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anyway. The synthesizer player is musically
incompetent but he looks like he doesn't mind. So

we don't either. The music was loud, and delightfully
insane, and raucous.

What next?
The astronauts, actually the band members, appeared

while the three televisions onstage showed Apollo, witn
Fee inside sipping Tang, landing on the moon. several
space-garbed dancers did a slow-motion dance to the
tune "Space Baby." Then a model of Soyuz was draggeged
onto the stage as a loud explosion took place. The
flash blinded the audience and suddenly a group oI
white robed Tubette angels appeared in the back of the
hall carrying candles. They started to do a commercial
for the "Tubes" record, and promptly discarded thelr
robes. 'Nuff said.

Earlier you mentioned Fee Waybill.

Yes, he is the focal point of the band. During "What
Do You Want From Life?” he uprooted the pyramid of

Dash detergent boxes which served as a backdrop to the
stage. He does a Tom Jones skit, complete with the
histrionic "It's Not Unusual" standard also. That 1s
followed by a mad dash into the crowd with a buzz saw.
Buzz saws are scary.

Who is Qua{ Lewd?

He is the leading rock star in the world, and 1s actually
Fee. Lewd comes complete with 17-inch platform shoes,
and a train of female admirers. The stage spotlights
shine on a magnificent, silver stage while Quay strums
away and calls for more decibel power. Une clown cried,
"No more power!" but he was yelled down by Quay and the
mad crowd. The music crept to an ear-shattering level
and the amps blew, collapsing on his head while twenty
Tube people ran on stage for the finale. Thelr numbers
included firemen, roller skaters, ballet dancers, and
Quay, now bandaged and using crutches. Wowie Zowiel

I think you made this whole thing up.

Think what you may but I gave you a break by not
describing the seedier side of the show...

Okay, okay. Decadence is decadence. Anyhow, this 1is
all lunacy. A fabrication of your mind.

Maybe, maybe not. It's the American dream, live and in
color. I believe it.

Frantk =John Hadley
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The winter sun sets quickly

With a multiprint quilt

Across the evening sky;
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.
Not a soul will be out

On this frosty night,

Where stars show off their finery.
So put more wood in the flames;

Then sit by me and take my hand,

As another winter night sets in.



Photo by Bob Carty




Photo by Bob Carty



Winged, I again have taken flight;
Flown again to avoid my plight;
Escaped from confining cocoon,

And soared to greet sun and moon.

A butterfly; 1, Monarch, grand.
Deliver me from Fate's cruel hand.

My lifes 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 1

Would, into your hands, so gladly fly.
You, as no other, soar free, t00,

And together we can sail the blue,
While, meeting or not, and content,
Pursuing our dreams till our lives are
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My love

is pure and simple

she sits in the pasture
and stares.

Butterflies dance around
her flowing hair

and the sun shines
through her ears.

Godlis E uildices

Freaks of Nature

Heralds from the past

bring laughter to the hearts
of simple people.

A Vie.uu 'F-r-csrr\q H\il

Looking down

upon the valley

a peasant woman beats her son
the spark of Life

has stirred arousal

within his toes.

Freeadaorm for— Us

Picking potatoes for the
State

makes me want to jump
around

and dance.

But we are not allowed.

Qzzie Fieldimg
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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 dousing of water,
I am awake,

My head flies up,

Blood rushes to by brain.

I am alerts;

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, 1 am possessed.
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