by oxen and horses. Insult has been 

added to injury, and this is the greatest insult of all! Whatever it takes, we should become specters and 

exact vengeance.ó 

 

Tomõs studies into the esoteric Shingon Buddhism had taken a sudden and somewhat 

disturbing turn. The tsukumogami and their damnable shrine in the recesses of Mount Funaoka, 

a temple to the Great Shape-Shifting God called Henge Daimyojin by the old Shinto priests.  

 

He remembered the ancient city of Kyoto, in the shadow of that haunted mountain, and his 

own failings an d the many things over which he had no control. It had been his first and only 

trip to Japan. 

 

Alive and self aware, the tsukumogami could take the form of men or women, young or old, of 

the inanimate objects they once were or of beasts such as ravens and coyotes. 

 

There had once been an occasion, you know, a hundred years ago it seemed to Tom now, he 

was driving that white Camaro ð car weighed but 1800 pounds and had a 350 four barrel under 

the hood -- at a high rate of speed along an ice-covered country r oad very late one snowy night, 

drunker than hell and heading home from the small town in Pennsylvania where he served as 

chief editor of the little newspaper they had there, when he hit a particularly slippery patch of 

black ice and the car spun out, windi ng up in a ravine some twenty feet beneath the roadway, 

near a small stream they called Hare Creek. 

 



72 
 

He hadnõt been injured and he climbed up out of the ravine back to the roadway and, just then, 

a drinking buddy happened to be driving by in an old green F ord F-150 pickup truck and 

stopped, and Tom got in and they went back into town and had a few more drinks before 

someone else gave him a ride back to his house in the country. 

 

The next day he learned that he had been charged by the state police ð who had discovered his 

car ð with numerous violations, including driving too fast for conditions and leaving the scene 

of an accident. 

 

When he went in to see the chief of police the following Monday, a part of his normal duties as 

chief editor of the local newspaper, the chief got up from behind his desk and closed the door. 

 

òNow this is strictly off the record, Tom,ó he said, sitting back down. òBut my man told me he 

drove down that road, got to the intersection outside of town, turned around and drove bac k. 

And between that time, which he said couldnõt have been more than a minute or two, your car 

was not there and then it was there but you were not. And he doesnõt like you, and he looked 

for you for the rest of his shift, in the cruiser and on foot, but h e still couldnõt find you. 

 

òNow, what I want to know isé How in the hell did you do that?ó 

 

Tom took a sip of the bitter black coffee from the Styrofoam cup. 

 

òWell Danaéó The police chiefõs name was Dana Scouten and the two were on a first name 

basis. òWhat happened was this; I knew your man was on the lookout for me, so when I slid off 

the roadway like that I just turned myself into a coyote and skinned up along the creek bed 

toward home. I knew heõd be looking for a man and not a dog.ó 

 

For a minute the police chief stared blankly, but then he began to laugh. He laughed 

uproariously.  

 

òIõm gonna miss you when you go, Tom,ó he said, wiping his eye and sighing. 

 

It had all happened so long ago, and Tom had bent his mind in so many different ways during 

the intervening years, that now the story of a drinking buddy just happening along some lonely 

country road at 2 oõclock in the morning that night seemed every bit as unlikely as the one 

about him turning himself into a coyote.  

 

òLike a string of rosary beads, my mind cannot be severed from angry thoughts,ó he read. 

 

He poured a belt of Glenlivet into the highball glass on the nightstand and drank. The book, 

Elizabeth Lillehojõs òTransfiguration: Man -made Objects as Demons in Japanese Scrolls,ó a book 
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that he had sitting on his shelves for years but was somehow just now getting around to 

reading, fell down on his covered belly.  

 

He remembered Kyoto and looked over at the 14th century mounted sword, his souvenir from 

that trip, and he thought of the shape shift ers and that time back in Pennsylvania.   

 

Like the great thief, Dao Zhi, who followed the five cardinal Confucian virtues, the evil and 

violent specters believed that piety would outweigh their malevolent transgressions. And so 

did Tom, sometimes. 

 

The dog Rowena slept on the thick red comforter beside him, breathing in and out, dreaming 

the dreams of an old soul. With his fingertips he stroked the top of her skull, where the dark 

hairs were turning silver much like his own.  

 

Outside in the night, beneath what they were calling the òSuper Moon of 2012ó because of its 

close proximity to earth, it began to rain, and then the rain turned into a torrential downpour.  

 

The mated ravens, who had built their shambling five -foot nest into a gutter between the roofs 

of two of the soundstages at the old Vitagraph Studios behind his house, watched helplessly as 

the runoff carried their nest and their young flightless chicks off and into a sewer that ran into 

the open cistern they called the Los Angeles River. 

 

Everythi ng for nothing.  

 

Yin and yang. Life and death the same. He scratched Rowenaõs head and closed his eyes. He 

wondered about Angie, who was on the other side of the river, exhausted and sleeping herself. 

 

The overhead light was on and he was too tired to get up and turn it off. He made a mental note 

to get himself a lamp for the nightstand, maybe something vintage, with a shade made from 

panes of colored glass. 

 

He hated sleeping alone and was glad for the dog. He thought of the ravens crying their raven 

cries over the deaths of their babies. 
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AFTERLIFE PROPOSAL NO. 1:  
 

MY BEAUTIFUL DEATH  
 

By Richard Blandford  

 

When Ashley told me his love was no more, I thought it time to take my own life. It was 
something I had been considering for some while, since nursery school, in fact: and that 
moment, when hope had been revealed as the lie I had always known it to be, seemed to be 
most fitting.  
 
Mine would be the most poetic of deaths: a painless slip into the endless sleep; my pale 
submerged body to be found by my dear father in the bath; a trail of rose petals, and incense in 
the air. Oh, very Ophelia. No doubt he would cradle me in his arms, overwhelmed with grief, 
yet of course understanding why this had to be; his pain instantaneously turning to happiness 
that my suffering was finally at an end.  
 
My original plan was to slit my wrists, but I decided against it, as I feared that I might fail to cut 
a perfectly straight line, or worse, need more than one go before I got it right. Besides, although 
the blood would look wonderful in the water, it would stain my fatherõs clothes in the most 
unsightly way when he scooped me up and held me to his breast. So instead I decided I would 
swallow a cocktail of all the silly pills  I had been prescribed by the medical establishment in 
order to counter my inextinguishable knowledge of the meaninglessness of all existence. They 
did nothing for me, of course; you canõt argue with the unavoidable truth. 
 
I had no intention of taking the m straight out of the bottles, needless to say. No, instead I chose 
to collect them in a shell, which once having placed between my pale lips and poured the pills 
from it into my mouth, I would let drop from my hand and over the side of the bath, making 
wh at I felt would be a rather pleasing visual symbol of being born into death: an ironic allusion, 
of course, to Botticelliõs pitifully hopeful Birth of Venus. Not that anyone would notice. Anyway, 
it would also draw attention away from the toilet seat: a mo st unwelcome intrusion to my 
tableau. Then, washing the pills down with a sip of blood -red wine from a long -stemmed glass, 
I would lie back in the water, waiting for death to take me in its warm embrace. Upon discovery 
of my beautiful demise, my father wou ld immediately contact Ashley and inform him of what 
his thoughtless actions had led to. He would rush to the scene, and prostrate himself before my 
empty vessel, begging for a forgiveness that would never come. He would see that he was a fool 
for dumping me in favour of that slattern in his Communication Studies class, and my death 
would bring about a moral and just resolution; albeit all too late for me.  
 
At least that was the plan. 
 
Thingõs didnõt get off to the most perfect of starts. I made the mistake of filling up the bath first, 
and I hadnõt even arranged and lit half the atmospherically illuminating candles that were to 
cover every flat surface in the bathroom, including the toi let seat, before the temperature of the 
water dropped to tepid. I filled it up with more water from the hot tap, but then the bath was 
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far too full, and I had to let a fair bit out before it was right again. By then, some of the candles 
had already gone out. It took a good half an hour longer than I had planned for to get all the 
candles alight simultaneously, along with the incense burners; not to mention the rose petals, 
which I wanted to have leading from the front door up the stairs, before forming a ca rpet in the 
bathroom and finally floating on the surface of the water, obscuring my still form beneath. 
Only, Iõd underestimated how many I would need, and the rose petal carpet was decidedly 
threadbare. In any case, it all meant I had a half an hour less to die in before daddy came back 
from the bowls club.  
 
Finally, everything was in place. I took off my silk kimono and draped it dramatically on the 
floor, conveniently covering a bald patch in the rose petal carpet. Then, I lowered my beautiful, 
pale, doomed body into the water for the last time. Or what was meant to be the last time, 
anyway. 
 
ôShit!õ 
 
Iõd forgotten my seashell with the pills. It was on my dresser in the bedroom. I pulled myself 
out of the water; rose petals clung to my skin. I didnõt even have a towel ready; well, I didnõt 
think Iõd be needing one. Yet more petals stuck to the soles of my feet as I scampered to the 
bedroom, dripping water as I went.  
 
I got the shell. Some of the pills rolled out as I picked it up, so I had to prize them ou t from 
between the fibres of the carpet and brush a hair off of one. Carefully, I carried it back to the 
bathroom and laid it on the side of my watery tomb. I pulled the rose petals off my feet and 
placed them back on the floor, which now had damp footmark s all over it. They looked awful, 
but I reasoned they would dry before my daddy got home. Again, I lowered myself down into 
the bath. 
 
And there I lay, the shell beside me. Was I really going to do it? There was still time to change 
my mind. After all, som e would heartlessly say it was just a teenage love affair gone wrong. 
Was it really worth dying for? Yes. Yes, it was, I knew. This was the moment that my whole life 
had been building up to. For it wasnõt just about Ashley, not really. He was but the final 
damning proof of what I had known for as long as I could remember. Living was a curse: no, a 
disease. The pills were the cure. And with that I opened my mouth wide and poured the pills in 
from the shell, the odd one or two falling into the water. I donõt think it could have looked very 
ladylike.  
 
Although I struggled to pass them down my throat all at once, I had become very adept at 
swallowing pills over the years, even without anything to wash them down with. But why 
wasnõt there? I had forgotten my wine. It was down in the kitchen, all poured out into the long -
stemmed glass. Oh well, never mind, I thought. I wasnõt getting up again. And perhaps it 
would have more symbolic meaning down in the kitchen.  
 
And so I waited to die. Not much happened for the lo ngest time. I had an awful feeling Daddy 
would come home, follow the rose petal trail, and find me in the bath, right as rain. Then I 
began to feel drowsy. Very suddenly, I found myself slipping away into unconsciousness. And 
as I began to sleep, I could feel my head slip down, down under the water. I was dimly aware 
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that the water was filling my nose and my mouth, but then, all was dark. Death was here, at 
lasté 
 
But then it wasnõt. I was still underwater; my lungs were filling up, but I felt alert; wide-awake. 
I thought maybe I would involuntarily try to raise myself up and cough out the water; an 
instinctive survival mechanism taking hold, but there was none of that. Just myself in the water, 
the water in me. So why wasnõt I dead, or at least dying? I could see the rose petals above me, 
and the candles burning away all around. It all seemed so perfect. Except that I was still there to 
see it. Still, no doubt I would be dead soon. It would all work out.  
 
Suddenly my arm threw itself up in the air. And stayed. My leg on the opposite side followed 
suit. Oh no, I thought, Iõm having spasms. I had completely forgot that might happen. I knew I 
looked ridiculous, with one arm and one leg sticking up; the arm bent at an odd angle at the 
shoulder and wrist, the  leg dead straight, like I was kicking a football. I tried to move them back 
down but they would not. In fact, I couldnõt move anything. Not even an eyelid. I was 
paralysed. 
 
But that wasnõt the half of it. Things started getting really bad. I felt a strange relaxation in my 
groin. The water round there started to get warmer. Oh, no, it couldnõt beé I was pissing 
myself! This certainly wasnõt the way I wanted to be found, lying in my own yellowy piss. I 
wished I could reach for the plughole, empty the bath and start again. But I couldnõt move a 
muscle. Muscles were moving on their own however, including those in my arse. I felt them 
loosen. I knew what was coming. Yes, absolutelyé I was doing a shit. I was shitting myself and 
I could not stop it. I was lying  in a bath, my arms and legs sticking up, in my own piss and shit. 
This beautiful death could not have gone more wrong.  
 
There was a gargling sound in my throat. I believe it was what is known as the death rattle, 
legendarily heard just before the moment i t all ends. It was there; I heard it. That should have 
been it. All over. Dead. Except it wasnõt. I was still there, feeling my own excrement bob against 
my leg in the water.  
 
I was half-right about Daddyõs reaction. He did scoop me out of the water when he saw me and 
clasped me passionately to his chest, although not after heõd got his foot caught on my kimono 
and skidded halfway across the bathroom floor. Unfortunately my shit had begun to 
disintegrate by then and some had come to rest on top of me, and that then stuck to his nice 
shirt. I would have preferred the blood. But then he laid me down and tried to bring me back 
using mouth -to-mouth CPR. It was very odd feeling my daddyõs lips on mine, not to mention 
his pressing down between my tits. Quite frank ly, it brought up all sorts of feelings I really 
didnõt want to have to deal with, but being dead and incapable of movement, there was little I 
could do but wait it out.  
 
After heõd tried a few times, he fumbled with his mobile and frantically called an ambulance. 
He had real trouble giving them the basic information; just kept on screaming to come quickly. 
Which they didnõt, or at least it seemed they didnõt. Maybe time was crawling because daddy 
was alternately blowing into my mouth and slamming on my che st whilst crying. But still, even 
if I had been alive when heõd called, I should have been dead by the time they arrived. 
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In the meantime, he was trying over and over again to revive me, and saying: ôDonõt die, my 
precious, donõt leave me. Itõll be OK. Daddyõs here. Donõt die.õ 
 
It was quite moving; upsetting almost. But really, I thought, couldnõt he see the inevitability and 
tragic beauty of the gesture like he was meant to? It would make it so much easier on him. I 
love him to pieces, but it was just li ke Daddy to lay a guilt trip on me and ruin my big moment. 
And anyway, technically speaking, Daddy murdered me, along with Mummy, so he could have 
been a bit more dignified about it all to compensate. Well, they decided to have me, didnõt they? 
I mean, when you have a child, you sentence it to death, seeing as no one lives forever. And 
they say we should be grateful to our parents for bringing us into the world and giving us life. 
Well, yes, thatõs all very well, but what about the burden of mortality, and the inevitability of 
our own demise? Should we be grateful for that too? Anyone irresponsible enough to have a 
child is a murderer. Although thatõs just obvious, of course. 
 
The ambulance people knew it was hopeless. They tried a bit of CPR too, and then practically 
fried me with those electrical pads, which wasnõt at all fun. You can feel it in your teeth, you 
know. But in the end, they just called the time, packed up their things, and while daddy cried 
into the tits of the slut from next door, who was pre tending to comfort him but really just trying 
to cop a feel just like sheõd been doing since mum scarpered, they packed me up too. 
 
I couldnõt believe they were taking me away before Ashley had been made to see me in the 
tableau I had created, purely for his guilty pleasure. Although having said that, in a way I was 
glad heõd missed it because of, well, all the shit. Quite embarrassing, really. But still, the rose 
petals and the candles worked awfully well. Most of them were still going when the ambulance 
people came, although someone chucked a load of them in the bath to clear some space. And I 
was a bit annoyed absolutely no one picked up on the significance of the shell, although 
realistically, I suppose they donõt need to be good at art history in their line of work. But 
couldnõt somebody have made a bit of an effort? It would just have taken one of them to pause, 
and say, ôItõs beautiful,õ and it would have made the whole thing worthwhile. Maybe the shit 
just ruined it for them, I donõt know. 
 
It was pit ch black in the body bag; not that I would ever see anything again because someone 
pushed my eyelids down and I havenõt been able to move them since, but I could hear 
everything that was going on in the ambulance. The cheek of those people! Actually, Iõm not 
surprised they didnõt appreciate the effort I went to, seeing as they were so utterly insensitive to 
my situation. They were talking about me as if I wasnõt there: saying things like how sad it was, 
but also, and I couldnõt believe this, slagging me off for being so selfish to put Daddy through it 
all. Itõs all right for them to say that, but if they knew what a terrible life Iõd led, and what 
Ashley did to me, then I bet they would understand, like Daddy is going to, one day.  
 
By the time of the funeral, I had been through hell. Not only was I kept in that wretched body 
bag, but I could tell from the slamming sound I had been shoved in a drawer somewhere. It was 
freezing, absolutely freezing. I would have been able to see my breath if I only had any and my 
eyes would open. After a while, I lost all track of time. I had no idea how long I was in for; 
maybe only hours, could have been days. But there, in the dark and cold, with only the odd 
distant noise of another drawer being opened or shut, there was nothing you could orient 
yourself with.  
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And then they pulled me out of the drawer for the autopsy. Yes, an autopsy. Because I hadnõt 
left any bottles conveniently lying around, they had to cut me open to work out how I died. I 
mean, they knew, but they had to prove it so they could fill out the death certificate.  
 
At first, I could hear them talking about me: just about my birthmarks and tattoo and the scar 
on my knee from when I fell off the swing when I was five. They took some photographs, 
cleaned me all over, which meant I finally got that shit off me, pulled off my rings and necklace, 
and weighed me. And then, I felt the most incredible stabbing pain that went right from my 
throat to my groin. It was horrible, but strange. It wasnõt pain like I was used to. It was almost 
pain, without the pain, if that makes any sense. I guess it doesnõt. It was as if my body was 
remembering that it did once feel pain, and that it should feel pain, even though it couldnõt any 
more. It was the ghost of pain. And it was th en that I finally realised what I was. I was a ghost, 
haunting my own body.  
 
Although I couldnõt see it, I knew from the conversation I had been split right open. What 
happened next, with them sawing through my ribs and pulling them out in one go, and then  
each of my organs being removed and plopped on a plate, I really donõt want to dwell on. 
Suffice to say, ghost pain or not, it went a bit beyond having your tonsils out. Then, once they 
had finished and come to the very obvious conclusion that I had died from taking lots of pills, 
they filled me up with some padding, cotton wool or something, and put everything theyõd 
taken out back, but in what I could tell from the rustling was a plastic bag! After that it was on 
with the chest cavity, skin sown up, in t he bag and back in the freezer. 
 
Again, I lost all track of time. I was in that drawer for god knows how long. But then I was on 
the move again. The drawer was opened, and I was lifted onto a trolley. I could hear some idle 
chitchat about the bloody football as I was pushed down some corridors and out in the fresh air 
and into the back of a vehicle. The football chatter went on and on as I was driven halfway 
across town, which was almost as bad as the freezer in its own way. Then out of the van, into 
somewhere else and popped into another freezer again. 
 
I didnõt spend so much time in that one, I know it. Although with what happened next, I wish I 
had. They fucking embalmed me. Which means they took all the blood out of my body, and I 
could feel myself  emptying and pumped full of something awful and chemical. I canõt believe 
Daddy allowed it. He knows how I feel about that sort of thing. The only artificial thing Iõd let 
into my body when I was alive was a cap, and all the depression meds I suppose. But now it 
was running through my veins, all of them. You canõt imagine how invasive that feels. And the 
smell, it was toxic. 
 
To add insult to injury, once theyõd finished pumping my body with crap, they started 
shovelling it on my face. They positively cake d me in make-up, and I could tell it wasnõt exactly 
the simple, pale look Iõd made my own. From the amount they were plastering on, I bet I looked 
like some council estate whore, so I suppose Ashley would like me now. Typical: you spend all 
your time tryin g to look like death when youõre alive, and when you finally get to be a corpse, 
they cover you in rouge. 
 
After the wake, where everyone I half -remembered meeting in my life turned up and lied about 
how upset they were right in my slap -covered face, the funeral had to be the biggest insult. 
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Daddy only went and had it in a church! He knew that I didnõt believe in anything, or at best, 
vampirism. The vicar gave an arsy sermon as a warning to all my friends about how I was 
going to Hell because Iõd killed myself. But more fool him, because I hadnõt. I was right there, in 
the coffin, and I could hear every word. Daddy tried to say something, but he couldnõt because 
he was crying too much, which I suppose was very moving; but I was still seething about the 
church, so I couldnõt feel as sad about it as I probably would have done otherwise. Various 
ôfriendsõ read some of my favourite poems, although some of them totally shafted me and read 
Bible verses. They all sounded pretty choked up too, but I knew that õTasha and Valerie were 
getting off on it really; loving all the death stuff and a bit jealous that it was me and not them. 
But you know what: I donõt think Ashley was even there. Youõd think heõd stop by and see his 
handiwork at some point. He was probably so ov erwhelmed with guilt he just couldnõt leave 
the house. Yeah, right. 
 
At least they got the music right at the end and played 'Song to the Siren' (This Mortal Coil 
version) as they carried me out. I must have mentioned to õTasha that itõs what I wanted at least 
fifty times so Iõm glad it sunk in. 
 
Then it was into the back of a car and off to the graveyard. And there I was lowered as the vicar 
dribbled on with the ôashes to ashes, dust to dustõ crap; some soil thrown on me and yet another 
bloody prayer. Fina lly a bit of slightly too cheery murmuring as everyone began getting on with 
their lives and forgetting about me and going on their way to the after -funeral buffet and 
stuffing themselves. 
 
So here I am, down here. No idea how long itõs been, but the fact that there are maggots 
hatching under my skin suggests itõs been a while. Dear old daddy, he got a biodegradable 
coffin. No matter that they pumped me so full of chemicals when they embalmed me Iõm 
probably toxic to anything in a ten -meter radius. 
 
Was it all worth it? Well, the bathroom tableau didnõt quite work out, I admit, what with the 
shit and everything. Iõd do it differently next time. But, looking back on it, the funeral, even 
though it was silly C of E, was quite an event. I expect it looked great . And even though he 
wasnõt there, I bet Ashley heard about it all afterwards. Iõm sure I made my point anyway. Yes, 
life is a curse that brings only pain and despair. Of that I am still certain. The only problem is, 
that curse still hasnõt left me yet. Itõs still down here with me, in the grave: plaguing me in my 
rotting body.  
 
I donõt know, for a while I actually didnõt mind being here. Youõd think youõd panic, being 
buried in a coffin as you feel your flesh decompose, but itõs strange; itõs all quite calm: peaceful, 
almost. But even so, itõs all a bit of a bore really. Nothing to do, nobody to talk to: just time to 
think. Time for lots of thinking. Going over things, again and again and again.  
 
You know, sometimes I just want to die.  
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ENERGY, FREQUENCY AND VIBRATION  
 

A CONVERSATION BETWEEN ALEXANDER HACKE OF EINSTURZENDE 
NEUBAUTEN AND CRIME AND THE CITY SOLUTION AND VISUAL 

ARTIST/CURATOR ALEXANDER NATAS OF MISSASSSNATCH, 
EXCLUSIVELY FOR PARAPHILIA MAGAZINE  

 

By Alexander Natas  
 
òI call for actors burning at the stakes, laughing at the flames.ó ð Antonin Artaud, The Theatre 
and Its Double  
 
 
When I first came across 
Einstürzende Neubauten in the 
early eighties, I was genuinely 
thrown off. Many things from 
those years are pretty blurry to 
me, but it must have been the 
two first albums, Kollaps  (1981) 
and Zeichnungen des Patienten 
O.T. (1983) ð the latter fittingly 
named after a book by the 
visionary Austrian psychiatrist 
Leo Navratil about his famous 
patient Oswald Tschirtner, a 
man turned artist by his insanity. 
And this really was the sound of 
insanity. An aesthetic paradigm 
turned upside down  ð or more 
precisely, the sound of an aesthetic paradigm being torn apart, slowly and meticulously. At the 
time the bandõs notorious banging, wringing and scraping sounds were an impenetrable 
cacophony to me. It was seemingly too chaotic and literally pain ful for my young ears. To top it 
off the bands charismatic frontman, Blixa Bargeld, was singing, hissing and screaming in 
German of all languages. 
 
I instinctively understood what Neubauten was doing, though. They were out to assassinate 
music, an artistic statement in the spirit of Dadaism. I felt repulsed, disoriented and nauseous 
whenever I listened to them, which of course in retrospect is always a good sign when it comes 
to art. I got the same feeling from listening to The Birthday Party, only I loved their stuff 
immediately. But the spirits of the two bands were obviously related somehow, and I was 
intrigued ð even though I was sublimely disgusted with the unreflecting sensationalist 
branding of the band heralded by the bandõs followers: the loudest, wildest band in the world ð 
a tag which apparently was the sole cause of excitement for the few fans I was unlucky enough 
to run into back then ð of course nothing for which the band could be blamed.  
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Partly due to being bored with 
the vast majority of the post-
punk scene, and partly out of a 
healthy pretentious need to set 
myself apart from my peers, I 
was starting to take an interest 
in contemporary composition 
music or avant-garde like 
Karlheinz Stockhausen, 
György Ligeti, Luigi Nono, 
Luciano Berio, John Cage, 
Giacianto Scelsi and Mauricio 
Kagel. Not until some years 
later, after many journeys 
through the strange and 
complex creations of these 
composers ð often fuelled by 
LSD ð Neubauten finally hit 
me like a hammer. Mainly the 

German-Ar gentine composer Maurizio Kagelõs òTactiló (1974), a mesmerizing, nightmarish 
piece for guitar, harmonica and fortepiano, provided a key of understanding for me: Neubauten 
was a vision of staged life cast in steaming flesh, pure expression evocating a transcendent 
entity thr ough heterogeneous sounds wrestled from trash and burning souls. The theatrical 
element was the result of a perfect overlap between the highest and the lowest, the musical 
equivalent to a Dionysic rite. Maybe I should have gone easy on the acidé 
 
Neubauten has never subscribed to the clich®s of rock nõ roll and remains the missing link 
between classical avant-garde, fluxus, primal blues and ð in later years ð exquisite Las Vegas-
style showmanship. Blixa Bargeld, the epitome of the destroyed romantic, the embodiment of 
human torment, looking more dead than alive (a much -desired mark of coolness in those days), 
has always been balanced out nicely by an ensemble of rather eccentric looking individuals, 
who seemed to resemble hardworking circus performers or mad  scientists more than your 
average anemic rock musician. The elements of poetry, ritual, research and experimentation 
have always been a prominent feature, establishing the band as one of the most radical, yet 
productive, attacks on music and performance in history.  
 
Over a period of more than 30 years Alexander Hacke ð original member since the early days 
and presently the groupõs bassist and musical director ð has been a driving force throughout the 
various incarnations of the band. Ceaselessly refining their means of expression, Neubauten has 
released one groundbreaking album after another, remaining true to an uncompromising credo 
of creation from destruction and an autonomous approach to the trappings of legacy and 
artistic stagnation. Brutality breathe s intense beauty in this particular prism, but Hacke is a man 
of many facets and has simultaneously been involved with solo projects and numerous 
collaborations, maybe most notably as a member of another legendary band with a unique 
vision, the recently reformed Crime and the City Solution. The post -millennium version of 
Crime is based in Detroit, where the new album American Twilight  was recorded earlier this 
year. The album will be released on Mute early 2013. 
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Hacke is a fierce opponent of cultural ghetto ization, and as much as a red thread is running 
through his various undertakings, the diversity of his output is apparent. With unrelenting 
consequence the idea that location has an enormous impact on perception led to Hackeõs 2005 
album Sanctuary. A òroad albumó ð aptly described as òthe lovechild of his creative affair with 
some of the most disturbingly fertile minds in the music sceneó ð which was òrecorded over 
two years of travelling, capturing pieces of audio from a variety of musicians in different 
situations on many different locations.ó 
 
For quite some time now Hacke and his wife and collaborator, the American born artist, 
musician and filmmaker Danielle de Picciotto, have been leading a nomadic existence, the 
couple travelling the world as modern d ay renaissance artists as a way to remain in open 
waters. 
 
I hooked up with Hacke through the interwebs for a talk about the past, the present and the 
future.  
 
òIf you want to find the secrets of the universe, think in terms of energy, frequency and 
vibrat ion.ó ð Nikola Tesla  
 
AN:  You became a member of Einstürzende 
Neubauten at a very young age, back in 
Berlinõs wild years. You were only fifteen. 
How did that happen and what had you been 
doing up until then? How did you become 
involved with making music? 
 
AH:  My great -grandfather was a 
musician, who survived two world wars 
playing the drum in a marching band. He 
also played cello and the trombone. 
When he passed away (I was 9 years old 
at the time) I inherited his drum -kit, 
which consisted of a bass drum, a snare 
and a cymbal. I lived with my 
grandmother and I would spend most of 
my time in the basement beating the shit 
out of that kit. I also taught myself to 
play guitar, and as I was fascinated with 
science fiction and horror-movies 
(everything, I would g et to watch 
secretly) and mostly the sound of those, I 
started very early to experiment with 
recording weird sounds on a cassette-
recorder. Later I got my first electric 
guitar and, most importantly, an analog 
synthesizer, a Korg MS-20! 
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I played in a rock  band in school and it all started when I saw a flyer asking for volun teers and 
bands to organize an òAnti -Fascist Festivaló in 1979. I would go to the meetings, the only 13-
year-old kid there and thatõs where I met all these ògrown upó punk-rock musicians, who kind 
of liked to have me around as some kind of mascot. 
 
My band òBlªsseó eventually played among all the Berlin punk royalty of the time at the òAlte 
TU-Mensa.ó 
 
Soon enough I skipped more and more days of school and instead started hanging around at 
the òZensoró record store ð which was the first place in Berlin where you could hear punk, new 
wave and experimental music ð and the òEisengrau,ó a clothing-store, which was run by Blixa 
at the time. 
 
I was always around; we became friends and started playing music together. It didnõt take long 
for me to clean out my locker in school, because I never wanted to go back. I wanted to be a full-
time musician instead. 
 
Berlin attracted a lot of artists or all kinds from the mid-seventies to the late eighties. What was the city 
like in those days, and why do you think it had that special magnetism? When and why did it change? 
  
Because of its special political status, you couldnõt get drafted into the military in West-Berlin. 
Thatõs why the place was so attractive for every West-German outcast to start with. All you had 
to do was to move and get registered there. Of course this influenced the atmosphere of the 
place. Also it was rather secluded from the rest of the world, so the scene turned out to be very 
close-nit and supportive. The rents where cheap, lots of vacant and uncharted locations and a 
certain morbid charm of post -war ruins, a night -live without curfew and the unlimited 
availability of a variety of drugs certainly added to the flavor of the undergroun d. 
 
Neubauten started out as part of a movement called Geniale Dillettanten. What was that all about and 
who else came out of that group of people? 
 
Well, as I said, the city was an isolated island and the amount of people very limited, so 
everyone was involved in more than just one creative outlet, be it music, film or the arts. 
Friends would form bands just for the sake of a good idea for a name and hardly anyone who 
played music, shot super-8 or produced art had a formal training. We all just did those t hings. 
Wolfgang M¿ller of the group òDie Tºdliche Dorisó coined the term by writing a faux-scientific 
essay by that name, which was released as a book by the established philosophical publishing 
house òMerveó and Blixa helped organizing a festival òDie Grosse Untergangsshow Genialer 
Dillet tantenó which featured everyoneõs musical formation or rather formations as there was 
quite an overlap in line -up and many of these bands were formed for the occasion and never 
played before or after that night.  
 
Along with Neubauten another very important band set up base in Berlin in the early eightiess, namely 
The Birthday Party. What were those guys like back then? And did you recognize any similarities 
between the Birthday Party and Neubauten? 
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They were shy and, as opposed 
to the typical Berlin rudeness, 
very polite guys, very pale and 
skinny. Pretty fucked up like 
everyone else on the scene at 
the time. Like Neubauten, The 
Birthday Partyõs aim was pure, 
genuine expression, rather 
than technical skills or clever 
presentation. Like ours, their 
shows were like experimental, 
existentialist theater pieces, 
influenced more by Antonin 
Artaudõs òTheatre Of Crueltyò 
and Hermann Nitschõs òOrgien 
Mysterien Theaterò than any 
musical tradition.  

 
Neubauten is obviously a constellation of strong personalities; you all seem like very different and single-
minded individuals, and both the line up and the artistic output have undergone a number of changes 
since 1980. You have said about Neubauten, that itõs like a laboratory, suited for experiments of a special 
nature, a vehicle for certain things and certain things only. Neubauten is like an entity that feeds off of 
itself, in a way, so I can see why it must be important for you to be involved in different projects from 
time to time. You have worked with numerous artists alongside being what Blixa has described as òthe 
musical directoró in Neubauten. Why is this diversity so crucial to you and what do you see as the core of 
Neubautenõs project? 
 
I am most interested in clashes, be it of genres, backgrounds, personalities, art forms or tastes.  
Any creative ghetto bores me. I believe in friction as a source of energy. I get a kick out of 
disappointing expectations and shattering stereotypes. I like to be unpredictable in what I will 
do next and attacking conventions is my favorite pastime. So, working with this constellation of 
people and within the boundaries of this band will never satisfy my appetite for new horizons 
and different experiences. Neubauten do what we do because weõre great at it, which does not 
indicate that weõd be good at anything else. Quite on the contrary, there are many things we 
positively suck at. That is in fact what inspires me to have a go at them outside of Neubauten. 
 
One of the bands youõve been part of is Crime and the City Solution, another legendary band to (partly) 
come out of the 80s Berlin scene. The band has recently reformed after more than 20 years, just recorded a 
new album and an extensive tour is being launched this autumn. Is your role in Crime very different 
from what you do in Neubauten and how did the reunion of Crime happen after all those years? 
 
Crime and the City Solution is singer Simon Bonneyõs project, which he first formed in 
Australia in the mid -seventies. About ten years later he moved to London, England and 
reinvented the band with former Birthday Party members Mick Harvey, Rowland S. Howard 
and his brother Harry Howard. This line -up got signed by Mute records and released a few EPõs 
and an album. When Simon decided to move to Berlin, Mic k joined him, while the Howard -
brothers stayed behind and started These Immortal Souls.  
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I was totally obsessed with 
Crime and made a point of 
not missing a single 
appearance of that band in 
my hometown. When the 
opportunity arose to play 
with Simon, Mick and 
Simonõs wife Bronwyn 
Adams, I naturally 
grabbed it and I got my 
friend and analog 
synthesizer guru Chrislo 
Haas and bassist Thomas 
Stern involved. Together 
we formed the Berlin 
version of Crime and the 
City Solution, recorded a 
bunch of records, which, 
to this day, I am 
immensely proud of, and 
we toured the world 
between the years 1986 
and 1992. After we 
disbanded and the Bonneys moved to the US, we didnõt speak for some 20 years. Simon started 
approaching me around 2007 about recording again, and last year I finally gave in. And thatõs 
how we all met up in Detroit this fall and recorded American Twilight , which again, will be 
released on Mute early 2013. 
 
I am very happy that this time around my dear friend and soul -brother David Eugene Edwards 
of Denverõs Wovenhand is part of the gang and also that my wife Danielle de Picciotto, an 
American musician, author and film -maker, is a full -time member as visual artist. Jim White of 
The Dirty Three is on the drums, Bronwyn back on the violin and the Detroi tonians Troy 
Gregory and Matthew Smith on bass and keyboards respectively. 
 
Neubauten has been pioneers in using the Internet and in the way you have been involving your 
supporters directly in the production of new work, skipping the òmiddlemanó in the shape of record 
companies. In 2002 Neubauten launched the Supporter Project, recording albums solely financed by and 
through the interaction of your loyal following. Crime recently used pledging as a way to finance their 
upcoming tour. These ways of using the Internet can obviously be beneficial and a way for artists to 
remain in control of their vision, maybe even a vehicle for getting a project off the ground that would 
never find support if left to commercial common sense. Do you see a downside to the Internet and the way 
it affects us as well? 
 
The world radically changed with the advent of the word wide web. It now poses as the 
dividing line between the ages: the Industrial Age of the past and the Age of Information in the 
present. It requires the conscious decision to be òonline,ó to be part of this new world and at the 
same time there obviously will be a percentage of people left behind, who either refuse to 
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embrace the concept or do not have the means to join the club. This situation certainly causes 
problems from the get-go. Speaking of òcrowd-funding,ó I do remember the days when even 
owning a credit card meant alliance with the system. Now, in order to support or be supported 
there is no other way but to sign up with òthe man.ó Of course you can still play for the people 
directly, do shows, but how will they know about it? Even the old -fashioned posters or flyers 
are on their way out. That we are not selling compact discs any more is a given fact and we are 
working hard on convincing people to at least pay for the download of our work. While we are 
doing that, the concept shifts again with the invention of portals like Spotify, which raises the 
need to readjust the way we approach the question. In the future we might no longer want or 
require to òown shit,ó that just takes up space, which is precious, rather we will demand just 
òaccessò to it all, and hopefully for the artist people will pay for that, and it has to be made sure 
that the money will be justly distributed to those artists.  
 

In general, I believe we will have to 
overcome at least some of the outdated 
concepts of competition and instead 
manage to install a new system of 
solidarity between artist and consumer 
and among fellow artists.  
 
You have launched several solo projects 
over the years. In one of them, Sanctuary 
(2005), you ended up travelling from 
country to country to record with various 
artists/musicians all over Europe and in 
North America. One of the benefits of this 
process is that the album carries the mark of 
many different geographical places. What 
made you undertake that project, and why 
has the experience of staying on the move 
psychically the way you and Danielle are 
doing these days become so important to 
you in later years? 
 
With the turn of the millennium, I 
started to feel confined by Berlin and at 
the same time discovered how much 
pleasure it gave me to take advantage 
of technology, which enabled me to do 
my work anywhere, or even while 
being in transit from location to 
location. Starting a new piece in a 
òfreshò room, a new vessel of sound 

and then taking this resonance to a further spot, where new characters add to the composition 
with their presence in a different room, produces fascinating results already, but the material 
was also edited, processed and in some cases radically transformed while moving from A to B.  
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So I ended up with these collages of òmementi mori,ó these, on the other hand entirely 
autonomous beings, which where created by the contributions of all these very different 
individuals, who appear to play together in a utopian room, w hich consists of a combination of 
all the different rooms they were recorded in. I believe, that by processing audio, you donõt just 
change the quality of sound, but by being able to change the sequence of events so seamlessly 
and by not just changing the speed of sound, but therefore also being able to change the size of 
things and places, you are actually accessing a higher plane of reality and of creation, if you 
will.  
 
So, at that time Danielle and I started to travel extensively and the places and impressions and 
the exchanges with the friends weõd encounter on that journey began to manifest themselves as 
scenes of a narrative. I ended up with a genuine òroad record,ó because like the road-movie, we 
applied the parameters of not having a finished script  when we started out as a small team and 
everybody we met on the road was incorporated as a character in the story. The title 
òSanctuaryò refers to the utopian place created by the recording process and to the newfound 
home, the safe house for the 11 pieces of music, their spirit and the tale they tell.  
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You two seem to have found a great platform for your mutual interests and artistic endeavors. Can you 
explain how you met and started working together? You seem to be on the road non-stop with Danielle, 
but you have this dogma about staying for a while in each of the cities you visit. Why is that and can you 
tell about how you experience this journey-life? Also fill me in on the various projects you have done 
together, like the Lovecraft-show, The Mountai ns of Madness, Hitmanõs Heel and any future plans 
you and Danielle might have. 
 
Danielle de Picciotto and I have known each other since 1987, been collaborating since 2001 and 
married since 2006. In the last 12 years we have created a series of interdisciplinary 
performances and projects together. 
 
Starting in 2003, spanning 
one and a half years, we 
hosted a monthly event 
called òBada Bingò at the 
historical site of the òBig 
Eden,ó which was the 
prototype and actually one 
of the first discotheques in 
Germany, it first opened 
its doors in the late sixties. 
The idea for these wild 
nights was to create a 
clash of genres and 
audiences by curating an 
extremely eclectic mixture 
of 3 musical acts: a death 
metal band, a singer-
songwriter and a techno-DJ or a Turkish belly dance ensemble, a female electro-act and a 
rockabilly trio. Danielle installed the space anew each time and made it come alive as an art 
piece utilizing dozens of Super-8 projectors showing loops of dancing ladies and dozens more 
of slide-projectors, which added three-dimensional projections from still -lifes to strange 
landscapes to rare architectural photography, while I MCõed and often DJõed. These excessive 
parties where well received and soon had a cult following. The History Of Electricity  was an 
audio-visual performance first conceived as a one-off commission for a North -German 
museum, but we ended up touring with it for many years. The show consisted of harsh 
electronic instrumental music and corresponding projections of abstract and seri al patterns. 
Danielle and I share the love for genre-bending clashes and collaborations, so we initiated The 
Mountains Of Madness  from 2005, based on the writings of American 1920s author H.P. 
Lovecraft with the English vaudeville trio The Tiger Lillies, w here their acoustic bizarre song-
writing performed with Martyn Jaques haunting falsetto voice and animated large -scale 
drawings by Danielle, which were projected to double as stage-sets was combined with my 
electronic soundscapes and selected renditions of Lovecraftõs texts with an overemphasized 
German accent. The following Ship Of Fools was based on the medieval text by Sebastian Brand 
and depicted 12 of the fools from the book in musical and visual scenery in different styles and 
genres. We invited many guest-musicians from the various cultural backgrounds of the regions 
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we toured this performance in from 2007-2010. Danielle documented the experience in a film 
called How Long Is Now ? 
 
In 2010 we decided to give up our home in Berlin, which housed our resp ective studios, 
archives and family household in order to become full -time nomads and world travellers in 
quest of new horizons outside of our well -treaded paths. With this event our world  changed 
quite drastically and Hitmanõs Heel tells the tales of this lifestyle in a manner which not only 
illustrates it appropriately, but was also made -to-measure for the requirements of living òon the 
road,ó because here we excluded all electronically generated sound and relied entirely on music 
produced with our hands.  
 

 
 
2011 saw the release of The Beauty Of Transgression, Danielleõs autobiographical account of her 
20+ years in Berlin, and we toured the world with her reading from the book while showing 
film clips and images from the period, and me providing an improvised electronic film -
score/soundtrack to the performance.  
 
This year our project is called The Glasshouse, which is an experimental silent movie by 
Danielle based on traumatizing events, which occurred on her last night in NYC in 1986, before 
she moved to Europe. 
 
Here again we ask different befriended musicians to participate for the live performances, while 
she reads and I create the score. We intend to release a DVD of the piece featuring a 
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multichannel audio track, so the viewer can choose from di fferent sound recordings of from the 
performances, while watching the original movie.  
 
Places obviously affect and interest you a great deal. Tell us about the places youõve been to in later years. 
Do you see staying on the move as an artistic strategy these days ð and if ð why? Are you coming closer 
to settling down somewhere again? 
 
I started out as a true local patriot, you could have even called me a local chauvinist, because for 
many years I would proclaim the superiority of Berlin over other German ci ties and I would 
swear to never leave there, no matter what happened. I now simply canõt stand the place 
anymore, and the realization that this was the going to be the case was a rather painful 
experience for me. Just as passionately as I once loved the city and just as proud as I once was to 
be born and raised there, I am now appalled by the cheap mass tourism, the flat rate bar crawls 
and moronic all night party people.  
 
What happened? I feel that everything that was once great and unique about the place is now 
bastardized and exploited by commerce and manipulation of the willing consumers who are 
flocking into the hip areas by the hundred thousands every day. I know that many people state 
similar things about other cities of the world weather theyõre natives, expats, tourists or hipsters 
themselves, but few actually do something about it, be it by getting actively involved with the 
underground, by organizing or supporting ventures in the right direction or ð as it is the case 
with us ð by getting the fuck  out of there, instead of succumbing to the stagnation, sitting back 
to complain.  
 
I can only praise the people of remote small towns, who take their fate in their own hands and 
put on events, start clubs and basically make things happen, just for the sake of it. In the same 
way I have nothing but respect for any sort of migrant, who has the guts to leave his life and 
country behind, struggle to induce change and is willing to start over, give it another shot.  
 
Youõve experienced a number of friends and great artists die at an untimely young age, like Tracy Pew, 
Jeffery Lee Pierce and Rowland S. Howard. How does that affect you and have you changed your formerly 
wild lifestyle as you grew older? Youõve spend two thirds of your life on an ongoing creative trip. Does 
that kind of life come with a price tag of a deeper personal nature? I assume that there has been a certain 
amount of substance consumption over the years. Have drugs ð in retrospect ð been productive in terms 
of your outlook and artistic sensibilities? 
 
I am in my late forties now and I see so many people of my generation sticking to the same 
habits and addictions we shared when we were in our teens. That is just so sad. I believe that it 
is mandatory to experiment and misbehave at a certain age, but once you cross the threshold of, 
say, 40, itõs just pathetic to try and hold on to ones youth by replicating the same mistakes over 
and over ð and for the life of me I can not detect any romanticism in it.  
 
The last time I met you was in Copenhagen two years ago, when Neubauten was performing a two-night 
show celebrating the 30th anniversary of the band. You all seemed a bit uncertain about the future, and 
maybe a bit weary after touring and practically working since 2003 without a break. Whatõs the score? Is 
Neubauten officially having a break and do you expect the band to re-emerge again? Any definite plans 
for the future? 
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Aside from the fact that we are scheduled to play the All Tomorrows Parties festival in 
Melbourne Australia in February next year, Einstürzende Neubauten is definitely lying low.  
 
Can you tell us a bit about what you like to do these days? Favorite art, movies, books and artists? Any 
recent great experiences? 
  
I was very touched by Searching For Sugar Man, a documentary about Rodrigu ez, a Detroit 
singer-songwriter of the late sixties-early seventies, who wrote the most amazing songs, but 
lived all his live in utter poverty, not knowing that he was a superstar in South -Africa, where 
his lyrics inspired the anti -apartheid generation. Rumor spread over there that he had killed 
himself, so in the nineties these fans started researching him, trying to find out how the idol of 
their youth had died.  
 
The film captures how they find a living man instead, whom they bring to South Africa for a 
triumphant comeback tour. Wonderful feature, a life changing experience.  
 
Lately, I have been getting into Haruki Murakami, the Japanese novelist of Norwegian Wood -
fame. Most remarkable are his early Hard Boiled Wonderland and the End Of The World  and 
his latest effort, the epochal 1Q84. His writing is spiked with references to music and food, 
while his characters often struggle with parallel realities, hidden identities and unsettling 
phenomena. A truly strange world, very recommendable.  
 
Of course I would like to encourage everybody to check out the latest ð and for that matter 
complete volume of ð work by Danielle de Picciotto. Her intricate ink -drawings and subtle 
watercolors have been rapidly developing to the highest standards over the last few years, and I 
am very proud to be associated with such a genius. 
 
Our friend David Hochbaum of New York City is also producing incredible art. He works with 
mixed media, often starting with photographs, which he cuts up and collages. He is a master -
silk -screener also, and his obsession with medieval European architecture and birds creates the 
most surreal worlds for his protagonists, who are beautiful girls mostly.  
 
Musically, I can never get enough of the bluegrass artist Gillian Welch. Her stuff just tou ches 
my heart and calms me right down, which is often very necessary. On the other hand I need a 
regular fix of metal and hard -core, so I would have to mention the likes of Cannibal Corpse and 
Sick Of It All as sources of continuous listening pleasure. Also there is an obscure Dutch one-
man symphonic black metal project by the name of òGnaw Their Tongues,ó which amazes me. 
Total otherworldly material. I should look this guy up some time and see if we could 
collaborate on something. 
 
It seems like you are driven by a philosophy of life and art as a system of ever-changing energies, different 
forces or entities that work on each other. This mindset suspends in a way more òlocaló perceptions like 
ògoodó and òbadó and paves the way for a confrontational artistic methodology. Can you elaborate on the 
way you perceive these things? Also you appear to be a highly politically conscious person with very 
passionate views on the way of the world. Do you think itõs possible to influence people in a political or 
ethical ð or unethical ð way through art these days? What does ògood tasteó mean to you? Any remarks 
on present day society? 
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Even though I often struggle 
with life in the 21st century, I 
am happy and actually proud 
to be sustaining myself with 
art. I donõt know if I could 
survive working a regular job 
and merrily assigning spare 
time to the things that are so 
important to me. Though 
sometimes I observe 
contemporaries, who have a 
choice, because they are 
either wealthy or happy to 
have an existence outside of 
the circus and I wonder if I 
could be more radical in my 
art, if I didnõt need to also 
pay my bills with it.  
 
But I think that today the 
goal is not to shock and be 
controversial anymore. 
Society has shifted in a way, 
where the young generation 
doesnõt rebel against 
anything anymore. Instead 
they want to fit in ð being 
part of the òin-crowdò is so 
important to them. Thatõs all 
right with me, I know where 
I stand, but in order to be 
able to distribute your art 
and views to the people these 
days you must find ways to 
seduce them, to lure them in. 
 
We have to be careful not be categorized, because this is how we are being ignored and easily 
pushed aside. In order to really get into peoples heads and make them aware of what is going 
on through art, we have to find the  gateway into the mind or the heart of the individual, in 
order to give him or her a chance to make the concept weõre providing entirely his or her own ð 
to install a òlittle secretó in that person, which will influence the way the interaction in the 
group  is being carried out and ultimately affect how society works.  
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LINKS:  
 
Alexander Hacke: 
http://www.hacke.org  
 
Danielle de Picciotto: 
http://www.danielledepicciotto.com  
 
Einstürzende Neubauten: 
http://www.neubauten.org  
 
Crime and the City Solution:  
http://crimeandthecitysolution.com  
 
 
ADDITIONAL LINKS:  
 
Mauricio Kagel: òTactiló (1974) - http://drwninkairos.blogspot.dk/2010/02/mauricio -kagel-
tactil.html  
 
Einst¿rzende Neubauten: òKollapsó, Die GroÇe Untergangsshow - Festival Genialer 
Dilettanten. Berlin, Tempodrom, 4. September 1981 ð 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Hkrv0Q11tWM  
 
Einst¿rzende Neubauten: òIch Warteó ð 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=b831nCMRI4Y  
 
Einst¿rzende Neubauten: òWas Ist Istó, live with choir of supporters. October 2005. - 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5BQcLBcZgm0  
 
Einst¿rzende Neubauten: òNagorny Karabachó, live - Grundstück Concert. - 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tQY6REitEEw  
 
Einst¿rzende Neubauten: òSabrinaó http://www.youtub e.com/watch?v=sSFtkfsUkmU  
 
The Birthday Party: òDeep in the Woodsó, live - 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RJvRk9LZI2Y  
 
Crime and the City Solution: òSun Before The Darknessó, live In Paris. - 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=pLGlm9hLdXY  
 
Crime and the City Solution: òAngeló, live In Paris. - 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wlpJBAuxxB0  
 
Alexander Hacke: òIn My Roomó - http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iCQEtoHCZnM  
 
 

http://www.hacke.org/
http://www.danielledepicciotto.com/
http://www.neubauten.org/
http://crimeandthecitysolution.com/
http://drwninkairos.blogspot.dk/2010/02/mauricio-kagel-tactil.html
http://drwninkairos.blogspot.dk/2010/02/mauricio-kagel-tactil.html
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Hkrv0Q11tWM
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=b831nCMRI4Y
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5BQcLBcZgm0
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tQY6REitEEw
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sSFtkfsUkmU
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RJvRk9LZI2Y
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=pLGlm9hLdXY
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wlpJBAuxxB0
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iCQEtoHCZnM
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Trailer for the Mountains of Madness DVD by The Tiger Lillies & Alexander Hacke, a musical 
performance based on stories by H.P. Lovecraft - 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=O3GpX8AXNRk  
 
Alexander Hacke: òPer Sempre Butterflyó, Sanctuary (2005) - 
http://www.youtube.c om/watch?v=y9QZjMolYXw  
 
Alexander Hacke: òI Hate Youó, The Monks cover - 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ytQrVYrZZD4  
 
 
PHOTO CAPTIONS  
 
1) Blixa Bargeld & Alex Hacke live on stage ð Private Photo 
 
2) Einstürzende Neubauten Early 80s (Video Still) ð Private Photo 
 
3) Young Alexander Hacke ð Private Photo 
 
4) Einstürzende Neubauten With Supporters ð Private Photo 
 
5) Crime and the City Solution 2012 ð É Collen Willow OõConnor 
 
6) Sanctuary Recording Tour ð Private Photo 
 
7)Danielle de Picciotto and Alexander Hacke ð Private Photo 
 
8)Bada Bing Flyer ð Private Photo 
 
9)Hacke and de Picciotto At Work ð Private Photo 
 
10) Alexander Hacke ð Private Photo 
 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=O3GpX8AXNRk
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=y9QZjMolYXw
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ytQrVYrZZD4
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RACES 

By Matt hias Penzel 

Turbo Edit & Remix By Jan Herman 

 

TUESDAY, 04-10 | 08:20 | LOS ANGELES 

The day after, Four Seasons, Breakfast Terrace 

White, David White, is rarely seated when working. If he does sit down, his desk will look 

pretty much like this, most likely it will be a little bistro table with an antique style iron leg and 

a marble top. White arms himself with a rather small number of work utensils. They will be, 

regardless of whether he works while he walks or sits: an A4 folder, a fairly chunky mobile 

phone, no lap top, and ð if seated ð a battery of assorted drinks. He is seated right now on the 

terrace of the Beverly Hillsõ Four Seasons Hotel, surrounded by people next to whom he 

appears young, active. Just like everybody he has his breakfast positioned in front of him. 

Unlike everybody elseõs breakfast, his is inside several glasses. 

In a perfect world White would not be looking after stars. If there was any justice, he would be 

the chosen one, the one whose ego would be massaged by a personal assistant, he would be the 

one whose interests were represented by a manager. If it was down to White, his manager 

would run a one -horse stable, the one horse ð stallion ð being David White. In such a world 

Whiteõs manager would be a full-on type, yes, why not an ex wrestler, or bouncer, or both? 

Heõd certainly be a tough nut, through and through, with balls, and hair on his chest, probably 

not on his skull. Certainly heõd be the kind of guy whoõd manage to do his job with even less 

than White: apart from brains and chutzpah, probably with a gun.  

Since there is no justice, and the world ainõt no perfect place to roam, White does not operate 

under the guarding guidance of an armed wrestler, but as a freelancer for an agency. They send 

him off, as Consultant, Crisis Manager or whatever is required.  

You got it: he is like the boy from the mailroom, running errands, fixing things.  

Things: mainly troubles.  

Crisis management is Whiteõs area of expertise. Put differently ð and only amongst us now 

(donõt write this down) ð once the shit has hit the fan, White is the best man for the job. 

Developing concepts at short notice? Ad hoc statements? Politician has left rehab, a respected 

president of some pressure group or world council got caught with his pants d own? White will 

fix it. Coupons for debt security, waivers for kinky moves? White is your man. So far he has 

managed to avert any shit hitting any fan.  
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It is not the job of his dreams. Okay, he is still his own boss. But at the same time he is still a cog 

in the system. On the positive side you could say, at least the system is one of the coolest 

systems worldwide, it has considerable kudos. It is ð and this difference matters to White ð he is 

more like a cog made of platinum in a system of gold. David Whi te does his bit to keep the 

system running like clockwork. Inaudible and accurate like Swiss clockwork.  

His current client is a manufacturer of high -tech measuring devices. No, stop: The top 

manufacturer worldwide of high -tech measuring devices. Van Haarken (Nasdaq: VNHK). 

Everybody knows Van Haarken as a maker of, pardon me: as the maker of luxurious wrist 

watches. You know, those chronometers that split time into nanoseconds? Right! Everybody 

knows them. Everybody has seen the ads on the outside-back of glossy magazines, everybody 

has seen the banners draped over skyscrapers advertizing clocks and works by Van Haarken, 

the companyõs watches encircling the wrists of prominent men and women from the A-Class of 

sports, one even dangling above the cleavage of an Olympic winner in 100 m butterfly 

Swimming, you know, the one who stirred waves of excitement with her freestyle breaststrokes. 

Most products though, which are sold by Van Haarken, are not publicly advertised. They are 

never visible in magazines, they stay invisible to the world outside those skyscrapers.  

Motorsport, auto car racing, or whatever it is that some consider to be sport, matters about as 

much to White as proper working hours, foreseeable structures, retirement schemes, condoms, 

survey results. His job is to put Salazar into the publicõs mind, which in turn is carefully 

formatted by the mass media. Even if Lorenzo Salazar does not win one race, at the seasonõs 

end at least heõll be the center of all attention, the king of ratings. Prince of Hearts. 

White, with shoulder -length hair, like a rock star stuck somewhere between stage and 

retirement, was raised in villas with pools. He understands Salazar. In a mine field of intrigues, 

where the wrong word can cost millions, where information and dat a, knowledge and rumors, 

are carefully distributed and demented at the right time, in this world of high performance 

sports like Formula One, financed by strategic partners to whom motorsport is only one part of 

a minutely crafted value chain, fueled by 350 million viewers in more than 200 countries, in this 

world White and Salazar are the exception. They know and understand the way the media 

ticks, and they know how to play their cards. They understand the correlation between teams 

and sponsors, the sensitive relations of drivers and teams ð and they are both capable of 

shaping not only the game, but the rules without denying themselves in the shuffle. At least this 

is how White likes to see it. 

Fact is: White understands Salazar. He especially understands the long distance driverõs utter 

loneliness. 

Here and now, in the Four Seasonsõ coffee shop, White binds together his pony tail at the back 

of his skull ð using a hair clip he has had for years ð and studies a dozen press clippings. This is 

why, for once, he has to sit down.  
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This auto car racing, itõs like real life: for a rookie like White it all looks rather confusing. Loads 

of people and things that nobody can grasp. After a while though, when the cars have put a few 

laps behind them, it becomes apparent ð a bit like at a party filled with people you do not know: 

You understand who is worth watching, where it will pay if you check them out. You start to 

understand the action, how it is all going, where it is all moving towards.  

Yeah, man, White sighs, internally, unnoticeably. If only there was any action on these playing 

fields for semi-grown men, all young and wild and fast. Maybe this is the peg needed. Maybe 

we simply need to inject some action-activating elements into this? A few chicks for the boy s to 

roam after? Unfortunately, Whiteõs job is not really to change things but to take care of his 

clientõs interests. Van Haarkenõs footing the bill. So, letõs start with an òactual/target analysisó, 

some fancy shit White had been taught in some seminar. Put into bricklayer terms: Letõs start ... 

at the start, followed by the actual condition assessment, target state definition, evaluation of 

alternatives and implementation thereof. Yeah, sounds nifty, not as brutal as the SWOT analysis 

(evaluating Strengths, Weaknesses, Opportunities, Threats), more like ... what do we have, what 

do we want? Looking at the press clippings which are safely and neatly filed away in the folder 

in front of him, he starts to outline what he has and what he needs. For the client. The press did 

not get him any further. White received these clippings only a quarter of an hour ago, and their 

headlines worked on him like an overdose of sleeping tablets.  

The A4 folderõs cover ð made of polished matt titanium ð signifies to even the remote observer 

that White is a serious player. Hardball. He ainõt no bookkeeper or salesman, he is the kind of 

guy who has the strings of the universe in his hands. But rather sobering is the rest of the 

material in the folder: a notebook crumpled and rump led during uncountable meetings, pages 

and pages marked with little doodled hangmen and motorbikes. The remainder consists of 


