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Fucking Up Your Video Deck

There was some major grunge kinship between Minneapolis and Seattle during the latter ‘80s. Maybe it was something in the flannel. Or maybe it was a non-toeing the line type Marine named Tom Hazelmyer, who bounced back and forth between the two places, swinging his big seven inches via Amphetamine Reptile Records, first vehicle for his own masturbatory affair, Halo of Flies, and later for denizens of similarly noise worshipping hoods. As Sub Pop’s bastard cousin, it subsequently hit some paydirt with the band Helmet, head swelling to self-mocking proportions when it rechristened itself “AmRep Industries”…

“Dope Guns and Fucking Up Your Video Deck Vol 1-3” is a DVD that digitizes the three individual VHS tapes of the same name, plus a baker’s dozen of extra videos. Presented as sort of a monopolized MTV station wherein all the videos are of the pigfuck variety and the host is one tight and barely funny mutha, Dr Sphinctor, the testosterone high can be a rather swift kick in the groin, but it’s a good a way as any to get the gestalt of underground white boy aggro pre and post-Nirvana. The exception might be Helmet, whose attack might be more aligned with Metallica.

Page Hamilton, the leader of Helmet, also did time as a past member of the Branca Ensemble, an ever rotating army of electric guitarists of whom Lee Ranaldo was also alum. “Symphony No. 8 and 10”, performed live at The Kitchen in NYC is also out on DVD on the Atavistic label. Glenn Branca, the ex-No Waver who’s got hair that Donald Trump would kill for, pushes his riff meisters so hard that they look in perpetual masturbation without the cum shot. Tho the visuals don’t really add a heckuva lot to the experience, the music itself is gripping, majestic, and transporting. This is what Prog Rock only aspired to be, stripped of the self-important blowhard.

While highly influential ‘80s zine Forced Exposure was responsible for bringing Branca into my consciousness, they tried unsuccessfully with their devoted gushing over Sun Ra, the outré Jazz artist. Given my staunch RnR leanings at the time, it was a no go. Over the last coupla decades, however, I’ve begun to realize that it’s practically inevitable for any proper rock’n roller to eventually explore, if not embrace, the land of free Jazz and its ilk. Sun Ra is certainly one of the most special artists as it was not just his music but his entire being, the outer space thing, plus the fact that he got an entire Arkestra’s worth of folks to embody his way out leanings, that appeal to the punk aesthete in me. “The Magic Sun”, is an experimental art film by Phill Niblock from 1966, only 17 minutes long so it ain’t got the bore attached, that shows Sun and his Arkestra in a different light per se, that is in a stark negative white and black of close-ups of the band as they play. If 17 minutes seems too little for your money, the extras, being Sun Ra espousing his tripped out philosophies, should be well enough to put you in the buying mood. More cred than the entire Clash catalogue put together. 
Meanwhile, also on Atavistic’s Unheard Music Series is another Sun Ra related baffle – “The Cry of Jazz”, which was done in 1959, his Chicago period. It’s a documentary rant on race and Jazz music that showed that blacks were the punks of that era, and Jazz was their punk. Even its proclamation of “Jazz Is Dead” as it’s been misappropriated and stripped echoes that of Punk as it has been by the army of Blink 182’s. Worth a watch, tho unlikely repeatedly.
