Michael Mahalchick: IT
Canada, New York
- 7March-22 April

Michael Mahalchick’s /T is less an exhibition
than an assault on the senses. Composed of
mixed-media sculptural works ranging in quality
from pointless to transcendent, 1t manages to
transmit the feeling that one isnotin a gallery so
much as in some kind of waiting room for the
dead. Using subtle touches, such as the smell of
rot that wafts from jars of raw bacon in Milking
Machine (all works 2012), which also includes a
coffee table propped up by gay pornography
magazines, or the quietly persistent background
noise of a Los Angeles radio station reporting on
the aftermath ofthe 1994 Northridge earthquake
in Youthquake, an installation that includes a
futon, a room divider, a tape player and a pair of
Budweiser-can speakers, Mahalchick has created
a realm haunted by hairy-bellied spirits.

The exhibition opens with assemblages
that bear Mahalchick’s signature touch: objects
composed of thrift-store materials. In The Bachelor
aripped and burned T-shirt hangs from a Japanese
paper screen (punctured by a steak knife), along
with a pink tie, the cord from an Apple mouse
and other sundry objects. Near the shirt 1s a
crumpled photograph of an unidentified airline
pilot, adding a touch of horror-film menace to
the otherwise innocuous materials. In La
Burubrwa, melted wax candles, orange peels and
a dirty bong look like carefully stored objects
from an abandoned seance.

The back room of the gallery roils with a
Beetlejuice kind of energy. In The Bride, a black
totem pole consisting of speakers, a pot and an
old telephone is wrapped with white gauze and
animated by a flashing strobe light. In the
eponymous IT, a water-stained piece of drywall
is pinned with an old, frayed Chinese finger trap.
The space is viscerally dirty, soiled by association
with the smell, the sight and the sound of
senescence.

Alone, most sculptures in the exhibition
would lose their power to disgust. Empty, though
pretty, wall pieces such as Roses Turn, a mixed-
media work of dried rose petals on a blue
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background, would make appealing acquisitions
for collectors who buy art on the Internet. And
the larger assemblages, such as The Queen, which
is composed of a wheelchair, a dirty pillow and
an electric guitar wrapped inwomen’s underwear,
look too amateurish, too many posts- post-Gordon
Matta-Clark, to be acquired by a respectable
museum. But that may be exactly the point. By
displaying objects that fall short of the iconic,
Mahalchick frees them from having to mean
anything, and in doing so, allows them to be
inhabited by something otherworldly.

BRIENNE WALSH
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Michael Mahalchick, Terry, 2003, futon, fabric, leather,
artificial fur, and string, 41 x 46 x 39",

MICHAEL MAHALCHICK
CANADA GALLERY

Michael Mahalchick weaves and stitches
scraps of scavenged cloth into raggedy
wall hangings, lumpy totems, and squat,
motley creatures, celebrating both

quiet industry and its flip side, sensual
languor. One favorite trope is to take
properly horizontal forms and give them
the primacy, and display value, of the ver-
tical. Quiltlike drapery No. 34 (Let Yonr
Freak Flag Fly), 2003, was inspired by
Gee’s Bend; to form the two perfectly
titled To Die Dreamings, 2004, which
together evoke a pair of slatted swinging
doors, the artist wove strips of old clothes
onto futon frames. As installed in this
gallery—an ideal setting, at once expan-
sive and warrenlike—the fabric grids

and swaths mocked up windows and cur-
tains to suggest the hideaway of a stoner
Bachelard, with the floor sculptures—
short and personable, lumpy or stick thin,
wrapped in fur and bound in ribbons—
suggesting imaginary friends.

Contra Bachelard, Mahalchick acknowl-
edges the presence of adult concerns in
his childhood-evoking ur-home, as well
as the presence of the child in the adult
world. Take those imaginary friends:
Stevie, 2003, a fur-cloaked sprite, pokes
fun at the mystic Beuys of I Like America
and America Likes Me; Terry, 2003, a
roly-poly bear, embodies the convergence
of caretaking, play, and erotics that
extended throughout the show. At the
gallery’s door hung a drooping net of pat-
terned strips like a deboned God’s eye,
woven using a mini-trampoline as a frame.
Its red, pink, and turquoise bull’s-eye
is encircled by fuzzy orange-red yarn that
flowers here and there into unkempt
tufts, leading a chain of association
from cunt to womb to home to bed
and thereby back again. But the warmth
manifest in Mahalchick’s self-described

“love objects™ is not focused on la boue.

His materials are clean, and his composi-
tions—like the lyrical I Am: the Resolution
2003, a field of port-colored tatters and
marble-size blue, turquoise, marigold,
and lemon beads sewn onto a bedcover
that’s been belted at the middle—are
highly structured.

When Mike Kelley brings craft objects
into the gallery, he’s interrogating the
value systems in which blankies, sock
monkeys, etc., are embedded. Mahalchick'
art, despite its knowingness, seems to
embody a retreat from adult language.

Its quasi autism is curious for an artist
heretofore focused on music, video, and
performance and who is committed
enough to live acts to arrange a five-night.
a-week performance series for the run

of his exhibition. These events peopled
Mahalchick’s dreamy pad with an array ot
creatures still odder than his own: a pair
of dancers in scary masks, fedoras, and
gold chains like Afro-Hasidic gnome-
pimps; black-clad musicians grinding
themselves into zombiedom by repeating
a single phrase by Satie for three hours.
The highlight of a strong dance lineup,
Jeremy Wade’s thrashings in a darkened
adjacent office were transmitted into

the gallery via night-vision closed-circuit

. video, evoking both pioneering work

in that- medium and the visual vocabulary
of mediated war. On the final night
Mahalchick assembled almost every one
of his performers into a live-action mon-
tage, drawing the curtain on the series
and his show by strumming a guitar and
leading a “We Are the World”-style sing-
along (“We are beautiful, no matter what
they say”) with an intensity—a refraction
of the weaver’s nervous hands?—that belied
the artworks’ laid-back air.

—Domenick Anumirati
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The Iluminator, 2005.

Michael Mahalchick's compassion for destitute objects compels him to knot them
into gentle, dirty bundles, bandage them one around the other, and tie them
together so that they may never be lonely again. Taking as his working material
the unlovely, soft refuse of urban existence—unwanted clothing, used bedsheets,
matted stuffed animals—Manhalchick transfigures it through his particular form of
assemblage magic: wrapping. Some sculptures disclose armatures of found
chairs, picture frames, or carpet rolls, while others, like the disco-ball-esque
Form.a, 2005, seem constructed, from core to surface, of layer upon layer of
fabric, strung together to make a stable whole. The results range from the
abstract to the nearly figurative, as in Sleeper, 2005, which evokes the bodily
form of a multiple amputee, hooded in red sequins and resting on a fabric-
covered cot. If this work almost too literally engenders pathos, others express a
more subtle desire to rescue the rejected. Resurrection, 2005, may bear a
weighty title, but it challenges one to recognize the life-giving quality of an artistic
process that salvages cheap silk flowers, scrap wood, clashing fabrics, and
mucky brown fake fur into a suspended sculpture worth looking at. And having
really looked, one then exits the gallery to find that much more to look at on the
street.

— Lori Waxman
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Flash Art

THE WORLD'S LEADING ART MAGAZIME

Paris

Brian Belott and Michael Mahalchick

Part arts-and-crafts, part Dionysian
insouciance, and plain old flouting
of conventional discourse, the
work of Brian Beloit and Michael
Mahalchick meets in a memily
marginal place. Kicked-off by a
performance in which Mahalchick
emerged querulously  crooning
from a cocoon composed of
colorful, bound-together rags. The
leftover sculpture/installation was
evocative of a sumptuous surfeit of
Muppet viscera. This  show at
Alelier Cardenas Bellanger other-
wise consisted of collages and
artists books by Belott and wall-
hangings/quilis by Mahalchick.

Below's endearingly clunky, do-it-
vourself artist's books contained
pasted and painted found imagery,
while his motley, many-hued
collages were often marked by a
leitmotif  (animals, eyes) that
teemed with impish exultance.
The ludic, un-masculine wall
hanging quilts of Mahalchick,
made from rags. fabncs and

various other materials, generally
consisted of geometric, abstract
forms — the whole affair reminis-
cent of the aesthetic spinit of Joe
Brainard. —Llhris Sharp
Michael Mahalchick, Experimen-
tal Makeup, 2005, Mived media, 64

x 13 em. Courtesy Atelier Carde-
nas Bellanger, Paris.

Ocroper 2006 Flash Art 58
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Jocelyn Shipley
and Michael

Mahalchick

Canada, New York

Transmogrification’ was recently on view
at Canada, a jewel of transgression in New
York's Lower East Side. Jocelyn Shipley
and Michael Mahalchick frequently com-
bine to form the power music duo Turk-
ducken, whose performances tend to be
electric, colourful and noisy: Shipley's
screaming baritone plays with gender
expectations while Mahalchick errs on the
glam side. Both wear costume fur, pancake

make-up and fake blood. 'Do you really
want to hurt me?’, Mahalchick asksina
sheepish falsetto, and Shipley grunts "Yes!”
Sometimes the roles are reversed.

While the aesthetics employed by
Shipley and Mahalchick heavily reference
the work of abject daddies Paul McCarthy
and Mike Kelley, Transmogrification’
somehow transcends the pathetic.
Instead, it brings us into the handmade
world of two freaks who seem to have
been truly liberated by the subcultures
from which they draw their inspiration.
There is dry land beyond nihilism in sculp-
ture, their work seems to say, and Expres-

sionism can elicit love, lust, sex and death,

especially between inanimate objects.
The front room of the gallery is
packed; all available space on the floor

Transmogrification’ introduces the
handmade world of two freaks truly
liberated by the subcultures from which
they draw their inspiration.

and wall is covered. Among the works on
show is an installation by Shipley
equipped with a soundtrack somewhere
between spooky Halloween music and
John Zorn's rendition of Ennio
Morricone’s spaghetti Western themes.
Utilizing ‘tape maché’ —a sculptural
process that uses tape to build forms
from the starting point of a balloon —
Shipley constructs the bloichy masses of
flesh that become her myth-inspired
characters. Among her favourite bands is
Burzum, a Black Metal ensemble that
advocates church-burning.

In a piece entitled Circle of Hell (all
works 2002), which consists of at least 20
different pedestals, numerous action
figures and plastic creatures suffer from
various wounds. These beasts are posi-
tioned alongside the kinds of porcelain
collectables and macramé candle-holders
that might decorate your grandmother's
house. Ensconced on a motorized, spin-
ning pedestal is a ruddy warlord who
valiantly rides a badly wounded yet some-
how still dutiful hell-sheep-bunny-dog.
Undoubtedly, these victims will be spin-
ning perpetually backwards like record
lyrics bound together by eternal suffering
and damnation.

Another work that aggressively
greets the viewer entering the gallery is
Disco Mace, a combination of disco ball
and medieval mace that hangs from the
ceiling and slowly spins its mirrored
spikes of death. Also of note are Tail and
Zephyrous, the stuffed tail and head of a
dragon, mounted on mahogany-like
accoutrements in the trophy room of an
imperialist action figure serial killer who
truly loved her victims.

Set furtively in the back room is a
group of silent, swollen sculptures by
Mahalchick allegedly made from a bag of
clothing left behind by a former room-
mate. With titles such as Clown,
Receiver, Sacrifice and Lost, and drawing
their inspiration from a stratum of homo-
sexual culture that fetishizes large, hairy
men, these pieces of stuffed animal
bondage are distended with desire and
cuteness. In a small floor sculpture,
Excitable Boy, cloth becomes flesh when
Mahalchick takes two meanings of the
word 'bear’ and collapses the space
between them by visually focusing on

their soft and stuffed eguivalences. Thus
a teddy bear takes on the sexual prowess
of a man, while this same man is made
vulnerable and lovable like his childhood
playmate counterpart. In a pointed
departure from Kelly’s use of stuffed
animals, Mahalchick’s sexy teddies love
each other, even though there is no one
around to count love hours.

The subtlest work in the show, Birth,
is made from woven and crocheted strips
of piqué cotton underwear. These lurid
fabric forms, stuffed with blazing desire,
become taut, genitalia-like creatures,
hungry and yearning for a caress. And
fittingly, you want to touch them, cuddle
them and release them from their frus-
tration. Mahalchick has created a quiet
and abstract drama that draws its power
from the love implicit in prowling sexual-
ity and also, somehow, rug-weaving.

Of the few wall pieces the most
notable is Model Actor, a collage that
combines a Calvin Klein underwear
model bottom and a breast fetish porn
star top. This exquisite corpse of sorts
provides the key to how Mahalchick
draws relationships between flesh and
fabric, soft and hard.

This convergence of sub-domestic
handicrafts and carnal desire perhaps
provides an antidote to the listless and
disenfranchised state of Expressionism in
sculpture. I have never been so willing to
believe in other people's objects of
fetish. Both Shipley and Mahalchick man-
age to replace the abject with a hand-
crafted optimism; a sweet approach to
blood and lust.

Lisi Raskin
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Michael Mahalchick
‘For What It's Worth”

Canada

55 Chrystie Street, near Canal
Street, Lower East Side
Through Feb. 22

Assemblage is everywhere,
but few artists are truly able to
coax a Rauschenberg or a

- Schwitters from a pile of castoffs.
Michael Mahalchick is a happy
exception. He is better known for
his performances and his fabric
sculptures, but his redemptive
humor and love of craft translate
well to the clusters of found ob-

~ jects in his third solo at Canada.

Discarded paintings provide a.
foundation for several works. In
“Don’t Look at Me” Mr. Mahal-
chick layers a fanny pack, a sur-
gical glove and strips of tinsel
over an art-class study of a nude.
In “One Way Out” an unfinished
portrait of an Asian couple peeks
out from behind a curtain of cut
and torn suede and a length of

beaded fringe.

The most ambitious creation is
“You Want This?,” a riotous jum-
ble of lottery tickets, Post-it-size
Warhol reproductions, stuffed
bears, audio equipment, plastic-
foam peanuts and unidentifiable
flotsam. It looks, to quote the
press release, as though Mr.
Mahalchick has upended “his
psychic everything drawer.”

Smaller, poetic works on can-
vas show that Mr. Mahalchick is
also capable of restraint. “Opal-
escence” combines packaging
from a tooth-whitening gel with
evenly spaced white pearl beads.
And in “Ain’t It Rich?” twigs and
glass cabochons are glued to
gray burlap.

The works also benefit from a
strong sense of place. Many of
their components were scav-
enged from the streets of the gal-
lery’s Chinatown neighborhood
— not ali that far, coincidentally,
from Rauschenberg’s early stu-
dios on Pearl Street and at Coen-
ties Slip. KAREN ROSENBERG
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Michael Mahalchick
:

Canada

55 Chrystie Street, near Canal
Street, Lower East Side
Through April 22

Assemblage has a long history
and, at the moment, enjoys a
broad popularity. With its empha-
sis on recycled and rescued ma-
terials, it is the perfect medium to
express ambivalence-about fin-
ished art objects while making an
- overt connection to reality, which
too much art is glibly accused of
ignoring these days.

In his fourth solo show at this
gallery, Michael Mahalchick
plays this romance for all it is
worth. His latest sculptures and
wall pieces employ all kinds of

detritus and discarded whatnots
— from broken-down furniture to
Christmas tree tinsel, and includ-

ing some fried bacon — and were

concocted during a performance

- at the exhibition’s opening. (Pho-

tographs showing some of the be-
fore, during and after can be
viewed on the gallery’s Web site.)
It 1s impossible to distinguish
the effects of planning, artistic
experience or last-minute inspi-
ration, but in some instances the
trash remains foremost trash; in
others it 1s transformed into
something more, helped along by
associations variously shamanic
and modernist. Several small
wall pieces resemble decrepit

- riffs on Robert Ryman and Agnes

Martin, although one titled “Un-
shaven Leg,” which affixes
shards of mirror and raw canvas

to a small board, is more distinc-

tive. |
- Repurposing a clear plastic

bookcase, “La Burubruja” (loose
translation: lizard witch) evokes
a small shrine, complete with of-
ferings and intimations of a seat-
ed deity at its center, thanks to a
bong encircled by red-tinted tub-
ing. And “Basketball Wife”
achieves a sense of self-contained
comic menace with a torsolike
bottle form made of black web-
bing stuited with paper and foil
that rests on a small, round or-
ange rug, whose curving black
lines denote a basketball. ,

In Mr. Mahalchick’s best work
an almost devotional sense of
precision shines through a thin
veneer of slovenliness. Else-
where the veneer thickens.

ROBERTA SMITH
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“The Basketball Wife” and other pieces by Michael Mahalchick

were created in a performance at the Canada gallery.
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e o
A gallery view of the Eh:hlhl'[mﬂ A Point in Space [z a Place for an Argument” ai David Zwimer in Chelsea.

‘A Point in Space Is
A Place for an Argument’

Darvid Zwirner
525 Wesl 18th Streel, Chelsea
Through Aug. |0

The exhibition™s title is from Lud-
wig Wittgenstein, but you don't have
o b a philosopher to know that ar-
gumenis can happen anywhers, any-
time — or, te narrow things down a
b, that art, at base, is argument
made visual. 11's all & matter of mare
or bess convincing arguments.

Although every artwork is an ar-
gument aboul wihat art should be,
there doesn't seem to be a lot of dis-
agreement in this sprawling exhibi-
tion, just an inspiring range of work,
cpaite: a bit of it drawn from the mar-
gins and beautifully installed, There
is, however, a shared opposition to
tradition, 1o standard definitions of
greatness, io accepted notions of ma-
terial or finish or the separation of
Al Freddims,

The show unfolds over five galber-
bes, presonting 56 works by 30 artisis,
In the first space, color is mosthy
held at bay and decay is embraced,
whether in Julien Bismuth's salt-cov-
ered canvases, Steven Parring's
partly stretched, crampled painting,
Dieter Roth's unidentified organic
materials or Gordon Matta-Clark's
inchopte idea of & musical score. Ba-
chel Khedoori, Mike Kelley and Paul
Thek coniribute.

A new Mary Heilmann painting,
oddly architectural and awash with
turquadse, looks as if it should be in
the second gallery, where color and
painting, usually but not always to-
gether, haee their say in both two
and three dimensions, Joe Over-
street, Forrest Bess and Alfred Jen-
sen (represented by bright, bristing
diagrammatic paintings on paper)
hald the walls. Lynda Benglis plcks
up where Pollock left off, pouring
glotis al polyurethane foam pigment-
&d red, green and orange on the floor
{in 1968 just before Robert Smithson
began his cutdoor rundown earth-
works). Her piece is & cheerful retart
io Eva Hesse's somber latex coll.
Contemporancously, Paul McCarthy
drags him=ell through paint in a
black-and-white video. Three small
polygonal sculpiores from 1008 by
Eay Schimert sdd geometry to Ms
Benglis's proposition, Jason
Rhoades, Michae] Mahalchick and
Vincent Fectean raise the quirkiness
quotient.

The New Yok Tinves (July 20, 2007 EXZ9

In asmall gallery in the middle,
the intriguing Scottish artlst Cathy
Wilkes comes closest to talking back
to the rest of the show with an instal-
lation tithed “We Are Pro-Chaoice.” It
looks both dared (a store manneguin
on a tollet?) and fresh at the same
time — related to the British artist
Sarah Lucas, only mare refined, and
to Giacometti's "Palace at 4 A M.
anly raunchier and a lof bigger.

Simple sculpiural forms or SUrec-
tures prevail in the final two galler-
bes, canstantly switching between
outlines and filled-in shapes. The cob-
bled together forms of Al Taylor and
Hans Accola mingle with the elastic
lines of Fred Sandback, a video of
Bruce Nauman working on the range
and the molded and carved concrete
of Isa Genzken and the carved foam
rabber of Jobin Chamberlain, B aowl
De Keyser's paintings and Claes (-
denburg’s sculpiure of bread redter-
ate Mr. Chamberlain's loaf shape.
Blasts from the past, & more argu-

mentative time, come (rom Lee

Lozanao, Miki de Saint Phalle and An-
dre Cadere

EOBERTA SMITH
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Michael Mahalchick

Canada

55 Chrystie Street, near Canal
Street, Lower East Side -
Through March 7

Thanks to the last Whitney Bien-
nial, mainstream New York critics
have linally started to pay attention
to so-called sound art or soundwork,
though artists have been producing
it for decades. You can catch recent
examples of the genre at Canada,
which has been holding nightly per-
formance cvents as part of the first
New- York solo show nf Michael
Mahalchick, himself a performer
and sculptor.

Mr. Mahalchick’s sculptures of
scavenged materials are the fixed
element here. Wall sculptures are
made from pieces of tape, plastic or
cloth stretched tautly over open-
work supports that look like frag-
ments of lawn furnilure. Some of
the frcc-standing pieces are
stacked hundles of bright-colored
fabrics or other materials, tightly
bound with ribbons and straps, sug-
gesting a backpacker’s version of
bondage. A couple of wall hangings
sewn with baubles and beads have
an abject decorative flair.

The spirit of the sculptures, im-
provisatory and [fanciful but also
intensely concentrated, is reflected
in certain of the gallery’s February
performances, which are on view as
projected videos. Outstanding
among them is a hypnotic synthe-
sizer-based piece by David Gal-
braith and Teresa Secmann ond a
video-and-dance extravaganza con-
ceived by the uncategorizably odd
— meaning good — artist Marcos
Rosales, working with Jeremy
Wade. The artist collective PFFR,
smart and inventive, did a show last
weekend; and Mr. Mahalchick him-
self will perform on March 6 in a
program titled “When There Is No
Room in Hell, the Dead Will Walk
the Earth.” Therc is rcason to ex-
pect a night to remembher.

HOLLAND COTTER
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_ A Grand Finale of

Group Show Fireworks

_"'—‘-_‘-—---—-—__,_
Canada e By ROBERTA SMiTH ~

“You Are My Sunshine, You Is My
Sunshine,” at Canada on the Lower
East Side, also has its finger on the
pulse, albeit with some dirt under the
fingernails. Devoted to artwork and
mixed tapes by musician-artists and
artist-musicians, it maps the current
proximity of contemporary art and
music, pinpointing collage, or sam-
pling, as a major connecting link, It
teems with an anarchic, do-it-your-
self spirit, visible in the drawings of
the musicians from the band Caro-
liner; the collages and handmade
books of Brian Belott (which find an
exact aural equivalent in his musical
combinations of found sound): the
fairy-tale drawings of Tara Burke,
who records as Fursaxa; and Joce-
Iyn Shipley.

Michael Mahalchick, an artist and
a member of the band Experimental
Makeup, who is somewhat marginal-
ized in the Greene Naftali show,
makes a stronger impression here
with one of his outrageous fabric
sculptures; it is both a garment and
a kind of body at once.

The standouts here are a walil of
often scratched and gouged Polar-
ocids by Tim Rutili mostly taken
while touring with his band, Califone,
and the small, eccentric ink draw-
ings of Devendra Banhart, whose CD
“Oh Me Oh My the Way the Day
Goes By the Sun Is Setting Dogs Are
Dreaming Lovesongs of the Christ-
mas Spirit” (Young God Records)
was a surprise indie hit last year.

Mr. Banhart’s drawings, which
also appear on his CD covers, depict
simple images like simple houses
and clusters of little hands that have
the intimacy and spirituality of
present-day ex-votos.




Michael Mahaichict

P.5.1/MoMA, New York NY April 30, 2005

Performances ot P51 Michael Mahal: hick, Ay Grasae, New Hamani Thes
s o tight door policy, not et liestcomne, likt-senve, by RSVP invioes oo s
select fewe. h spemed very un-Mabalchick, and anotber piod excuie 15 g pé
about Greaner New Yok,

Thiiigh I live mne blocks freen 25,1, | mat my friesd Asen la Manhatean ot
Bdiranda Lichteratein's opening at Elizabeth Dee—nicy big picthufed & ehe
wiye ol légybyle magarine ol & e i bk g iing Sgeditual fullillmant in
walatien tanks, npped-olf Sancera ricuals, mass sulckde. OF course we ran lage
petiing Eack imvte Clusena; and once in Loag lilesd iy we cowda | rebal
Hiopping at sy place for drinks. Mahatchich's performance, bithed e, was
Fmng i b ngemen ke 0f w con; maical weerned appropraibe. In thi and we
weirs arly Ball 5n haur [, arrang ot ad ic ol was stanting

What eraued happesed Ruidly, often g1 once, i & destabilitiag ne mams
lsnd Babween the sinisber and Uhe campy. We crammed into 12313 on Clammy
stepd b one of P51 basement Bankers, on the frong row, the loer st our Beer
wrplemiantly, ingeplicably vt Then bagan sscillating mrsesphenc msic by
the Experimental Makewp, Mahalchick™s bard with Daved Salbraith, and in ks
I_"ql;l:r-;u.r'-i a visheo ulide-show projectscn of Hallowesnish seanes. The
p-rl'..u vl beian iliwaining s fraie behind us, #Mepping wnioeiormably cver
and through the crovwd. moaning sach was dresved in anadd, cheap but
wllfuned cosbume end prrrurrnr\d & wefied of gestuned in 4 kind of daze, as if
Podtsssedd Woman in a wig and see-theough sieckings siufed full of crumpled
paps ba the proportiond of an B, Cramb carcature deagges bl we ik the
Mo @ guy in & horrilshs old-man mask, white pockey shorms, and whibe ke
sochs oo his bnees, licked B songue hceribly, Bie @ gy o0 Haldal e leng,
e Riuched hils right band 15 ks ledt o i a spaitie ek

Over the course of trenty miswbes, of the music mounbed in force
asd empa, Ehi Baibchy ghouls SEbemgaed 15 iNBeracr wilh che relactant
aadience—mysell inchuded. Az our feei a guy wearing 2 hemas Belt a Mag, Resh
calaned paper marsk, and othermise saked but for & phecs of meml through the
eip o his dick, set up a bases of green muck and handed w sgicky plaatic tubed,
For v kireg o Blowing bubbled, We derraired & haavily dvaddied woman with

ot plastic breast protrading from beneath her
rugs prabbed ey hand ased entreated me A
Fussian. A few minutes laser, a naked girl withi a6
smazing arr—ard, ybraight irden & dey-rankh
fantasy, rerdy platic:ramed eyeglassen—
grabbed one end of my tube and Marmed bowling
inko it; veo alSermated plaging iE 1o our elrs wils
the ceher meaned Something stichy from the
tube was now an my hands and my mouth. |
decided thur che performamce was one of che beas
I'd ever meen

Theery, unerpeciedly, the Tabes, from the Crypa
soundicape snapped off asd “YMCA”™ cama an
The ponseieed il srarted dancing awiowandly, e
it was a high school praemn. A guy In an enermous
abro wig. hupge blsck plasts: chades, kil =17 ]
gueen makeup ke the Jober [or Roben Meles
mazmp, Beerdingly tried bo get e onba tha Hoeor |
waid, Gaz alff i, ghoul, v goOL & !Il':{l a2l Wi Ch
aribibes yo can't be oo polite.

B bwewseny acbi, v shanghaied Tom jlﬂ'l-'l-'lﬂﬂ
back ta vy house for more mescal. Tom, one of
thuce perverts who ook painkally Aarmal—
Dhaehiari, e reiid - barund e shiares— in Grsanes
Mg Vork hivaelf. Fgr a few Bouns every Saturday
ha geandid in PL.5. 174 eounyand confhned inside a
narnew reetal box wich anly his bead sticking out;
il & grEdt wiy 1o mebel gins, appanencly, Tom
lormed ud vhat the evening’s reat vt wap
o kind of Brakbape-sdgue film, 2 prospect 52
dprriiing ha wer home. | santed to call
Mabaglchick & congratulate him, bus be is old

g, o cpll piane we ended wp running inie
him lacer, chough, at Mamhes Barney's wars-
hause in Geeerppint, whese some bands were
plivieg—Dlamg, S08, Wi wais Sace biis lage wnd
misped everything, eecept for some supid bk
irying to set the studio’s gipants American fag
o fee | Bud & (BrRaE vRrer & grainy video ol B
worukd end up on Fox Mews

e weid anly kroued | AR gt ehis goied, io we
walbed with Mahadchich in the rin oo pet anothes
PaEy, Hie wikil iy, ivdifarent i B loag hair
anel beard soaking up the downgear whils we
detarigled an the 1irget weth a bottle of polish
vodka. Tures out the nenrifying guy in the ald man
maik and tghty-whitisy war Bobar Meles

This lasx parey, st ehe clubheuis of 1o
young artiviy, was fell of young people, and thus
i wenl &6 ahd onh. Tha buildesg, theer ifocied of
miubhcal iParIr UL, Compaler equamial, s
chrift-storg art, wan 3 voyos's paradise: mienor
wirgions, hidhden STIAWEYE, 3 METTIRicg, hnd
roof access with a wies of the backyand aed a gy
ligh vl Ine 1o dparieneal Balow, Ancpsd 3
&M Apn and | found ourselres sobenag up in
thid. viry spci, peacing dawm af a bwibchy haddie
of fioli, some GNY aring among Usern, Thay
weira daing fina aFier ive of no-doubs cheap
cocaing o what appeared to be & pasce of yellow
ponshruction paper, listening to Jethio Tull and
ehe Allan Baoeheri & § riaked-gp Figher-
Price. The high was 1o dircy that, even theough
Pliaciglic, it kapt @md wd all fight




