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tioning broken, CBGB resembleq
toir of g kitchen in which a bucket of i
placed in frant of, to cool the room off..

‘To no avail of Eurse. and the heat had
perspiration glisdading down the curve of
one’s back, yeah, and the cruel heat also
hurned away any sense of glamour. After all,;

. CBGB's Bowery and Bléecker location is not
the garden spot of lower|\Manhattan, and the
bar itself is an_uneasy |pasis. On the left,
where thé couplesTire, tables; on the right,
where-the stragglers,, drinpers, and love-
seckers are, a long bar; between the two, a

* high double-badked ladder, which, when the
\ ‘room is really crowded, offers the best view..

If your bladder sends a distress signal, write:
home: to mother. for you must make a
perilous journey down ihe aisle between

' seating area and bar, not knock aver any
mikd stands as you slide hy the tiny stage,
squeeze through thepllm of amplifiers, duck:

.the elbow thrust of a pool player.leaning over
to make a shot . . . and then youend up in an'
illustrated bathroom which looks like a page:
that didn't make *The Faith of Grallm

Now ider the bly '.:.".c,.

“tion of bands With: resonant names like
Movies, Tuff D:)MB!undic. Stagger Lee,
the Heartbreakerz Mink de Ville, Dancer,
the Shirls, Bananas, Talking Heads,
Johnny’s Dance Band,.and Television; can-
sider that some nights as many as six bands
perform, 4ind it isgft hard to comprehend -
someone deelining to sit throuph a long
_evening. thn the air gets thick with naise *
“and smoke, evmt the most committed of us
long to slake our thirst in‘front of a Johnny
Carson monologue, the quint
rience of bourgeois ‘cool. :

So those who stayed away are not tobe"
chastised, except for a lack of adventurous-
ness. And yet they missed perhaps the most.
important event in New York rock since the |
Velvet Underground played théy Balloon |
Farm: 'CBGB’s three-weck festival of the

best underground (i.e., unrecorded) bands,

The very. unpretentiousness of the bands' *
- style of musical attack represented a coun- ,
terthrust to the prevgiling baroque theatri)
eality of rock, In opposition to thAtheatri-~
- cality, this was a music which suggested a

resurgence\ol communal faith,

So this was an event of importance but not
of flash. Hardly any groupies or bopperettes
showed up, nor did platoons of fock writers
with their sensibilities tuned Lntmdlo Free
Zeitgeist brave the near satahic humadn.y(
When the room was packed, as it often was, it
was packed with musicians and their girl-
friends, couples on dates, friends and rgla-
tives of band members, and CBGB regulars,

. all dressed in denims and loosefitting -

= - shirts—sartorial-style courtesy of Canal’
i Jeans. The kers and chic-obx d

were elsewhere. Where? “At Ashley's.”

* . siieered one band rember.

Understandable. ' Rock simply isn't the

15 brlghtest light in the pleasure dome any
. longer (my| guess i i5 that dance is), and Don -

. Kirschner’s *‘Rock Awards" only verifies the
obvious: rock is getting as arthritic, or at

* least, as phlegmatic, as a rich old whore. It
isn't only that the enthusiasm over the Stones.

-~ tour seemed strained and synthetic, or that
the Beach Boys can't seem able to release

4 'new material until Brian Wilson conquers his'
weight problem or that the album of the
yearis a collecuon of basement tapes made

in 1997. **The real tnith as I see it,” said the
Who's Peter Townshend recently, “is that'
rock miusic as. it was*is not really con-
_temporary to these times. It's really the

: y
Arabian swelter, and with the air-condi-
some abat- |

| expe-
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‘No longer is the rock thIse

revolutionary—-i.e,, the traﬁsformat__ion
of oneself and: soczety—but conservative:

. to arry on the rock tmdztzc

but conservative:
tradition. To borrow from El

el y - J.-

'!‘helRanionesg'u@rdthedm_n. sl

mus:c of yesteryear."

He's right and yet wrong. What' s chan.ged
is the nature of the impulse to create rock.
Nolonger is the impulse revolutionary—i.e.,
the transfofmation of oneself and society—
to carry on| the rock
| a rocker
now needs an historical sense; he performs
“not merely with his own generﬁ_ion in his
bones'" but with the knowledge that all of pop
culture forms a “'simultaneous order.”” The
landscape is no longer virginal—markers
and tracks have been left by, among others,'
Elvis, Buddy Holly, Chuck Berry, and thel
Beatles—and it exists not to be tmm@nned
but’cultivated. |

No, I'm not saying that weryme down at|

CBGB's is a farmer. Must you take me so!
literally? But there i¥ original vision Lhanel
and what the pl.qce itself is doing is qui
extraordinary: putting on bands as II
stage were a cable television station. Public,
access rock. Ormursenmevewtandwluch
auditions gets to play, but the proprietor,!
Hilly, must have a w.ide latitude of taste. s

: swaying hack and forth as I.Ithe night might

since the variety and quality of talent ranges
from the great to the God-condemned. As
with cable TV, what you getisnot h:gh -gloss
profassmnahsm but talent still working at

the basics; the excitement {which borders on :
‘comedy) is watching a band with a unique

approach try to-articulate its vision and still
remember the chords. 3

Television was once such a band, the first
time I saw them everything was wrong—the
yocals were too raw, the guilar work was

" relentlessly bad, the ‘drummer wouldn't

leave his cymbais alone. They were lousy all
right but their lousiness had a forceful
dissonance reminiscent of the Stones’ “'Exile
on Main Street,” and clearly Tom Verlaine
was a preserice to be reckoned with.

| He has frequently béen compared to Lou
Reed in the Velvel days, but he most remind

~lover v

se in

ast and it’s ér.er to stand than fall.
Jagger ‘is erously close to be-
Maria Callas, Keith, with his lanky
and obsidian-eyed menace, is the
al outsider. 1 don't know, any roclj
ho doesn.t-love Keith; he's the sta
always at: lhe edge and yel occupies
ter.

m Verlaine occupies the same dreamy.
like Keith, he’s pale and aloof. He

be his
Though

Erace
perpet

who's
the ¢

Tom
realm,
seermis
about performing that “if I'm thinking up
lhem I'm not having a good nighl,* Only
receﬁtly has the band’s techniq; up to
Verlaine's reveries and their set at the CBGB
festival was the best I've ever seen: dramat-
ic, tense, tender (‘'Hard on Love"), athletic
(“Kingddn Come"), with Verlaine in solid
voice andfthe band playing asa band and not
as four ipdividuals with instruments, Ver-
laine once told me thatone of the best things
about the' Beatles was the way they could
shout harmonies and make them sound
intimate, and that’s what Television had that
night : loud intimacy.

When Tom graduated from high school
back in Delaware he was voted “most un-

. known'' by his senior class. As if in revenge,
he chose the name Verlaine, ruch as Patti
Smith often invokes the name Rimbaud. He
came to New York, spent seven years writ- '
ing fiction, formed g group called Neon Boys,
thén!?elevision. .name, suggests an aes-
thetic of accessibility and choice. It also
suggests Tom'’s adapted initials: T.V. |

‘I left Delaware because no one wanted to
form a band there,"'|he says. “"Then I came to
New York and no orje wanted to form a band
here eithé.” Verlaife came to New York for
the same reason every street:smart arlist
comes to New York—because it's the big

- Ieague—ewen though he realizes “New York,
is not a great rock pnd roll fown. " il

Still. they contifue to arrive;: Martina
Weymouth, bassist,|born in California; Chris «
Frantz; | i drummer| in [entucky; David
Byme, singer and|guitanst, Scotland. All
attended the Rhode|Island School of Design, .
and according to their bio, ‘'now launching
caréer in New York''—g sonorous announce-
ment, yes?

These people call themselves Talking
Healls. Séeing them for the first time is
transfixing: Frantz is so far back on dnlllns
that'it souqu as if he's p!s:nn.g in the next
room; Weymouth, who could pass'as Stz
.Qualro’s sorority sister, stands rooted to the
floor, her head doing an oscillating-fan swiv-
el; the object of her swivel is Dawd Byrne,
whao has a little-boy-lost-at- the-zm voice and
the demeanor of someone who's spen_l the,
last half hour whirlifg around in a spin
dryer. When his eyes start Ping-Ponging in
his head, he looks like.a cartoon of a
chipmunk from Mars. The song titles aren't
tethered to conventionality either: “Psycho
Killer™ (which goes “‘Psycho Killer, que’st-
ce c'est? Fa-fa-fa-fa-fa-fa-fa”), “The Girls

lost in a forest of silence and he says

Want to Be With the Girls," “Loye Is Likea

Building on Fire,” plus a cover version of

/|. that schlock classic by ? and the sttenms

“'96 Tears.” il |
. Love at first sight it isn't. | i
But répeated viewings (precise word)
reveal Talking Heads to be one of the most
intngulngly off-the-wall bands in New York.

.me of Keith iRichard. The blood-rained

bone-weary 'Keith on stage at Madison
Square Gdrden is the perfect symbol for
Rock '75, uat play}ng athl:a best sometima_
not even , but
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Musically, they're mini : Byrne's gui-
tar playing i is fike a charcoal scratch-
_Ing|a scene oh a note pad. S0Ngs are.
spmedby\i’e outh’s bass playing which, in

contrastto lhe|glotth] buzz of most rock bass
work, is hard and articulate—the bass lines
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pmvide hook as well as bottom. Visually, the
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e New Rock Und rground

ged to give lhenr don't-give-a-fuck
cl'umminew a certain coherence, and they '
know how to draw the groupies (no small &  _*
ation for a beg g outfit). In rock, 3 :
lalent mfrm]g.r half of it, ‘inmmmes nol even

| i :
_hand is perfect rur the uhlp-’i‘v format at
CHGH; they present a clean, flat image,
devoid of fine shading and :-n]ur They are
conscioBhly antimythic in stahe. A line from
theit bio: ThL- image we prtu-nl along with

¥ F010A 26Tina

‘The excitement ( wfizch bc{rdef‘s
on comedy) is watchmg a band with a

= our gongs ::: what we are really like." . lhat much.
Talking to them, it becom 5 apparent that la Ruby and the Rednecks. Ruby threw nul :
3 though they deny antecedents—"We would umqu a‘p p TOGCh try to artacu’late zts A 311 oversized teddy bear, shrieked, stomped

rather achibve a ‘new’ sound rather than be
compared to b.md-{ of the past"—they are

rds.’

on the bear, kicked it, clawed at the audi- o H
dnce, while her claque (from Interview o

vision Lmd still remqmber the c

[t

'

' involvement."

~, whether it was difficult to

J‘ “Don't you have any

i

e

children of the communal rock ethic: They
hvc together, rhelting the distinction between
‘art and life, and went intos fock becauseas
art it is more accessible. T They haye anh
Istute sense of acsthetic o 190, yet
LI'Ly re not entirely under| the Warholian
sway for as one of them told me. "“We don't
want to be famous for {hd sdke of being
famous." Of all the ’(mlpe. I've seen at
CBGB, Talking Headd s the closest to a
‘ieo-Velvel band. and they hprc-\-crll a dis
(tillation of that sensibility, what John Cale
Iuncn called “controlled digtortion.” When
the! Velvets made their rl*ml.'niun at the
Balloon Farm they were natigating through
a storm of multimedia effects: mirrors,
blinking lights.  strobes, | projected  film
images. Talking Heads works without para-
phernalia in a cavernous room pn:jz‘m}u:\-
light like a television located at the end of a
long dark hall. ‘The di"l.'rl‘il‘ltx' between the
Velvets and Talking Heads is the difference
between phosphorescence ahd cold gray TV
light. These people understand that an entire
Reneration has grown up 0n|tht- nourishment
= of television's .ll!l"‘..\lhl(‘llh(lnqlltly What
they're doing is presenting a banal facade
under which ryn ripples (of violence and
squalls of frustration—the id of the vid,
David Byrne sinps tonel w.ly hut its effect
‘is all thp more ominous, This uneasy alliance
between ¢ ¢ and| kd G
tween outward acceptancel and inward com-
ing-apart—is what makes Talking Heads
“such a central ‘705 band, A quote from
ex-Velvet John Cale: ‘What we try to pot
here (at the lHnllmnu Farm} i5 a sense of total
Nineteen s|xty-gix. But what
bands like Television and* "alking Heads are
- doing.is amehor.mm, the post-'60s hangover
by giving U8 a sense of détachment. We've

passed through the Dionysian storm and now |

it's time to purse pridate wounds. Says Tina

Magazine I, was told) roared back /their

delight. Meanwhile, Michael Goldstein, of
the Soho Weekly News, was telling Tina
Weymouth, Trixie A. Balm, and myself that

has what it takes. 'Inquute Chico Marx. she
¢an keep il.

‘hat's because they're Britis
dpondent from Melody Maker. Actually,
hey're Irish. Wh:u.h qunl make them any
e55 food, g

Blondie. Someone ought to tell the gui-

nto the microphone.
|

explode and Tommy Ramone smashed the
cymbal shogting. “What the FUCK's
wrong?"" They wenl offstage steaming, then

Punk."" A killer band,

LR

effort—few p:l.':cos to play. media indif-

city life—are awesome. Morcover, the tra-
vails of a rnok band are rooted/in a decper
problem: the difficulty of collaborative art,

‘of communal activity, when the belief was
that “togetherness meant -tmpelh It was

that one coultkcrealg art with friends. Play-
ing with a band meant art with sacrifice, but
without suffering: Romahtic mima.nly mlh

| Weymouth, fuite simply: ';l{uckisn'lanthe out Romantic solitude. |
cause." [ 1 What CBGR is trying to do is nnthlnu ll.wes
1 L R than to restore that spirit as a force in rock

More than 30 bands played at lhe CBGB
festival. There seemed to be a lot of worhen
in these groups, and nope of them were
backup singers. 1 asked Tina (who once
, introdliced hersell as [a *“bassperson”)
rk withmenina
look which said.
tler questions o
ask?" Albeit, here are some additional notes
on Ihe musicianpersons | [ saw. perfun‘nm;;
during the three weeks:

The Shirts. Annie Golden, lead s:ngcr nl
this Park Slope scptet, is a self-proclaimed
. “stri¥et punk.”* Her hard-skiing voice is the
chief ntlract}nn in lhIS tdehnically proficient
., and equif group (on stage

they refer to themseljds as the Average
Cramped Band), They share an artibtic

bahd. and.she gave me

commune in Brooklyn and the salient virtue

1 :of the band is that t
. ionship comes through

‘sense of compan-
the texture of the

i/ ‘musie. The very choi s seem bonds of

(and roll. Ong is left speeulating 'lbuul SUe-
cess: Will a 1y of the bands who play there
"Lever amount |to anylhing more than a cheap
jevening of rbek and roll? Is public access
imerely ar® attitnde to be discarded once
stardom secpgs, possible, or will it sustain
itself beyond the first recording contract? [ .
don’t know, and in the decpest sense, don't
care. These| bands don't have to be the
vanguard in order to satisfy. [n a cheering
Velvets SONg. Lou Reed sings: A little wine
in the morning, and some breakfast at
night/Well. I'm beginning to sec the Inp,hl
And that's what rock gives: small unconveri-
tiondl pleastires which Icad lo moments of
percgption. i
slouches behind his guitar, Patli Smith a
Lenny ' Kaye |singing “Don’t Fuck With.
Love,” on the sidewalk in front of CBGB's,

number, Tina Weymolth's touuhsll*i'ns bass'

arist that the way to sing harmony is Lo sing

The Ramones| ‘The Ramones recently
pened at a Johnpy Winter concert and had
&Bdndue flying bottles, During one of their
GI sets. they ‘had equipment serew-ups
and Dee Dee Ramone stopped singing and
gripped his head as if he were going to

came back | ﬁnd r!pptp inte ““Judyt 15 a

“Playing with a band is the greatest way
of feeling alive,” says Tom Verlaine. But the
pressures in |New York against such an

ference. the compulsively upward pace of

Rock bands flourished in the 605 when there
was a gunumt faith in the ufnmhmm beauty |

Huby was going to make it big because she |

Bananas. They're very melodie, | said, -
said @ corres -

m(rreth.m a matlerof * ‘helonging™: it meant® |

Flashes [like: the way Johmmy Rarnarﬁ .

the Shirts t‘.iml.tlmg in unison in their finale

e rrlend.ship i on “Tentative| Decidions,'* the way
v\ The Heartbreakers TOWle different | New York Dolls, Richard Hell: formerly of | Verlaine says *‘just the facts™ in “Prove It.'§ | / !
.1, {problem here. This has rockers who | Television—and the place was crowded with One’s affection goes out to Lou Reed, for s N 1}

11/ Nolan and Johnny formerly of the |+ would/wouldn't resemble the Dolls. By the Sharedwlne A $ o
T DR St EIREE Dy e e S AT TS B f it e Sk il
b Bl s - gl o
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v have made names for themselves—Jerry

other band members curious aboutTiow they
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moments are like wine. in the mon'ning .




