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The following conversation took place with a 
student who claims to have achieved a new level of 
consciousness due to the apocalyptic devices of the 
Tubes. 

Q. Who are the Tubes and what have they done to you? 
A. A very tough question indeed. Well, they are a 

traveling troupe of musicians, dancers and vagrants 
collectively known as the Tubes. Their number varies 
from show to show depending on whether the Marching 
Band is present or not. They work out of San 
Francisco but hail from Arizona. They once lived a 
scant five miles from the horne of Barry Goldwater and 
one of their stage crew claims to have voted for that 
politician several years ago. The Tubes have changed 
my life. 

Q. How so? 
A. I once studied Zen but it proved to be nothing. 

Scientology put me in debt so I turned to rock music. 
Now all I listen to are a group of media people from 
the Coast. Seeing the band perform is like seeing 
Carlton Fisk hit one out in the sixth game of the World 
Series. A three hour show of constant pandemonium. I 
now see things I didn't see before. My friends say 
my glasses are responsible, but I know that I've 
r eached new levels of nascent understanding because 
of the concert. My new-found empirical ruminations ••• 

Q. Let 's get back to the Tubes. What took place at the 
concert down in Glassboro? 

A. I'm not really sure. Lead singer Fee Waybill came on 
dramatically to open the show. Dressed in a white 
tuxedo, with frilled shirt torn open to the waist, Fee 
sings a tribute to materialism while exercising on a 
Dyna-Gyrn. He is backed by a five-man rock outfit who 
somehow look stranger than their peers. The bassist, 
with his long, ironed hair, looks like a sci-fi beetle 
and the keyboard player sports wrap-around sunglasses. 
The drummer and two guitarists could pass in any disco 
but they spend much of the evening in various costumes 



anyway . The synthesizer player i s musically 
incompetent but he l ooks like he doesn ' t mind . So 
we don ' t e iohe r . The mus i c was loud , and delightfully 
insane , and raucous . 

Q. Wha t next? 
A. The astronauts , actually the band member s , appeared 

while the three televis i ons onstage s howe d Apollo , witn 
Fee i ns i de sippi ng Tang , l andi ng on the moon . Se ver al 
space- garbed dancers did a slow- motion danc e to the 
tune "Spac e Baby ." Then a model of Soyuz was dragl"ed 
onto the stage as a loud explosion took place. he 
f l ash blinded the audienc e and suddenly a group of 
white robed Tube tte angels appeared in the back of t he 
hall carrying candles . They s t arted to do a commercial 
for the "Tubes" record, and promptly di s car ded their 
robes . ' huff sairl . 

Q. Earli er you ment ioned Fee Waybill . 
A. Yes, he i s the focal point of the band . During "\'Iha"!; 

Do You Want From Life?" he uprooted the pyramid of 
Dash detergent boxes whic h served a s a backdrop to the 
stage . He does a Tom Jones skit, complete with the 
histrionic "It ' s Not Unus ua l" standard als o . That i s 
followed by a mad dash into the crowd with a buzz saw . 
Buz z saws are scary . 

Q. Who is Quay Lewd? 
A. He is t he leading rock star i n the world , and is actually 

Fee . Lewd comes complete with 17-inch pl a tform shoes , 
and a train of female admirers. The stage spotlights 
shine on a magnif i cent, s i lver stage while Quay stru!"s 
away and calls for more decibel power . One clown crieo , 
"No mor e power!" but he was yelled down by Quay and the 
mad crowd . The music crept to an ear-shattering level 
and the amps blew, collaps ing on his head while twenty 
Tube pe ople ran on s t age for the finale . Their numbers 
i ncluded firemen , r ol ler skaters , ballet dancers, ~nd 
Quay, now bandaged and using crutches . l'Iowie Zowi e t 

Q. I t hink you made th i s whole thing up. 
A. Think what you may but I gave you a break by not 

descr ibing the seedier side of the show . . . 
Q. Okay , okay. De cadenc e is decadence. Anyhow, ohis l ~ 

all l unacy . A fabrication of your mind . 
A. Maybe , maybe not . It ' s the American dr eam , live and in 

co lor. I believe i t. 
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The winter sun sets quickly 
With a multiprint quilt 
Across the evening skYI 

And the cold wind cries 
While darkness sneaks in, 
And the fire's reduced to embers. 

A carpet of moonlit white 
stretches far to meet 
The sleeping mountains on the horizon. 

No t a soul will be out 
On this frosty night, 
Where stars show off their finery. 

So put more wood in the flamesl 
Then sit by me and take my hand, 
As another winter night sets in . 
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Winged, I again have taken fli ght; 
Flown again to avoid my plight ; 
Escaped from confining cocoon, 
And soared to greet sun and moon. 
A butterfly; I, Monarch, grand. 
Deliver me from Fate's cruel hand. 
My lifel I, destined e'er to fly, 
Meditate and wing on by. 
Freedom, yes, but caught I'll be 
When you set your sights on me. 
Oh , little do you know that I 
Would, into your hands, so gladly fly. 
You, as no other, soar free, too, 
And together we can sail the blue, 
While, meeting or not, and content, 
pursuing our dreams till our lives are spent. 



My L o v e... 

My love 
is pure and s i mple 
she sits in the pas ture 
and stares. 
Butterflies dance around 
her f lowing hair 
and the sun shines 
through her ears . 
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Looking down 
upon the valley 
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Freaks of Nature 
Heralds from the past 
bring l aughter to t he hearts 
of s imple people. 

a peasant woman beats her son 
the spark of Life 
has stirred ar ousal 
within his toes. 
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Picking potatoes for the 
s tate 
makes me want to Jump 
around 
and dance. 
But we are not allowed. 
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Hypnotically 
the wheels run down the track, 
clicking constantly . 
The car lulls, 
first one way, 
then the other, 
I am gradually 
sinking within myself, 
falling into sleep. 
Then like a cold dous ing of water, 
I am awake. 
My head flies up, 
Blood rushes to by brain. 
I am alert; 
I can't doze off; 
I'll miss my stop. 
Then uncontrollably 
the mysterious sleep demon returns ; 
running spiny fingers up my back, 
over my shoulders, 
tugs on my eyelids. 
I try to fight it off, 
but soon it wins. 
Once more, I am possessed. 
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