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Whez b =zw Hdward Albee’s play Bahby dkce,
Warkiei™ reprezc vas 2loquent: Its tircsome?,
he said, Biecaee e s long and drawn-out, bt
Ilove aotiva vhings. It sppeals to me because it
is absolutely without content. It doesn’t say
anything’, Sirnilarly, the canvases and Pop Art
films rmade by Warhol do not say anything,

In the film titled Empire, one side of

Neswe York’s highest skyscraper is shown for sfx
hours. Inthe film Sleep, the audience watches
the stomarch of a slceping man for scvers! hours.
The films Flesk, Trash and Kiss are full of filihy
scepes which depict with revolting natnralism
the daily lives of drmg addiets, prostitutes and
the ether fotsam of the city.

*This Narcissus®, wrote the Paris weekly
L’ Bapress about Warhel's films, *has placed his
mirror in 4 urinal, ynd the characters which he
contemplates are remarkably ugly'. Snch too is
Warhol’s first play Pork (which in the authot’s
original scheme was to last two hundred hours !
in which various tedious peryerts talk about thedr
sexual problems while showing their naked
behinds to the audicnce, The London Dadly
Telegraph described chis production as ‘deadly
dull®,

Removing man from art by any means
available — such is Warhol™s main aim. Why does
‘the father of Pop Art’ find this neecssary ?
Frimanily, to aflirm in artistic terms the ideals of
bourgeois society, to present the artist as the
unthinking accessory of the present-day
“atftucnt and leisured society’. Warhol’s
smoothly-running “factory’ of modernism is a
clear proot of the deep crisis in avant-garde
art,

Trunglated by Alasdair Beaton

This article first appearcd in Literaturnava
(azeta, Moscow, No. 24, 14 June 1972, It
carried nne illustration with the following
caption: * “The Father of Pop Att”, Andy
Warhol, in the soup can which brought him
fame. What an cxpressive self-portrait!’

Correspondence

[The Zexter below, and the atiached coment by
Timt Crage swere held over from earfier this vear

from motives of Estuste, and for checking. — Ed.|

John Fare you well
Presently 1 am researching my thesis and badly
require information on ‘John Fahey” the
Arnerican sculpeotperformer who died
knowingly as a part of his work, as T
understand it to be: and all this is hearsay:
together with an Italian cybernetic sculptor,
Fahey built 2 computer-controlled machine
that performed stnputations. Fahey was the
patient - the computer functivned ina
completely random way. The perforrnances
were advernsed and tickets sold at £5 4 thvow,
These per formances tonk place in England.
In totz] there were 6 amputations on Fahey
by the maching, The final one being his head,
Do you have any information abouat these
petformances (they took place two years ago,
the death of Tohn Fahey was mid-November
1974a), John Fehey, his life andor his warl ?
Failing this could you please lei me know of
anyone whom youn think may have ? Failing
that could you please print my request in pour
magazine asking for any knwwn material on
Fahey to e sent to me at the address given ? T
o bope you may be ghle to help.
GRATLAM EROWHN
4 Cricketers Terrace
Leeds 1z

Tim Craig writes : The Editor of Seadio
Internativnal bas been kind enongh to eall my
attention to a letter krtely received from Mr
Graham Brown ef 4 Cricketers Terrace,
Leeds 12, Mr Brown in his letter seeks
information tonching the life, werk, and
performoances of “John Fakey, the Ametican
seulprorperformer who . . . together with an
Ttalizn cybernetic sculpror, builta
compter-controlled machine thar performed
smputztions upon Fahey himself.’ Questionless,
Mr Brown has eomfured John Fahey, an
American guitarist of surpassing rechnical
skill, with the only person who could represent
the real targret of his interest: John Fars, Art's
Ginperbread Man or, if you Like, the Stepin
Fetchit of self-slaugher. (Strange to say, each
of Fahey’s long-playing records has included
the word deoek in its citle)

John Charles Fare was born in 1936 in
Toronte, Cntario. These exciting facts were
always roade available to members of his
audiences, for whosc benefit Fare®s birth
certificate was always displayed under glass at
the cotrance to each of the theatres where,
over the years, e conducted his fappearances’.
Portions of this doorment have bean blatantly
deleted, a cirenmstince which, in light of
Fare's own highly edited state, I find very
suggrestive. It is more than simple ddiness,

[ think, As a theatre programme, it seems quite
petfect. Tt says: *I went fishing once, but
tonight T cannot o that.?

Farc atrended Forest Hill Collegiata in
Taronte, and in 1059 he came to London,
where for a titne he remained as an imperfect
student at the Bartlett School of Architecture,
Disappointed, he left London for Coponhagen.
Oneing to his financial independence, a condition
from which he was never perfectly relieved, he
was free to spawn noveltes, including the first
of his "appearances”. The notahlc cvents of his
tirociniumn are perhaps less well koown than
they onght to be. Nor are facts concerning this
ar any other peried of Fare’s career as senerously
imparted as one might be led to expect by an
organization calling itself the John Fare Vital
Infurmation Bureau, Wesrt 56 Strect, Now
Yorl. A vital telephone call which I put through
1o them early this merning yielded nothing
beyond the swirly gobblings of a certain
‘Tenkins® who, possibly owing to the distance,
resernbled a venuriloguist ina Waring Blender,
and an unidentified pre-adamite whose
continual laughter sounded like picoes of iton
threwn into 4 buthinb. As publiciry agents, they
are just ene step shead of the Tarbaby.

I have nevertheless been told by otlers that
Fare’s earliest ‘appearance’ gestares consisted
in the public removal of his clothing,
accomnpanied at times by such tritmrmings us the
pressing of “his bare arse® against the
street-level windows of purticularly gentee]
restaurants, These high deeds nearly always
led to his arrest and;or hospitalization, if auly
because &t never, apparently, occurred to him to
avoid vonsequences, however predictable or



unpleasant. One might almost fancy that in
these stuniz, bowever amusing and informeal,

it is not impossible o discern a tinge of
masochism as well as the slightly feminine
tendences to discard things and extort medical
attention, [Ary woman, for example, will
throw away an artewhead collechon, and a
survey conducted in 1068 indiceted that in
Harley Street g1 per cent of the customers are
wotnen, )

After a brief spell in the buphouse, Fare was
ggain arrested when, early one morning, a
frightfully Denish police constable found 1t
impossible to ignore Fare’s curiots trestment of
# parked motorcar. Fare had in fact atveady
spent several hours fastening random objects
to the vehicle in question with epoxy resin.
Theee included : golf balls, mrlk bottles,
brooms, unopened tins of food,, one dead cat,
his oy clothes, old gramophone records,
dozens of bires, and over a hundred forks and
spoons. While Fare sat quictly in the local
sratonhonse, the police officer waited patizntly
for the owner of the car to arrive so that it could
be explained that a knomwn lnnatic kad
unfortimately made him the target of vandabism,
but had been appvehended and would be
charged as soon as the victimized motordst
would be good enough to siym a formal charge.
However, when the owner did tarn up after an
hour or =0, he appeared not o notice anything
- atall unuzual about anything, When preseed
by the astonished efficer, he suddenly declared
that he thought there was semcthing differems
and appeared io be highly entertained. He
immediately arranged Fare’s release and _
introduced himself; Golni Czervath, who was 2
cybernetic inventor, slectvonics wizard, and an
accomplished musician, Together they began,
almost at once, to develop a rohotic opersting
table, comsisting of two robots {cach with two
flezible hands), attached to the table, beneath
which was located a power source and an
ingeniously controlled programming system.
Asgisted by the painter Gilbert Andoff, they
worked ont a series of programmed
‘appearances’; which, i nothing else, etsred
avery setiled career for Fare and an end to the
sort of trifling which had so far celoured his life
and which parents so ofien find vexing, The
series of amputzstons thus planned was sdli,
of course, a kind of strip shows; yet the difference
between it and Farc’s earlier disrebings is the
difference between sculpture and election
posters,

The firet operation, & lobotomy, was -
presented in Jume, 1064, in Copenbagen. The
time: nd day - 8.30 pun.,, Friday - never varied
in subsequent appearances. His mind thus
abridged, Farc was more or less proof against
any doubts eonecrning his vastation which he
might otherwise have cntertained.

By the rime I was at last invited o attend
one of Fare's appearances - at the Tsaacs
Grallery in Toronto, 17 Septesnber 1968 — Fare
was short one thumb, two fingers, eight toes,
oo eve, both testicles, and several random

patches of skin. Bach of thesc seraps had been
replaced by a hizarre metal or plastic facsimile,
%0 that when he entered the gallery — 2 wan whe,
in purely fleshly terms, was so small and faint
that, thus refurnished, he seemed to beggar the
custornary initial enguiry in the game Twenty
Questions — several memeries were coazed
forward all at enece: brass monkeys in winter,

A Rebotirs, the whittling of Dt Morean, the

final condition of Bonny Parker, Nathanael
West’s curtailed heroes, a bird cage in Bradbury,
‘Captain Carpenter’, ‘Tohnny, I Hardly Knew
Yor', and in the ingtance of the thumb, an
eloquent rejoinder to Wazi bad taste in the

ficld of interior decoration.

That night in Toroato, his entre right hend,
previously onmolestad, was scheduled to run
out of Inck. The gallery vz lnmyg wth
Andofi*s huge, faintly Transylvanian murals,
Andoff and Czervath assembled the operating
table and itz adjuncts in front of the andience,
putting the whole thing together ‘from scratch®.
Fare stond perfectly still in onte spot, smiling
vacantly while lazy blond spotlights grazed
slowly about the ceiling, as if in response to
reporis of leftover Messerachmits, harmless
in thedr ald age, ever so simple to cacch.

At length, Fare lay hive down upon the
assembled table, and his two assistants strapped
a tmmber of dny microphones up and down his
flzsh, so thar the highly amplified sound of his
pulse, breathing. and midblation could be Jaid
on at will. At ficst, before the robets began the
actual surgery, it sounded like whale music,
Andoff and Czervath stepped into another
room, and, as the four hands of the robots began
alt ar once o move very energetically abowe the
weird mable and its stylized cargo, I was
reminded for a moment of a xylophone recital
Iand s girl named Nelie had gone to abont ten
Yoars earlier on the planet Neptune, Her last
name was something like Fisher, only it wasn't
Fisher.

One metal hand gave Farc an injection,
paused, and began in concert with the other
theec to perform exacy as one imapines a
vompctont surgecn and an rssfstant Wouald,
Alarmingly coloured lights began now to
emanate from the robets themselves as they
contnued the job. Plague shades Hooded the
room, lurid crash pigments, 2 filthy Dallas
ctimson, shabby leper mud, akind of frayed
potky one, and a tuly hortifying yvellow that
Winsor & Newton knew aothing about. The
absurdly amplified toise of the bone-saw
resetnbled hupe penting elephant death vells
played backward on too many tape recorders,
People blacked out here and there, a few more
during the sutures,

The operation over, one ractal claw abropdy
raisez the hand and wagged it about horribly
for a few seconds, a5 one would 2 found purse
everyone had been searching for in a large field.
It then placed the hand in 2 jar of aleohol,
which Andoff, reappearing with the honselights,

carefilly iabelled and placed on a table nezt to
the birth certificate, “What larks * a prety gitd

of about seventecn said, Fare was wheelcd Lito
another roorn and three days later travelled by
rail o New Yotk

‘Dying is an art like everything else.” Since
the evening T have described, Fare has made
six appearances in varfous cities. Much of his
andience has from the very start consisted of 2
hard core of mainly professienal, mamly
middle-aped people waiting patiently for the
imastersiroke, The date of chat event has always
been kept very secre.

They’ll appland until their tickets tear up the
ushers.[]

Encore do Barry

The context of my erdele ebout implied
meaning in senlpture, incloding a literary
dissection fannihilation} of Mr Dalwood’s piece
at the Royal Academy iz understandsbly fas he
says) not understood by him. (Dissection comes
from dissect, a transitive verh meaning to oot in
pieces.)

Why should he though, since the only claim
ke males to ‘owngrship’ of itis n the
craftsman's sensc of actually baving put the
Fieoes together, and referring to the Joose’
description of the ile a5 mzking ite content

Simply, T did not like his sculpture, ¥ lacked
intenticm and was confuzed. Tt lacked “truth ta
material’ in that it could have been made from
rubber for all I could perceive — rubber trees
pethaps ? {Perceive means to apprehend
threugh one of the senscs), It lacked a real size,
locking rather like an overdone, purtfed up
pastry = I mean maquette just made Iarger. The
painnng soitened slmost to non-existence the
nmsierlying formes which raised the question of
why those particnlar forms at ali ? [Form means
visible aspeet (cspocially apart from colour),
three dimensional shape).

We stand now with thousands of years of
culttural history behind us. Events have taken
place which could aot have been predicted
before their time, or if they were only ideas in
cirommspection.

We are the richer, or the pooter, in conscious
and unconscions moments for that, We are not
always aware of these influences ingrained invo
our being and which condition our concepts and
actions. Consequently one every-day decisions
cannot besolated sel{~created acrs, they are part
of this and past dme. They are enactad inside a
conventon whether we are aware of it or not.

It (the mdivicdual act), is a3 much condidoned
by group exchanee of idess ss by the individual,
The group conscious (now time) idea of the
exchange of information leads to a collective
cotscious and more unwithingly to & collective
imconscicus, We are notand cannot be
completely in control of the communicated
alternatives that any statement we rmake may
bave. Lingnistic logic perhaps is a science that
gets closest to its study, but it can only in the
end say that meaning, interpreted from any
statement invested with a meaning by the
transmitter, becomes cleaver the more the
stutement moves away from the original
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