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foreword: This issue of PhotoStatic/Retrofuturism repre-
sents a different approach to xerox art than has been attempted 
on these pages before. The Call for Submissions for this, the 
“Unfi nished Symphonies” issue asked specifi cally for unfi n-
ished work. The editorial intent was to assemble fragments of 
ideas or incomplete notions or concepts and put them together, 
to form a collective whole, where the bits are hard to extract 
from the whole. The xerages were performed by the Tape-
beatles over many exhausting hours of cut and tape work. 
The artists listed in the adjoining column all submitted their 
unfi nished works, which appear on pp. 1007–1017. 

Arturo Giuseppe Fallico, 22700 Mt Eden Rd, Saratoga 
CA 95070; Steve Harp, 830 Elmwood, Evanston IL 60202; 
Dave Coulter, 206 S Summit, Villa Park IL 60181; Steve 
Perkins, 135 Cole St, San Francisco CA 94117; Mark Rose, 
9037 Palatine Ave N, Seattle WA 98103; Joel Score, 1204 E 
Burlington St, Iowa City IA 5224; John Heck, 840 Dover St, 
Iowa City IA 52240; Bob Grumman, 1708 Hayworth Rd, 
Port Charlotte FL 3395; Dominique John, 41½ E Main St #2, 
Champaign IL 6182; John Stickney, 4545 W. 214th St., Fair-
view Park OH 44126; and Chris J. Mitchell, 11 Woodlands 
Dr, Glasgow G4 9EQ Scotland. 

PhotoStatic/Retrofuturism is a bimonthly not for profi t 
periodical of xerographic art, as well as what could be 
called “machine art” generally. Much of the work in this 
publication overlaps into the fi elds of correspondence 
art, concrete poetry, photography, audio, video, fi lm, 
performance, and much other contemporary, non-main-
stream, culture. Subscriptions are available as follows: 
$8 (more would be appreciated if you can afford it) for 

one year (six 48-page issues), delivered bulk rate. For an 
additional $6, you will receive one year (two 45-minute 
issues) of the PhonoStatic audio cassette series. To 
Canada/Mexico: $10/$18 respectively. Submissions: 
anything is welcome; please include a self-addressed 
stamped envelope (SASE) if you want your work returned 
after use or rejection, or else it will fi nd a permanent 
home in our archives. Send an SASE with your request 

for a free catalog of what’s currently available. Photo-
Static Magazine and PhonoStatic Cassettes are ISSN 
0893-4835, and are edited by Lloyd Dunn in Iowa City. 
Retrofuturism is edited by the Tape-beatles. These publi-
cations are sponsored by The Drawing Legion, a nonprofi t 
intermedia art and performance company based in Iowa 
City. Address all correspondence to: psrf@detritus.net. 
Visit our web site at: http://psrf.detritus.net.

The rest of the work in this issue is considered fi nished and was done by the following artists, whom 
the editors would like to sincerely thank:

John Stickney, address above [1011-14, bottom, Retrofuturism section] 
Philippe Billé, B. P. 249, 33012 Bordeaux FRANCE [1018-17]
David Dunlap, 322 A RR 2, Kalona IA 52247 [photo, 1020] 
Chris Winkler, P.O. Box 85777, Seattle WA 98145 [1020, below]
Thom Metzger, P.O. Box 25193, Rochester NY 14625 [1021]
Musicmaster, 4950 Bryant Ave S #5, Minneapolis MN 55409 [1022]
Mark Rose, 9037 Palatine Ave N, Seattle WA 98103 [1023]
Ivan Sládek, Liberijská 592, Praha 6—160 00 CZECHOSLOVAKIA [1024]
Piotr Szyhalski, Ruminskiego 1/11, 62-800 Kalisz POLAND [1027-36] 
Lang Thompson, P.O. Box 49604, Atlanta GA 30359 [1035, top] Work for front cover:
Pete Spence, 6/11 Milton St, Elwood Victoria 3184 AUSTRALIA Work for back cover:
John Held, Jr., 1903 McMillan St, Dallas TX 75206
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Letters to

Retrofuturism…
Dear Tape-beatles,
 retro-futurism rules! but didnt ralph johnson drown 
in swim-pool or strangled by joseph beuys t-shirt?
 the TASK FORCE episodes are great! you should 
hire the guy as a columnist—or producer—at least send 

him a joseph beuys t-shirt and invite for a swim. there s̓ 
alot to learn from situationist intʼl but them debord be-
comes a fi gure to quote and vocabularies start looking 
again like 19th century textbooks. yann beauvais of 
paris wrote me in response to inquiry into whereabouts 
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of situationist fi lms that debord is in virtual hiding since 
the murder of his publisher/friend. enter the realm of 
“politics”. the “situationists” described the need for 
“anti-situationist art”.… 

Owen [Sʼpool] OʼToole
[Well, Thad Metz, are you ready to take over your duties 
as a regular commentary writer in Retrofuturism? If you 
are, let us know; your fans are calling for it and weʼre 
game. —Eds.]
 
Hello!
 …Yeap, the Situationists sure didnʼt invent detour-
nement but it sure is a handy name to have. Remind 
me to send a copy of my submission to the Festival of 

Plagiarism in SF. Technology has outstripped concepts 
of property so much that itʼs not even a joke anymore; 
witness the attempts to limit the use of sampling on pop 
records like “Pump up the Volume.” Fuk ʼem; if itʼs not 
nailed down, take it. …

Lang Thompson
Dear Lloyd,
 …the package Piotr [Szyhalski, a frequent pS con-
tributor —Ed.] sent surface rate two or three months be-
fore was waiting for us. He sent a book of photographs 
by and of and about Stanislaw Ignacy Witkiewicz. This 
gift again makes me realize that there are—and have 
been—interesting people leading interesting lives of 
whom I know nothing. Utter obscurity is only just 
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slightly less sure than death. Of course, if everyone is 
a correspondence artist and videotapes his signifi cant 
actions and da da da da da, then the Who s̓ Who of 
2001 will be thicker than that of 1971. But somehow I 
doubt it.
 What was I talking about?
 Well, S.I. Witkiewicz seems to have been a painter 
and novelist and philosopher and God knows what else 
from the turn of the century until he died or disappeared 
when Hitler overran Poland. What happened to him 
isnʼt clear in the book. Anyway, this guy had the zany 
art lifestyle and the zany art lifestyle friends. That he 
had all this in Poland and not in Paris or New York or 
Berlin might explain why Iʼve never heard of him.

 So, here is an art lifestyle extract for your edifi cation 
and possible emulation taken from the English transla-
tion of the preface (plagiarism saves thought):

the atmosphere of narcotic seances and experi-
ments in drawing under narcotic infl uence, parties 
/»orgies«/ where Witkacy used to play the lead-
ing part /»I must meet people for without them 
I would peg out of starvation and intel. [lectual] 
bordom […] and the people, they plague me hor-
ribly, bloody bastards, although I like them.«

 —Creating a specifi c and odd atmosphere around 
himself by his eccentric, shocking and unusual behav-
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ior, oddities of various kinds, »demonism«, hoaxes, 
improvised acting shows, singing, wild dancing /when 
paying visits/, and extravagant clothes /by the standards 
of the time/. 
 —Experiments with people such as arranging meet-
ings of people who did not suit each other, without their 
knowledge, and watching the results; causing awkward 
situations, such as bringing to parties large numbers of 
uninvited guests; making lists of friends subdivided into 
categories, and breaking friendship by sending a poem 
Do przyjaciol gowniarzy /To My Bastard Friends/, with 
the reason specifi ed. 
 —The game of readdressing postcards /»I have in-
vented a marvellous sport—readdressing other people s̓ 

postcards sent to me and sending them to others […] 
the point is to change as little as possible […] Great 
economy—instead of 5 minutes «you work» 1/2 hour, 
but how much laughter, what fun—it might lead to 
something terrible.« 
 —Composing unusual poems, very often of erotic 
meaning, and sending them to friends, granting titles and 
diplomas for nonprofessional but good drawings, such 
as the Great Sash of Pure Form; having »fundamental 
conversations« with chosen persons in private, during 
»orgies« or mountain trips; creating a »metaphysical 
harem« consisting of »platonic mistresses« who shared 
only his love for philosophy and metaphysics.

Dan Fuller
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Hello Lloyd et al.—
 Well PhotoStatic contin-
ues on—change is progress 
and progress is moving ahead 
and moving ahead means 
leaving something behind 
and leaving something be-
hind means memories and 
memories means nostalgia & 
nostalgia means returning to 
the past and returning to the 
past means stagnation so why 
bother?…

Das/Big City Orchestra
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Limits to Unifi cation
by Christopher Erin

for the mind there is always a pos-
sibility of unity in multiplicity, and 
the act of discovering the unity is in 
itself a pleasure. First it is necessary 
to inquire whether every multiplic-
ity is capable of unifi cation and to 
what extent. In order to unify ob-
jects the mind seeks to relate certain 
aspects. However, objects as mere 
units can be brought together in re-
lation through our response to them. 
The elements may be all alike and 
their only diversity may be numeri-
cal. This unity will then be merely a 
sense of their uniformity. But there 
is a limit to the possibility of such 
unifi cation, for the objects must not 
be too numerous.
 Some of the earliest experiments 
in the psychological laboratory were 
devised so as to discover how many 
dots can be clearly perceived if they 
have no relation to one another other 
than the fact they are visual stimuli 
of the some quality. Each dot was 
equally distant from its neighbor. It 
was found that one can perceive fi ve 
or six such objects that are exposed 
to the eye for a fraction of a second, 
and that all beyond this number are 
not observed. The same was found 
for letters and numbers when ar-
ranged in a meaningless order. They 
could be individually recognized 
up to six as the outside limit, with 
certain individual variations. This 
psychological law, which is termed 
“the span of perception,” is appli-
cable to all qualities of sensation. 
One can distinguish separately fi ve 
or six such sounds without counting 
or grouping them, such as the strik-
ing of a clock. Any number over 
that and we tend to break them into 
groups of four or three. 
 More attention should be given 

Meet Retrofuturism
Retrofuturism will be returning soon! 
And it will offer more than ever before! Retrofuturism will become an old friend 

in new clothes, taking sentiments of yestermorrow with a renewed fl air for style 
[form but not at the expense of content]; but wait, Retrofuturism is more than a 
new haircut, more than a new attitude [and the Tape-beatles are more than mere 
attitude-chameleons], more than a way-of-life; Retrofuturism is a magazine: a 
magazine devoted to issues concerning electronic media: audio, video, photo, xero, 
and concerns related to these reproductive processes; such as PLAGIARISM®, 
ownership/auteurship, concepts of newness and originality, nostalgia, neoclassi-
cism, how human desires are manipulated for corporate profi t, both lost and found 
objects as art, time and personnel management, postindustrial pondering peoples’ 
propensity for product, Moholy-Nagyism, anti anti anti anti, counter counter coun-
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the law in the network than it has 
sometimes received, especially by 
people who make collages. Fre-
quently too many unrelated objects 
are placed in a picture, and they 
either induce bewilderment in the 
observer or arbitrary rearrangement 
by him. If the intent of the work is 
to bewilder at least bewilder clearly. 
Jasper Johns has given us a good 
example of this in his paintings of 
the last seven or so years. As hard 
and as dense as they may seem, and 
they are, by the continual references 
to his earlier work he lets us know 
that since no one has ever really fi g-
ured out his earlier work we arenʼt 
going to ever fully understand these 
new ones either. So since we know 
we are bewildered this allows us to 
see the work in other ways. I know 
this is a simplifi ed way to explain 
obscuring clearly, but discussing 
Jasper Johns is not the point of this 
article. So study his work and you 
will see what I mean by “bewilder 
clearly.”
 It is clear from the above that 
when there is unity in multiplic-
ity, as in the repetition of the same 
letter of the alphabet, there will be 
a breaking up of this group into 
smaller groups, a mere uniformity 
in number units such as a fi le of 
soldiers or the railings of a fence is 
deadly monotonous and not to be en-
dured. (The same thing can be said 
of looking at a bunch of work that 
makes no sense.) If they are some-
how not broken into smaller groups, 
the attention will not be held. The 
other extreme is entire lack of uni-
formity, as in a succession of totally 
different objects. Spend a day at a 
fl ea-market. I canʼt count the num-
ber of times Iʼve heard people come 
out of one of these and say, “Just 
looking at everything made me real 
tired.” Still, as objects they admit to 
being grouped and a certain degree 

ter counter, long lists of related things, media immediately mediate experience and 
the awareness thereof, and just full of the dandy joy of making life worth living! It’s 
fi nally here, soon! It will be what you always desired!

What will this thing called Retrofuturism be? Could it have been just another 
crackpot attempt at dominating human awareness for a mere decade, leaving real 
substance out of the picture? Or is it a glorious philosophy rooted in the ancient 
Greeks, worthy of any platform on a presidential ticket? It will be both, and nei-
ther. Retrofuturism will be what follows when we become aware that art is mere 
fashion, timely and not timeless. The Mona Lisa and American Gothic have been 
hidden away for safe keeping in reliquaries where only the holier-than-thou-est of 
the holy go. Now that they are fi nally out of our hair, we can get down to what this 
art stuff is supposed to be about! We can trumpet and catcall achievements both 
real and imagined; we can malign the dead and resurrect the living. In short, we 
do what we want.
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of unity may thus be obtained. (Or 
in the case of bad collages you can 
look at them and say these all suck.) 
Between the extremes, there are all 
kinds of similarities as a basis of 
unifi cation.
 In short, although the perception 
of tone, color, etc., seems at fi rst 
thought a very simple process, it is 
in reality the result of the unifi cation 
of a number of characteristics. The 
pleasure we obtain in such percep-
tion depends to some extent upon 
this unity.
 Too many visual artists (in this 
group I include people who are us-
ing words and images together) are 
getting away with no making any 
sense. Namely conceptual artists are 
the ones making the least sense. The 
biggest contribution conceptual art 
has to make is that it immediately 
allows us to identify the boring and 
insignifi cant. Like the guys who 
fucked the corpses, or the guy who 
walked around in circles while his 
friends threw sacks of fl our at him, 
or Vito Acconci when he masturbat-
ed under the museum while the visi-
tors saw the show. Supposedly Vito 
was trying to say something about 
relationships between the artist and 
the audience; the other two I havenʼt 
any idea what they were about. And 
hey, Vito is a big-time museum art-
ist. This is proof you can be famous 
and have no point to your art.
 I centered this column on col-
lages, at least in idea, because they 
are the most widely used form of 
communication in the network. I 
was getting tired of seeing so many 
that made no sense or could give a 
clue as where to go for help so I 
could understand what I was look-
ing at. For everything I talked about 
this time I have come up with a 
thousand more things to talk about. 
For example: is there really a differ-
ence between the network and the 

The Tape-beatles evolve Retrofuturism through a process called tech-mech. 
With the arrival of techno-mechanical processes we can now turn our machines 
towards the old to fi nd that ever-present newness. We’re not satisfi ed with merely 
locating old new ways to manipulate your desires; desire is a force of habit. Ideas 
are the result of a working imagination, wo/man’s last frontier, as the following 
slogans of the Tape-beatles exemplify: Audio Constructivism; Perfectionism is 
Sinister; Turning Today’s Potentials into Tomorrow’s Actualities; Using Yesterday’s 
Techniques for Tomorrow’s Achievements; The Tape-beatles: Seriously; Code of 
Common Knowledge; The Need to Experiment; Not for Everyone; The Experts 
Agree; The Avant-garde Collapses Here; A Subtle Buoyancy of Pulse; PLAGIA-
RISM®: A Collective Vision; Miracle of Sound; This is not just another empty slo-
gan; Art You Can Forget; Science You Can Figure Out; and, Spreadsheet Statistics 
Reveal the Tape-beatles are the Focus where the Avant-garde and Popular Culture 
Meet. [end
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mainstream; is machine-generated 
art the next big art movement; is 
plagiarism really ok? 
 In future columns I will be writ-
ing about, since this is supposed 
to be a general comment column, 
I guess the best way to put it is, 
things in general. Who knows what 
is going to show up here. If you sent 
me something good, maybe I would 
mention your name. I wish I could 
go on writing like this forever but 
I better get started on the next col-
umn. [no. 1

Christopher Erin is an artist who lives 
in Wichita where he has 12,000 ft2 
of studio space downtown. He is the 
editor of Thrillhammer and can be 
reached at P.O. Box 20548, Wichita 
KS 67208. 
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What happens when strong, intimate emotions and mechanical reproduction extend the ordinary work of 
art into the business relations of a private secretary, and her employer?
Presenting the second in a series of excerpts from the Plagiarism® Press novella: 
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AND SO FELLERS left his office and went into 
that of Timothy Danders, the Vice-Presi-

dent.
 Danders wasn’t in, but his secretary was. 
The light streamed in through the big sheet 
of glass and haloed with an especial tender-
ness her cropped red-gold head. The effect was 
charming, and Fellers, with increasing inten-
sity, responded to it with quick pleasure before 
he spoke.
 “Is Mr. Danders in the building, Miss Mer-
Dock?”
 She smiled.
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 Fellers, looking down on the massed tops of 
many cars, directed his efforts to the critique 
of the capitalistic mode of production, upon 
the people hurrying about their pitifully unim-
portant concerns—unimportant, that is, to the 
serene blue proletariat which had themselves 
roofed in and to the careless shining of a late 
autumn classless society.
 Danders entered.
 “My objective is to be brilliantly successful. 
My strategy outmodes previous ‘inspired’ works. 
On this point I feel extremely modest: Any ele-
ments, no matter where they are taken from, 
can serve in making new combinations, it goes 

without saying that one is not limited to correct-
ing a work or to integrating diverse fragments 
of out-of-date works into a new one,” offered 
Danders cheerfully and nodded to his secretary. 
“One can also alter the meaning of those frag-
ments in any appropriate way, leaving the imbe-
ciles to their slavish preservation of ‘citations’,” 
he added.
 “Certain prognostic requirements should be 
met by these statements” said Fellers as Miss 
MerDock turned to go. “When I’m through here 
could you, if Mr. Danders can spare you, take a 
letter for me? Miss Andrews has gone home.”
 The blonde girl smiled and assented in a con-
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trolled little voice that was low and warm and 
very pleasing to the ear. As she went through 
the doorway Fellers watched it close behind her 
straight little back and said suddenly:
 “They become obstacles, dangerous habits.”
 “My mind, my creativity and genius runs on 
secretaries, I shall have to let Miss Andrews go. 
Their dialectic is no less noticeable in the super-
structure than in the offi ce. Why the devil are 
you grinning like a Cheshire Cat?”
 “Can’t a fellow smile? Want to take Miss Mer-
Dock away from me? I’ll wring your neck if you 
do, besides, creativity and genius are outmoded 
concepts as is the eternal value you place on 

your secretaries,” threatened Danders, without 
savagery.
 “Touché,” Fellers insulted him, with genuine 
affection, and Danders continued to grin, ami-
ably.
 Anne MerDock went to her old friend, Betty 
Howard to talk. Betty, Anne thought, observing 
Betty‘s haggard face, was a woman of problems. 
She knew Betty Howard’s commonplace story: 

clev er   girl, ave  rage  tal ent, work ing  way-
   through   col lege, gets good po si tion, dreams of-
heights of  pro fes sion, hit ches wag on to a star, 
then, mar ries  sol dier, man stug gling to-

Mail Review PhotoStatic’s Editor 
Reviews his Mail

“IS THIS ART?” Vol. 1 Nº3. Robert Wire Produc-
tion, Ltd. 15451 LaSalle Lane, Huntington Beach CA 
92647. Monthly, 22pp, letter size, xerox. — By its own 
admission, a “publication of photostatic ideas and art” 
compiled by Bob Wire. From its plain, dossier-like 
cover to the unadorned presentation of distorted xeroen-
largements of halftone images and grungy text copied 
from dark paper, “Is This Art?” neither really asks that 
question nor poses an answer. Of course itʼs art, but in a 
world where art is so patently ignorable, where the gen-
eral public frequently can remain unmoved by a sincere 
and passionate message by shrugging off its insistence 
and saying, “Oh, I get it. Itʼs just art,” who cares? People 
are so used to art being ugly and weird that theyʼve de-
veloped a perceptual shield to keep them from interact-
ing with it because the payoff is so frequently nil for the 
uninitiated. So if you ask the question “Is This Art?”, be 
prepared for no one to care, etc. Actually thereʼs nothing 
wrong with Bobʼs magazine and itʼs a reasonably solid 
effort with some interesting found images and pointed 
texts, but I just got off on a roll.
Future issues of Is This Art? will require your help in 
the form of artistic submissions. All works should be 
letter-size, xerox, and include your name and address. 
Contributors of accepted work will receive a copy of 
the issue.

Also available from Robert Wire Productions, Ltd.: 
“Idle Vice Youth: The New Madonna” chrome c60 
cassette, music, $4.50 ppd; and “Tell Me What You 
Want…” chrome c45 cassette by Robert Wire and the 
Electric Fence, $4 ppd; and “Wired for Sound” RWire 
Anthology, 10 song cassette, $2.50 ppd. All are avail-
able for trade, as well.
SMILE Issue 2, “Art Eats Life” $6/4#s from Schiz–
Flux/Karen Eliot, P.O. Box 3515, Madison WI 53704. 
24pp, letter size, xerox.
 “If you are tired of imitating demolitions; if it 
seems that the work expected of you has already been 
tried or surpassed even before you start, then contact 
Schiz–Flux to organize a higher level of power for the 
transformation of lived experience. We are not working 
for the spectacle of the end of the world but for the end 
of the world of the spectacle.”
 This version of the ubiquitous Smile is the Madison 
arm of that contemporary art movement [Neoism, Situa-
tionism] seeking to remove power from the “spectacle” 
and re-empower the individual through the intelligent 
and directed use of artistic images. The “spectacle” has 
power over the populace through the use of capital and 
the manipulating of the peoples  ̓desires. If power is a 
reality in any society then artists can wield the recog-
nized power of images without needing the conven-



1 0 2 6

PhotoStatic no. 30   May

over come hard luck, out  of work, spir it u al/
physic al weak ened lung dis as ter of mus tard-
gas scarred war ser vice, giv ing birth  to  boy, 
forced  work ab sence, and fi n al ly left with com-
pe tent nurse, di vi ded be tween of fi ce and home, 
driv ing  her self sav age ly, nerve en er gy at low-
est  ebb, free lance sec ond job writ ing  and week-
to  week  shoe string dis a bi li li ty mon ey.

After the long silence Anne said:
 “Well, I’ll get back now. Bye.”
 Mrs. Howard thought, as she returned to her 
desk, how beautifully Anne carried her small, 
swift, sure progress, pretty, vital, friendly, genu-

inely friendly, warm, giving, well paid, excel-
lently functioning brain under clipped lovely 
hair, person.
 Mrs. Howard glanced at her watch.
 Anne MerDock was in Fellers’ offi ce. He 
spoke now to her with that deep and danger-
ously magnetic voice, a voice wholly ballasted 
by the contingency of which it would be the 
weightless, transparent envelope, handing her 
Miss Andrews’ notes. Fellers fl ashed her a quick 
appreciative smile. He saw how well Anne’s pen-
cil kept pace with his terse, crisp phrases. The 
small girl, pretty and young with the red-gold 
hair and the pointed, ardent face, whose crossed 

tional (and diffi cult to obtain) power of capital. Artists 
are encouraged to de-individuate themselves by using 
the name Karen Eliot and publishing a magazine called 
Smile. This Smile is full of dense but engrossing texts 
and documentations of Madison activities relating to 
this movement. This is really a good magazine, and the 
fi rst of its kind that I know of from the midwest. I pro-
pose that everyone start a magazine called PhotoStatic 
and call themselves Ll. Dunn, and then the world will 
really, etc. 
SPONTANEOUS COMBUSTION “A compilation 
found in the road” [First issue]. $1 from Aaron Sinift, 
ed., 404A #6 6th St, Coralville IA 52241. 40pp, half 
legal, xerox.
 Another new entry in the Iowa City ʼzine scene. 
Dense, raw, and emotional, Spontaneous Combustion 
is a collection of drawings and (hand)writings which 
owes a lot to German Expressionism and hard core 

punk. There is a disdain expressed for both intellectu-
als and artists, but I would guess that their use of these 
two terms is too general. Really what the editor and 
contributors seem to hold in contempt are people who 
put on the intellectual act ʼcuz it s̓ cool and hang out 
with “artists” ʼcuz itʼs intellectual, etc. And if thatʼs the 
case, Iʼm sympathetic with them. These works have a 
strength together that they could not have alone. In gen-
eral however the brooding, nasty puerility of this stuff 
will put off many readers. For those who like their art 
unrefi ned. 
SMURFS IN HELL Nº4, “Friendly Fascism”. $3/# 
from Robert Carr, ed., 2210 North 9th St, Boise ID 
83702. 38pp, letter size, xerox.
 It could be that this is a big improvement over the 
last Smurfs in Hell  I reviewed, and it could be that 
Iʼve changed. I enjoyed this one in the same way that I 
enjoyed National Lampoon, which is to say that it is a 
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legs and short skirt revealed silken delightful 
knees, was a good worker too.

2 
MISS MERDOCK HAS 
AN ILLUMINATING PROPOSAL

LATER, the next day, back in the office, at Ja-
net Andrews’ desk with Fellers coming in 

late because of the afternoon before, speaking, 
pleasantly even, trying to ignore the scene—and 

it’s implications—of the afternoon before.
 But she said timidly enough:
 “The mock orange bushes beside the house 
were heavy with sweetness of the summer’s 
fi rst bloom, and the branches bent low with the 
masses of white blossoms.”
 “That’s all right,” he told her hastily, “I hope 
your headache is better?”
 It wasn’t. But she lied mechanically.
 The early morning routine having been dis-
posed of, Janet Andrews drew a deep painful 
breath, dropped her good morning heartwarm-
ing smile and sat tense and erect at her desk, 
her thin hands idle, staring at the wall upon 
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which she seemed to see an image of Napoleon’s 
youngest brother, Jerome and thought: “I am 
looking at the eyes that looked at the Emperor.” 
God alone knew what a hideous night she had 
put behind her—hours of endless, sleepless, 
bitter self-reproach and shame, and frequent 
trips to the bathroom. She had always prided 
herself upon her cool intelligent interest in her 
work, an interest which was beginning to take a 
more cultural turn. She had been proud of her 
business loyalty and integrity, and of Lawrence 
Fellers’ reliance upon her. Her young woman-
hood had been spent caring for and supporting 
an invalid father. No one had advised her of the 

perils she ran into, the dangers of a starving 
maternal instinct, the warning signals of her 
forty years; The sustained urgency of her new-
found “ontological” desire—the desire to go be-
yond the tremendous contemporary expansion 
provided by technology and its usage. Socially 
she was repressed, a little awkwardly austere 
with abundant vitality and youth. 
 All night, weaving her head from side to side 
upon the familiar objects she had come to know 
and to term, if not adjective-descriptively so (in 
a poetic sense even), as crumpled pillows, she 
told herself: “I shall resign—I must—”
 She did not appear at all ridiculous to her-
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self. She dressed well and plainly, and as Betty 
Howard had said “washed her face” and left it at 
that. She had a few friends, professional women 
of her own age, some sober plodders like herself, 
but friends had always been reproducible, and 
others of a more volatile nature who could al-
ways be imitated by boys of harsh discipline.
 Anne MerDock was the youngest friend she 
had and by far the most attractive. Janet disap-
proved of Anne. She thought her too pretty and, 
erroneously, too “light,” for diffusing the works 
of the masters. Anne knew with accelerated 
intensity that mechanical reproduction repre-
sented something new: enormous change. Anne 

understood with leaps and bounds, the familiar 
story which print, the mechanical reproduction 
of writing, had brought to the offi ce. But Janet 
liked Anne, was fond of her, had even been 
subject to temptations, but, today, at her desk, 
sitting in her chair, staring at the walls, being 
the inveterate dreamer, daily becoming more 
discontent with her destiny, she experience a 
sharp stab of jealousy. Anne was twenty-four. 
Anne had youth, ambition, beauty and a fl ash-
ing gaiety, a warm ardency of manner, and a 
more direct process of reproductive techniques. 
And last night Anne had been with Lawrence 
Fellers in the quiet big offi ce taking his dicta-



1 0 3 0

PhotoStatic no. 30   May

tion, becoming involved, for the fi rst time, in the 
process of pictorial reproduction, and, fi nishing 
her, Janet’s, tasks. The way she saw it was af-
fected by what she knew and what she believed. 
No, she could not resign.
 But, as she was leaving for the day Fellers 
called her to him.
 “I am going to give you a leave of absence, 
Miss Andrews,” he told her quickly but most 
kindly.
 “Does that mean that I am—dismissed?”
 He answered, wishing to be honest yet fi nd-
ing her so very pitiful:
 “I hope not.”

 She drew a little nearer, her hands clasped 
before her in a futile endeavor to still their 
tremor, the shaking of her entire body.
 “I—”
 The grinding post-fi ve-o’clock vacuum choked 
his sentence incomplete and signed her death 
warrant.
 “I’d like to have the new Cole Porter album,” 
she implored, so desperately unhappy that she 
did not realize what she was saying.
 In another moment she would cry.
 To Anne MerDock he said briefl y:
 “Just as water, gas, and electricity are 
brought into our houses from far off to satisfy 
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our needs in response to a minimal effort, so 
shall Mr. Danders supply me with you for the 
duration of Miss Andrews’ absence.”
 Anne looked up and smiled. For the fi rst time 
in the process of pictorial reproduction his mind 
banished Miss Andrews completely and centered 
upon her successor. What a very pretty girl, he 
thought, for the twentieth time, as Anne evi-
denced her willingness to fall in with his plans. 
These convergent endeavors made predictable a 
situation which was to be prophesied by Betty 
Howard during a rather tired, excitedly happy 
lunch hour: 
 “You’ll get Andrews’ job. She’ll never come 

back.”
 “Mr. Fellers says she may later try to pull 
herself together upon occasion, having felt she is 
losing by slow degrees all reason for living, inca-
pable as she has become of being able to rise to 
some exceptional situation such as love, she will 
hardly succeed,” Anne said, arguing against her 
own ambitions and happiness in a way women 
have.
 “What am I saying?” asked Anne suddenly, 
“I fell into this expansive, far-reaching poetic 
madness—well, I haven’t done anything under-
handed, have I?”
 Betty smiled at her, with something of envy 
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for the younger girl’s vitality.
 “Of course not. It’s dog eat dog in this world 
anyway,” Betty told her a little wearily, “poets, 
murderers, and land-owners,” Betty reminded 
her, “are all the same to me.”

 Anne lived: 
  √  brick house,
  √  suburbs,
  √  New York City
 place of: 
  √  backyards,   
  √  clothes-lines,   
  √  straggling grass,

  √  dusty lilac bushes
 with:
  √  gallant gaiety of tulips,
   √ a startled and somehow impermanent 
   air.
  
 Being the fi fth in a row of ten with the door 
open, a rich hint of County Clare, her mother’s 
voice, all the while grinning to herself like a 
small boy, Anne entered her house.
 “Among all the many misfortunes to which 
we are heir, there are disagreeable little sisters,” 
she guessed silently, as she walked in.

[no. 2
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PLAGIARIZED® BOOKS are an amazing depar-
ture in publishing. They present a choice selection 
of appropriated, segmented, staple-bound, editions 
by the foremost writers of today, without their per-
mission, at a price never thought possible.

Read PLAGIARIZED® BOOKS for fi nest enter-
tainment at low cost!
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collection of outrageous parody, embarrassingly honest 
and sharp-tongued. This magazine lacks any kind of art 
edge and as such, the stuff said is solely for entertain-
ment (which is absolutely fi ne with me). This, however, 
is not to say that some meaningful issues arenʼt raised 
and looked into; in Smurfs in Hell, of course, irony and 
cutting satire become the probes by which these issues 
are investigated. The intense absurdity of the stuff in 
this ʼzine underscores the absurdity of contemporary 
American, etc. Robert Carr is very funny and probly 
ought to send a resumé to Lampoon. 
CHOPLOGIC. Tim Canny and Eric Gunnar Rochow, 
eds. $1? from 151 First Ave, Studio D, New York NY 
10003. 16pp, half legal, xerox. — From the introduc-
tory statement, this highly graphic magazine? booklet? 
would seek to offer a solution to the worldʼs problems, 
perhaps through point-of-view modifi cation. What it 
ends up being is a collection of short writings collaged 

onto xeroxy images to which I fi nd myself being rather 
indifferent, etc. 
SCRAP Nº5.73 by M. Schafer. Send ʼem a stamp for it: 
Plutønium Press, P.O. Box 85777 (heʼs moved again), 
Seattle WA 98145. The artist: 75 Fairview Ave #3B, 
New York NY 10040. — A punky little booklet with 
drawings and found stuff incorporated. With its devil-
may-care layout and its aggressive graphics, this little 
thing is a punch in the eye. M. Schafer has come up 
with the xerox equivalent of graffi ti; direct, graphicly 
bold, etc. 
TWA DREGS DIßOLVE MELBOURNE by Chris 
Winkler and pete spence. $1.50 from Post Neo Pub-
lications, 6/11 Milton St, Elwood Victoria Australia; 
probly easier to write Chris at Plutønium Press, P.O. 
Box 85777, Seattle WA 98145 as he probly carries it 
too. 12pp, 4x5”, xerox. — A booklet of b/w designs and 
bits of poetic phrases alluding to famine and sightseeing 

Text Taproot 5/6 Texture Double 
issue of Taproot on cassette from 
Taproot/Burning Press, P.O. Box 
18817, Cleveland Heights OH 
44118. Submissions/queries, 
send self-addressed stamped 
envelope. This double issue: $5, 
single back issues $2.50.
 A very fi ne collection of 
quality work, thorough in its 
consistency, refi ned and elegant 
with a smooth gloss of high 
listenability, a not-much-to-
complain-about cassette com-

pilation. I recommend you get 
this. Susan Frykbert—“Sliding 
Downward.” Voices manipulated 
among various pitch-modulated 
sounds. Pennie Stasik—“Hun-
gry Moon.” Poetic blues song 
containing vivid word-images 
sung by a voice, full and rich. 
Refi ned sound quality. Kristen 
Ban Tepper—“ClearCut.” Vo-
cal-rhythm poem cutting hands 
angry and words draw pictures 
of persons, places, and situa-
tions. Costes Cassette—“Du 

Lundi Au Samedi” & “Kiki le 
Kuku.” Pause edits and fl uid 
manipulation of the properties 
of tape. Effect of whole is like 
an animation or puppet show 
without visuals, cheesy and 
sometimes violent. Not at all 
unlike the Mystery Tapes sound. 
Liz Was—from “Onion Leaves, 
Her Map Untended,” Poem spo-
ken in the fore, subtle electronic 
instrumentation underneath, 
“internal, combustible, fl y-paste, 
taste-specifi c, as is.” Tekst (Rich-
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which I didnʼt exactly see the point of. The pages are 
inventively designed to an extent and the booklet is not 
without its visual charm, etc. Also: TUYAU Nº? by the 
prolifi c Chris Winkler. 16pp, 3x4”, xerox. Mine is la-
belled “Bootleg Copy” which means Chris participated 
in Didier Moulinierʼs daily magazine fi ll-in-the-layout-
spaces project and ran a few off for himself before re-
turning the master. This is a hand-sized collection of jit-
tery drawings which recall for me Picasso à la Guernica 
what with the eye-on-the-side-of-the-head look and all. 
Ranks among some of Chrisʼs fi nest work. Address 
above for booklet or the OFFICIAL copy might be had 
at Didier Moulinier, 4 ave. P.V. Couturier, 24750 Bou-
lazac France. [Has anyone heard from Didier recently? 
If you have let me know.] 
 Also available from Plutønium: I DREAM OF WAR 
by Tom Roberts. Booklet of typographic symbolic look-
ing images crammed onto tiny pages with hand written 

text. Attractive; 50¢. COCOON by Lindley Bhanji. 
Booklet of alienated poetry and expressionistic draw-
ings; $2. And A FEW WEEKS AGO which is a tiny 
sentence-book for 25¢. Above three books published by 
Plutønium Press, P.O. Box 85777, Seattle WA 98145; 
Chris Winkler, ed. 
THE IRRATIONALIST Nº1. 25¢ and a stamp from 
Carl Bettis, P.O. Box 32631, Kansas City MO 64111. 
8pp, fourth-letter, xerox. “Published for no reason, on 
no schedule, more than likely for no readers.”
 This is an interesting booklet with a short story, a 
couple of cartoon drawings, an essay or two and a poem. 
Humble stuff, but you know, I really liked it. The short 
story is disturbing and funny partially because of the 
familiarity of it and we can identify it with our everyday 
fears of hideous embarrassment (unless of course you 
donʼt have these fears, and then youʼre probly etc.). I 
wonʼt tell you what itʼs about. The Irrationalist shows 

ard Truhlar/M. Zibens)—“Myths 
of Space #2.” I see a very large, 
hungry man impatiently waiting 
in the line of a mcdonalds of the 
future. Thatʼs one possible read-
ing anyway. The piece creates 
an aural space by well-formed 
electronic-rhythms rising out of 
previous piece nicely (a credit 
to the editor) —takes on hushed 
words then crawls away. Beth 
Learn—“Aricebo (non tha 
nok),” more than just another 
synthetic pop song; itʼs a good 

one. Composition and mixing 
markedly strong as is sound pro-
duction. Charlotte Pressler—
“Public Service Announce-
ment,” “Idumea,” & “When You 
Go.” A message, sour singing 
and clanging sounds and a pretty 
choral segment. John M. Ben-
nett—“Pants” & “No Boiling 
No Itching.” Nuttiness—com-
pletely. Wacky. Zany. Madness. 
Chants about pants and other 
repetitions—eardrum calisthen-
ics. Bob Ebersole—“She came 

to me softly” & “Rhythm fl ows.” 
Tom-toms and words about sex 
and luv. Miekal And—“Kinters 
Liquisible Thrair” & “Ex-Sub-
mission.” Have you ever expe-
rienced a room full of people 
speaking in tongues? Lloyd has, 
and he told me that Miekalʼs 
piece reminds him of the weekly 
incantations he shares with 
the Assembly of God people. 
Lloyd has been attending meet-
ings in the basement of the 
Coralville Best Western regu-
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that you can be genuinely interesting and meaningful 
even if by appearances your product has no fl ash or 
volume, (although perhaps Carl should have a lesson 
in symbolic logic, because one of the pieces is just dead 
wrong about a certain syllogism it uses as an example). 
This is the kind of thing the network is made for, etc.
THRILLHAMMER Vol. 1, Nºs 2, 3 & 4. Available for 
exchange of art and ideas from Christopher Erin, P.O. 
Box 20548, Wichita KS 67208. Future issues will cost 
$2.50; and artistic submissions are welcome. 
 Nº2 expands on Nº1, which was mentioned in pS#29. 
Nº3 is the most extra-magazinic magazines Iʼve come 
across. It consists of: a bottle of scotch, a box of NoDoz 
tablets, a cardboard can of salt, a package of Marlboros, 
and a printed statement. The statement tells you whatʼs 
the big idea: these things are supposed to be artistic 
inspiration. The notion being that meaningful artistic 
advances are made through nutritional self-abuse. Or 
that these harmful things are romanticized and thus 

these harmful behaviors and addictions are perpetu-
ated. Anyway, the scotch was cheap but satisfying, and 
I donʼt smoke anymore, and I was just about out of salt, 
and Iʼm not trying to cut down on caffeine, etc. This is a 
favorable review.
 Nº4 is an oddly bound statement of sorts, the fi rst 
issue of Thrillhammer to really outline clearly what it s̓ 
up to. Personal stories, contributed poetry, erratic bind-
ing, Erinʼs collage work, etc. Thrillhammer is a maga-
zine with energy and, I hope, stamina.
Also Note: Christopher Erin has space in downtown 
Wichita which he is willing to open up for exhibitions, 
performances, etc. If you have a mind to get something 
to occur in Wichita, write Chris to see if it can happen 
in his space. Publishers: he also has plans for a public 
archive of networked stuff.
CENTRAL PARK Nº12. Fall 1987. Edited & pro-
duced by Stephen-Paul Martin, Richard Royal, and Eve 
Ensler. $9/yr, $5/# from Central Park, P.O. Box 1446, 
New York NY 10023. 125pp, 7x10”, offset.
 Intellectual but not dry, Central Park is one of those 
rare magazines that values both production quality and 
content. The fi rst page says theyʼre “looking for print-
able forms of thought and feeling that address the most 
general and pressing concerns of our time, and do so 
through passionate and/or unpredictable means.…” In 
my estimation they do not fall short of that goal. This is-
sue contains collages from Bob Gregoryʼs book 10,000 
Dreams [available in xerox form from PhotoStatic], a 
couple of visual poems by Essary/Kempton, photo-

larly since 1984 (around the time 
ofPhotoStaticʼs inception), but 
has somehow escaped any dis-
cussion of this uncharacteristic 
passion. Paula Potocki—“Space 
(New Matrix).” Jungle and wild-
life atmospheric space carved 
out of my listening area. Iʼm 
suing. John Deveney—“Light-
ning.” “Liquid Sky”-inspired 
sound rhythm effects, beat 
poetry words as the “beatbox” 
woman in the fi lm would speak 
herself.

FOIST COMPILATION Nº2 
A 1988 cassette product of Foist 
Magazine, 287 Averill Ave., 
Rochester NY 14620.
 Tape is predominated by 
abstract musical constructions, 
some as excerpts from full-
length works; Charles S. Rus-
sell—“Quartet Op. 3” is excerpt 
constructed from many short 
bits forming a moving piece that 
goes somewhere; Onion—selec-
tion from “1348” is reformulated 
rap, physically and aesthetically, 

through tape effects and suc-
cessful addition of violin; The 
Haters—“Stao” is excerpt that 
sounds like screeching smash 
glass tires braking falling apart 
noises of the next century; 
DSD—“Sound Art Manifesto” 
is excerpt containing rhythm 
loops repeated with slow gradual 
shifts; Vittore Baroni—Psicofo-
nie “S.P.L.A.T.” whispers and 
sounds which invoke a sense of 
immanent danger; John M. Ben-
nett—“Pocket” is a list of many 
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graphs, collages, but the bulk of it is essays and creative 
writing which deal with various topics, all of which I 
found interesting and informative and passionate. A 
well-read journal for those who like to read, etc.
WASTESIDE DEVELOPMENT 1988. Assembled by 
Mike Miskowski, $4 from Bomb Shelter Propaganda, 
P.O. Box 12268, Seattle WA 98102. 48pp, half legal, 
xerox. — A kind of yearbook of poetry and graphics, 
mostly the former, WAsteside DEvelopment features 
work by many familiar names in the network. It is the 
kind of thing that you need to sit down with and sort 
of study; as opposed to many small press magazines 
which are sucked dry with just one pass. Works by 
Miekal And, John M. Bennett, Greg Evason, G. Huth, 
Jack Moskovitz, Musicmaster, Chris Winkler, to name 
but a few.
BURNING TODDLERS Nº3. April/May 1988. Ed. by 
P. Petrisko, Jr. FRANK Publications, P.O. Box 56942, 
Pheonix AZ 85079. 2$/#, 6$/yr; 40pp, half letter, xe-
rox. — Burning Toddlers is an exciting collection of 
absorbed-with-the-present writings, both fi ction and 
non. “A Closer Look at Censorship” is a passionate plea 
to be aware of suppression activities going on under 
our noses, and puts us in contact with people needing 
our support. “Crank” is an essay about the place of the 
writer and what lengths one could go to get heard. News 
clippings as well concerning SubGenius, and the usual 
hard-to-believe madness of mainstream culture. Enter-
tainment. Thought provoking. Issue-based. Etc. Maybe 
I donʼt have a lot to say about it other than: get it. 

Listings
THE ONLY SON OF EVERYTHING by Paul Dickin-
son & Scott Dolan. Big collection of poems and shadowy 
drawings. $4 from Wicked Mule Poetry Alliance, P.O. Box 
466, Northfi eld MN 55057. 
AMERICAN LIVING Nº24 by Angela Mark & Michael 
Shores. Collection of halftone nightmares is a continuation 
of the series. $2 from P.O. Box 901, Allston MA 02134.
CATTLE/LISZT Nº16½, M. Kettner, ed. Inquire at Cata-
lyst, P.O. Box 20518, Seattle WA 98102. Familiar names 
Winkler and Miskowski included in this collection of po-
etry and graphics.
POQO: Nº3, 5/86. Cryptic and abstract textural xerox 
work by Jacques Abeille. Nº8, 8/86. “Autotherapeutic” 
portraits in wasted environments by Wraclaw Ropieki. 
Nº10, 8/86. Documents of screaming psychosexual “art 
actions” by Pat Larter. Nº12, 8/86. Striking xerox art by 
Pierre Devresse, includes image of L.H. Oswald. Nº13, 
8/86. Fragmented echoey xerages about the mating ritual 
by Didier Cazal. Miniature leafl ets of xerage committed 
to paper by people who care. Inquire at Ph. Billé, ed., B.P. 
249, Bordeaux France.
BIZAAR Nº2, 9/86; Nº3, 4/87; Nº4, 5/87; Nº6, 12/87. 
Highly degenerate[d] xerox pictures of sex and violence, a 
reaction perhaps to the sweet-painted face of society. Some 
text manipulations thrown in. Inquire at Ph. Billé, ed., B.P. 
249, Bordeaux France.
NADA v.1 Nº3, John McCarthy, ed. Graphicly dense with 
an interest in freeform nonsense. Worth a close look. Free 

things she (the undisclosed 
heroine) put in her pocket, the 
musical compositions; Sis-
moid—“Sismoid Archives” is 
music piece with bounce; Von 
Non & Kenn Tech—“Sunset,” 
local church stumbles into the 
twentieth century, mistakenly 
buying a synthesizer for a wind 
organ; Aquatics Ever Tarnish—
“Staples For Jesus”; Psychic 
Workshop—“The Golden Cause” 
is broadcast sources set to music; 
“we never really understood the 

nature of the universe;” M. H. 
Naylor—“Here Now...” Music 
From Winterʼs Pond is sugges-
tive of visual images, a bit like 
movie mood music; Peach—
“Untitled 1”; Wallmen—“Baby 
Dolls Flexed Between Interstel-
lar Acid Gels,” an excerpt, is 
movements of animated bizarre 
music. Live performance, and/or 
documented pieces: Sink Man-
hattan—“Unsung” is live indus-
trial moaning (not sung), recalls 
“Savage Republic” and/or “Test 

Department” or not; Deerpark—
“Dʼsheeky Hu” is live excerpt 
sounding of reverberated rhythm 
forms; Vingt Doigts—“Prelude 
to Schlimehaus” grinds in a big 
live sound. The concrete music: 
Ll. Dunn—“Alzheimer Party” 
where incoherence reigns at this 
social dysfunction, “what?”; 
Pierre Perret—selection from 
“Gaia, La Terre” is an inventory 
of sounds of the earth, smooth 
and seamless with quiet spaces 
reserving signifi cance. Record-
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from Nada, 304 S. Summit #102, Iowa City IA 52240.
CATALYST COMICS Nº23. Frankly I think this is a 
waste of time, but if you like bad xeroxes of genital expo-
sure, you may want to get it. Write Kalamity Jill, 411/2 E. 
Main St. #2, Champaign IL 61820.
shʼWIPE! Weekly magazine named for letters of the al-
phabet. “J” has four short poems by Chris Winkler. “O” has 
three short poems by Gary Baldwin about a frog. Write to 
Greg Evason & Daniel f. Bradley, eds., 551a Crawford St, 
Toronto ONT M6G 3J9 Canada.
POST-ART INTERNATIONAL EXHIBITION of 
Visual/Experimental Poetry. Collection of exciting graphic 
work from all over the world. The work is excellent, and 
my only criticism is that the layout might have attempted 
more than just putting four pieces on the page. Write Harry 
Polkinhorn, 720 Heber Ave, Calexico CA 82231.
THE SUBTLE JOURNAL OF RAW COINAGE Nº6: 
Labrys. A small lexicon in matchbook format. Nº7: Con-
tradictionary. A label with words which are selfcontradic-
tory. A modest and stimulating project for those who get 
off on lexical issues and entertainments. Write to Ge(of 
Huth), 715 Watkins Rd #A9, Horseheads NY 14845.
CLOUD 247 P.O. Box 1361, Bellingham WA 98227. 
Freeform packets of indifferent xerage work dealing with 
environmental issues. Free as far as I know.
CIRCULAR Nº23, Carol Schneck, ed. Collages and texts, 
the same size as this magazine. Free, P.O. Box 6013, E. 
Lansing MI 48823.
LIFE ON PLANET EARTH. Short newsletter of odd 
viewpoint and honest fi ction which includes a listing of 
reviews at the end. “Offi cial publication of the Embassy of 

Planet Claire” and itʼs free from P.O. Box 85807, Seattle 
WA 98145.
SNAPSHOTS by Carol Stetser. Ironic booklet of xeroxed 
photos and texts dealing with environmental concerns in 
the South Seas. P.O. Box 56, Oatman AZ 86433.
KALLISTI v.1 Nº12. Kenn Day, ed. $9/yr, $1/# from P.O. 
Box 19566, Cincinnati OH 45219. “A Magazine of Alter-
native Views” which seems to focus on fashion and the 
social scene and has lots of articles and a few photographs 
of people wearing groovy clothing.
CULT COMIX Nº7, March 1988. 99¢ from Mumbles, 
P.O. Box 8312, Wichita KS 67208. 8pp, half letter, xerox. 
A collection of art-comics, the best of them crudely but 
expressively wrought. Also from Mumbles, “The Book of 
Flies” by John Eberly. A collection of poems and picto-
graphic things, metaphorical.
OR Nºs112 & 113 by Uncle Don Milliken. In a letter along 
with his latest installment, he writes, “You saw MY work 
in a fl uxus show? Someone is misinformed. Iʼve met a few 
of the fl uxus people. I ainʼt a member of their group(s).” 
Yes, in the University of Iowaʼs recent fl uxus show, put 
together by Estera Milman, an old copy of Or was present. 
Shows you how this networking stuff gets around. Get Or 
from P.O. Box 868, Amherst MA 01004.
Sent by GREG EVASON & DANIEL f. BRADLEY: (all 
by Greg Evason unless otherwise noted) “Instant Broad-
side” featuring a rejected poem; “1 oz.” a graphic poem 
presented much like a greeting card; “a journey toward the 
end in the shape of air” small booklet of terse inscrutable 
poems and xerage graphics; “I Used to Be a Vegetarian 
But Fuck That” just poems; “the next worst thing to being 

ing quality gives medium a trans-
parency, as collected bits form 
aural landscape and an inkling of 
narrative within the environment 
created; tENTATIVELY a cON-
VENIENCE—“Sound Thinking” 
is voice reporting changes in 
modulation as the voice itself 
is being changed by the various 
modulations it reports.

LAST TRAX Final Report of 
the Trax Project, Baroni-Ciani-
Giacon Trax c/o Piermario 

Ciani, 33032 Bertiolo, Italy 7” 
eight-track disc and 7x7 in. 60 
pp. polycolor offset book. 
 Glossy and beautiful—you 
must get your hands on this. 
They put a lot of work into this 
project, and the book shows it, 
in content, form, slickness, and 
the impressive lists of contacts 
and collaborators. Because there 
are eight tracks, each selection is 
short. The pieces are rich and di-
verse and each carries a weight of 
its own, like movements in play. 

The movements have a theatrical 
quality that is sometimes twisted 
and demented, crooning, some-
times barbershop trio, lounging, 
or operettic. In any case, the 
music isnʼt afraid to step out of 
traditional time-frames, the gui-
tar not too shy to twang, nor the 
vocals to take a stand and make 
up their own tonal rules.

John Heck is a member of the 
Tape-beatles, and a frequent 
contributor to this magazine. 
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there” by Daniel f. Bradley—heavily fragmented xerages 
using a variety of source material; “Mourning Heat” prose 
text; “Blind Date Jitters” by Evason and Bradley—texts; 
“Shredding Trout One” by Evason and Mike Miskows-
ki—strange drawings; “the placebo effect” numbered list 
of grouped phrases; “S.A.P.” with various contributors 
doing typewriter poetry; and “Bloat” a series of paired 
photographic images with some interesting juxtapositions. 
Write these guys to fi nd out what theyʼre about if youʼre 
interested in visual and unusual types of poetry; I might 
naively describe them as being somewhat surrealist and of-
ten inscrutable, but I believe thereʼs an unusual amount of 
energy being put into these projects. Write: Greg Evason, 
912 Broadview Ave, Toronto ONT M4K 2R1 Canada or 
Daniel f. Bradley, 551a Crawford St, Toronto ONT M6G 
3J9 Canada.
MALTHUS Nº3, BAG OF MUTTON ISSUE. Features 
visual poetry work; a sizeable collection of work by Kep-
pler, Beining, Huth, Polkinhorn, Wiloch, Evason, Essary/
Kempton, and many more. $4 from Dale Jensen, ed., 2317 
B Carleton St, Berkeley CA 94704.
FINAL An One Act Play by G. X. Jupitter-Larsen. Dialog 
work on the nature of existence and reincarnation. Write: 
P.O. Box 48184, Vancouver BC V7X 1N8 Canada.
ARTE POSTALE! Nº57: The Box Game. Ed. by Vittore 
Baroni. Mailart catalog of a project in which participants 
design patterns to go on cardboard cubes. Via Raffaelli 2, 
55042 Forte dei Marmi LU Italy.
PROPAGANDA IN HELL by Vince Lisella. “Cautionary 
pamphlet” uses hell as a metaphor for the propaganda go-
ing on all around us. Write dbqp/Ge[of Huth], 715 Watkins 

Rd #A9, Horseheads NY 14845 for info.
SCORE SHEET ONE… “is yet another occasional [one-
sheet] publication from Score Publications.…” The art is 
on both sides, work by Ernest Robson and Luc Fierens. 
1$/4#s. Score, 491 Mandana Blvd #3, Oakland CA 94610.
THREE TALKERS by Jack Foley, Mike Miskowski, 
and Jake Berry. “Sound as language, language as sound” 
cassette. #4 from Experimental Audio Directions, c/o Jake 
Berry, 2251 Helton Dr #N7, Florence AL 35630.

ANNOUNCEMENTS

UNTITLED, a mailart show: “…We prefer to leave you 
an unstructured space. “Untitled” by convention and mea-
sure. A space which we hope you will structure with your 
own breath and your own utopia.” Material to SCISSIONE 
c/o S. Aria, via de Filippis 61, 88100 Catanzaro ITALY. 
Deadline 23 September 1988. Catalog to all artists.
[CONTINUED from “Letters to Retrofuturism”] 
“NSHR(audio)pak: yes. please announce the invitation of 
radioworks for Sʼpool, in your words always best as it then 
takes on life outside the dull already and becomes ‘oursʼ. 
(my invitations always vague, open i hope to multinterpre-
tations and miscalculations as project develops. previous 
deadline may 1 extended undefi nite).” Inviting works 
which deal with radio as their substance or starting point 
to be included in a cassette package of radio-show length 
(3–4 hours). NSHR refers to anti-situationist art-activity. 
Also hoping to collect various writings on radio to accom-
pany the package. Subimissions, inquiries to: Sʼpool, P.O. 
Box 441275, Somerville MA 02144.

In societies where modern conditions of production prevail, all of life presents itself as 
an immense accumulation of spectacles. Everything that was directly lived has moved 

away into a representation. A representation is not reality, but in a commodity-based 
world, it is just as good. The liar has lied to himself. Donʼt be fooled: The Tape-beatles 
want to manipulate your desires: we want you to want to become one of us. This is the 
essential process of mystifi cation in which we are involved: By presenting ourselves in 
the mold of stars we become that moment of intense desire; that feeling of inadequacy in 
you by which we empower The Tape-beatles. Participate. Take part. You wonʼt be sorry. 
You will be consumed. You will know what it is to be swallowed whole. Recommended 
reading: Society of the Spectacle by Guy Debord. 
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