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Ask Dick Valentine
The Electric Six’s high-voltage frontguy answers
your pathetic questions.
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hen we started working on this issue, the war was
still on. (Oh we know it wasn’t a war, it was an
invasion. And yes I know the war isn’t over yet, that it’s
only just shifted into a traumatic transition-to-imperial
rule period.) We’d just finished the last issue as the
USUKFOXMSNBCAOL forces had begun to roll across
the desert, embarking on an epic fool’s errand that we‘ll
all be paying for the rest of our lives. We decided to do
what we could as soon as possible: to publish an issue of
Arthur as powerful as we could muster to confront, or
at least examine, the United States’ newest, and most
dangerous yet, lurches towards imperial power abroad
and a weird kind of proto/crypto-fascist rule at home.
“Imperialist,” “empire,“ “fascist”: these are strong words,
and I assure you, they are not used lightly here. But
what other words describe where we are now? America
is simply continuing to expand its military presence
across the globe—now we are not just in Germany
(100,000 troops, 58 years after the end of World War II),
or South Korea (40,000 troops, more than four decades
after the Korean War’s conclusion), or Japan, or the
Philippines, or Puerto Rico, or Afghanistan, now we are
in the heart of the Middle East. We are acting as empires
do: expanding outward, identifying pockets of resistance,
stamping them out and replacing them with puppetish
local governments who operate under the watchful eye
of centurions who report back to the seat of Empire.
And at home? I walk out my front door and find that
an American flag has been placed on my (rented) front
walk by a local realtor, advertising his services. I drive to
Vons for some groceries and almost every vehicle has an
American flag stickered on it. “United we stand, divided
we fall” warbles some mawkish Up With People choir on
the Vons PA; when I complain to the store’s manager, she
looks at me like I’m a madman, or worse, a Muslim. I come
home and there’s a letter from a Dreamworks promosexual
about the success of country singer Darryl Worley’s call
to vengeance, “Have You Forgotten,” an execrable song
that advocates the slaughter of innocent Iraqis as some
sort of make-right for the September 11 attacks they
had nothing to do with. (Note: This song was #1 on the
country charts for six straight weeks.) In the weeks since,
with the exception of wise old Senator Robert Byrd and
some brave mainstream media commentators (take a
bow, Paul Krugman, James Wolcott and Robert Sheer!),
there’s been such a wave of unrelenting propaganda
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and willful disinformation and just plain misdirection by
both the government and the media that many of us who
know something has gone terribly wrong here are finding
ourselves disheartened, isolated and depressed. We return
to our various recreational and business and creative
pursuits in a (totally understandable!) ostrich-like effort
to forget what has happened and what is happening and
what is gonna happen next.
We are in a trance-state. A trance State.
So, naturally, people started asking: Are you still
planning to do that anti-Bush issue of Arthur? We said,
Hell fucking yes. You’re in the worst danger when you
don’t think you’re even in danger. Better to leave the
light on, so you can at least see what is happening. When
crazy talk has become accepted common sense, when a
powerful elite’s delusion has become the consensus
reality, that’s when dissidents have to speak up, or at
least speak with each other. An historical example of
this, and the primary inspiration for this specific issue
of Arthur, is the ferociously satirical work of German
collagist/artist John Heartfield did for the AIZ paper in
the late ‘20s and ‘30s, warning against Hitler’s ascent
from early on. Heartfield was not just right—he didn’t
just see something awful coming that way—he did
something about it. This is crucial. Heartfield didn’t
curse the darkness—he cursed Hitler.
We want to try and do the same. This issue is a
collective curse against the folly of empire, against
those who advocate it and those who profit from it.
It’s a curse against the Bush Administration and its
media mandarins and apologists. It’s a curse against
the willful ignorance and docility of so many Americans.
And it’s (hopefully) a call, an inspiration, to all righteous
free-thinking individuals to simply do what you can to
shut this shit down. Do what you’re best at! But do it in
such a way that at a minimum, it causes no harm.
Think about the consequences of all of your actions.
Re-align your life the best you can.
And remember that you are NOT alone.
Because if there’s one thing we’ve learned doing
Arthur, it’s how un-alone we are. Know that this whole
enterprise is ad-hoc, put together by both friends and
strangers, on the basis of trust. It’s entirely financed by
our loyal, beneficent advertisers, by some unbelievably
generous donors and, well, by Laris’ and my personal
credit cards. It’s created by a talented, as-yet-salary-less
staff and a loose coalition of brilliant, as-yet-unpaid
contributors. It’s distributed—by hand!—by a guerilla
network of wonderfully dedicated, as-yet-uncompensated
volunteers, spread across North America. Arthur’s
success is, in short, a model of a different way of doing
things: of people engage in mutual aid and good faith
and goodwill, all in the service of freethinking, atlength-if-necessary, full-on free expression. Isn’t that
what being human amongst other humans should be
about? It doesn’t have to be about endless exploitation
and bottomless greed and an unending quest for power/
control and the rule of the jungle. This may sound banal,
but seriously: if more of us just tried harder, more of the
time, this can be a better world.
And if the world doesn’t get better? Well, at least we
did our damnedest.
Jay Babcock
Los Angeles
May 29, 2003
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egular Arthur Answerman TModel Ford is busy working on
his Dodge or something, so we’ve
asked Dancin’ Dick Valentine, Electric
Six frontguy, to answer Arthur readers’
many pressing questions. Valentine’s
bio reads “He thought he knew what
he was doing. He was wrong.” That’s
good enough for us. The Electric Six
are this gen’s B-52s, except there’s
no beehives in the band and they
come from Detroit not Georgia. What
happens if you buy their new album
Fire in a crowded record store? No
one knows. T-Model will be back
next month. Email your inquiries to
editorial@arthurmag.com
Basically my problem is that
I’m scared to dance in front
of other people, even my
girlfriend. It’s not that I don’t
like dancing—I do it all the
time in the privacy of my own
home. But when I’m at a disco,
I look out at the dancefloor and
immediately pick out the worst
dancers, and think how stupid
and awkward and downright
unattractive they look. Then I
think, that’s probably how I’d
look to other people if I were
out there dancing. What should
I do? Maybe drinking a lot more
would help?
—They Call Me the Wallflower,
Los Angeles, CA

You think the spice of life
is putting french fries on
your sandwiches???

finishing the job. If you are talking
about your own climax or your
partner’s climax then I probably
can’t help you. But if you are
willing to set the parameters of job
Stupid, your boy is a grade A jackass. Sometimes when I’m making it completion to something akin to
Drop him now and do yourself a favor with my woman in bed, I have strapping on an O. J. Simpson mask,
and get the hell out of Columbus, trouble finishing the job, if chugging a bottle of Night Train and
Ohio while you are at it. Nothing you know what I’m saying. Do singing “The Rose” by Bette Midler
happens there. You think the spice other guys have this problem? over and over again, all you really
of life is putting french fries on your (With their own women.) Or is need is like 20 bucks and some
sandwiches??? And what are you something wrong with me?
healthy pipes? Now anyone can do
planning on doing this weekend...a —Please Don’t Tell Me to See a Doctor, that! Quit selling yourself short and
visit to the birthplace of President
Minneapolis, MN go out there and finish, Orenthal
Taft, perhaps??? Save yourself...move
(wink, wink).
to New York City as soon as you can Don’t See the Doctor, I guess it
and do something with your life.
all depends on your definition of Who do you like for the World
Series?
—Dave Snoobs,
Desert Hot Springs, CA
I like the Montreal Expos and the
Tampa Bay Devil Rays. I really love
it when the small markets prevail
because it puts a wrench in the whole
corporate media money bullshit that
professional sports have become and
that’s essentially what my band is
all about. We started Electric Six
to totally fuck up the system. It’s
totally Mike Ditka’s (or whoever
is running Major League Baseball
now) wet dream to have New York
and L. A. every year, so he can just
keep counting his money...but not
this year, my friend...not this year.
This is the year of the little guy.
And I really think that Montreal
needs something besides Celine
Dion right about now.
The key to this match-up taking
place is that they should really give
the rookie a shot. I mean, they’re
paying him all that money...I say
give the kid a shot!

Wallflower, the key to conquering
the fear of the dancefloor is this.
Go to the dance club, order a drink
and observe. And plug your ears
with earplugs. Do whatever you can
to picture the people on the floor
without music. Soon the canvas
of intimidation becomes a kinetic
ritual of buffoonery. In this altered
reality, even J-Lo and Ben manage
to look like Sally Field and Burt
Reynolds. Soon the discotheque
will be yours for the taking...works
for me!

What’s the best pasta sauce
prepared at E6 HQ? Let’s have
the recipe.
—Time For Lunch, Ft. Lauderdale

How does one handle a boyfriend
who flirts incessantly with
waitresses? The guy in question
is extremely outgoing and talks
to everyone when we go out
but I have to say I’m getting
sick of having our conversation
interrupted by flirtatious banter
with waitresses or comely
bartenders.
—This Isn’t Hooters, Stupid,
Columbus, Ohio
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The best pasta sauce starts with
a foundation of Newman’s Own. I
mean, he didn’t get into the sauce
industry for his good looks! Although
a lot of people think he’s good looking.
I wouldn’t know. There’s no way for
me to tell if a guy is good looking or
not. I’m straight.
Anyway start there and add a little
bit of oregano. That’s Italian!!!
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Arth u r Aga i n s t
Em p i re
Don’t let the truth confuse you.

“Whe n You Understand War,

You Fear It”

Jonathan Shainin speaks with Pultizer Prize-winning New York Times war correspondent and author
Chris Hedges about the horrors of war—and its packaging as entertainment.

C

hris Hedges has been to war. He has seen
killing and dying up close in El Salvador,
Guatemala, Nicaragua, Colombia, the
West Bank and Gaza, Iraq, Kuwait, Sudan,
Algeria, Yemen, Bosnia and Kosovo. He has
memories no one should have, and a thousand
stories like these:
I have been in ambushes on desolate
stretches of Central American roads, shot at
in the marshes of southern Iraq, imprisoned
in Sudan, beaten by Saudi military police,
deported from Libya and Iran, captured
and held prisoner for a week by the Iraqi
Republican Guard during the Shi’ite
rebellion following the Gulf War, strafed
by MIG-21s in Bosnia, fired upon by Serb
snipers and shelled for days in Sarajevo with
deafening rounds of heavy artillery that
threw out thousands of deadly bits of iron
fragments.
Hedges’ lessons from a life reporting war,
which comprise the brilliant War is a Force
that Gives Us Meaning, published last fall, are
not new, but they are increasingly necessary. In
Empire America, where ends justify any means,
Arthur: What was it like to
watch a war from the sidelines?
Hedges: Disturbing. It’s not the first
time I’ve done it.
But now you’ve quit for good.
I don’t want to go there, I don’t
want to do that any more. But it’s
disturbing. It’s a little close to home:
I spent seven years in the Middle
East. I know Basra pretty well; I
certainly know the Kurds very well.
I was probably a little obsessive
about it.
What strikes you when you read
reports of the fighting?
Look, thousands of Iraqis died. It’s
terrible, it’s always terrible.
You weren’t in favor of the war.

6

war is increasingly seen as a bloodless policy
instrument with which to reshape the world
in our image. He is here to tell us that war is
still hell, no matter how awesome it looks on
television. The costs to both sides are rarely part
of the picture.
And these costs, as Hedges amply demonstrates
with examples gathered from nearly 20 years of
covering carnage, are rarely confined to the losing
side. Societies at war traverse a long path of moral
degradation, their cultures irrevocably damaged,
hate for the other and disregard for the lessons
of the past strewn like rubble in their collective
memories. “In wartime,” Hedges writes,
the state seeks to destroy its own culture….
In times of conflict, authentic culture is
subversive. As the cause championed by
the state comes to define national identity,
as the myth of war entices a nation to glory
and sacrifice, those who question the value
of the cause and the veracity of the myth are
branded internal enemies.
War, to Hedges, is a kind of drug, a powerful
and addictive substance that lends meaning
and purpose to our often-trivial lives, producing

a cause behind which to rally and a sharp
division between good and evil. This seductive
kernel of truth lies at the center of the heroic
myth of war, the myth that is peddled so
effectively by states at war, by the press, and
by novelists and filmmakers who glory in war’s
noble sacrifice.
Works of fiction, on screen or on paper-even
those with an ostensibly “antiwar” messagerarely succeed in demythologizing war itself;
they are too easily seduced by its overwhelming
power. Hedges’ forthcoming book, What Every
Person Should Know About War, is his attempt
at countering the myth head-on. A dispassionate
manual of war with “no rhetoric” and “very few
adjectives,” its question-and-answer format
(“What will a bullet do to my body?” “What does it
feel like to kill someone?” “Will the enemy mutilate
my dead body?”) shines an unusually harsh light
on the true human costs and consequences of our
often reckless turn to war.
Currently with The New York Times—where he
was part of a reporting team that won the Pulitzer
Prize—Hedges has now quit war reporting for
good. Arthur spoke with him from his home in
New Jersey about the war just completed and
how to put a stop to those not yet underway.

“They have no intention of
bringing democracy to Iraq.
The things they put out for public
dissemination and the things they say
privately are very different.”
No, not at all. I just don’t think you
can wage war unless there’s a good
cause. You don’t go to war unless
your nation or your interests are
credibly threatened. There was no
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such threat.
You
couldn’t
apply
those
standards to intervention in
Yugoslavia, though, and that
was something you favored. Is it
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a slippery slope?
Well, I favor the use of force to stop
genocide. If you stop the killing in
Kosovo or Bosnia, or in Rwanda,
where we should have stopped
the killing, that’s not the same as
occupying another country. I don’t
see this as a legitimate war. I see
intervention to stop genocide as
legitimate. That’s not quite the same
as a war, though.
Does the war in Iraq fail this test
because there was no massacre
underway?
Well,
there
were
massacres.
Certainly, in Anfal [the Kurdish
genocide], more than 180,000 Kurds
were killed; after the Persian Gulf
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“These colors do not run!” says America’s sweet white Christian patriot, David Cross. His latest comedy album, Shut Up You Fucking Baby!, is not for sale at Wal-Mart.
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war, tens of thousands of Shi’ites
were killed. I made two trips into the
marshes of Southern Iraq, because I
felt that there should have been some
kind of intervention. But now the
people are all dead. So to somehow
use that as an excuse…that he “kills
his own people.” When he was killing
his own people, we could have done
something about it, and we didn’t.
You write about the hijacking
of memory, the abuse of the
memory of massacres past. Is
this an example?
This is just propaganda. The
sanctification of victims and the
demonization of enemies by victims
is a little different. Here, they were
looking for any justification to go in,
and they threw this one out. In this
case, it’s more the crudity of power,
and the mendaciousness of those
who hold it.
You describe at great length the
intoxicating and narcotic effects
of war making, whether that’s for
soldiers or for journalists who are
on the front lines. Can we deduce
a similar intoxication for the men
who plan and execute wars?
That narcotic of war is something
very specific to those who live through
it. Those who wage war usually do so
for hard, concrete, and often very
cynical reasons. I’m not sure they’re
caught up in the drug of war.
Do you see, though, in the
architects of war in the current
administration, some kind of
elation at their power to remake
the world? It strikes me that
there’s a frightening degree of
credulity there-they don’t seem
like cynics, to say the least.
I think they’re very cynical. Most
people in power are. They have no
intention of bringing democracy to
Iraq. The things they put out for
public dissemination and the things
they say privately are very different.
Is it possible to learn lessons
from a war like this?
Most generations have to learn it the
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war is packaged and given a kind
of coherency and heroism it doesn’t
have. If Fox News set up and spent
20 minutes showing you a kid dying
in the sand, it would be so horrifying,
people would begin to have a sense
of what war is. But they’re not going
to show you that. Everything is
sanitized. And they’re not going to
show it to you because mythic war,
this mythic war narrative, is very
good for their business. We don’t
show anybody getting killed. We don’t
show the reality of war. Nobody saw
war on these broadcasts. I know, I’ve
been to war; this had nothing to do
with war. This was entertainment.
How
did
war
become
entertainment?
It’s always been entertainment,
since the creation of the modern war
correspondent. It’s always been the
same.
Since the Crimean war…
Right. It’s not any different. The
press is always part of the problem in
wartime. Always has been. They buy

If Fox News set up and spent
20 minutes showing you a kid
dying in the sand, it would be so
horrifying, people would begin to
have a sense of what war is.
hard way, through a lot of blood. We
learned it after Vietnam, and now
we’ve forgotten it.
What happened after Vietnam?
How did we learn?
We became a better country because
of the defeat. We were humbled, and
probably even humiliated. We asked
questions about ourselves we didn’t
ask before, and in that, we gained a
kind of wisdom. So many kids died in
Vietnam, we were forced to confront
the reality of war.
You open one chapter with a
quote from Hiram Johnson: “The
first casualty when war comes is
truth.” In other words, the state
and the press collude to cover
over what truly happens on the
front lines.
It’s not so much that they cover over.
The lie at war is always the lie of
omission; it’s what they don’t tell you.
They have the capacity, in real time, to
let us watch a nineteen-year-old kid
bleed to death after stepping on an
anti-tank mine. But you can be pretty
sure those images are not shown.
Will the truth at war always
be the subject of endless
contestation? Is it an illusion
to think that we can get to the
bottom of things?
No, no. Because the problem is that

into the cause, and more importantly,
they disseminate the myth. That’s
what they’re good at.
A lot of people seem to think
that the coverage of this war
was terrific, from a professional
standpoint.
Well, I don’t. [laughs] There’s been
some decent reporting from the print
people. Let’s be clear, there is still
integrity in print media. There isn’t
any in commercial broadcast media.
I’m really going after commercial
broadcast media. There have been
some good stories in the New York
Times. But the fact is, the overall
presentation of the war has not
come close to striking at what war
actually is.
Is this a lost cause? The kind
of coverage you’re advocatingeven you seem to believe no one
would ever show it.
It is very rarely conveyed. It is
conveyed when you’re not involved.
The war reporting we did out of
Bosnia was like that. But when your
own country is involved, you believe
that your job is to support and boost
morale, to support the cause.
You quote Randolph Bourne, who
wrote that “War is the Health of
the State,” at the opening of
a chapter called “The Plague
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of Nationalism.” Are people
unwilling to hear the truth
about war, because they’re coopted into the national cause?
This is what people clamor for, it’s
what they want. They want the
myth, they don’t want the reality.
And there are plenty of people out
there willing to feed it to them. It’s
more than co-opted; they enjoy it. It’s
a kind of empowerment. You saw it
with the way that we sat around and
worshipped all of our own weapons in

DAVID LASKY is a
this conflict. It’s more than just being
Seattle-based
cartoonist. His work
co-opted. We’re part of the problem.
appears in Urban Hipster
What should we do to not be (Alternative Comics).
part of the problem? Or is that a
naïve approach?
Well, I guess I have to answer that
personally. That’s why I wrote the
book, that’s why I speak the way I
speak. I think that it’s hard to face
the reality of war, because along with
that comes a kind of recognition of
our own capacity for evil, for atrocity.
And that’s what’s so hard to confront,
and it’s what is so hard for those of
us who’ve spent a lot of time in war
to bring back, and to deal with.
And that’s what no one wants to
hear.
It’s not pleasant.
Anthony Loyd has a striking
passage in My War Gone By, I Miss
it So, his book on Yugoslavia, on
the sight of the dead. He says he
is unable “to connect the thought
of a living, breathing person
with the discarded husk death
leaves, even when I have seen
the whole transition from life to
death…when I look at a corpse it
always seems as if there is more
than simply life missing.”
Those are burdens you bear, like
anybody who lives around violent
death for that long. You tend, in the
process, or the moment, to be very
clinical about it. But it begins to haunt
you afterwards. It’s certainly a burden,
it’s something you have to carry, and
that’s hard. It’s not something I try to

P L A N E TA RY PAT R I O T S
by Michael Brownstein

Poet and novelist
MICHAEL BROWNSTEIN’s most
recent book, World on Fire,
is an impassioned, personal
examination of corporate
globalization. Read it now!

These people call themselves Christians, but they aren’t.
They would have killed Jesus in a heartbeat.
They call themselves patriots but they aren’t.
Patriots act for the good of their country, for its citizens, its land
and air and water.
Instead of sucking it dry out of greed.
Then dragging the rest of the world down with it for good measure.
And, I’m sorry, but you know who these people are.
You know their names, their faces, their ‘constituency.’
You know they inhabit the high places, drive around in motorcades, wave
at crowds from behind bulletproof glass.
You know they call themselves democrats but they come across as tyrants.
And you realize that deep down they know not what they do.
But since you’re not Jesus, you can’t help it, you hold that fact against them.
These people call themselves Americans, but they aren’t.
They belong to no place and exist in no time.
They think in agendas, they feel in prescribed allotments.
They call themselves peace-loving while talking of collateral damage.
They wonder why everyone else hates them, even though they’re generous
and good-hearted.
Even though they brake for animals and support no smoking in public places.
And they insist America is destined for eternal greatness.
They find it maddening when others believe the opposite.
Or believe nothing at all—in fact, just like they do.
Although they would never admit it.
Because the largest state in America is the state of denial.
It runs from Alaskan oilfields down to the dying coral reefs of Key West.
In the state of denial, new prisons outnumber new schools.
In the state of denial, global warming is an inconvenience.
In the state of denial, ‘free trade’ is forced on other countries while
our own corporations are protected.
Out of fear we make enemies everywhere.
Defending ourselves against them with ever-larger military expenditures.
Soon we’ll declare war against everyone and everything.
Then blame the Armageddon to come on a fundamentalist monster.
A monster we ourselves have created.

STEVE ANDERSEN lives in
Seattle where, when
not shaking the state
to its very foundation
through provocative art,
he works at a nonprofit,
drives a biodiesel car,
and a few other things
that most people think
are silly and pointless.
www.gokubi.com

America, Jesus still loves you no matter what you do.
He forgives your sins, he wipes your tears away.
He invites you to visit him in Jerusalem.
You watch while he chases the money-changers from the Temple.
You witness him heal the halt and the blind.
But you turn a deaf ear when he says the meek shall inherit the earth.
You climb back in your armored helicopters and fly away.
Covering your escape with bullets of depleted uranium.
Convinced you’re making the homeland secure for
your children and your children’s children.
Forgetting that you can no longer afford to
destroy the world out of righteousness.
You can no longer be patriots of one country
at the expense of another.
Like it or not, you’re planetary patriots now.
Everyone your brothers and sisters.
As Jesus himself would tell you if you’d listen.
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think about very much.
What lessons can we take from
the book?
It’s a pretty savage critique of the
culture of war. I’m not trying to list
conclusions, I’m really just trying
to explicate the disease that war is.
That’s really what I set out to do. I
wasn’t trying to write a book about
how not to go to war. That was never
the point. I just wanted to explain
what war did to you, and what war
did to societies, both the immediate
and the long term effects. I think the
more you’re aware of this, the more
you can guard against it. When you
understand the disease, and what
it’s doing to you, you can hopefully
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What can be done about it?
Not to use the language, not to
dehumanize the other, and turn
them into objects, not to fall for
that kind of euphoria, to be wary of
the narcotic of war. Not to become
intoxicated with self-exaltation.
What signposts do you see that
indicate that we’re a culture in
trouble?
We denigrate those who oppose us,
and we exalt ourselves. Reporting
becomes cheerleading, and the
state takes upon itself all sorts of
powers we would never give it in
peacetime. War is the same disease
no matter where you are. I think
we’ve folded in ourselves since 9/11

I don’t believe in just wars.
I believe some wars have
to be fought. But the notion of
‘just war’ I find difficult
to swallow.
take remedial measures to protect
yourself.
But you’re not a pacifist. You’re
not opposed to war.
No, I am opposed to war. But at
times I recognize that it’s inevitable.
I don’t believe in just wars. I believe
some wars have to be fought. But the
notion of ‘just war’ I find difficult to
swallow.
You write that war has been
sanitized. We’re at this point
today where there seems to
be societal picture, especially
after this war, that war can be a
bloodless policy instrument.
Well, that’s the lie we’ve been sold.
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CONSUMER IMPERIALISM
Charles Potts
( P RO L O G )

While our attention is distracted by Iraq
Take time to object to some of the other wars
The American empire is fighting concurrently as well, such as
The war in The Philippines, the war in Columbia,
The war in Korea, the war in Afghanistan,
The war in Israel, the war in Pakistan,
The war in Yemen, the war on Terror,
The war on poverty, the war on drugs,
The war on The Bill of Rights,
The war on common sense itself.
The war of America against the world
Can’t be about anything grander than
The president’s pathology and popularity.
Not since King Lear have speakers of English been mislead
By a leader so completely ‘round the bend.
Power is dangerous enough in the hands of ordinary plodders.
In the hands of the crazy and uneducated
The danger expands exponentially.
The last time Congress declared war was 1941.
62 years later the siege mentality still rules.

completely. We’ve squandered all of
the empathy that we had following
September 11.
Are you angry about the war in
Iraq?
Sad is probably a better word. It’s
tragic. Tragic is the word I’d use.
What can be done? Do we
embrace, and come to terms
with, the tragic?
I think that to the extent that we
can see war for what it is, and
war for what it does, both to those
arrayed against us and to ourselves,
that becomes the best antidote to
war. When you understand it, you
fear it.

ARTHUR
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The 18th century supposition behind the Separation of Powers, ie
Congress shall have the power to declare war;
The president shall be the commander in chief of the armed forces
Presupposed that a declaration of war would precede
Any armed forces to command
Since we devolved to a permanent military
With the president as the commander
We have perpetual war
With Congress towed along like the tail of a kite.
Someday we’ll lift the siege and see
The pitiful men behind the curtains pulling strings.
(continues)
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(continues)

CONSUMER IMPERIALISM
1

In 1946 the Truman Administration cobbled together policy
That will guide America and the United States into a grave:
Stimulate domestic consumption and search for foreign markets.
World War Two propelled Americans across the world
Destroying their distinguished isolation
And Woodrow Wilson’s doctrine of self determination of nations,
Putting Hershey Bars and atom bombs along with GI Joes
Into the world word bank
Along with the great American coinage, OK.
OK can mean anything from yes to you are on your own.
OK, if that’s the way you want it,
OK with me.

In 1946 the American people were hungry to forget
The Great Depression
With its soup lines, dust bowls and railroaded hobos
As the speculated roaring of the twenties simpered out into
The savage thirties whine.

“Baby, I am the bomb!”: a GLAMerican at play.

T he Good, the Bad,
And the Gl amor

The exact point in the relationship between
Dying early to save the system money and
Working to consume yourself to death efficiently
Hasn’t quite been worked completely out to policy maker’s actuarial satisfaction.
Americans stood 19th century Maytag frugality on its head:
Build it well and make it last,
Darn your socks, grind your wheat, make your own soap,
Do without until you can afford it,
Into a plastic credit card throw away civilization
Destroying the environment on the side as a
Mildly regrettable cost of doing business
Symbolized by the shopping cart in the trough with
Wal-Mart’s predatory criminal labor and retail practices.

For New York City activists the GLAMericans,
the medium is only half the message.
BY STEFFIE NELSON

“W

ar is tacky, darling,” proclaimed one of the many
sequined,
feathered,
glitter-encrusted signs which announced the
arrival of the GLAMericans, propeace activists comprised mostly
of artists, performers, journalists,
business owners, and the odd
living legend. Turned out in the
day’s suggested dress code of red,
white, and blue or New Orleans
jazz funeral black, this visible and
viable new force hit the New York
City pavement on a sunny March
afternoon to protest the war on Iraq.
Promenading and preening down
Broadway, very literally dancing in
the streets, the Glams drew in the

2

In the old days prior to 1946, except for Mexico, Louisiana, Oregon and the
Indians,
The United States government had confined its actual imperialism
To the Roosevelt Doctrine’s annual obligatory invasion of Latin America
With a few cruel Hawaiian exceptions such as when their empire of ironic
slaughter
Was taken to the limit in Aguinaldo’s Philippines
Led by Teddy Roosevelt’s “secret” admiration of the British Empire
Who goaded American into building a navy
Sufficiently enormous eventually to make the basket catch
Of the British Empire’s bases and other falling stock in the Atlantic Charter.
Post 1946 when imperialism became the way of life
Colonial wars piled up in the history books alongside Syngman Rhee’s Korea,
Hoh Chi Minh’s Viet Nam, Salvadore Allende’s Chile,
And Saddam Hussein’s broken Babylon.

“It’s about jobs,” George Bush the 1st gesticulated nervously
When asked to rationalize the Gulf War he’d goaded
The allies into reestablishing the British Empire’s toehold on the oily Emirate of
Kuwait.
The United States military has been under siege
Real or imagined,
Sometimes both; never neither,
Since the bombing of Pearl Harbor-Sixty plus years of the war that never stops.
It’s what these southern kleptocrats desire
Under siege like the Confederates
Where they lost the battles and built the shrines
The basis (es) of their military theocracy preys upon.
Semi-Colon half an asshole Powell used to claim with a straight face that
The exit strategy is the most important aspect of Colonial War.
There is no exit from Consumer Imperialism.

C O N S U M E R I M P E R I A L I S M , W O R L D WA R 3 . 1
World War 3.1 was a knife fight at 20,000 feet.
Have your will up to date.

Never lose sight of the fact that the “faith based initiative”
Which took out the twin towers of the World Trade Center
Was carried out by trainees of the CIA once removed
Unleashing a relentless wave of video military fascism.
(continues)
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thought we would put a new twist on
an activist movement, sort of sexing
up activism and making it not as
much about anti-things but more
about pro.”
At their public debut, as it were, in
Washington DC this past January,
the Glams discovered just how
powerful an impact they could have.
Accompanied by fifteen flamboyant
friends, including de facto image
consultant Machine Dazzle, who
wore a plumed army hat and carried
a sign reading “Baby, I am the bomb,”
the group happened upon the area
where the media was stationed,
and found themselves treated
like celebrities. “We couldn’t move

“If we went to the Mall of
America, I feel certain that we
could get people on board.”

Some of the secret history rarely gets recited in public
Like General Eisenhower’s perpetual overthrow by his CIA Army of
Governments in Guatemala, Iran, Cuba, The Congo, Indonesia and Vietnam.

12

Jeff Jackson

It might have been OK if they’d confined domestic consumption to
The simple facts of warm clothes, adequate housing, and nutritious meals,
The need for which food stamp Americans have in common with everybody else.
“One third of the nation is ill fed, ill clothed, ill housed,” FDR declaimed seventy
years ago.
It’s still true for radically different reasons one depression later.

§

crowds with chants like “Le peace,
c’est chic!” and banners reading
“make-up, not war.” One crafty tour de
force spelled out “fake fur, real peace”
in fuzzy letters—which, as it turned
out, were fashioned from scraps of
“scandalous” mink. At this admission
the group’s three founding members,
Bernhard Blythe, Troy Lambert, and
Erik Mercer, burst into laughter. One
thing the GLAMericans do not aim
to be is P.C.; looking good, however, is
a whole other issue.
Formed in late 2002 after the three
friends collectively decided that the
groundswell of anti-war sentiment
they had witnessed wasn’t getting
near the attention it deserved, the
GLAMericans aim to spread their
pro-peace messages by beating
the media at its own game and
appealing to the public’s hunger
for fun. Glambush, a benefit for
Not In Our Name held in February,
featured an anti-war fashion show
and a crowd of downtown luminaries.
Says Mercer, a psychotherapist, “We
thought, well, what gets attention
is sex and glamour and fun. So we

Jul y 2003

for hours,” exclaims Mercer. “We
were surrounded by people taking
pictures, interviewing us…I felt
like Madonna!” The crowds began
clamoring for handouts—a totally
foreign concept to these experienced
activists—and they knew they were
onto something. Lambert, a graphic
designer, says, “People look at us and
you can just see the light go off in
their eyes and in their head. They
ask us, ‘What are you? What are you
doing?’”
Though Lambert, Mercer, and
Blythe, all gay and in their mid30s, are “very far left” politically,
the GLAMericans try to maintain a
non-partisan position. Yet as Blythe,
a production designer, concedes,
“the administration is making it
very difficult for us.” Not that the
Democrats are making it any easier,
he is quick to add.
Mercer, who says that he would
“love to get Republicans in our group,”
shares his fantasy of a National Tour:
“If we went to the Mall of America, I
feel certain that we could get people
on board.” All they need is a sponsor.

A R T H U R
Bob Mackie are you listening?
Kathy Bell, a Pennsylvania activist
who came to New York alone to
participate in the mid-February rally,
spotted the “colorful” GLAMericans
assembling on the Public Library
steps and spent the day with them.
Bell recalls fondly, “Their welcoming
spirit touched a warm spot in my
heart. And, their style has influenced
each outfit I’ve chosen to wear to a
peace event since.”
Now
three
hundred-strong,
the Glams’ positive stance is in
stark opposition to the climate
of fear engendered by the Bush
administration. “They want us
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to get the charges dismissed, after
which they plan to sue the NYPD.
Says Moulding, “The whole point
is not to win a million dollars or
anything, the whole point is to
change policy so that all people, not
just people that I agree with, have a
right to peaceful expression of their
views.”
Moulding’s support is typical of
the reception with which the activist
community has met the newest kids
on the block. Lambert stresses the
community aspect and assures that
the GLAMericans are by no means
acting in a vacuum. “We bump a
lot of our ideas off our hardcore

Dressed like billionaires, they
carry signs reading “More Blood
For Oil” and “Stocks and Bombs.”
to be suspicious of one another,”
asserts Mercer. “The image of
America they’re presenting is one
of occupation and domination, of
militarism, and of fear. And we are
exactly the opposite: we are about
exuberance, community, coming
together, having fun, and that is
extremely political. I think there’s
an idea that politics have to be so
serious. There’s an intensely political
message in getting out there and
not playing into the politics of fear,
saying, ‘You can’t control us that
way.’”
Lambert and Blythe are equally
adamant that the core message of
the GLAMericans is not frivolous
or superficial. “We take the situation
seriously,” says Blythe. “We just
don’t take ourselves seriously.”
He cites the mission statement
posted on the group’s website
(www.glamericans.com),
which
concludes with the line “We believe
that war is bad for our country, bad
for our environment, and bad for our
travel plans.”
“’Bad for our travel plans’
sounds kind of self-centered and
indulgent, but it also means that as
Americans when we go places, we’re
embarrassed, and we’re ashamed,
and we’re worried about how we’re
going to be received by people. And
that’s not how I want to live. I want
to be seen as part of a country that
is actually doing positive things in
this world, and I don’t think that
we are… This sounds very Lord of
the Rings or whatever, but I feel like
the only way you counter darkness is
with light.”
A recent GLAM action took an
unfortunate turn toward the dark
side: In collaboration with Reclaim
The Streets and Circus Amok, the
GLAMericans staged a peaceful
8am protest across from the offices
of the war profiteering Carlyle
Group. Dressed like “billionaires”
they carried signs reading “More
blood for oil” and “Stocks and
Bombs.” Suddenly, without warning
to disperse or stating any charges,
the police descended and began
arresting people; in all, 115 people
spent the day in jail. Never losing
his sense of humor, Mercer chuckles
about the sight of drag queen Linda
Simpson “in Central Booking in a
little Chanel outfit.”
For writer and former ACT-UP
lawyer Karen Moulding, however,
who shared a cab to the action
with Simpson, the blatant injustice
was enough to make her dust off
her “Leftie public interest lawyer”
badge and decide to represent the
GLAMericans at no charge. As
ACT-UP’s primary lawyer during
the years 1992-97, Moulding brings
to the fledgling group a necessary
grounding in procedure and protocol.
In June those involved will motion

activist friends, the mainstream
activist groups,” he says. “So it’s
not like we’re doing this and just
winging it, we have experience, we
have many friends who support
us and give us feedback.” Their
next plan of action will most likely
be a voter registration drive in
partnership with a larger coalition
of New York City activists. And if
the Glams have their way, some
fabulous event will surely kick it
off. “I don’t think anyone sees us as
being opportunistic or sugar-coated,”
Lambert continues. “They see it as
‘you guys are doing your thing your
way, and you’re reaching so many
more people—more power to you.
And don’t forget to invite us to the
party.’”
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(continues)

Win the war on terrorism by training counter terrorists
To terrorize other people in a war on abstract nouns.
Government by sarcasm is an unfit substitute for self rule.
Help wanted: somebody to shovel the horseshit off the information superhighway.
.
With each side referring to the other side as evil
It makes one wonder if both sides are right.
Evil is that which has power over you.
God doesn’t take sides; that’s what makes God God.
Human beings have no faith in their own story,
So they drag in God as the author of
Their Christian and Moslem shenanigans.
Flying hijacked commercial airliners into the World Trade Center and Pentagon
Was a reckless act of freedom
Rather than an attack on it or democracy as claimed by the unelected
President Bush who obtained office by judicial fraud,
Hardly an unimpeachable spokesman for Democracy.
There was no attack on
The Samuel J. Tilden New York Public Library or
The Statue of Liberty.
That would have been an attack on Freedom and Democracy.
The world trade towers were a symbol all right:
A symbol of the Rockefeller brothers’ capacity
To manipulate the public policy of the
New York and New Jersey Port Authorities into
Rescuing some of their down in the mouth real estate
At the lower end of Manhattan.
The attack was on World Trade and Consumer Imperialism.
The design competition will create a monument to the victims.
How about creating a world trade system that is fair to all participants?
Now that would be an enduring monument.
War is now perpetual when it used to be punctuated by peace.
America is a winner’s tragedy; freedom destroyed in a pitiful exercise to save it.
(continues)
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E T T U B RU T É ?

“There’s nothing left of Caesar except a salad and a haircut.”
—Klipschutz

Caesar, Julius, who
Killed half the able bodied of France
To bring those reluctant frogs
Into a Roman pond

Snooty English liberal Alan Moore
reviews our governments’ recent activities.

Who bridged the Rhein near Speyer
In ten short days
Without an environmental impact statement
Or German permission.

H

ere’s a joke: What do you call an
eight-year-old Iraqi kid with no
arms, surviving family members, or
unblackened skin below his waist? I
don’t know. I was shouting at the TV
and I didn’t catch his name. Don’t
worry if you don’t get it. We’ll no doubt
be telling it again in another dozen
years or so. And still not getting it.
It’s the repetition that grinds us
down. All this Groundhog Day shit. The
history classes of the twenty-second
century, assuming that we can be
bothered to hold one, will hate us for
doing everything twice and messing up
their grades. “So which Bush was Gulf
War II again? Was that the wimp or the
chimp?”
The British have been running this
bayonet-porn loop for more than a
millennium, since the 1090s and the
first Crusades, waged to safeguard
holy Christian sites (which, being
also Muslim sacred places, were
not actually threatened in the first
place) rather than for Freedom and
Democracy, although strangely enough
the invading forces were even then led
by Franks.
Back then, those territories blocked
England’s access to the Silk Road, but
that wasn’t why we were going to war.
It was those Christian monuments
we were concerned about. Richard the
Lionheart addresses his men with that
Tony Blair weasel-in-a-slaughterhouse
look in his eyes: “Look, okay, I know
there’s always a conspiracy theory, but
I can honestly say this is not about
silk.”
Fast forward to the early twentieth
century and we find Britain still
stoically putting the Mess into
Mesopotamia. While Johnny Arab had
helped us out against the evil Turk,
we now needed his oil to lubricate the
gears of burgeoning British industry,
and that necessitated a regime-change.
Thus we liberate the area, and set it on
its proper path towards Iraq and Ruin.
Forty years later, with Britain
still running the country, we have
Winston Churchill proclaiming that
he has no serious objection to RAF
aeroplanes bombing rebellious Kurd
natives with poison gas. As with so
many great cultural high points like,
say, concentration camps, chips, or
colonialism, you’ll find that the British
are usually ahead of the curve.
Around about this time, during the
1930s, Prescott Bush had made the
family fortune through his business
deals with the Third Reich (he was even
able to make a gift of Hitler’s dinner
service to the Skull & Bones fraternity),
these carried out enthusiastically and

Comilitones, he intoned,
I have crossed the Rubicon.
Cut the Gordian Knot
As Alexander did.
Cut the umbilical cord
Across his mother’s belly
Up out from down under her narrow birth canal.
This is the way to the Cesarean section.
Not everybody born by the knife
Can grow up to be both
The Queen of Bithnyia
And the Emperor of Rome.
My fellow toddlers it is still
Government by assassination.
We can’t avoid the history of
The Meiji Restoration and Eisenhower’s CIA.
Brutus honey, is that you?
American presidents elected every twenty years since Lincoln
In zero years to match their accomplishments
Have either been assassinated or the attempt was made:
Garfield, McKinley, Harding, Roosevelt, Kennedy, Reagan.
Among these august dead did the living
Have even half a chance?
What if Bush the younger
Brought into office by black robes
In the year of double zeros
Would take a silver bullet
To match the silver spoon
He’s been porking out in
The public lunch box with.
If some Shakespearean character in a play would say:
“Bush should be assassinated
To meet the rhythm test of history,”
She’d be making an observation
Not a threat.
Pity and terror are the Draino of literature
According to Aristotle and Herb Ruhm.
Therefor, making war on terror is an infringement
On poet’s rights.
Bring me the chicken Caesar
Hold the haircut.
Terror is half our stuff.
What’s next,
A war on pity?

T H E RO C K E T ’ S R E D G L A R E

The empire can be managed to a soft landing
Or it can be kicked apart
By the idiots who rule it and their intended victims.
The second half of the war on Iraq
Suggests the American empire will
Fight colonial wars ad infinitum
Until they exhaust themselves.
Poet CHARLES POTTS
lives in Walla Walla,
Washington, where he
operates The Temple
Bookstore, a temple
for poets. His Little Lord
Shiva: The Berkeley
Poems, 1968 was
recently reprinted by
Glass Eye Books.
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Knowing this doesn’t knock me out with happiness
But it would save protesters a lot of time
If they can agree it’s the inevitable
Fate of empires
Who imagine they’re immune to history
While merely being ignorant of it.
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profitably right up to the afternoon
in 1942 when Roosevelt screwed the
pooch by making trade with Nazi
Germany illegal. This, no doubt, came
as a great relief to Winston Churchill,
with England having been at war
against the Reich since 1939, and the
American diplomats in London urging
him repeatedly throughout those years
to take the side of Germany.
Now, since the late nineteenth
century, Millennialist Christians had
been lobbying the British Parliament
to create an Israeli homeland in
Palestine, their reasoning apparently
based on Biblical prophecy rather
than on political or humanitarian
considerations. If the prophecy of
God’s Chosen People coming to a home
within the Promised Land was fulfilled,
this would presumably be followed
by, successively, the Second Coming of
Christ and the Apocalypse. And you
have to admit, they were pretty much
on the money, except for all that second
coming shit.
When the Second World War ended
with its spectacular unveiling of the
world’s first genuine weapon of mass
destruction, the momentum to create a
Jewish State had become considerable.
Taking advantage of advances in
technology and thus media coverage
that war had brought, a group of
Zionist freedom-fighters (including in
their ranks a young Menachim Begin)
bombed a British Army Canteen in
the area. The way in which this drew
world media attention to what would
be an ultimately successful cause
quite clearly created the modern
concept of, uh, freedom fighting, and
gave all subsequent freedom fighters
an excellent workable model to follow:
blow stuff up and get on television.
Of course, it turned out that the Land
Without A People wasn’t seen in quite
that light by, well, the Palestinians,
as an example. This led to all sorts of
trouble, but within a couple of decades,
Israel had the cushion of a number of
Pro-Western regimes that had been
established in the area, such as that
of much-missed torture impresario the
Shah of Iran. The oil, not that this has
ever been about oil, was relatively safe.
Then Jimmy Carter somehow wins
the ‘76 elections, appoints clean-up
crusader Stansfield Turner as head
of the C.I.A. and subsequently halts
clandestine C.I.A. cash payments to
Iran’s mercenary Ayatollahs, made on
the understanding that the clerics would
ignore the torture and imprisonment of
ordinary Muslims, and would leave
the Shah alone. Naturally, that went
down real well, and by 1979 the Shah
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had been deposed, fundamentalist
Ayatollah Ruhollah Khomeini was in
charge of Iran and had taken an planefull of American hostages to show he
meant business.
Perhaps not entirely coincidentally, it
was around this time that the Western
powers found it in their best interests
to support the military government of
handsome forty-two year old Saddam
Hussein in neighboring Iraq. He
may have been a psychopath and
murderer, but at least he wasn’t an
Islamic fundamentalist, and he was
our psychopath and murderer, just
like President Marcos had been “Our
son-of-a-bitch” in the Philippines, and
Slobodan Milosevic was the Balkan we
could do business with.
During the inevitable Iran-Iraq War,
we helpfully supplied Saddam with
the munitions and the poison gas he
used on the Iranians. In fact, that’s how
we can be so certain that Saddam has
hidden weapons of mass destruction
like, say, anthrax or Sarin gas: Donald
Rumsfeld (whose company was selling
these aforementioned commodities to
the Iraqi dictator until just before the
first Gulf War in 1991) was thoughtful
enough to keep all the receipts.
But while Johnny Iraqi had helped
us out against the evil Iranians, it now
looked like he might be thinking of
acquiring all his country’s oil wealth for
himself, along with that of neighboring
Kuwait. We were fairly certain about
this last point, since according to
several reports, Saddam’s minions
had been in touch with Madeline
Albright at the U. S. State Department
regarding whether the U. S., as a valued
ally and weapons-provider, would have
any objection to such an invasion. The
State Department didn’t say no. Which
brings us to the first Gulf War, courtesy
of former C.I.A. operative and Nixonbooster George Herbert Walker Bush.
After staging what amounted to a
brilliantly media-managed Arms Fair
in the region (where after all most
prospective
arms-customers
were
conveniently situated), Bush senior
seemed to lack the necessary resolve
to finish off Saddam Hussein’s regime,
perhaps because of his most senior
military advisor’s firm assurances that
such a move would almost certainly
lead to the Iraqi leader, with nothing
to lose, launching weapons of mass
destruction at Israel and precipitating
“Armageddon in the Middle East”.
Interestingly, the same advisor, whose
views are believed to be identical with
those of Bush senior, made exactly the
same point when advising against the
current Iraqi conflict, but presumably
the younger Bush, possessing even
less of “the vision thing” than his father,
was not persuaded. Cue one thousand
points of light over Baghdad.
The elder Bush had not, it turns out,
been the first to offer other Middle
Eastern powers relief from the widelydespised
Saddam.
Accomplished
American-trained freedom fighter and
millionaire heir to a Saudi builder,
Osama Bin Laden, fresh from having
successfully repelled the evil Soviet
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Union from Afghanistan at the
request of the U. S., apparently tried
unsuccessfully to persuade the Saudis
that his growing band of Mujahedin
freedom-fighters, AI Qaeda, could
remove Saddam if only permitted to
base themselves within Saudi Arabia.
Perhaps mindful of how difficult it
might be getting rid of AI Qaeda after
such a conflict was concluded, the
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have mistaken for an episode of The
Dukes of Hazard if only there’d been
a little banjo music playing in the
background. Elected by the slenderest,
some would say actually non-existent
majority, George Walker Bush the
younger obviously needed something
to make him appear legitimate if he
was to hang onto office long enough
to accomplish all that his corporate

That’s how we can be so certain that
Saddam has hidden weapons of mass
destruction like, say, anthrax or Sarin gas:
Donald Rumsfeld (whose company was selling
these commodities to the Iraqi dictator)
was thoughtful enough to keep all the receipts.
Saudis declined and instead placed
their trust (disloyally, it seemed to the
grudge-prone Bin Laden) in America.
With retrospect, you can see how this
carefully-balanced, teetering pile of
megalomaniacs was beautifully set
up, and only needed one disaster to
be escalated into almost unbelievable
catastrophe.
That disaster happened at the 2000
U. S. elections, which many of us might
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backers required of him. Surrounding
himself with enthusiastically prowar figures such as Dick Cheney
and Donald Rumsfeld (who’d been
recommending an invasion of Iraq
to safeguard oil supplies since 1998),
Deathrow Dubya announced during
the early months of his administration
that the time had come to wage a war
on Terror, taking in such rogue states
as Afghanistan and Iraq.
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Afghanistan was, at that time, the
Bush administration’s first priority. A
pipeline through Afghanistan with
which the estimated thirty trillion
dollars’ worth of oil remaining in the
former Soviet Union could be pumped
to the Gulf, reducing the United
States’ worrying dependence on Arab
resources, was a favored option by
the U.S. oil corporations in the 1990s.
Clearly, such hopes were dashed by
the emergence of the strongly anti-U..
S. Taliban regime during the decade’s
later years, and just as clearly it would
have been against International Law
to overthrow a country’s leadership
simply because they didn’t comply with
American commercial interests.
At this point it was recalled that
former anti-Soviet Mujahedin hero
Osama Bin Laden was believed to be
residing, with his AI Qaeda cohorts,
in Afghanistan. The U.S. had semilegitimate reasons for wishing to
pursue Bin Laden, since he had, after
all, been behind that first terrorist
bomb at the WTC, and also behind the
attacks on America’s African embassies.
Accordingly, during a diplomatic
summit taking place over the Summer
of 2001 and subtitled “Brainstorming
Afghanistan”, American diplomats
communicated with the Taliban
using the intermediary of Pakistan,
informing them during the informal
“phase two” period of the meeting that
the U. S. would be launching a War
Against Terror sometime in September,
invading Afghanistan for the purposes
of unearthing the AI Qaeda leader. This
information was presumably passed on
to Osama Bin Laden by his contacts
in the Taliban and, unsurprisingly
given that the Pentagon war-machine
has promised to descend upon him in
September whatever he did or didn’t do,
it seems he opted to get his retaliation
in first.
Following
the
Twin
Towers
attack, with the war on Afghanistan
successfully underway, Dick Cheney
retired from his executive position
at the company engaged in building
nuclear plants in North Korea, just
in time for George Bush Junior to
announce his rogue-state shopping
list, the Axis of Evil, with Iran and
North Korea right there following
Iraq. Mind you, on taking up the office
of Vice President, Dick “The Man of a
Thousand Faces” Cheney also declared
that he was not currently being paid by
Iraqi reconstruction contract winners
Halliburton. This was technically
true, but only due to Cheney’s new
arrangement with the company where,
for tax reasons, they’d agreed to only
pay him every six months.
With the Afghani war wrapped
up in its half-assed, inconclusive
way and Saddam next in the Bush
administration’s sights, we were
assured that any attack on Iraq would
be only engaged in for the purposes of
ridding Saddam of whatever nuclear,
chemical or bio-weaponry he still
possessed. This was definitely not
about oil, whatever those cynics who
pointed out all the American main
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player’s links with energy corporations,
or the fact that Condoleezza Rice
actually has an oil tanker named after
her, might suggest.
Then, during those months the U.S.
and U.K. required to get sufficient
forces for invasion to the Gulf, when
they pretended to give a shit about
what Hans Blix found or didn’t find, in
face of the continued non-discovery of a
clearly smoking warhead, they changed
tack and made the Saddam regime’s
supposed links with AI Qaeda and other
terrorist organizations the focus of
their self-justification. It was suggested
that old weapons lying around in Iraq
could fall into the hands of terrorists,
although why any would-be terrorists
would look for raw materials in Iraq,
the world’s most heavily monitored
country, when there’s pounds of the
stuff going for a song out in the wilds
of the largely bankrupt former Soviet
Union is anybody’s guess. The touted AI
Qaeda linkage also disappears before
the simple fact that Saddam Hussein
is a secular leader, while AI Qaeda are
a bunch of headcase Islamist fanatics
sworn to depose the hated unbeliever
from his seat of power, or else wait for
the coalition of the willing to do it for
them.
As the long-established start-date
for the war approached with no clear
evidence for its necessity having
emerged, the coherence and authority
of the United Nations turned out to
be its first casualty. This venerable
institution was cast as a laughing
stock purely for its refusal to state
that black was white upon America’s
say-so. The arguments and evidence
served lukewarm by the coalition were
a laughable, moronic embarrassment
(like
that
British
Intelligence
document detailing Saddam’s WMDs
that Colin Powell seemed so impressed
by, and which turned out to have been
mostly copied from a graduate thesis
written by a Californian student more
than ten years earlier), but for anyone
to actually laugh or to point this out
was spun by the Bush administration
as equivalent to a bunch of smug and
snooty French intellectuals pissing
on the dead of the Twin Towers while
eating snails and taking Jerry Lewis
seriously. Apparently, you’re either for
us, or against us. This means, effectively,
that unless we are all willing to accept
every word that comes from the
mouth of former cokehead, allegedly
recovered alcoholic and corporate
fraudster George W. Bush as literally
God’s own truth, then we must expect
to be regarded and treated as actual
members of AI Qaeda.
The WTC plane-bombings, for the
Bush administration that provoked
them in the first place, failed
conspicuously to prevent them and
then shamelessly exploited this awful
human tragedy for the advancement
of its own shitty little agendas, have
become the sacred touchstone of this
proposed “War without end.” Any
previously unthinkable political action
can be instantly validated by the magic
words 9-11, in much the same way as
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Ariel Sharon’s government in Israel can
make horrific moral and humanitarian
issues simply vanish by mentioning the
Holocaust. The logic seems to be that if
anything sufficiently dreadful has ever
been done to you in the past, then you
have complete license to do dreadful
things to everyone else, forever. This, of
course, is a logic that would set serial
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the moral high ground, squandering
public sympathy as if neither nation
ever expected to have further need for
such a thing.
Which brings us back to the current
Iraqi conflict, the way in which it has
rolled inexorably into being despite the
glaring lack of proof for its necessity,
despite the condemnation of the world’s

“Monstrous things have been done to us,
so therefore its okay to behave
monstrously.” It is George Bush’s logic,
and also that of Osama Bin Laden.
Or any four-year-old boy, for that matter.
killers from bad homes free to kill as
they pleased, would even provide them
with the necessary chainsaws and
electrical tape. It is a logic that states
“Monstrous things have been done to
us, so therefore its okay to behave
monstrously.” It is George Bush’s logic,
and also that of Osama Bin Laden. Or
any four-year-old boy, for that matter.
As a result of following this logic, it
seems that since the September of
2001, America and Israel have been
competing against each other in a
breathtaking downhill slalom from
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religious leaders and the previously
unimaginable millions worldwide who
marched against the war in February.
Because, in a way, it’s actually true
when they say that this war is not
about oil...or at least, not entirely about
oil. It is, as they say, an “effects-based
campaign.” Part of its major intended
“effect” must presumably be to terrify
other potential enemies into submission
by convincing them the worlds last
Superpower/first
Ultrapower
has
fallen into the hands of a shrieking,
masturbating lower primate and
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is now constantly a hair’s-breadth
away from going absolutely foaming
fucking mad and killing everybody. It
almost makes you long for the cosy and
nostalgic days of the Nixon/Kissinger
“Madman” ruse. I mean, say what you
like about Richard Nixon, but he was at
least enough of a human being to know
that he was wretched and cursed, and
to writhe and lie in order to conceal his
shame. George W. Bush, on the other
hand, has been Damned so long it looks
like Saved to him. Being blissfully
unburdened by moral considerations,
anyone questioning the ethics of his
administration will he met with that
same half-amused, half-genuinely
puzzled look in those remarkably
closely-spaced eyes. Clearly, we don’t
get it. He’s the President of the United
States. He can do whatever the fuck
he likes. Isn’t that what the job’s all
about? Doesn’t it say that in, oh, the
Constitution or the Declaration of
Independence or one of those other
pieces of ass-wipe that he means
to read if he ever finishes The Very
Hungry Caterpillar?
Another effect of this effects-based
strategy is presumably to intimidate
and stifle opposition back home in
the Land of the Free and the Home
of the Brave itself. Buy a “Give Peace
a Chance” Tshirt and prepare to take
your next shit blindfolded in Camp
X-Ray. So that’s the Free taken care
of. And by occasionally giving the
electorate another squirt of Orange
Alert, George “The Omen II” Bush can
apparently reduce the Brave to sitting
at home in their Hefty XXL Haz-chem
suits with the windows taped up. As for
any hold-out mouthy liberal celebrities,
with the noble exception of Michael
Moore, they can probably be convinced
that discretion is the better part of
valor, if only by taking a peep at the
hate-mail received by poor old Martin
Sheen for portraying an American
President who is unlike George Walker
Bush (This last point frankly confuses
even keen America-watchers such as
myself. I mean, I saw The Dead Zone,
and I’ve got to say that I thought Sheen
really had that dot-eyed fundamentalist
fuckwit down.)
Perhaps the most important effect
is the message sent to the rest of the
world, which would seem largely to
be the announcement of a new age of
American unilateralism. (As one senior
U. S. military source said regarding the
real reasons for a war on Iraq, “We did
it because it was doable.”) If America
decides that the assassination of foreign
heads of state is now permissible,
whatever international law might have
to say on the subject, then that’s just
how it is. If America decides that it will
stand alone in not recognizing the new
International Criminal Court in The
Hague then America has the military
power to insist upon that stance, and
it seems that military power has it
all over that moral authority stuff
that used to be so much of an issue.
Might turned out to make right after
all. Bullies everywhere punch first the
air and then their wives in celebration.
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And of course, having made it plain that
America no longer feels that it needs
friends or allies amongst the world
community, this tends to put the burden
of responsibility for the relationship
upon those increasingly nervous former
allies themselves. The question becomes
not “How much do we genuinely like
America?” but “How scared of them are
we? Wouldn’t it be better to be inside
the American tent and pissing out?”
This would certainly seem to be the
position that Tony Blair has taken.
Swearing allegiance to George Bush
and his policy makers, Blair has
obviously been prepared to alienate
most of his own party, the greater
part of the British population and
a disturbingly large section of his
former friends in what we laughingly
refer to as “the European community”.
That’s how important it was to him.
He would echo every pronouncement
from the Oval Office, and then would
express his deep indignation at the
way in which most of the world’s
people continued to see him as “Bush’s
poodle.” One can only imagine how
cross he’d be if the phrase “Bush’s cockpuppet” achieved similar currency.
Now, though, with the seeming
collapse of any organized Iraqi
resistance
and
the
apparent
disappearance of Saddam Hussein and
most of his Ba’ath party inner circle, it
seems that any moral considerations
that existed before or during the war
have been somehow retroactively
neutralized
by
this
ambiguous,
heavily qualified victory. The Hawks
feel vindicated. They showed all those
peaceniks that they could invade
Iraq after all, and seemingly fail to
remember that the debate wasn’t
about whether they could, but whether
they should. Wasn’t there some stuff
about weapons of mass destruction
that Saddam would be sure to deploy
if he had nothing left to lose? Weapons
that even the highly motivated,
specially-created-to-retroactivelyjustify-the-war “US-movic” forces
have thus far failed to find any sign
of. A minor quibble. Let’s gloss over
it and get on with the victory parades
and the award ceremonies. George
and Dick, having been conveniently
occupied elsewhere during that Viet
Nam thing, finally get to take part,
albeit from a safe distance, in a real,
honest-to-gosh war. Tony gets a special
Ellis Island medal, and perhaps a
decoder ring. The Iraqi people get their
freedom and democracy, although that
means that the Shi’ar majority will
almost certainly vote in an Ayatollah,
and reject America. Or at least, they
will if that big demonstration in
Karbala chanting “No to America, No
to Saddam! Yes, yes, Islam!” the other
day was anything to go by. The Kurds
get Kirkuk. The Turks get cross. AI
Qaeda and Islamic Jihad, get a free
recruitment drive. And I guess we’ll
just have to wait and see how many
Tim McVeighs or John Mohammeds
Author ALAN MOORE lives in (both Gulf veterans) came home from
Northampton, England. He
was interviewed at length the war with a party in their head this
in our previous issue.
time round.
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This, in many ways, whatever it
sounds like, is a best-case scenario in
that it makes the fairly unreasonable
assumption that the “War in Iraq” was
that three or four weeks of blowing
our own people to bits in green-tinted
pillhead night vision sandstorms
that we’ve all just seen on television,
and that it’s over now. This assumes
that the U. S. is not going to get
pinned down, for years or perhaps
decades, as an occupying force in an
area largely hostile to its presence
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tinderbox in the world. Do the math,
as they say.)
And meanwhile the world is
gradually divided into Terrorists and
Crusaders, white stetsons and black
turbans. We have a war whose aims
are so flexible and ambiguous that it
could keep running for decades, simply
hopping from rogue state to rogue
state, designating new enemies as
required if it ever looks like the wheels
are going to fall off our current Axis of
Evil. This is the world that we consider

The world is gradually divided
into Terrorists and Crusaders,
white stetsons and black turbans.
and already fraught with explosive
religious tensions. It assumes that
when the older British troops in this
conflict ventured the opinion that Iraq
could turn into “another Northern
Ireland,” all they meant was that
there would be more Guinness themebars and that you could maybe dye
the Euphrates green on St. Pat’s Day.
(Actually, to be strictly fair, there are
significant differences between Iraq
and Northern Ireland. One of these
is that Ireland is relatively isolated
in the midst of the cold and wet North
Atlantic, whereas Iraq is slam in the
middle of the hottest, driest political

ARTHUR

§

an appropriate gift for our children,
and for their children. And when they
look up at us with wide eyes and ask
how we got rid of all those weapons of
mass destruction, we’ll tell them that
we developed a marvelous Massive
Ordnance Air-Burst device specially to
do just that. Imagine their little faces:
Shock. Awww.
So, Islam good, America bad, is that
what we’re saying? Of course not.
Islam is a noble and humane faith that
unfortunately suffers from having
no clear earthly chain of command,
with a resulting vulnerability to selfappointed holy men who may wish
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to lead Islam into terrible conflicts,
often against itself. Islam is one of the
most important wellsprings of world
culture, and if it wishes to preserve
its considerable integrity into the
foreseeable future, it needs to get its
own house in order and do its best
to isolate any dangerous crackpots
who do not represent the ordinary,
peace-loving average Muslim (much
the same thing could of course be said
about Christianity and Judaism. Islam
hardly has a monopoly on blinkered
sectarian fanatics whom we’d all be
better off without).
How about America, then? Aren’t
all of us snooty European liberals
anti-American these days? Of course
not. Who told you that? What, we’re
anti Duke Ellington, Tom Waits,
Herman Melville, Jackson Pollock,
Chester Himes, Emperor Norton, Patti
Smith, Tex Avery, Dorothy Parker,
Edgar Allan Poe, Orson Welles, Billie
Holliday, Raymond Chandler, Kathy
Acker, Edwin Starr, Nina Simone,
Raymond Carver, Paul Robeson, Bob
Dylan, Chuck Berry, Emily Dickinson
Lou Reed, Wilhelm Reich, Thomas
Alva Edison, Jimi Hendrix, Captain
Beefheart, William Burroughs, Emma
Goldman, Jack Kerouac, William
Faulkner, Walt Whitman, Spike Lee,
Allen Ginsberg, John Waters, Matt
Groening, The Sopranos, Robert
Crumb, Damon Runyon, Woody
Guthrie, Edward Hopper and all the
thousands of other wonderful people
who express what the gigantic, unruly,
thundering heart of America is really
all about? No. You’re a great country,
but you (and the rest of the world) got
Bushwhacked. A spooky little clique
who for some considerable while
contented themselves with being
part of America’s un-elected Shadow
Government have now stepped boldly
up into the footlights, where they feel
(perhaps correctly) that they can now
do or say whatever they want, and that
nobody can or will do anything about
it. They’re ready for their close-up, Mr.
DeMille. There is no longer any need
for secrecy or shadows. Covert wars
were so last century, don’t you think?
This is 2003, and they can be as overt
as they like, dividing up the millennial
pie with the fuhrer’s silverware.
As for the rest of us, if we’re all not
very careful, we could get dragged into
a ruinously destructive and avoidable
ongoing sprawl of war with the
Islamic world, a culture every bit as
astonishing and important as our own.
A culture with which an exchange
of information rather than missiles
would surely be to the greater benefit
of all concerned. Let’s have a bit less
cheap Shock here, and a bit more
genuine Awe. Or at the very least, if
we can’t manage Awe, simple Respect.
Respect for others, and, even more
importantly, respect for ourselves.
There hasn’t been much of it around
lately, between the Freedom Fries and
the Friendly Fire.
So, you: give ’im ’is country back.
And you: smarten yourself up a bit
Peace out.
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Life D u r i n g W a r t i m e
From the journals of musician-artist-activist David Byrne...

T

are in NY and the USA, with the
implication that the USA has lost its
mind; they wonder if it is true, as it
seems from here, that the country is
blindly going along with George Bush
and his fascist pals. I talk briefly with
Bill Forsythe, director of the ballet here,
who says he recently called his sister or
some family member in Colorado and
that they are all gung-ho for the war,
and Bill said, really? And they also said
that they’d just cancelled their trip to
NY, as they are afraid of getting gassed,
wary of the code orange alert that was
issued a week ago-Bill said, “Really?
Have you seen Bowling For Columbine?
You live in Littleton, after all. They’ve

hese are excerpts from a journal/
diary. Obviously I’ve taken out
all the personal stuff and left only the
notes referring to the war, or rather, the
invasion of Iraq. This makes me seem
like a bit of an obsessive-all the rest of
my life has been edited out and only the
anger and paranoia remains. I’d prefer
a life with the anger and paranoia
edited out, but it seems that won’t be in
the cards this year.
Feb 9
Dinner at GM’s birthday at Savoy-lots
of New York Times, New Yorker and
other writers present whom I didn’t
know—Don DeLillo at least I knew.
A situation where I couldn’t jump up
and leave easily, so I guess I wasn’t
going to manage to sneak out and
see those Icelandic bands downtown.
Surprisingly, after some chit-chat
with my surrounding diners the topic
inevitably turned to the war and
soon got very heated. The New Yorker
writer next to me, for example—a
young, attractive woman—said, “the
French are always a problem, they’ve
CAUSED this problem; so many of
these Arab intellectual problem people
studied there, and their philosophers,
Derrida etc., are all sympathetic”—this
is a paraphrase, but you get the idea. It
just went on from there. A surprising
number surrounding me were gung-ho
for the war. None are dummies, but
it’s surprising how they toe the Bush
propaganda line and don’t see it as
propaganda at all. I actually shouted
at one point (saying it wasn’t just the
French—if you’re going to slander those
who disagree with this policy then
you’d better deal with the Russians
and Germans too at this point) Their
position is that the success of the
U.S. intervention in Bosnia justifies
the use of military intervention, but
that took place after how many years
of vacillating, and with at least a few
other nations backing, no? Milosevic
and co were actually still involved in
their ethnic cleansing campaign when
NATO began bombing. Korea and
Turkey are now additional powder
kegs in the conversations, both of them
confusing issues and mostly avoided.
Yikes, what’s going on here?
It is amazing that this topic dominates
bourgeois dinner conversation—as it
should—but still, it’s a strange new
world. Again, I don’t feel comfortable
here. Yikes.
Feb 12
Well, I guess I felt pushed over the
edge by last night’s dinner. Decided to
see if I can take out a New York Times
full-page anti-war ad and recruit other
musicians to lend their names and
cash, as the thing might cost as much
as $80,000! Josh at Luaka Bop has
been helpful, thanks to his experience
with the Beasties’ Tibet efforts.
Danielle and I did a rough layout, and
Josh brought in a coordinator, a guy
named David Fenton who’s done lots of
political ads—and in this case Fenton
had just met with Russell Simmons,
who guaranteed that he, Jay-Z, Mos
Def and Puff Daddy are in. MoveOn
(the organization that has organized
some of the marches) has agreed to
cover half the cost if need be, which
is a relief.
Osama is using the impending
war to his own advantage (despite
his undisguised dislike for Saddam)
and is calling for more attacks on the
U.S. Our government’s response is to
suggest that we stock up on water and
duct tape.
Feb 19
The anti-war ad is coming together
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Before the war began, I sawed off a finger
From the body of an angelica root
It is known as a protector of children
And is feminine in shape
I boiled and consumed it,
then walked the hills feeling melted,
thinly contained like the husky flowers
blowing on the slope
though I kept an eye keened on the
fresh poison oak as well

nicely. Russell Simmons brought in
a bunch of rap and R&B artists; my
favorite is Missy Elliot, but many are
impressed that 50 Cent has joined, as
he has the #1 record in the country at
the moment. Massive Attack and Blur
fell in at the last minute. We’ve almost
got enough…I suspect that by the
Monday morning placement deadline
we’ll have a few more, and that will
be enough. Almost got enough money,
too. Odd that the rappers have declined
to contribute cash (they who sell more

alliance. Evidently that generation feel
they have had a lot to thank America
for-from the guilt over the war, then
the Marshall plan and the post-war
miracle—but now it seems they feel
America, or at least Bush, has stepped
over the line. Bush has broken a trust
that has existed for generations and
was worth untold millions in economic
stability and goodwill. Whooops.
Pascal, who is a fashion retoucher and
is supervising a picture book by Roni
Horn, is anti-war as well, but although

Bush has broken a trust with
Europe that has existed for
generations and was worth untold
millions in economic stability
and goodwill. Whoops.
records than the rest of us combined),
claiming they have other Black causes
that they also support. Well, OK. Some
others, not surprisingly, claim shortage
of funds, but most pledge something or
other. I’m thrilled, truly, that this has
come together.
Feb 21 Göttingen, Germany
I’m here overseeing the printing of
an art book. This evening some of the
folks involved have dinner together at
a local Italian place, Gerhard, Pascal,
Amy and I. The talk turns to politics
as I mention that my Times ad is going
ahead and that I’m thrilled about the
list of names. I say that while it all
may seem obvious here in Europe, in
the U.S. dissent has been stifled and
ignored so it is a bold move for many of
the musicians to speak out and to add
their name to the list. Gerhard notes
that this is the first time his parents’
generation, one that has remained
staunchly pro-American since WWII,
has broken with that unspoken
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he’s French he’s even more vehemently
anti-French. He maintains that the
French aversion to the war isn’t due
to humanitarian qualms but rather it’s
because they have business dealings
with Iraq and hope to expand those
deals in the future. They’re afraid that
U.S. troops entering Baghdad will find
and reveal contracts, deals and more
relations with the French.
Feb 23 Frankfurt
At the TAT [an alternative performance
center] I listen to an artist named
Thomas Bayern (sp?) do a wonderful
but somewhat nonsensical talk about
highways that twist into Mobius shape
and run upside-down and about how
to model such things in cardboard.
As if it’s the most natural problem
in the world. As if everyone has been
scratching their heads wondering “how
the hell can we get the cardboard to
bend this way?” He is an older man who
speaks like a sensible lunatic.
A few people here ask me how things
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Now the war is in its full bloodThe mirage has disappeared
In a strafing of bombs
And torn off arms
At first I was frozen like a lizard
About to be offed by an amphibious conveyance
In the middle of some lonely arid road
On an even lonelier planet
Under siege by Pluto’s massive beam
Of energy that can rip up a building
I try to repaint the surface of the earth
On this paper but colors bleed
And the brush is thirsty
But I can’t siphon off the red and black
fast enough to save the thing
Its cruel to fill the heart with lead in Spring
When lilacs want you to start a baby
Yet not even burning oil wells in hell
Can stop them
Or the girls who pick them
And love to belly dance on the killing floor
All over the round world
Like Kore before she was
raped down into the underworld
And the echoes of the Delphic Oracle
Come up through every vaporous fissure
“A great leader will die if you go to war”.
I stand at the steaming compost heap
And admire the deer family that have returned
After a long winter
Then the gunshot comes that I feared
But the foliage is too dense
To see what has happened
I call the police but they are busy
putting people in jail
Who have lodged themselves between
Earth and hell, laid down at that intersection
Clogging the major arteries
While Bhagdad is massacred
Hot summer predicted with a big ozone hole
Grain silos might combust
I turn over a wren that lies dead
In the back yard for no apparent reason.
She did not give sustenance to any living creature
And the silencing of her beautiful throat
Has made this dell of Persephone more hollow
I bring it to the road where at least the vultures
can take its flesh for their flesh
Two miles away a friend turns
the engine of a huge truck and it sputters along,
converted to run on rapeseed oil
it climbs the hill, solid as an ox
and just then I notice that the red fist
of a flower opened has opened
in last night’s full pierce of moon.

Poet AMY TRUSSELL lives in Santa Rosa, California. Plus, she runs an indie
record label with a friend. That’s about all we know.
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ADVERTISING PARODY. NOT TO BE TAKEN SERIOUSLY. WHILE MORE OFTEN THAN NOT DONALD RUMSFELD ENDORSES MILITARY ACTION AS A FOREIGN POLICY, THERE IS NO EVIDENCE THAT HE HAS ERECTILE DYSFUNCTION AND
T H U R MEN, WOMEN
J u l AND
y CHILDREN
2 0 0 3INJURED OR KILLED BY HIS BRIGHT IDEAS MAKES HIM HAPPY OR HORNY. ISN’T IT?
FURTHERMORE IT WOULD BE “RIDICULOUS” (IN HIS WORDS) TO SAY THAT THE MISERY A
OF RUNFORTUNATE
IN ADDITION AS FAR AS ARTHUR KNOWS THE SURGEON GENERAL HAS MADE NO OFFICIAL HEALTH WARNINGS IN REGARDS TO MILITARY ACTION (OR SERVICE) YET.

24

A R T H U R

A G A I N S T

E M P I R E

got you, you know? Scared, irrational,
hiding—that’s where they want you.”
The Times ad has run today, and it
looks great.
Feb 27, NYC
Did a press conference with Russell
Simmons, Lou Reed, Roseanne Cash
and Tom Andrews, the ex-senator from
Maine who is leading the Win Without
War movement. I’m optimistic; though
we are a pathetic showing, I sense
that we’re the tip of the iceberg, and
that the rest of it will heave into view
sooner rather than later now that
we’ve broken ground.
Feb 28
Did a phone interview with USA
Today.com, in which readers write in
their questions and comments. It was
about the antiwar movement and the
Musicians United ad. Most questions
were aggressive and challenging:
“What gives YOU [me, the sort-of
celebrity] the right to speak out and
foist your opinion on us? What makes
YOU the expert?” Sort of a reasonable
question, if aggressively put.
The interviewer/moderator was nice,
and in the end said she didn’t forward
me some of the nastier ones that said,
“move to France!” Nice to know that
the “love it or leave it” concept is
back after ducking its ugly head postVietnam. Later, as the venom sank
in, I got a real chill, realizing I was
actually hated out there, not just hated
or despised as an arty pretentious
musician, which I’m used to, but hated
in a high school bullying kind of way-a mean, vicious and potentially violent
way. I might have been scared of gas
attacks and terrorist stuff directed
against NY in recent months, but now
I’m scared of Kansas even more. Easy
Rider all over again.
Columbia Maryland
My parents watch two hours of news
on TV every night! It’s incessant and
interminable, depressing and mindnumbing. I listen and endless news
networks play and replay Bush’s
speech in which he claims he has a
“road map” for the situation in the
Mideast, referring mainly to a concrete
policy plan for Israel and Palestine.
This plan was supposed to have been
revealed a week ago (I read in the
Guardian, I think) and he promised
that he would show a real plan for the
region before acting on Iraq. A sense of
a map of the road ahead is important

to both the Arab world and to the EC,
and both were mightily disappointed
when he changed his mind and
decided that this document would not

What is shocking is that none of the
American news services reveal that
this is actually a change of plan which
creates a major problem for much of

It’s nice to know the “love it or leave it”
concept is back after ducking its ugly
head post-Vietnam. I’m more scared of
Kansas than I am of a gas attack.
in fact be released (maybe it doesn’t
exist is what I think.)
But here he is making a speech
announcing that this “road map”
will not actually be released now,
as promised, but some time in the
indeterminate future—and this is
presented, and accepted, as good news.
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the world. Instead it’s presented as
the administration hopes it would
be, as news that something positive
will be announced in the indefinite
future. An announcement regarding a
non-existent document is accepted as
good news? Is regarded as any kind of
news at all?
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March 19 Valencia, Spain
The War, or more accurately, the
Invasion of Iraq by the USA has
begun. It’s a sad day—the U.S., as
suspected, has had this on the agenda
for years, and, having been unable to
bribe, cajole, pressure and intimidate
the nations of the Security Council
to pass a resolution legalizing this
invasion during the last couple of
months, has decided to go it alone—
alright, with the U.K., Spain, Australia
and our close ally—Bulgaria—but
these other nations are mainly there
for symbolic purposes and their
support is minimal. The reporting,
from almost every TV network (CNN,
BBC, MSNBC, etc.), is all controlled
and manipulated by the US military
and their spin doctors. The Invasion
is variously called, on different
networks, Operation Freedom for Iraq
or War in Iraq. The videogame effects,
the logos and graphics, the pounding
theme music are all relentless and
stupid, as they were during Gulf
War I; they turn the reportage into
a videogame for teenage boys, which
it is, I guess. I ask myself, how can
I write songs in this climate? It’s
not that I am afraid, it’s more that
I feel profoundly alienated-from the
country in which I live, a country that
I admire immensely for the many
things it has brought the world and
the mad creativity and invention
that has issued from this place. I feel
like an outsider, something I haven’t
felt since my adolescence during the
Vietnam War. But at least at that time
resistance was cool, hip, exciting and
connected to a whole new outlook on
life. Now one is constantly surprised
by who is actually for the war. Friends
who one assumed were intelligent and
independent thinkers seem to have
been swayed by the waves of hype, lies
and propaganda. [Of course, since I
myself disagree with them, they can’t
be using their intelligence, can they?]
I wish all the actors would boycott the
upcoming Oscars; a parade of glitter
and of the global power of Hollywood
that is hardly appropriate now. But
I doubt that will happen. If I were a
rabid Islamic fundamentalist I would
find a way to disrupt the Oscars,
since it is such a symbol of both the
cultural bankruptcy and the powerful
global influence of the US. I ask
myself, what can I do now? Granted, Los Angeles-based SHARON
RUDAHL is an aging,
there are continuing and immense
embittered lifetime
political dissident and
demonstrations—in every city all
one of America’s original
over the globe—but can I do more underground cartoonists.
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than lend my body to the ranks of the
undercounted?
Mar 24 NYC
It is a little odd, after all the No A
La Guerra signs in Barcelona, to be
confronted by flags and logos that say
simply FREEDOM, when you know
the implication of these signs is NOT
freedom, they’re actually saying “ OUR
WAY, which we call freedom, or the
highway.” On the other hand, this is
still a country where dissenting views
can be spoken…but as they said about
Russia, when nothing is permitted,
everything (which I take to mean
everything that’s said) is important,
and when everything is permitted—as
it sort of is here—nothing is important.
The sheer force of marketing, graphics,
salesmanship,
propaganda
and
embedded journalism makes dissent,
even thought itself, seem irrelevant.
It’s negated by negligence.
Josh, Yale’s assistant at Luaka, tells
a story over our common lunch about
some friends of his who were having
dinner at an Indian restaurant in NY.
They were just ordering when a bunch
of guys from the Dept. of Homeland
Security burst in, guns drawn, saying
they needed to search the place as it
was suspected of assisting terrorist
organizations. Josh’s friends watched
for a while as the employees were
grilled and questioned, and some were
handcuffed. The guns were still out. One
of his friends asked if the employees
were allowed to call a lawyer; a gun
was then pointed at Josh’s friends
and they were told no, that under
the Patriot Act it’s not required or
necessary, and that if his friends had
any more questions they’d be joining
the employees downtown. They took
the hint and left the restaurant, ate
somewhere else and walked by later,
and saw that the Homeland Security
guys were still in there.
The Middle East looks like Western
Cowboys vs. other (Eastern) cowboys
to me, and the vibe I get, having just
returned from Europe and having
spoken with friends who work
internationally is that the rest of the
world is now contemplating how to
balance the might and arrogance of
the U.S. Sadly, it has little to do with
whether we might be right keeping
Saddam in line or not; rather, it’s the
sense that the U.S. has no right to
unilaterally decide who shall rule their
own nations. Hell, Bush wasn’t really
elected either, so the U.S. can hardly be
said to represent the democracy they
claim to be bringing to the oppressed
of the world.
I go to see a recent Chinese film
called Unknown Pleasures and before
the film begins there are a pile of ads
for several upcoming TV mini series—
one I remember is Rudy, starring
James Woods, the life and times of
ex-NY-mayor Rudy Giuliani. I’ve never
seen TV try so hard to get people out
of the movie theater and back onto
DAVID BYRNE travels the their sofas. The middle-aged woman
world but lives in New
York City, where he runs a couple of seats down from me asks
Luaka Bop Records. He when the Rudy TV movie starts and
is a founding member of
Talking Heads.
I tell her, “tonight, at 8…if you leave

A G A I N S T

in the middle of this film you can still
catch it!” She didn’t think my comment
was funny.
Then comes a hip-hop music video—
or at least that’s what it looks like at
first, until one spots the fire engine red
Coke cans prominently placed in our
line of sight. The “It’s the real thing”
line figures repeatedly in the tune, a
play on the “keeping it real” philosophy
ubiquitous in hip hop. The “video” is
interrupted by a dramatic comedy scene
in which Common, a Chicago rapper
known for being “conscious,” issuesoriented and credible, is seated at a
conference table across from a (white)
record executive who tries to persuade
him of the value of a Common action
figure and other tacky merchandise.
Common, of course, turns it all down,
because, like the man of integrity he is,
he’s “keeping it real”…with Coke. The
video kicks back in. With Coke?!
What a bit of mind-warping business
this ad was! It’s not only cool now to
sell out and endorse, of all things,
Coca-Cola, but somehow selling out
is NOT selling out, because it’s Coke,
after all. Huh? Can we see that again?
Did I hear that right? Have we entered
some kind of mirror universe, where
things are actually their complete
opposites? Now, I don’t care if Common
decides to sell out and play for Coke or
not—but actually I’m surprised and a

gear, a camouflage outfit (to blend
in with what, I wonder?), slinging a
machine gun. Haven’t seen the likes
of this since my last trip to Israel, JFK
airport security or South America. I
stand next to the soldier and ask the
Starbucks man if the toilet needs a key
and I notice that the soldier is baffled,
flummoxed—he can’t seem to decide
which kind of caffeinated beverage
option he prefers. It’s as if he’s never
been in a place with so many weird
coffee options before—not surprisingly.
I myself still refuse to call small “tall.”
The other customers sort of gawk in
amazement. I also wonder to myself
if anyone, myself, for example, in an
Army surplus camouflage outfit with
a few badges sewn on, could carry a
machine gun out in the open around
New York City. I guess the answer is
yes, as he was alone—there was no
troop vehicle waiting outside while he
got all the jarheads their macchiatos
and cappuccinos.
I see pictures of these guys in the
daily papers, advancing heroically into
Baghdad, pictured giving candy to some
pathetic Iraqi children (whose parents
they may well have just blown up.)
These guys feature in all the embedded
newspaper propaganda these days-in
the Times, the Post and the Daily News.
On CNN and especially Fox TV. These
young soldiers, like NY cops, are loaded

The sheer force of marketing, graphics,
salesmanship, propaganda and
embedded journalism makes dissent,
even thought itself, seem irrelevant.
It’s negated by negligence.
little shocked, as he’s one of the last
people I’d expect to do this, which is
probably why he was approached. Lil’
Kim would sign on for a sexy “action”
dolly in a NY minute, but we wouldn’t
expect to see this guy doing it. Which
is exactly the point, eh? But I still
don’t get it. How does seeing someone
with integrity selling out imply that
selling out now demonstrates a form
of integrity? Does cheating on your
girlfriend mean that you’re actually
faithful to her? Does imposing foreign
domination mean that you’re actually
bringing democracy?....
War Porn: The lovely diagrams
of high-tech missiles and bombers
that fill the back pages of the Times
like Playboy centerfolds, the charts
detailing the inevitable advance of
the troops. Deep into enemy territory.
Thrusting across the desert sands....
After dropping my daughter at
her hip-hop dance class on upper
Broadway I go across the street to
a Starbucks for a tea and to read
my book on Post-structuralism for
dummies, or something like that.
When I finish and I’m preparing to
leave, a soldier, or someone dressed
like one, comes in wearing full battle

BILL GRIFFITH is creator
of the internationally
syndicated comic strip
Zippy the Pinhead, former
underground cartoonist
and co-editor of Arcade
magazine, occasional
showbiz dreamer and
full-time Muffler Man
aficianado.
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down with all sorts of gear: backpacks,
gas masks, sunglasses, maps, satellite
positioning systems, helmets, night
vision stuff, a few guns, satellite
telephones and maybe even walkietalkies. These one-man command
posts are slow lumbering dinosaurs
compared to the Iraqis, the Vietnamese
and the Chechens. They are America’s
Knights, fighting men in the current
high-tech version of medieval armor
(which was equally high tech, sexy,
heavy and expensive in its day),
using the best yet simultaneously
inappropriate technology to fight
an enemy that doesn’t even wear a
uniform half the time—the cowards.
Yesterday the Americans in Baghdad
had a photo opportunity featured all
over on the US media: pulling down an
Iraqi statue of Saddam. It began with
the Iraqis doing the job, but that was
not fast enough for the U.S. TV crews,
so a U.S. tank heaved in, shoving the
Iraqis aside (a little metaphor here)
and after draping a U.S. flag over the
statue’s head (another little metaphor
here) hooked up a chain and pulled it
down. The lack of sensitivity by the U.S.
jarheads and media is shocking—here
lies the real shock and awe.
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[This photo event it appears was
carefully stage managed, according to
a reporter form El Pais who was there.
According to him the Iraqi enthusiasts
were bussed in by the US military and
there were only 50 of them, so they had
to be moved around to make all the
news shots look good]
April 13
I read in a book review about a lynching
in San Jose in the ‘30s in which fever
and passions of the crowd who strung
up and abused the victims (they were
indeed guilty) had been whipped up
and excited by the coverage in the
local paper. I am reminded of the
recent war and pre-war coverage in
the U.S. media and press-the similar
fanning of primitive animal flames
until a conflagration is inevitable and
unstoppable. The glorification of the
technology, the single point of view, the
rampant patriotism and the imagery
that is geared to motivate and excitethe logos, the rapid editing with pulsepounding music and the print attitude
and it’s tech-y graphics-it makes the
media as responsible as the Bushies
for the death and future misery that
will befall a people and a region…not
to mention the US, when the blowback
eventually occurs.
April 14
An Op Ed piece in the Times mentions
that the House of Representatives
recently passed a resolution to
“support” our troops in Iraq…and then
minutes later they vetoed a bill for
veterans’ benefits.
Another Op Ed piece compares
Bush’s saying the inclusion of the U.N.
in post-war Iraq is “vital” to the way
a upper-class person considers their
butler to be vital, implication being
that Bush sees the U.N. playing much
the same role as a servant.
April 27
Two articles in today’s Times
Magazine: The cover is a lurid cartoon
of teenagers escaping from North
Korea, an ominously dramatic replay
of the mythic image of Berlin Wall
jumper dramas. The escape to freedom,
the desperate desire for the West. The
timing seems possibly ordained by the
U.S. government—isn’t North Korea
next? And isn’t this a perfect way to
“explain” to the chattering classes
another oppressive regime and the
obvious need to change it? Does the
Bush administration suggest what
the Times focuses on, and when, or
are these coincidences all part of the
national zeitgeist?
Another article, entitled “The Empire
Slinks Back,” is a book review of an
apology for empire-a common stance now
that Emperor Bush II is on the throne.
The book claims, as many other recent
articles do, that the Victorian empire,
their chosen example, established law,
democratic institutions and education in
its outposts around the world. Whether
it’s true or not, the unsubtle subtext is
that the American empire will be a good
thing for the cultures it obliterates and
dominates.
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Amps for Christ
“Songs from Mt. Ion” cd
$7.00

New from Bastard Noise
“Skullwave” cd
$6.00

Sleestak
“Mach 2” cd
$7.00

Recordings
400 Blows Debut CD $5.00
Amps For Christ CD: Songs from Mt. Ion $6.00
MITB Bastard Noise Our Earth’s Blood Part III 7” $6.00
MITB Bastard Noise: Skullwave cd $6.00
MITB Bastard Noise / Bizarre Uproar split cd $7.00

MITB Bastard Noise / Unicorn split cd + Vinyl Stickers $8.00
MITB Bastard Noise 2CDs RRREVENGE $10.00
MITB Bastard Noise 2CDs & book If It Be Not True $15.00
MITB Bastard Noise / MSBR MSBRBN12” one sided 12” $8.00
Sleestak CD: Mach 2 $7.00

Letterpress Posters
Dystopia, Sleestak, Pig Iron
Limited edition of 100 pieces. $10.00
Angels of Light (Gira of SWANS), Devendra Banhart
Limited Edition of 100. $10.00
Haters 24th Anniversary Show w/Haters, Lockweld,
Bastard Noise, Spastic Colon + more
Limited edition of 100 pieces. $10.00
Merzbow, Solmania, Bastard Noise, Crib, Physics, Solid Eye
Limited, numbered edition of 150 pieces. $20.00

Shipping $2.00 per order 1st class USPS to USA.
Pay with credit card or via Paypal online.
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A Tower o f P ro t e s t o n S u n s e t B l v d .

the Artists Protest Committee, a
coalition formed in May of 1965 in
response to the fact that the press
simply wasn’t covering conventional
forms of protest against the war.
The APC aimed to perform a protest
action that was too big to ignore
and lasted longer than an afternoon
picket line, and it was artist Irving
Petlin who thought up the Tower. The
idea for the Tower was introduced
to the public in the Los Angeles
Times on November 26, 1965, with
a letter from Petlin inviting artists
to participate. “We expect hostility
and are warning artists that their
work may be destroyed,” Petlin
Charles Brittin

Photographer Unknown

Charles Brittin

Kristine McKenna recounts a Vietnam-era action by big-name visual artists that was too big to ignore.

PA RT I A L E C L I P S E
Amy Trussell

Kidney vetch surrounds the cabin where we lie
It is an old ranch hand’s house where babies
Have been caught by hand, by midwives
And coyotes have trotted the periphery
Sniffing the earth for buried afterbirth
We lie awake in the shade of a partial eclipse
On the other side of the world killing pyrotechnics
Fall like lit torches through layers of oil and gas
We are carbon based life, gut to gut
The hornets sleep in their wattle hive
We are look out in uncertainty near the ledge
Drafts seep in, chilling headlines beneath the door
Everything from black kites dive bombing on cords
To tainted sponges in the Red and Dead Seas
Seems shadowed by structures falling in
Daily we count our twice risen bread
And pears ripening on the branch
Sacs of gold life untouched by war
Cream and smoke blow across the sky
Broken up by jets doing aggressive exercises
Fish roe is poisoned by chemicals
From leaking tankers and trains
And molds are broken for new weapons
They will eventually want to place
In my son’s uncalloused artistic hands
A collapsed uterus is what our neighbor had
When it failed giving birth for the sixth time
But the father simmered the placenta
with onions and red wine and she grew strong again
the boy drank goat’s milk, and is now nearly of draft
age
Today tomatoes ripen in this tangled garden
What light is still here gathers around the children
And filters through their charcoal eyes
We scrape these roots and bones of wild game
To cook a strengthening drawing stew
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rtists aren’t joiners. It’s
almost as if it’s listed on the
job description. Artist: cannot
be a joiner. Unusual times demand
unusual measures, however, and in
1966 hundreds of artists overcame
their natural inclinations and spoke
out as one against the Johnson
administrations escalation of the war
in Vietnam. The form their voice took
was the Artists’ Tower of Protest, a
58-foot armature temporarily erected
on a vacant lot on Sunset Boulevard,
at La Cienega, that was hung with
artworks created specifically for the
occasion by 418 artists. Designed by
artist Mark di Suvero and architect
Kenneth Dillon, the Tower had
the blessings of the leading lights
of art communities in Manhattan,
Paris, and London, who expressed
their support in declarations of
solidarity that appeared in various
publications, including the New York
Times, and the Los Angeles Free
Press. The list of signatories included
everyone from Leonard Wolfe, Frank
Gehry, and E.M. Forster, to Norman

Richard
Diebenkorn--everybody
showed up for this thing.
The plan was for the Tower to
remain standing until the Johnson
administration brought an end to the
war, but the day after the Tower was
opened to the public it became clear
its lifespan would be shorter than
that. Assorted vandals, servicemen
on leave, and drunken fraternity
boys waged an ongoing assault on
the Tower, despite the fact that there
were guards on site attempting
to protect it 24 hours a day. When
skirmishes broke out between
vandals and the guards, the LAPD
invariably sided with the vandals.
It was a hugely controversial piece,
so it came as no surprise when the

cautioned, but the response from
the international art community was
overwhelming.
Construction
on
the
Tower
commenced on January 28, 1966, it
was completed thirty days later, and
thousands of people saw it during
its brief, tumultuous lifespan. “The
Sunset Strip was everybody’s street
and everybody cruised it checking
out the big signs—and there it was,”
recalls Charles Brittin, who was one
of a handful of photographers who
created a work for the Tower, and
documented its rise and fall. “It had
a substantial visual presence, and I
think it played a big part in helping
prepare the public to do something
in a way they hadn’t done before.”

Mailer, Iris Murdoch and Bob Regehr,
who signed the Sex Pistols to Warner
Brothers Records in 1977. Susan
Sontag came west to speak at the
Tower’s opening ceremonies, Jean
Paul Sartre and Andre Breton sent
a telegraph of congratulations, and
the list of artists who created works
for the project is astonishing. Roy
Lichtenstein, Frank Stella, Mark
Rothko, James Rosenquist, Eva
Hesse, Paul Thek, Philip Guston,

landlord who’d rented the site to the
Artists Protest Committee for $1,000
for a period of three months refused
to renew the lease when it elapsed. A
Greek-American immigrant who had
no interest in upsetting his fellow
merchants on The Strip, he told the
press he had no foreknowledge of
the political nature of the piece, and
vowed to tear the Tower down the
moment the lease expired.
The Tower was conceived by

The Tower didn’t stop the war
in Vietnam. However, the case
can certainly be made that the
cumulative effect of the hundreds of
public protests against the war that
were a regular feature of American
life during the ‘60s and early ‘70s,
did contribute to the U.S. withdrawal
from Vietnam. It seems hard to
believe in times like these, but the
will of the people still counts for
something.

“We expect hostility and are warning artists
that their work may be destroyed”
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T he Reds and the Whites
and the Bl ues
Waving the flags of US-UK empire in the 21st century
by MICHAEL MOORCOCK

“It’s not easy to get everyone
against you.”

—Imran Khan,
Pakistani cricketer, April 2002
“What God hates most is arrogance.
And what I see in the United States is
sheer arrogance.”

—Mullah Anar M. Anif, Peshawar,
Pakistan, April 2002
“Chap in a dishdash coming through.”
—British officer in Iraq,
March 2003

B

LOOD RUNS DOWN the camera
lens. The American plane has shot
up a column of Kurds, US Special Forces
and a BBC TV crew. “A scene from hell,”
says journalist John Simpson, whose
interpreter has just been killed. Some of
the footage, sans the blood, is shown on
American network TV for a few seconds.
Most of these scenes from hell, of course,
are not filmed. They are happening to
people who don’t own video cameras.
Sitting here in Texas watching BBC
TV on my computer reminds me that
there is no film from Amritsar except
the fictional reconstruction offered in
Richard Attenborough’s Gandhi. That
hypocritical piece of imperial self-serving
posed as an authentic account. The
massacre was portrayed as an aberration
rather than the norm. I also start
thinking of Lawrence of Arabia, David
Lean’s powerful piece of romanticized
imperial history. I recall how disgusted
I was by Attenborough’s other essay
into whitewashing middle-class liberal
sensibilities, Cry, Freedom, about the
murder of Steve Bitko in South Africa.
The British are good at this kind of
misleading sentimentality.They’re subtler
than Americans who crudely rewrite
history to show themselves or versions of
themselves as simple heroes, whether it’s
Errol Flynn single-handedly ‘liberating’
Burma in WW2, Mel Gibson defeating
the British in The Patriot, Mel Gibson
pretending to be a Norman baron gone
native in Braveheart, the falsifications of
Blackhawk Down, or Americans (rather
than British) discovering how to beat the
Germans with the Enigma machine. The
British are ultimately more persuasive,
I suspect. They’ve had more practice at
this kind of patriotic propaganda than
the Americans, by and large. Everyone’s
learned from Goebbels, whether they
know it or not, of course.
“Chap in a dishdash...”
Dishdash?
Those of us still alert to the language of
Empire remember the teenage soldiers
coming home to Britain to tell stories of
the tricks they played on brown civilians
across the globe in the 1940s and 50s as
the British slowly gave ground to angry
freedom fighters in, for instance, Burma,
Malaya, Kenya, Palestine and Cyprus.
Dishdash.
I’d forgotten about dishdash, which in
the language of British imperialism is
used as a generic for almost any Middle
Eastern garment, though I hadn’t
forgotten about ‘imshi’, for instance.
I’ve written a bit about British colonial
occupations in, my book Breakfast in
the Ruins (available free on the net at
RevolutionSF off the SF Site, if you’re
interested). My book A Nomad of the
Time Streams also dealt with the
idealism of Empire and how it gets
decent people to do its dirty work (that
isn’t free, but it’s pretty cheap, second
hand). All my writing life, in fact, I’ve
been addressing the matter of Empire
and I’d rather hoped I was seeing the
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end of that particular aggressive folly...
Yes, now I remember ‘dishdash’. It
refers to a dijdajha, a garment worn
in Kuwait and the Gulf. I had thought
the Anglicized phrase, which refers to
almost any long garment of the many
worn in the East, utterly dead. But
here is this British officer addressing

from their alliance with the British. For
them the promise of Palestine to the
Zionists to create the State of Israel
was a betrayal. To the Jews, of course,
that promise was only kept after they
used the tactics of terror against the
occupying British troops.
From 1882 until the early 1950s the

Ultimately, as the Romans and Turks
discovered along with the British, Spanish,
Dutch, Russians and French, empires are
costly, unwieldy affairs. The empire business
is the quickest way to create a decline in a
nation’s fundamental wealth.
his men, advising them that Iraq is an
ancient land with a history and culture
they must respect. How much more
civilized, my American friends tell me,
than the crude Americans who know
nothing of the country they invade.
The officer speaks in the romantic
language of the ‘Arabist’ or what Edward
Said calls the ‘orientalist.’ This is the
sentimental upper end of the language
of empire, the kind you’d expect from
Lawrence, the man who promised the
Arabs a destiny they were never to win
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British promised the world they would
leave Egypt, which they claimed to be
protecting against the Turks. They didn’t
leave until Nasser made it too hard for
them to stay. When, with the French and
the Israelis, the British invaded Egypt
in 1956, the Americans refused to help
them, indeed stepped in to stop them,
greatly improving American prestige in
the region.
That prestige could have been built
upon. Sadly the Americans were
already moving into countries vacated
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by the British. The Anglo-American Oil
Company needed that control abroad
the way the Anglo-American Tobacco
Company needed it at home. British and
American interests, especially where
investment in each other’s stocks are
concerned, have always been thoroughly
intertwined. What I like to call USUK
is essentially one country, with an
intermarried ruling caste and common
financial goals. The axis of the NE US,
Canada and SE England controls much
of our destiny, via media as well as
commerce. If you think this is new, check
out Nicholas Davenport’s The Oil Trusts
and Anglo-American Relations, 1923.
Over 50 years ago, after the British
and their Anglo-Iranian Oil Company
had been thrown out of Persia, the
Americans almost immediately moved
in on the territory, as they had moved
in on British traditional markets in the
Far East in the early years of WW2, to
the alarm of the expanding Japanese
Empire whose ultimate response was
to bomb Pearl Harbor, causing their
ally Hitler to declare war on the US and
so drag America reluctantly into the
European as well as the Asian conflict.
A War of Empires, indeed.
In Iran the Americans soon ousted the
man who had ousted the British and
replaced him with the puppet Shah, a
blue-blooded dictator whose thugs began
a reign of terror which ultimately led to
the rise of Khoumenyi and the events
which threw the Americans out of Iran.
Control of oil, especially in the event of
a war with the Soviet Union, was at the
heart of that policy, as commentators
remarked at the time. Then the world’s
two mightiest empires maneuvered
around each other’s interests in what
had come to be known as the Cold War.
It seems to me that we are not, as
some insist, witnessing the beginning
of American imperialism. American
imperialism has been active for quite
a while. Ask the Puerto Ricans, for
instance. Or, of course, the Cubans. Some
would say that American imperialism
began in 1776 or at least as soon as the
US was ready to continue the business
of expanding into territories occupied
by native populations. For a while, as
with the British Empire, the cost didn’t
seem too high. The profits appeared
to outweigh the outlay in money,
munitions and lives.
But ultimately, as the Romans
and Turks discovered along with the
British, Spanish, Dutch, Russians and
French, empires are costly, unwieldy
affairs. In my experience, which saw
the dismantling of the British version,
wiping the map free of much of its pink
areas, we are again witnessing the
decline of an empire as America follows
Britain down the long helter skelter of
history. It took Britain several hundred
years to go through the process, itself
already shorter than the Roman
experience. It’s taking America perhaps
less time to go the same route.
Some people, especially the exploited,
actually do learn the lessons of history.
The resistance is becoming more
thoroughly focused due to America’s
recent direct actions in Afghanistan
and Iraq. From Pakistan to Iran,
from Indonesia to the Philippines, the
exploited are also alert to the language
of empire, to the words which demean
them and control them and reflect
the arrogance and contempt of the
imperialists who these days almost
always speak English.
Unlike
many
Moslems, Arabs
themselves are horrible racists, of

ARTHUR

§

Jul y 2003

35

A R T H U R

36

E M P I R E
Guerrilla poster
artist ROBBIE
CONAL’s website is
www.robbieconal.com

Robbie Conal

course. They describe themselves as the
white race. Europeans are the red race.
They despise blacks and Jews. The often
seem to have more in common with the
KKK than the teachings of the Koran.
We, of course, do all we can to confirm
the stereotype of ourselves as crude, illmannered, barbaric peoples.
Cartoon versions of the Englishspeaking imperialist abound in
Arab cultures. This Euro-American
creature has a name in much of the
Islamic world which has no version of
Lucifer as we imagine him. The name,
the Great Shaitan, is not our Son of
the Morning, but quite a different
mythological being. Shaitan is a fat,
greedy, swill-eating, unthinking, illmannered, uncaring, arrogant fool.
He is the Ugly American we hope we
are not. It was this image which was
conjured up when Iran threw him out
of their country. Shaitan originally
flew the Union Jack. Even with a
conscripted army ‘policing’ that part
of his empire he had failed to keep his
bottom on the well. When he flew the
Stars and Stripes, trying a less direct
imperial rule through bribed puppets
and corrupted officials, his bottom was
again thoroughly kicked until he was
forced to leave. We might have seen
ourselves as Henry V, the great heroic
soldier, but they saw us as more as his
early companion, Falstaff.
Empire, whether it be Ottoman,
Spanish, French, Russian, English
or American, is of course absolutely
familiar to the frequently invaded.
Imperialism, whatever name it goes
by, whether the Greater Asian CoProsperity Sphere or the British
Commonwealth, is quickly understood
for what it is by the people of the street as
well as by the people of the universities.
Poor and privileged alike are wise to
its ambitions and its disguises, even
to the benign self-deceptions of its
idealists. Through the 20th century in
particular the colonized developed their
own sophisticated intellectual rhetoric
and public speech-making to counter
imperialism. Thus, through the second
half of the century they were able to
resist it and in most cases ultimately
throw it out. They ejected the French
from Algeria, the English from Malaya,
the Americans from Iran. As American
imperialism grew increasingly open and
aggressive, so they were able to counter
it more thoroughly.
The colonized understand the power
they face, but they also recognize an
empire when it begins to weaken. And
an empire is often at its most ruthless
and openly aggressive when it is at its
weakest.
The victims of colonialism know
something the powerful probably
don’t know because the powerful don’t
believe they have to study the weak (or
those they perceive as weak). As they
squander their wealth to promote their
threatened sense of self-importance they
become blind to the rust-holes in their
armor. The victims, on the other hand,
know all too well, from past experience,
how very expensive it is to maintain
an empire. It’s especially expensive
when terrorism begins to strike at the
heart of an empire, as it did in London
during the IRA campaigns, killing the
empire’s civilians as well as its soldiers,
destroying its confidence, its security
systems, causing its citizens to wonder
at last why such a price is being paid to
protect those who demand only the right
to protect themselves.
Our victims, in short, are hip to
our self-serving sentimentality. They
are suspicious of our motives and our
apparent charity. They don’t want us
to build them hospitals. They want to
build their own hospitals and run them
efficiently, according to their own ideas.
If they want money they would rather
earn their own, like the Caribbean
banana growers whose livelihood,
and indeed their whole society, is now
threatened by Dole and other Americanowned growers who used lawyers and
loopholes defying the spirit of the law
to extend their power and increase their
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profits, to please their impatient shareholders. The small economies want us to
have a real choice, to be able to buy their
citrus products, like the Moroccans and
Algerians who have been blocked from
European markets by EU restrictions
designed to protect the Spanish and
Portuguese growers.
They would like their chance to
speak out against this selective
protectionism which only promotes
lassez faire economics when it suits
the powerful. Egypt depends on our
tourist trade. They want us to use
their airlines, hotels and shops, to

want our respect, in other words, just
as our own poor want respect in their
own country, just as they would rather
see and show respect for those who
luck and good management has made
richer than themselves. They don’t want
to treat us as patrons or be treated as
peasants. They want to argue their
case as equals through courts which
recognize and protect that equality.
They want lawyers, both national and
international, who respect the law
rather than spend their time trying to
circumvent it. In the Middle East they
even want to be persuaded that Israel,

like empire, is very expensive. It gets out
of hand. Only a few people make much
of a profit from it. The rest of us lose a
great deal. As they learned in South
Africa and the Soviet Union, as I hope
we are learning in the US, the prison
business and the weapons business have
a habit of enriching only a few and those
few usually don’t even stick around to
spend their money or even pay taxes
where they made it. They don’t even pay
for law enforcement when we need it, let
alone education and public health.
The empire business might well
be the quickest way of making short

Empire is of course absolutely familiar to the frequently invaded.
Poor and privileged alike are wise to Empire’s ambitions and its
disguises, even to the benign self-deceptions of its idealists.
study their ancient culture and admire
their long lasting civilization, but not
to cry ‘imshi’ (the term you use to slowmoving animals in Egypt and which to
my horror I have heard on the lips of
English tourists who picked it up from
their colonial forebears) when you
want a crowd of street traders to stop
bothering you.
The people I have met in the Middle
East, for instance, would rather think
well of our manners and indeed they do
when we take the trouble to learn a little
polite Arabic, to be on our best behavior.
They would rather do business with us, to
our mutual profit, than take our charity,
our loaded largesse, which demands so
much more back from them than a fair
trade. They know how destructive the
language of threat and counter-threat
can be to all our economies. It has ruined
Israel, for instance, which now wholly
depends on American taxpayers. Their
common sense tells them that mutual
respect not only makes us more secure
and happier, it makes us richer. They
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for which they nurse a deep, irrational
and threatening prejudice, might after
all be their friend, that their deeprooted and ultimately self-destructive
attitudes have no meaning or function
in the modern world. After all, many
Christians have at last been able to rid
themselves of that habit of prejudice in
the past few decades.
We can, with relatively little effort,
learn from one another’s examples, as
we have done in the past. We can show
grace where we displayed aggression;
we can observe good humor where
we offered anger; learning where we
demonstrated only ignorance.
Certainly violence always appears to
be the easiest option, but it is rarely the
cheapest. It’s the easiest commodity to
sell in entertainment, in law enforcement
and foreign policy. It appeals to the
lowest
common
denominator
in
advertising and politics. It seems to sell
beer and tennis shoes. But one thing
violence ultimately is not—it is not longterm economic common sense. Violence,
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term profits for some, but it’s also the
quickest way to create a decline in your
nation’s fundamental wealth. Empire
and conquest, whether in business or
politics, is the profitable logic of the
short term. Egalitarianism, genuine
democracy, as America once understood
and as Europe once learned from
America, is the profitable logic of the
long term. It seems ironic, therefore,
that a nation which prides herself
on her common sense, who drew her
founding inspiration from the writings
of Tom Paine and other fundamentally
practical political thinkers, should have
forgotten the lessons she taught the
world. Perhaps, if she begins to listen
rather than shout and bully, she will
hear her own voice of reason speaking
back to her at last. And perhaps she will
then begin again to recall the lessons
of sanity and egalitarian governance
which once so inspired the parliaments
of Europe and the world and made some
of them at least decide that imperialism
really didn’t do them any good at all.

Author MICHAEL
MOORCOCK’s recent
Firing the Cathedral
is a Jerry Cornelius
parable about
US imperialism.
His fantasy The
Skrayling Tree is
about the Matter of
America.
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Why I A m G l a d T h a t
George B u s h I s P re s i d e n t
by DANIEL PINCHBECK

I

t is painful to admit it—
I flinch away from saying
it—but I am glad George Bush
is President.
Don’t get me wrong: I consider
him the worst and most
dangerous leader this country
has ever had. He is a smirking
abomination, a fascistic fratboy,
an avatar of the deepest,
darkest murk burbling at the
bottom of the American soul.
In the 19th Century, Emerson
wrote, “The mind of this
country, taught to aim at low
objects, eats upon itself.” The
current administration is the
culmination of generations of
American minds aiming lower
and lower, gnawing upon their
own emptiness and projecting
it into the void. Attention spans
and memories have contracted
to the length of one news cycle.
ADD and Alzhemier’s are the
perfect metaphors for this
amnesiac age.
I am glad that George Bush
is President because humanity
has to make a choice, and our
time for making that choice is
quickly running out.
In the greater scheme of
things, Enron doesn’t matter.
Halliburton doesn’t matter.
“War on Iraq” doesn’t matter.
Israel doesn’t matter. Al Quaeda
doesn’t matter. Art doesn’t
matter. Film doesn’t matter. TV
doesn’t matter. Celebrity doesn’t
matter. Ego doesn’t matter.
America doesn’t matter.
Only the biosphere matters.
Without a radical change in
direction, the imminent collapse
of the planet’s life support systems is
what counts.
The coral reefs are disappearing,
the polar ice caps are melting, fresh
water is becoming a scarce resource,
every ounce of our blood contains a
catalogue of industrial chemicals. The
fancy gadgets we bought yesterday
are leeching toxins into Third World
soil today. Around the globe, desperate
peasants are fleeing their parched
and ruined lands to congregate in the
slums of vast “mega-cities.” Within
several decades, at the current rate
of resource-depletion, there will be
no tropical forests left on the Earth.
Before that can happen, however,
the structures holding together
contemporary
civilization
will
have disintegrated along with the
environment.
Modern consumer culture is a vast
machine of entropy, breaking down
the planet’s life support systems
and destroying indigenous cultures
to
continue
its
unsustainable
addictions. The United States—the
worst offender—consists of less than
five percent of the world’s population
guzzling 25% of the global production
of energy and, by some accounts, more
than 40% of the world’s resources.
Bush and Cheney are old-fashioned
gangsters, but Bill Clinton and Al Gore
were smiley faced snake-oil salesmen
for the corporate globalization that has
unleashed its scorched-earth effects
across the planet. Good riddance to
them, their lies and their arrogance

and their compromises. The changes
that need to be made go far beyond
what our current political system can
enact—even if the system hadn’t been
juked by crooked “ATM-style” voting
machines and hanging chads.
It is time for the great dehypnotizing
of the citizens of Planet Earth.

history of America is repression,
treaty violation, and genocide. Despite
our rhetoric, America has never been
shy about using brutal force to loot
the resources we desire and murder
those who get in our way, whether
in the “Wild West” or the Middle
East today. Perhaps, when imminent

Real security can only emerge
from authenticity, generosity,
transparency and inner calm.
I agree with Bush’s spiritual advisers:
We have entered the Apocalypse in the
“Book of Revelation.” But who do they
think was being referred to when the
prophet wrote: “Destroyed will be the
destroyers of the Earth?” And who are
the meek who will inherit the planet
when the destroyers are done with it?
Could it be the indigenous people, who
never lost contact with the heartbeat
of the planet, who have endured the
arrogance of forgotten empires in the
past and will continue to endure?
Do you know where “Wall Street” got
its name? Is it any surprise that Wall
Street refers to the original barrier
erected by the Dutch to keep out the
Indians? Our economic system was
founded on that dialectical divide.
From the Indian perspective, the
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environmental collapse brings the
current form of civilization to an end,
we will finally lose our contempt for
indigenous wisdom. Was it the Indians
who polluted their waters, destroyed
their forests, irradiated their children,
stockpiled nuclear and biological
weapons, or added every living and
nonliving thing into their maniacal
calculus of human greed? But of
course, when the Hopis marched to the
UN to warn of the imminent fulfilment
of their ancient prophecies, nobody
took them seriously.
The Lakota shaman Black Elk said,
“Without a vision, the people perish.”
Ask yourself: What vision is our
society following? Is our goal simply
to continue maximizing profits and
the level of comfort for the privileged
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few as the global environment
melts down and brings a quick
end to the human experiment
on this planet? And for those
privileged few, is the sci-fi
fantasy of bio-engineered lifeextension in gated communities
looking out on a degraded world
overwhelmed
by
desperate
refugees an inspiring one?
The government’s pursuit of
“homeland security” through
surveillance and force is an
obsolete fantasy that will lead
to disaster. Real security can
only emerge from authenticity,
generosity, transparency, and
inner calm. In his Empire of
Disorder, Alain Joxe writes, “The
only benefit for the globalization
of finance and military force
for humanity is that it obliges
us to think of a global means
of
equitable
distribution,
which is the only way to avoid
the worldwide civil war that
threatens to take the form of
cold barbaric violence.”
Ultimately, modern society
is an artifice held together by
the mesh of people’s faith and
belief in the system. When that
faith collapses, the system will
fall. We saw this, most recently,
in East Europe in 1989. An
alternative vision to the present
consumer society is beginning
to emerge and clarify itself.
To paraphrase cyber-theorist
Pierre Levy, the Internet
provides a potential model for
a global, horizontal democracy,
one that would be “immanent
and molecular” rather than
the “transcendent and molar”
structure of the current system. For
Levy, the new system would be based
on individual responsibility and on
humanity’s “collective intelligence”
working together in real-time. There
are extraordinary scientists and
visionaries who have developed
models of alternative economies and
currencies, methods to bioremediate
toxified land and water, ways of
producing clean energy, and industries
that make almost no waste (for
more info on some of these projects,
check out www.bioneers.org). The
development of modern information
technology, the “global brain” of
humanity, will facilitate the instant
transmission of transformative ideas
across the Earth, when it becomes
necessary.
What is required is nothing less than
the psychic and spiritual regeneration
of humanity. To paraphrase the
visionary Jose Arguelles, we need a
“mass moral revulsion” away from
the techno-dystopic direction of our
current civilization. Despite current
appearances, I suspect this will
happen, soon, on a global scale and
in a more conscientious and deeply
transformative way than it did in “the
Sixties.” It can be sensed, now, as an
undercurrent, a distant rumbling in
the mass subconscious. Humanity’s
yearning for liberation and truth is
due for an imminent volcanic eruption.
And when it happens, I will be glad
that George Bush was President, so
that I got to watch him fall.

PETER KUPER is co-founder
of the political zine World
War 3 Illustrated, which
despite its undying efforts
for the last 23 years has
not managed to stop World
War 3 from looming. For
reasons of optimism or
delusion, Kuper continues
to believe art can change
this path.
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Examining the world and its lesser trafficked tributaries, recesses and psychic fallout
through the filters of film, video and DVD.
by P A U L C U LL U M

Y o u a n d W h o s e A r m y : I s G e o r g e W . B u s h A ddicted to Cocaine?
DVDs/videos discussed this issue: Horns and Halos, directed by Suki Hawley and Michael Galinsky, Journeys with George, directed by Alexandra Pelosi,
Uncle Saddam, directed by Joel Soler, What I’ve Learned About U.S. Foreign Policy: The War Against the Third World, compiled by Frank Dorrel
Unprecedented: The 2000 Presidential Election, directed by Richard Ray Pérez and Joan Sekler

I

s George W. Bush a pederast? Neo-fascist?
Born again zealot? Serial rapist? The
question itself brooks no compromise; to raise
it is tantamount to treason. The exact incidence
and degree of oral-genital stimulation tolerated
by a standing president may be suitable for the
Congressional Record, but try suggesting we have
a Crackhead-in-Chief, and see how far it gets you.
Yet given our president’s globally mystifying
behavior of the past two months, no less than
the paragons of the Fourth Estate have at least
flirted with the concept in polite company.
Following Bush’s televised press conference on
March 7, Maureen Dowd in the New York Times
labeled him “the Xanax Cowboy” and observed
that, “Determined not to be petulant, he seemed
tranquilized.” Tom Shales in the Washington
Post put a finer point on it: “It hardly seems out
of order to speculate that, given the particularly
heavy burden of being president in this new age
of terrorism...the president may have been ever
so slightly medicated.” Another New York Times
editorial, by Paul Krugman, compares Bush’s
pre-war behavior to that of Captain Queeg in The
Caine Mutiny, famously fondling marbles and
paranoiacally raging about missing strawberries.
That national leaders can be addicted to drugs
may be less an aberration than the historical
norm. Adolph Hitler (according to Himmler)
received daily injections of amphetamines which
increased steadily throughout the war, and was
also fond of cocaine after 1944, when he was
treated for strep throat by a doctor who may
have been trying to wean him from his speed
addiction. (This was documented in Cocaine: An
Unauthorized Biography.
Biography.) In our recent past,
Seymour Hersh’s The Dark Side of Camelot
reveals that John F. Kennedy had his own “Dr.
Feelgood” (Dr. “Miracle Max” Jacobson) who
administered amphetamine injections from the
1960 campaign on, came and went at will at the
White House and finally had his medical license
revoked in 1975. Lyndon Johnson was an alcoholic
at the end of his life, if not long before, as was
Richard Nixon, who Anthony Summers in The
Arrogance of Power reports also took Seconal
nightly, amphetamines occasionally, sleeping
pills dating back to the 1940s, and frequently
abused Dilantin, a prescription epilepsy drug
which often slurred his speech and clouded his
judgment.
Nor is it much in doubt that George W. Bush has
at least used cocaine. Candidate Bush refused in
August 1999 to state unequivocally that he had
not done so, unlike his ten Republican rivals. This
gave way to a moving line in the sand as Bush
sought to reassure a clamoring press, ending with
his claim that he would have passed even the 15year background check in effect when his father
was sworn in as president—or 1974, when Bush was
a 28-year-old student at the Harvard Business
School. As USA Today stated at the time, “Bush
has essentially admitted to something, but he
refuses to say what.” Bush confirms he was a
“heavy drinker” until 1986, when at the age of
40, he found religion and embraced sobriety;
details of a long-suppressed DUI conviction later
emerged during the campaign.
There is also a secondary body of evidence
that Bush was arrested for cocaine possession
in Houston in 1972, but that a sympathetic
judge and political crony of his father allowed
the matter to be suppressed in exchange for
six months of public service at Project P.U.L.L.,
an inner-city program for underprivileged youth.
This is essentially the story of Horns and Halos,
a documentary on a quixotic book tour for
J.H. Hatfield’s Fortunate Son, a controversial
biography of the future president which was
recalled by St. Martin’s and subsequently
published by self-described “left-of-center, punkrock flibbertigibbet” Sander Hicks and his Soft
Skull Press, when he wasn’t otherwise engaged
as the super of an East Village tenement building.
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(The book’s title comes from a quote by Hatfield: A
complete biography should present both the good
and the evil—‘the horns and halos’—of a subject.)
As much as anything, the film demonstrates in
real time the consummate media skills of Karl
Rove, Bush’s private Cray supercomputer, who
is single-handedly responsible for orchestrating
both his Texas and national ascendancies. And it’s
got one hell of a third-act reveal.
As Hatfield tells it, his meeting with
Clay Johnson, a long-time Bush friend and
gubernatorial advisor in the late ’80s, seemed
to be his ticket to a major publishing advance.
Relying on Johnson and then Rove as his chief
sources, Hatfield firmly documented Bush’s
business setbacks, draft avoidance, death row
roulette, professional “ratfucking” and dirty
tricks in the Bush I campaign (alongside Rove
and the legendary Lee Atwater), as well as every
black mark against him in the public record.
Finally, Hatfield describes how in June, 1999 Rove
takes him fishing on Lake Eustafa in Oklahoma,
in a scene reminiscent of both Parallax View (in
which an assassin’s bomb detonates a private
fishing boat) and the end of Godfather II
(when Fredo is dispatched out on the lake at his
mother’s funeral.)
In late August ‘99, a blind item appeared on
Salon linking Bush’s cocaine arrest with public
service at the Martin Luther King, Jr. Community
Service Center in Houston, a charge heatedly
denied by the center’s director. With his book
already in galleys, Hatfield intuited that a
cocaine bust would have explained Bush’s tenure
at Project P.U.L.L—an assertion confirmed by
both Johnson and Rove—and he highlighted the
charges in an ill-conceived Afterword, attributing
the claim to blind sources. What Hatfield didn’t
figure was that Rove knew about the five years
he had served in federal prison for conspiracy
to commit murder, “the result of a workplace
conspiracy gone horribly awry,” as Hicks later
characterized it. When that inconvenient detail
was reported by the Dallas Morning News (again
from a blind source, it’s worth noting), St. Martin’s
ordered the recall and abandoned the book.
The revelation effectively sealed the topic in
the popular press. “Ever since the book came out,
the cocaine issue has been a dead issue,” says
Pam Colloff of Texas Monthly in the film. “And
it’s been a dead issue, I think, because of that
book.” Dying alongside of it is the consummate
portrait of the future 43rd president as a shorttempered, good-time layabout who traded in the
entitlement of the rich and the enablement of the
cross-addicted for the messianic fervor of the
born again, unleashing what Bushisms author
Mark Crispin Miller so elegantly terms “the great,
glowering Nixon inside of George W. Bush.”
In the parking lot outside the 2001 Book Expo
in Chicago, where in a Hail Mary move he has
just identified Rove as his blind source, Hatfield
confesses, “I’ve known guys in prison, and the
thing they always told me is that greed’ll get
you every time. And maybe that’s what got
me on this. I wanted to get off that mid-list of
doing X-Files books. I wanted to write a really
hard-hitting biography.” This is what great con
men do—dangle the bait, and then wait for the
mark to bite. Of course, it’s possible that Rove
manufactured the entire cocaine arrest, leaked
it falsely to Salon and begrudgingly confirmed
it to Hatfield, his designated stalking horse,
knowing that if not the speciousness of the claim,
then at least the controversy surrounding the
author’s prison record, would capsize the book
and preclude any further discussion of drugs as a
liability. Either way, that degree of manipulation
is almost breathtaking in its complexity. As we
too often forget, evil never sleeps.
In Journeys With George, a chronicle of the
campaign trail by NBC producer Alexandra Pelosi,
we see an altogether different side of Bush—the
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one that must certainly have appealed to his
first constituency, the sundry millionaires and
billionaires who comprise the voting body of
the power elite, when Bush was trotted out to
dazzle them one on one, after Newt Gingrich

everything he says, his body posture. Sometimes
he becomes so self-aware that it’s actually sort
of uncomfortable watching him.”
Bush’s most appealing moment by far comes
on the heels of the margarita party, after Pelosi’s

had resigned in disgrace and the right wing of
the Republican Party was in danger of dying off.
This is Bush the party animal and affable clown:
charismatic, reasonably witty and self-effacing,
the Dekes’ most successful rush chairman ever.
Pelosi, who grew up inured to political celebrity
as the daughter of Rep. Nancy Pelosi (D.California), the current House Minority Leader,
is able to transcend the deference most of her
colleagues are hobbled by in their dealings with
the candidate, and the results often border on
Abbott and Costello.
“Stop filming me. You’re like a head cold,” Bush
tells her early on, in one of their many encounters
on the press bus. When he admonishes her to get
serious, she counters with the infamous Barbara
Walters chestnut, “If you were a tree, what kind
of a tree would you be?” “I’m not; I’m a Bush,”
he answers immediately. “See, I’m a little quicker
than you think, Alexandra.” Noting her fondness
for “Newsweek Man,” her fellow journalist and
confidante, he takes the camera and interviews
her on her love life. When she comes to an impasse
with the more convivial revelers in the back of the
press plane, it is Bush who brokers an armistice,
marshalling his own wild-dog past. “Look, these
people were just trying to have a good solid
margarita,” he tells her. “They wanted to get
hopping here at 45,000 over Nebraska. Innocent
fun. And you stepped in and you rained on their
parade, man.” Once the peace is restored, Bush
brandishes a Buckner’s non-alcoholic beer and
proclaims, “These are my people. Back here with
the animals. With the tequila drinkers. Yeah!”
“So much of it has been about pack
journalism,” admits British journalist Richard
Wolffe of the Financial Times near the end of
the film. “And I’ve just got this nagging feeling
that the pack wasn’t always doing the right story.
The Gore press corps was all about how they
didn’t like him, how they didn’t trust him, and
that sort of filtered through into the stories. We
were writing about trivial stuff because [Bush]
charmed the pants off us.” Yet in an odd timelapse fashion, we see the gregarious Bush fade
and a more familiar figure take his place—the
stiff, repetitive, pre-fab statesman, who speaks
in platitudes and the austere cadences of the
Sunday morning sermon, and whose personality
is slowly leeched out of him under the weight of
encroaching responsibility. “Bush has changed
as this election has gone along,” notes one
of the boys on the bus. “He has grown much
more mature. But now he’s constantly aware of

private poll revealing that most of the press
believe Bush will lose is leaked to the New York
Post. When her peers ostracize her out of fear of
reprisal, Bush makes a point of greeting her the
next morning with a hug—an action that seems
oddly couched in the recognition of his own
slow-leaking transmutation. “When they see me
talking to you, they’re going to act like they’re
your friends again,” he whispers to her offcamera. “But these people aren’t your friends.
They can say what they want about me, but at
least I know who my friends are.”
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Extending the benefit of the doubt for a moment,
no criticism of U.S. foreign policy is complete
without the requisite admission that Saddam
Hussein is, in fact, a very bad man. No matter how
ill-conceived this latest port-of-call freebooting
may seem, it’s quite impossible to champion the
opposition. For a litany of exactly how this is true,
we need look no further than Uncle Saddam, a
cheeky profile of the tinhorn despot and opera
buffo dastard du jour, shot mostly inside Iraq at
considerable peril to its director, Joel Soler, a
French national of Arabic descent.
On a guided tour of Saddam’s 30-year quest
to deforest the family tree and erect modern
pyramids to himself, we learn that the Butcher
of Baghdad is rumored to have almost been
aborted by his mother; married his first cousin
and murdered another cousin, his brother-in-law
and both his daughters’ husbands; systematically
gassed Kurds in the north, attacked Shiites in the
south and organized public hangings of Jews;
routinely removes the teeth of rivals; fishes with
grenades; wears goofy, often bulletproof hats;
dyes his moustache; insists the entire population
go on diets with him; owns 21 palaces (containing
private casinos and an underground runway
for private jets); has rebuilt Babylon, designed
a new Tower of Babel and planned to build a
mosque bigger than the one at Mecca (taller
than the Eiffel Tower, with a private lake in the
shape of his thumbprint, stocked with dolphins);
is terrified of germs, and prefers to be kissed
near the armpits; and is a stickler for hygiene
(“It is not appropriate for someone to attend a
gathering or to be with his children with his body
odor trailing behind him emitting sweet or stinky
smell mixed with perspiration,” he declares on
camera). If anything, the film actually downplays
the casual sadism of his incumbency.
But note Soler’s capsule description of his
profile subject, taken from a separate interview
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packaged as a special feature on the DVD: “I think
Saddam’s weakest point is that he doesn’t know
anything about the world. He didn’t really travel
outside of Iraq. Yeah, he went to France in the
’70s, to India, but he doesn’t know much about
the world. And because the people around him
are always praising him, I think he’s disconnected
from reality. And I think also his weakest point,
and what’s going to lose [it for] him, is his ego.
He has such a big ego that he’ll never admit he’s
wrong. Or he’ll never admit, okay, now it’s time
for me to give up. He’ll fight until the end.”
Who does that remind you of?
(For his next project, Soler promises to reveal
links between Hussein and Osama bin Laden.
Stay tuned.)
In a larger sense, Bush inherits a militarysteroid state and perpetual expansion machine
that is—according to the title of Joel Andreas’s
cartoon exposé—Addicted to War. As is
cogently outlined in this 70-page primer and its
companion DVD, What I’ve Learned About U.S.
Foreign Policy: The War Against the Third
World, compiled by the book’s publisher, Frank
Dorrel, the extent of U.S. military incursions
lays successfully camouflaged in the mists of
history. Made up of excerpts from Bill Moyers’
The Secret Government, Coverup: Behind the
Iran-Contra Affair, The Panama Deception and
more, the tape labels this ongoing piecemeal
invasion “the Third World War,” since it is
literally an incidental war waged against
Third World bystanders, with an estimated six
million casualties over the last half century.
Nor is addiction an ill-chosen metaphor. Drug
smuggling repeatedly surfaces as a means of
financing U.S. covert operations—against China
in the ’50s; Cambodia, Laos and Thailand in
the ’60s and ’70s, via the Golden Triangle
heroin trade; Afghanistan in the ’80s, which
created the Golden Crescent; and the contra
war in Nicaragua. As intensively detailed in
Gary Webb’s Dark Alliance and elsewhere, the
latter not only capitalized on, but in effect
created the crack epidemic in South Central Los
Angeles in the mid-’80s. Until his death in 1993,
Medellin cartel head Pablo Escobar maintained
he possessed a photograph of George Bush, Sr.
posed in front of suitcases full of money, which
he regarded as a get-out-of-jail-free card. It
was taken when Vice-President Bush was the
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head of Reagan’s War on Drugs.
When the possibility of George W. Bush’s
cocaine use was first raised, it was always in
the context of his drug and prison policies, and
the hypocrisy such an admission would belie,
or else just the wasted opportunity—that of
Bush’s own “Nixon in China,” the one issue he
was amply qualified to make his own, and now
never would. A recent column by Alan Bisbort
in American Politics Journal suggests Bush
might be what Alcoholics Anonymous terms “a
dry drunk,” someone who exhibits the behavior
of an alcoholic in every way but imbibing.
“Of course, he may just be an immature bully
who will gladly sacrifice thousands of lives to
get his way, even against the advice of the most
respected and mature members of his own party,”
the column posits. “[However], the question is
begged, and seems to at least deserve some
pause for pondering: How did he, at age 58, get
so fumble-tongued, incapable of stringing more
than two coherent sentences together, snippily
irritable with anyone who dares disagree with him
or even ask a question, poutily turning his back on
the democratically elected president of one of our
most important allies because of something one of
his underlings said about him (Germany’s Schroder,
of course), listlessly in need of constant vacations
and rest, dangerously obsessed with only one thing
(Iraq), to the exclusion of all other things (including
an economy that is slowly sucking the life from the
nation as well as the retirement savings of anyone
reading these words)? Furthermore, why is Bush so
eager to engage in violence and so incapable of
explaining why?”
But what if this complex of behaviors can be
attributed not to addiction in the abstract, but
to a specific addiction—one which can at least be
circumstantially tied to the president’s past, his
social milieu and his family legacy?
The National Institute of Drug Abuse claims
that in the short term, “large amounts [of
cocaine] may intensify the user’s high, but
may also lead to bizarre, erratic and violent
behavior.” It lists as among the short-term side
effects of cocaine abuse “increased energy,
increased heart rate and blood pressure and
dilated pupils.” Long-term symptoms are listed
as “irritability, mood disturbances, restlessness,
paranoia and full-blown psychosis.” A co-study
conducted by NIDA and John Hopkins University
found that chronic, heavy cocaine use (defined as
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two or more grams per week) is associated with
long-lasting impaired functions such as “drug
users’ ability to make choices and decisions, skill
at long-range planning, verbal memory, manual
dexterity and other cognitive skills.”
Immediately before his March 17 televised
speech announcing the commencement of
combat, the president reportedly took a moment
alone to collect and center himself, outside
the watchful eyes of aides and Secret Service.
Moments later at the podium, according to
eyewitnesses, he pumped his fist in the air
repeatedly and shouted, “I feel good!” The
disturbing incongruity of quoting James Brown
moments before launching America’s first
unprovoked war was not allayed by his fixed,
unblinking stare and eerie intensity, weirdly
reminiscent of Oliver North at the Iran-Contra
hearings. “Bizarre, erratic and violent behavior”
might characterize our nominal allies’ assessment
of our latter-day diplomacy, and “irritability and
mood disturbances” could easily come from the
internal memos of Jacques Chirac or Hans Blix.
Under certain optimal conditions, “restlessness”
could lead to an expansion of empire, just as
“paranoia” might cause one to overestimate or
fabricate a foreign threat. “Verbal memory” and
“manual dexterity” would both seem challenged
if failing to marshal a cogent argument for
one’s actions, or even convincingly read a
Teleprompter. And a breakdown of the “ability to
make choices and decisions, skill at long-range
planning and other cognitive skills” is copiously
on display in contemporary Iraq.
Just think back to the ’80s, when cocaine
recreationally ruled our culture: Wall Street
was besotted with greed. Our literature
was populated by masters of the universe
and brand-name monsters (Bonfire of the
Vanities; Bright Lights, Big City; American
Psycho); our music was overblown, empty,
deeply superficial (Foreigner, Robert Palmer,
Madonna); our movies were bombastic and shrill
(Heaven’s Gate; Howard the Duck). Arrogance,
blind ambition and a carapace-like narcissism
were the hallmarks of the era. That’s exactly
the character on display in Unprecedented,
a 50-minute procedural autopsy of the 2000
election process executive produced by liberal
flame-keeper Robert Greenwald (Steal This
Movie), and co-directed by Richard Ray Perez
and Joan Sekler. From Jeb Bush’s 1994 campaign
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stump retort on what he’d do for Florida’s
blacks if elected (“Probably nothing.”), to
dragon lady Katherine Harris’s manipulation of
the voting rolls to purge black voters, through
the borderline election fraud of butterfly and
caterpillar and absentee and military ballots, to
Republican congressional staffers for Tom DeLay,
Fred Thompson, Don Young and others shutting
down the Miami-Dade recount (all identified by
name for easy reference)—to the fratboy smirk
of the candidate himself—it’s all here. (The
DVD promises an extra 40 minutes of material,
including interviews with Noam Chomsky, Gore
Vidal, Michael Parenti and others.)
This is the institutional face of what might
be interpreted in a previous era as a chemically
induced hubris. As such, it would represent an
irrefutable link between drugs and theft.
Horns and Halos opens at the Laemmle Fairfax
in Los Angeles on July 18.

SOURCE MATERIALS FOR THIS COLUMN MAY BE LOCATED
COURTESY THE FOLLOWING COMPANIES:
HORNS AND HALOS: CURRENTLY IN LIMITED RELEASE;
DVD OUT NEXT YEAR; WWW.HORNSANDHALOS.COM OR
M_GALINSKY@YAHOO.COM.
ALSO: FORTUNATE SON: GEORGE W. BUSH AND THE
MAKING OF AN AMERICAN PRESIDENT (3RD ED.), BY J.H.
HATFIELD, AVAILABLE FOR $16.50 + $3.00 S/H FROM SOFT
SKULL PRESS, WWW.SOFTSKULL.COM, AS WELL AS FINER
BOOKSTORES EVERYWHERE.
JOURNEYS WITH GEORGE: VIDEO ONLY AVAILABLE FOR
$25 FROM PURPLE MONKEY PRODS., 45 W. 11TH ST., P.O.
BOX 6D, NEW YORK, NY 10011; WWW.JOURNEYSWITHGE
ORGE.COM.
UNCLE SADDAM (XENON ENTERTAINMENT;
WWW.XENONPICTURES.COM): DVD/VIDEO WIDELY
AVAILABLE AT BETTER RETAIL OUTLETS (APP. $11.25);
WWW.UNCLESADDAM.COM.
WHAT I’VE LEARNED ABOUT U.S. FOREIGN POLICY: THE
WAR AGAINST THE THIRD WORLD: DVD/VIDEO (PLEASE
SPECIFY) AVAILABLE FOR $10 FROM FRANK DORREL, P.O.
BOX 3261, CULVER CITY, CA 90231-3261;
WWW.ADDICTEDTOWAR.COM.
ALSO: ADDICTED TO WAR: WHY THE U.S. MILITARY CAN’T
KICK MILITARISM, BY JOEL ANDREAS, AVAILABLE FOR $10
FROM SAME.
UNPRECEDENTED: THE 2000 PRESIDENTIAL ELECTION
(SHOUT! FACTORY, A DIVISION OF RETROPOLIS): DVD/
VIDEO WIDELY AVAILABLE JUNE 24, 2003 (DVD $20, VIDEO
$15); WWW.UNPRECEDENTED.ORG.
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Exploring the Voids of All Known Undergrounds
by B Y R O N C O L E Y a n d T H U R S T O N M O O R E

L

et’s start this time with a little
political play we wrote. The setting
is a children’s park in Northampton,
Massachusetts. Two middle-aged men
are sitting on the swings, drunk. Their
toupees are askew.
GALLANT: What would you do with
the Bush twins?
GOOFUS: I’d eat the fat one first.
Okay, that’s it. Back to our regular log
haul.
New
England
now—beyond
Providence:
One of the weirdest gigs I’ve seen/heard
lately was by a Providence, Rhode
Island duo called KITES CAN’T.
Their name alone was a curious
alliteration of chitinous promise. That
and the fact they were riding along
with another Providence duo called
Mindflayer (being B. Chippendale of
Lightning Bolt, and Mr. Brinkmann
of Meerk Puffy, Force Field, MC
Brinkmandibles, and Danse Asshole).
The CAN’T of Kites Can’t is Jessica
Rylan, a “noise performance artist”
(according to her “pop”), who, unlike
the scallywags notoriously involved
with said genre, is a NICE-natured
individual. Though when she springs
into performance I suggest you hold
onto your moorings: Jessica bolts her
tall-drink-o’-water body to and fro like
a flesh-spear controlled by a caffeinespiked jerkin’ joystick. Kinda scary
and amazing as the oddball galoomph
of it not only shreds whatever gendertradition Jessica is obviously liberated
from but acts as an affront to the high
percentage of male noise nose pickers
agawk at her spectacle. In tandem with
her performative rite are her “Can’t
machines”—noise boxes with a visual
aesthetic both positive and alarming.
One such machine is a modified Arvin
boom-box which she presented in the
Boom Box show early in 2003 at the
Boston Center for the Arts. Because
of this exhibit she was featured on a
WGBH TV special on Boston sound
art. She has her own label called irfp
(the name of a transistor she has
utilized in amp construction) releasing
a trio of CDs and a limited handbound
book called Noise Show where she
writes of dreams, noise, politics, social
anxiety. The 3-inch CD-R morse code
vs. can’t is a screaming match twixt
Can’t (synth, voice, mxr, acoustic 150
amp) and Morse Code (Tim Morse
using sax, seven pedals, two Peavey
amps) in a numbered edition of 99
copies. It suggests distorted anarchy
yet realizes an intelligent spray of
heartfelt expression. A Bard graduate
furthering the expanded field of postgender, post-boundary noise work
Jessica is delivering a welcome shot of
sonic funtime.
KITES is a new cat (Christopher
Forgues) from the more-alive-than-ever
Providence scene in and out of the
Fort Thunder nexus from which the
supernovas Lightning Bolt, Black Dice
and Force Field blasted. Kites wears
handmade grey-scale splattered noisewear and sexulates his odd-machines
to harried levels of distracto-crunge.
He also creates spiked comic art which
seems to be a shared vision/vocation
for a lot of this area’s enclave, be they
wasted Rhode Island School of Design
denizens or simply localized noise rats.
Kites, along with Chippendale and
others (including grafik great Gary
Panter), squirts jizzed n’ jamming
inksplot inside the newsrag Paper
Radio, now in its 14th issue. Not only is
the art mania here insanely inviting but

the host of micro-ads are a compendium
of underworld (specifically east coast)
noise/art scuzz beneficial to any jonesing
noise-jack’s junksick. The Kites music
available right now is strictly in cassette
format in wonderful normal-bias outage.
CDs suck, vinyl’s better and normal-bias
cassette is the best—always has been.
Wanna make a hot CD? Transfer your
audio file(s) to normal-bias cassette (no
dolby no noise reduction) and then use
that as your master. That’s good listenin’.
Kites Vol. 3: The Miracle of Thought
(Unskilled Labor U.L. 004) is for digging
on headphones with all EQs rammed
to peak level. It won’t hurt, it will help;
indeed it may heal (particularly the
side-2 long track “Total Peace”). Kites’
liner notes exclaim, “FUCK YOU SELF

IMPORTANT NOISE SLOBS AND
BLAS… SCENESTERS ALL OVER
WORLD” and there does indeed seem to
be a new breakaway from genre purism
as practiced by the likes of Kites and
Can’t that seems almost like a euphoric
new-birth with a reinvestment to junk
manip/control. Sweet.
I doubt the Providence extreme
noise outfit PRURIENT qualifies as
an example of what Kites is ranting
on, as the ringleader of this active
emission is a humble lad. The Prurient
vibe is aligned with a more traditional
and classic noise world. The label it’s
involved with, Hospital Productions,
has released a steady stream of wellworn sociopathic hyper-scree through
the years. They’ve documented such
uber-discharge as Black Leather Jesus,
Skin Crime and Macronympha, as well
as a heavy sick dose of house-band
Prurient. They’ve also been home to
even more nefarious concerns such as
the near-unapproachable Nuclear Pig
Shit and Whorebutcher. What excites
us is Hospital Production’s cassette
release of more wig-fry by Lexington,
KY’s HAIR POLICE. Anyone who has
subjected themselves to multiple pops
from the classic Blow Out Your Blood
LP these guys did on the bedraggledyet-delirious Freedom From label last
year, or from any of their head-on
bonkers gigs of the last 12 months,
will know how utterly noise-freak
genius Hair Police is and any release
by these fuckos is essential. Look for
more soon come from Providence’s
infamous Load Records and a split
10-inch with Crystal Fantasy on the
Liquid Death/Hello Pussy label. And
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scour Hospital Productions’ site for
much great Providence noise Prurient
and otherwise.
Not every mother’s son and daughter
in Rhode Island is unleashing harsh
rainbowtronics. There is the psych/
folkcentricity of Iditarod who have
been active for a few years now and are
wonderful. As well as the remarkable
free-improv/modern comp hybrid music
of BARNACLED. Both these bands fit
dynamically in excited context with
their more wilded-out contemporaries.
Last year when the Bay Area’s plagueassault core unit Total Shutdown
blew through the northeast they had
Barnacled along for the ride, which
made for a far headier night than just
full time destructo. A booking much

appreciated by myself and the other
eight people in attendance. Barnacled
looked scary, as if they were academic
musos caught in the wrong dorm, but
as they propulsed forward with their
energy-ideas it was obvious why tastemongers of Total Shutdown’s caliber
had requested their company. Hot-shot
arrangements treated with no wave
mind play were in charged abundance.
I recommend the CDs available from
Corleone Records. All these Providence
labels and bands’ sites have linkage far
more subterranea to explore (such as
Noise Nomads, Neon Hunk et al). The
connection to scenes in the Midwest,
West Coast, NYC and elsewhere is a
unity that’s pretty fucking happening.
When Kites Can’t played the
aforementioned gig it was in
conjunction with a weekend full fest of
out-reaching musics under the banner
The Brattleboro Free Folk Festival
which happened May 1 thru 4 2003
in Brattleboro, VT and Easthampton
and Amherst, MA. It was organized
by a compendium of Western MA and
Vermont peace groovers with a streak
of rough play across their souls. Such
heroes as Matt Valentine and Erika
Elder of Tower Recordings and MVEE
Medicine Show and the label Child
of Microtones, and the label Spirit of
Orr from Cambridge, MA, which has
released the LP debut of spangled
wizards Sunburned Hand of the Man,
and Dan and Pat Ireton (Dan being
Dredd Foole) threw down an awesome
event of new free-breath expression.
Along for the journey were such
amazing purveyors of field-psych as
Texas lad Tom Carter (Charalambides,
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ex-The Mike Gunn), Jack Rose (Pelt),
Dredd Foole (exhibiting his deep-thofar-out vox improv majesty), Elk Link
(a duo of Graham Lambkin, ex-Shadow
Ring, and Adris Hoyo, ex-Harry Pussy),
Willie Lane (previously known as Willie
“Gutbucket” Lane as Matt Valentine
felt his gut overflow like a bucket of
love after first hearing Willie’s electric
folk-wild fret work—Willie has an
LP due on Child of Microtones) and a
host of other various profile masters
(Michael Hurley, Sunburned Hand
of the Man, Glenn Jones, Mindflayer,
Tower Recordings, Charalambides a.o.).
The most startling event hands down
would be the premier performance by
BABES ON THE LOOSE,, a group
comprised of Chris Corsano (drums),
Paul Flaherty (sax) and SCORCES..
Scorces is Heather Leigh Murray and
Christina Carter of Charalambides
who have a reputation for heavy
flow trance drone atmospherics. The
question was how they would jibe with
the free-fire spark of Corsano/Flaherty.
What happened was life-changing for
anyone present as Flaherty and Carter
kept the engine cooking and Murray
and Corsano destroyed and howled
all negative light from the immediate
environment. Crutches were thrown
down and blood streaked Heather’s
pedal steel in a psyched ritual of
deliverance.
The following evening CHARALAMBIDES settled into post-partum
sway and played what was to be
their first fully improvised set of live
music ever. They were accompanied
by Marcia of New York’s DOUBLE
LEOPARDS.. Double Leopards, along
with Amherst, MA’s SON OF EARTHFLESH ON BONE,, have become two
of New England’s most rewarding
of improvising groups. Neither are
featured much at the acclaimed
outposts of this music (NYC’s Tonic and
Knitting Factory) but, along with their
co-joined ensemble Shackamaxon, have
become far more challenging and spiritforward than the stalwarts consistently
booked at these joints. So they’re pretty
submerged below the pop/improv
strata but the recordings bear them
out by greatness. Son Of Earth’s label
Apostasy released a split LP of these
two which is remarkable (and very
limited—act fast).
A few of the Son Of Earth/Apostasy
clan have decided to rise from their
tap-tap tinker knees to celebrate their
more erectile rockist desires. A distinct
lust for things Bowie and Reed has
birthed a horribly attractive no-boogie
glam gloop called THE BELIEVERS..
Bass player Matt Krefting, at 6 foot 6
inches, had singer Jessi Swenson hold
a copy of Lou Reed Live next to his
scalp in one hand and with the other
scissor his hair in direct proportion
to Lou’s. With black fingernails and
extremely ill high-water leather pants,
he struts and strikes his instrument
like a primo new wave gork from the
backwoods of 1977. Jessi in hot hot hot
pants spiels wonder-glam recitations
whilst the others, in varying degrees
of hairy transition, groove a thorny
hybrid of woodsy punk and neon
junk. The Believers join local legends
Magic Markers and Scott Foust and
Karla Bolecky’s Swill Radio band
bonanza (Anti-Naturals, Idea Fire
Company, Tart, The New Peculiars
a.o.—I suggest procuring Scott’s solo
The Fighting Sensualist cassette on
his new Pineapple Tapes label. This
tape is a 1981-2002 overview of Scott’s
outstanding glam-noise dialogue with
reason. Indeed, it is Scott’s glamitude
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in dress and swagger that has given
this contempo New England scene
its underlying style) as a new voice
in post-versatile punk/glam/improv.
MAGIC
MARKERS
heartthrob
drummer Pete Nolan has readied a
fresh master of the premier Magic
Markers LP which will be co-released
late summer by Apostasy and Ecstatic
Peace. Both bands will be touring
together this summer though how far
from New England they can stray is
hard to tell. As long as they return!
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Chad Stockdale seemed like a pretty
unassuming guy when we met, but his
recordings on tenor saxophone, recorded
in duo with percussionist Nate Beier,
are really wild. Under the procedural
soubriquet, KLONDIKE & YORK, the
pair has recently released an LP, The
Holy Book (Weird Forest) that treads
outsider jazz ramps as strangely as
Arthur Doyle might. Stockdale’s tone
is fractious and scattery, but follows
neither the bellow nor the tinkle of the
Euro free jazz tradition. If anything,
he recalls the strangest players of the
American fire music underground,
who investigated internal chambers of
passion with their reeds blazing softly.
Skronky sax, scuddering drums, some
wall-eyed synth, everything blended
like some sorta weird stew of darkly
boiling orgone. It’s one of the best free
jazz duo records from Sacramento since
[your favorite here]. And frankly, it’s
even better than that.
If you can read French you might
wanna check out a nice new collection,
edited by Vincet Pecoil. It’s called
Prieres Americaines (Les Presses du
Reel) and collects a few really good
essays about the intersection of semipopular music and art in the furnace
of American underground culture.
They use a nice bit of Pettibon art
for the cover and the individual texts
are pretty heavy. There are good
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interviews with Christian Marclay and
Mike Kelley. There’s a nice piece on
Dan Graham’s importance in tickling
the crotch where high and low culture
meet. Kim Gordon and Jutta Koether
both unspool extremely pleasant
thoughts (an ode to West Coast art, and
fake Sun Ra texts, respectively) and so
on. Worth translating. Honest.
The best Japanese LP released by
an American label this time out is
probably Anoyonodekigoto by IKURO
TAKAHASHI (SIWA). As far as we can
tell, Anoyo No Dekigoto is actually the
name of a duo which includes Takahashi
and dancer Yoko Muronoi. This album
captures some of Takahashi’s amazing
electronic creations and they are so
beautifully strange and space-altering,
that you’d better make sure your
seatbelt is good and tight before you
play them. The work sounds like nothing
else, really. Well, it might be a little like
hearing a swarm of locusts eating your
family from the toes up, but even that
doesn’t really capture the metallic,
head-bending edge of the sonics. It
really is an insect rebellion soundtrack
unlike any other. Too bad there’s not a
video to accompany it. It’d be bitchen to
see the dance that goes with it.
Took a while, for some reason, but
finally conjured up a copy of THE
MEKONS’ Hello Cruel World book
(Verse Chorus Press). And it’s great.
It doesn’t collect all of this incredible
band’s lyrics, but it has lots and lots of
them from one of the more wonderful
canons a Brit combo has created in living
memory. Interspersed with handwritten
drafts, illustrations, and a good section
of road photos, are lots and lots of good
words, from a group that has always
made a point of seeing the political as
personal and vice versa. It may be a bit
daunting for songwriters to read a book
of stuff as strong as this, but that’s no
reason for you to sluff off. So don’t.
Was great to get a few things from
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Mondo Macabro, who seem to be about
the most insane movie reissue house
around. If the three DVDs that came
along are indicative of the company’s
wares, it’s probably a good idea to see
them all. Alucarda is a totally nutty,
bloody, out-of-control witch movie, shot
in 1975 by Juan Lopez Moctezuma, who
was a protege of Alejandro Jodorowsky.
Convents full of burning Sapphic
nuns in bloody gowns, spinning and
screaming galore, orgies, antlers, nude
girls with knives, what more could one
ask for? Well, how about a 20-foot-long
tongue that extends out of shrubbery
and makes little magic tattoos on
girls’ thighs? That is but one of the
crafty features of Mystics in Bali, an
Indonesian horror film that is crafted
a pace of high hysteria as piercing
as the Sun City Girls at their most
demonic. My favorite part is probably
the bit where the main woman’s
head comes flying off, attached to its
internal organs, then goes around
sucking babies out of wombs. But
you may dig something else better.
Regardless, there’s something for
everyone here. The Nude Princes may
be less of a crowd pleaser, but maybe
I’m wrong. It’s ostensibly an Italian
Pam Grier softcore movies from ’76,
without Pam Grier. The star is Ajita
Wlson, a statuesque-as-hell African
American actress, but the only really
transcendental scene is the one in the
Milanese hotel room with cheeb and
ritual dancing. But hey, if that’s your
bag, so be it.
If pressed, we would probably still
have to say that OREN AMBARCHI’s
most utterly fantastic music is that
which he does with his band, the
Menstruation Sisters. Their stuff is the
kinda wild-eyed chaos that really fuels
dreams. But Ambarchi, who is often
absent from his native Australia, wears
many other lab coats. He does techno
stuff. He does weird experimental
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electronic stuff. He does spectral solo
guitar stuff. Anyway, his latest LP is
Triste (Idea) and it’s a really beautiful
set of solo guitar ruminations. Quiet
and electric, the vibe here is somewhat
congruous with that of Loren Connors’
most slowly wound electric pieces,
but Ambarchi’s inability to resist
evil gesticualtion takes things into
a new place, a not entirely friendly
or even knowable place. But it’s nice.
At least if you like to walk along the
edges of dark, long, sizzling tones
that lead to a pit of cartoon insanity
worthy of Raymond Scott. Then there
is a bonus 7-inch, with the material
dicked with and crackled up by Tom
Recchion (historically linked with
both L.A.F.M.S. and Sonic Youth). This
single is almost more tiki-like than you
could imagine, detourning Ambarchi’s
music into a nest that is almost like
Solid Eye or one of the other World
imitation off-shoots in both stance and
valor. How fitting!
The always wonderful Abaton Book
Company has outdone itself with its
newest release, JD FLEISHMAN’s
Looking for Maya. The book is
collection of photographs taken at a
Manhattan escort agency, interspersed
with texts. There’s an excerpt from
Black Alex’s Privelege, an interview
with “Maya” by Lori Bortz that
includes the timeless philosophical
question, “Does a woman at the sperm
bank fuck a Dixie cup?” And a great
poem about being a john by Jeff Burns.
The photographs are fantastic—sexy,
weird, intense, arty. And this is a really
great take on a ubiquitous, important
and almost entirely ignored part of our
culture—sex work—and should be dug
by everyone.
Finally dug up a copy of MAMMAL’s
Fog Walkers LP (SNSE) and all the
talk about this one man Michigan
space-noise-aktion-beat unit rings
pretty goddamn true. It is impossible

B U L L T O U N G E
to not hear this jumble of vaguelydancey, totally corrupt electronic
huzzing as an outgrowth of the old
Industrial Records ethos, but the guy
who’s doing this probably wasn’t even
born when Throbbing Gristle packed
it in. So what’s that tell you? I dunno.
But this is the real thing—the kind of
Olympian munge experience that the
Wax Trax crowd and a certain period
of Foetus were always shooting for,
but were too bogged down in intellect,
knowledge and technique to actually
achieve. Shorn of society’s hideous
rudders, Mammal is able to surge into
pathways beyond the reach of many’s
imagination. A total victory.
Good new mags this time include
Dream #4 (Dream), which is George
Parsons’ wonderful attempt to recreate
the universe in a pattern that makes
sense to him. There are good pieces on
post-psychedelic pioneers like Peter
Scion, Green Pajamas, Iditarod and Sand
Pebbles. There’s excellent historical stuff
on the poet Robert Creeley and the
folksinger Vashti Bunyan. There’s a
ton of well-written reviews, and plenty
more. Swingset #3 (Swingset) is pretty
hep, too. There’s a good Liars tour diary,
very fine spurts on the artists Robert
Beck and Cecelia Dougherty, stuff on
Black Dice, Little Walter, Henry Jacobs,
and plenty more. Always a pleasure to
file this one in the bathroom.
Best rant zine this time is definitely the
first two issues of Valerie Beth Webber’s
Why Missing the Mark (Webber).
Originally started as a high school
project, these zines combine polemics
about living in out of the way places,
with a kind of primordial grappling with
world politics, in a way that is very cool.
Hand-written and sketch-filled, there
should be some new issues out by the
time this column appears, and let’s hope
she includes some of her poetry next
time, ‘cause it is great.
Another key piece of Canadian

content is The Waxathon by Blake
Hargreaves LP (Fluorescent Friends).
It’s not entirely clear what the artist’s
name is, but the brunt of this fucker
is lovely. The sound goes all over of
the place, crudely distorting vaguely
post-core motion through the use of
creaky guitars, spoon-darkened vocals,
some kinda goddamn electronic hijinx,
and presumed turntable leakage.
Sounding like the hand-picked gems
from many months of vastly stoned
late night jam sessions, the music
here really moves around in your head
like a little truckload junk, looking for
just the right corner in which to take
a dump. In ways it has some textural
similarities to the Midwest and
Northeast U.S. underground spacecore-improv scenes, but its flavors are
unique and it also features two of my
favorite song titles of the month “I beat
cops up the rope ladder” and “I am
standing on a fucking mountain.” Wow,
the story of my life. In song!
Originally planned as a CD on Wholly
Other,
CHRISTINA
CARTER’s
Bastard Wing is now out as an LP
(Eclipse) and it’s a real hoss. Playing
a piano that is not exactly in knowntuning, she moves through wonderful
passages of meditation strategies
using fingers, voice, body and soul.
Anyone familiar with Christina’s work
with Charalambides or Scorces won’t
be surprised by how powerful and
rapturous the sound is—sad, deep,
thoroughly human, it is another kind
of blues, as sure as anything Loren
Connors does, but unique in focus and
equally in the spirit of Patty Waters.
Great stuff. The same can be said of the
new SCORCES LP, Vivre avec la Bete
(Eclipse), which album combines all
the quivering feather energy for which
they are so rightly famous. Strings get
plucked like courageous chickens, notes
hover in the air like ballpeen hammers
in zero gravity, hints of melody lurk
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behind clouds of sheerest joy, and vocals
weave through holes like pixies.
Very extremely easy on the eyes is
JACKIE O MOTHERFUCKER’s
new video, Forestry Center (U Sound).
Shot by Theo Angell, in the forests of
Oregon, this is semi-abstract rural
footage, accompanied by music from
the last few Jackie O CDRs. Lotsa
continuous motion, lotsa simple effects,
lots slow spinning…this is as realistic
an evocation of doing acid in the forest
as I’ve seen in a good long time. The
band was using some of this footage
(I think) and a lot more as projections
for recent live shows. This presumably
means there might be another volume
in the works. And who could argue with
that? Not these elves.
You know how sometimes when
you’re in a Finnish restaurant, the
waitress will turn to you and say,
“Avarus is not just a band in Finland?”
Me neither. But, still, AVARUS is a
band in Finland and a good one. There
new LP seems to be called III (HP
Cycle), and their members include Jan
Anderzen (of so many other notable
Finnish units). But where much recent
Finnish action-hunch has been very
thoroughly rural in its vibe-creation,
Avarus combine this woodsy tribal
thing with a noise rapture worthy of
the Holy Modal Rounders at their most
amphetamined. Tongues babble, flutes
unroll their teeth, logs are struck with
hollow crania, bones begin to whistle,
and then thing get electric.
Hey hey hey. THE FRAMES’ new
album is out, it’s called Frames 2
(S-S Records) and it is as much of a
motherfucker (maybe even more of one)
than their debut. This Sacramento band
has the thickiest bass sound since King
Snake Roost or feedtime or something,
and they wrap that huge thug cable
around some of the most glorious snats
of Rough Trade classicism we’ve heard
in ages. Their songs are really a lot more
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poppy than they sound when you first
hear ‘em, and really, playing this thing is
not too unlike listening to a good Brit late
‘70s DIY mix tape. Throw in a little bit of
the Urinals, and maybe mid period Middle
Class (for requisite American content)
and you’ll be howling with pleasure.
Should you have anything to send to Bull Tongue,
please direct two (2) copies to:
Bull Tongue
P.O. Box 627
Northampton, MA 01061
USA

APOSTACY: WWW.APOSTASY.TRIPOD.COM
CORELEONE RECORDS: WWW.CORLEONERECORDS.COM
DREAM: WWW.DREAMGEO.COM
FLUORESCENT FRIENDS:
1 HIGHLAND ROAD, NORTH HATLEY, QC J0B 2C0 CANADA
SCOTT FOUST: WWW.ANTI-NATURALS.ORG
HAIR POLICE: WWW.GEOCITIES.COM/HAIRPOLICE000
HOSPITAL PRODUCTIONS:
WWW.HOSPITALPRODUCTIONS.COM
HP CYCLE: UNKNOWN
IDEA: PO BOX 461333, SAN ANTONIO TX 78246
IDITAROD: HTTP://MEMBERS.COX.NET/IDITAROD
KITES:
UNSKILLED LABOR / P.O. BOX 913 / PROVIDENCE, RI 02901
LES PRESSES DU REEL:
C/O PECOIL, 69 RUE MONGE, F-21 000 DIJON, FRANCE
LIQUID DEATH/HELLO PUSSY LABEL: WWW.LDR-HPR.COM
LOAD: WWW.LOADRECORDS.COM
MONDO MACABRO: WWW.MONDOMACBRODVD.COM
PAPER RADIO:
WWW.PAPERRAD.ORG—(BOX 913 / PROVIDENCE, RI 02901)
THE SCORCES: WWW.SCORCES.COM
SIWA: SIWA@EARTHLINK.NET
SNSE: PO BOX 51021, KALAMAZOO MI 49005
SPIRIT OF ORR: WWW.SPIRITOFORR.COM
S-S: 222.S-S-RECORDS.COM
SWINGSET:
532 LA GUARDIA PLACE #102, NEW YORK NY 10012
U SOUND: WWW.USOUNDARCHIVE.COM
VERSE CHORIS PRESS: POB 14806, PORTLAND OR 97293
WEBBER:
3551 RUE GERTRUDE, VERDUN, QC H4G 1R4, CANADA
WEIRD FOREST: WEIRDFOREST@YAHOO.COM
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Jun e C a r t e r C a s h
1929-2003
by PAIGE LA GRONE BABCOCK

S

he died on Thursday May 15. Complications from

her physical birth, she’d nonetheless helped to birth her

heart valve replacement

surgery were the cause;

future). None of these is the lead role; all are defined by

that, and being without oxygen too long, whereby her loved

their interrelationships. In this web of interdependence

ones were forced to take her off life support. My adopted

that revolved and spun near and around her, June played

hometown went into deep mourning. The following

an integral supporting role. The sum of the parts she

Sunday, I sat beside my new husband on our beat-up sofa

played are enough to populate that proverbial village we

in Nashville, watching Channel 5 broadcast the funeral

hear so much about—the one it takes to raise a child, or a

of June Carter Cash from the First Baptist Church in

rock star (same difference!), or anchor a Family Fold. She

Hendersonville, just up Gallatin Road and through two

played each role with gusto, with grace, with joy.

townships from where we sat holding hands at home.

None of which is to deny her individuality; it is in fact

The place was packed with fans, friends and the

to her credit that she found her own voice and self at

famous—from Sheryl Crow to Jane Seymour to Larry

all—surrounded as she was, June could easily have gotten

Gatlin, all of whom spoke or performed during the

by standing on the shoulders of giants. She was always a

sometimes moving, sometimes bizarre open mic portions

unique figure, an attention-getter. If one Carter Sister had

of the service. A mad crush of flowers dressed the altars,

the looks and one had the voice, June had the personality.

the backdrop to the speaker’s podium, and flanked the

She was the fun one. She threw off enough sparks to

blue coffin wherein lay the 73-year-old body of June

catch the attention of Elvis—never at a loss for female

Carter Cash. After the funeral, I read that her children

attentions—in their tent-show days. She was a good

asked that flowers be sent in lieu of donations, for their

actress, a protege of Elia Kazan; her talent flowed from her

mother had loved them so. I wondered if the coffin color

strong sense of self, her confidence. Latter day appearances

was what the family knew as “June-blue,” self named for

in fare like Robert Duvall’s The Apostle more than testify

her favorite shade.

to this. Her comic timing was flawless—from her first bit

Johnny sat in the front row, in a wheelchair, not walking

as a kid walking on stage with a plank (looking for her

the line, but kinda broke-down, untethered; an American

room; she had her board) to her send up of “Baby It’s Cold

icon wholly human before us. Seeing him so made me

Outside” with Homer and Jethro, to her deliciously kooky

squeeze my own husband’s hand harder. June and Johnny,

warble and pointed delivery of “Tiffany Anastasia Lowe”

married to one another for 35 years, found each in the other

on the Grammy-winning solo album Press On.

a soul mate in mid-life. Theirs is neither fable nor fiction,

A critical success in 1999, Press On is the musical

but fated love story for the ages. And that love first fettered

autobiography of a remarkable woman spanning a

then unfurled, became June’s greatest art, midwifing her

remarkable set of circumstances for the better part

most enduring and exponentially regenerative acts of faith;

of the last century, a remarkable time in and of itself.

faith in God, faith in man, faith in big beautiful bittersweet

Reissued only last month by Dualtone, setting the stage

Life, and in the salvation that comes from belonging.

for a September follow-up, Press On bookends itself with

Well-practiced in the womanly art of community
building,

June Carter Cash was one of the faces

on her very own “Ring Of Fire.” One of the most enduring

of radical feminism in my book. Not unlike choices

and affecting country songs ever (even if it was most

made by women the world over—from my mother to

likely the afterthought conqueso horns that boosted it up

my best girlfriend, to Patti Smith post-Maplethorpe

the charts for the Man In Black), “Ring of Fire” is a nugget

and prior to her husband’s untimely departure from

of gut-wrenching poetry on the allure of dangerous love.

this world—June mindfully feathered her nest, made

The fact that Johnny was its inspiration, and that the

welcome what came, and enlarged the circle by choosing

songwriter not only married him but saved him from

home and family (both blood and chosen), as the focus

himself in the process, is a twist of sweet justice.

for her spotlight. Not the choice for all, but a valid and

As June always told it, and was oft recorded saying, for

deeply beautiful choice for her, June Carter Cash lived in

her there were only two kinds of people in the world: the

a way that inspires women to follow their hearts, making

ones she knew and loved, and the ones she didn’t know.

choices that suit them and their get, rather than buying

And loved.

into received opinion of shoulds and should nots. June

When at the funeral, Rosanne stood to read her beautiful

had the strength and the intelligence, the warmth and

words, she spoke what everyone had on their minds—that

the gumption to go on ahead and embrace her greatest

her father, Johnny Cash, had lost his anchor, his dearest

gift—that of being the glue, that of being the magic.

companion. To my mind, had we never known June’s radio

She was a female familial icon of continually shifting

shows, films, records or books, we’d have known of the love

status: born into the First Family of Country Music as

she’d shared with this man, and that in and of itself would

daughter of Maybelle, sister of Anita and Helen; married

have been more than enough. It’d been salvation, in some

into Legend as wife of Johnny and mother to seven

small way, to all who witnessed it. What greater gift, than

children, a family of both fame and of infamy. (That

to be the glue, to be the magic?

next generation is smattering of yours, mine and ours,

Thank you, Valerie June Carter Cash. Thank you for

including musicians Carlene Carter, John Carter Cash and

giving us artful aspiration of kith and kin. We should all

Rosanne Cash, the latter of whom told all in her elegantly

be so blessed, to be somebody’s glue, somebody’s magic.

gracious eulogy for June, that while the elder Cash—who
refused to preface daughter with “step”—hadn’t given

46

Carter tunes and carries within its grooves June’s take
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You will be remembered fondly and often, as we all
press on.
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Paige La Grone
Babcock lives and
writes with her
husband Eric in
Nashville where they
eat hot chicken, put
out records and watch
funerals on tee vee.
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