
f+(\-,qs-NC 
~-'r02 
V.9/:3 s. c. STI\.T~ ( l'"'f)I\RY 

(1 /\t . 1 !•)92 

P~Q I N D = p = N D~Tt\fTS .~ 
• • 

-~- ·vv-t., 
i' 

Vol. IX. No. 3 Fall 1988 



APOCALYPSE THEN 

APOCALYPSE THEN: THE FALL OF THE MAYA CIVILIZATION IN A.D. 900. 
William A. Brown. 1987. 26:40m. 1" Video. Color. Sound. 

ROBERT WALKER 

I t is easy to get swept up in Apocalypse Then, William A. 
Brown's recent video about the vanished civilization of the 
Maya and the clash of early Mesoamerican cultures. "An 
experiment in video publishing," is how the videomaker 

describes this work in a press release. It is "an electronic coffee 
table book. .. a prestige property targeted for the art conscious 
urban professional." This intent to commodify the past, to reify 
it, has made of this antique culture a spectacle, one that dazzles 
and engages the senses. In the introduction to the video and to 
the present day Mayan world (or at least the videomaker's gritty 
version of it) we see a sequence of slow-motion, wide angle medium 
shots of a fire breathing street performer, a descendent perhaps 
of that once glorious race whose past the video will explore, earning 
a literally precarious living as he 
entertains a passing motorist whom 
the traffic signal has temporarily 
made captive. One particular shot 
frames the man against the Cantina 
El Mirador in the background, in 
what Brown may have intended as 
an ironic visual pun. Here El Mirador 
is just another bar in a nondescript 
corner of Mexico on just another day; 
but in western Chiapas province El 
Mirador is the site of one of the 
earliest Mayan temple complexes 
uncovered by archeologists. The 
contrast of the sacred and the 
profane, of the mighty brought low, 
pervades this shot. 

The video concentrates on the most popular aspect of ancient 
Mayan civilization - the ruins of its great cities. Giving us shot after 
expressionistic shot, Brown's camera roams through, over and 
around these stupendous ruins. The absence of human form makes 
it difficult to judge the scale of these buildings; after a time one 
wants to hear or see something about the rich and varied non
material culture of the Mayans. It is as though the Mayans perished 
in the blast of some paleolithic neutron bomb which caused the 
people to disappear but left the temples, palaces and altars intact. 
Much more than just mute stones remained of that gone world 
after the cities were abandoned - and still remains down to the 
present, a fact which Brown neglects to bring out. The collapse 
did wipe out the construction-minded elite of chiefs, nobles and 

After a prologue in which the 
narrator describes some of the major 
accomplishments of Mayan 
civilization before its demise a 
thousand years ago, Brown shows us 
a series of melancholy portraits 
made on the streets of Merida, of 

Teotihaucan, Mexico--A still from W.A. Brown's videotape Apocalypse Then. 

priests for reasons which Brown 
states in the commentary, though in 
a somewhat piece-meal fashion. But 
Mayan culture, in the belief systems 
and artifacts of everyday life, was 
carried on by the peasantry. A good 
example is religion and the Mayan 
world view, which, one might 
conclude from the video, also died 
out long ago. Notwithstanding this, 
the video successfully evokes the 
strangeness, power and sense of 
mystery which the deities must have 
inspired in the ancient Mayans. 
Brown accomplishes this through the 
use of a very wide angle lens and the 
manipulation of film time - slow 
motion, stop motion, time lapse 
photography and serial dissolves. 
(The work was shot in 16mm and 
finished on video tape.) There is, for 
instance a shot of palm trees lashed 
by high winds standing against a 

today's Mayans in Western dress, stoic and aloof (or is it merely 
a suspicion calmly directed toward the camera/videomaker cum 
representative of the technological first world that is at once alien 
and alienating?) What might have been, Brown is saying, if this 
ancient culture had continued to flourish and develop instead of 
ending so suddenly, leaving one of the great question marks of 
human history. The video's chronology moves backward, from 
present to past, from now to then, from a fallen state in which 
Brown sees contemporary Mayan society (a view that naturally 
assumes the Western model of development) to a time of splendor 
and majesty, a time of great cities embedded jewel-like in a vast 
and encompassing Nature. 

dark sky swirling with rain clouds 
that illustrates well the awesome power, as a peasant in the fields 
might have felt it, of the rain gods, or chacs. (In another context, 
Brown renders a wave-crashed beach as a powerful symbol of the 
imminent coming of the Spanish and the end of Mayan isolation 
from Europe.) 

There are other moments in the video equal to these, but the 
work passes lightly over what moved a people to build the temples 
and to make a culture as they did, and delves not deeply enough 
into the Mayan psyche. 

For the Mayans, religion was animistic; they deified nature, 
particularly those aspects of it that they depended on: rain, sun, 
earth, moon, corn, to name a few. Gods determined the fate of 

THE FALL OF THE MAYA CIVILIZATION IN. A.D. 900 
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every individual and of all communal life, and their propitiation 
was one of the central missions of the Mayan elite. As part of this 
elite, priests performed ritual murders or human sacrifices to 
prolong life on earth (with the notable exception of the victim). 
In recounting these brutal ceremonies the video greatly distorts 
historical fact and risks the grotesque, especially in the 
exaggerated emphasis given to each bloody detail in the narration. 
There is nothing to explain such cruelty and horror by placing it 
within the broader context of the Mayan (and Toltec) system of 
beliefs, so the rituals seem merely capricious and wanton. At such 
points the video becomes lurid and takes on a Believe-It-Or-Not 
quality. Given this emphasis on death (a preoccupation not only 
of the videomaker but of modern-day Mexico itself) the viewer 
might rightfully be curious to know the thinking of the ancient 
Mayans on the subject. It would add some perspective to the 
ceremonial atrocities reported in the video. 

The Mayans were terrified of death, but not obsessed with it. 
Balance and symmetry were important in more than just their 
architecture. The life-force, for instance, was beautifully 
symbolized in the yaxche, or ceiba tree, a principal motif in Mayan 
religion. It was the Tree Of Life, The First Tree Of The World, 
and venerated in the form of a stylized cross. It grows in Mexico 
still, and remains a symbol in the world view that today's Mayan 
descendants have retained from their ancient ancestors. The ceiba 
would have made a fitting subject for some of Brown's elegant 
camera work. 

Before launching into the narrative proper, Brown uses some 
clear and well-conceived digital graphics to illustrate the geography 
of ancient cultures in Middle America. A freeze-frame of each of 
the five archeological sites to be examined zooms out from its 
location on a map of the region, identified as to the modern-day 
country where it is found and the specific culture to which it 
belongs. After this menu of the past, the video proceeds to look 
at the history of Mayan civilization; a history that is rendered 
somewhat disjointedly so that the various cultures (Olmec, Mayan, 

Toltec) which the videomaker had so carefully delineated 
beforehand tend to blur together. The result for the "non
specialist" viewer for whom Brown has targeted this work, is apt 
to be confusion. For example, the video jumps from Mayan to 
Aztec, from past to present, from the Yucatan to Mexico City and 
the zocolo, as a round-about way of getting to the Toltecs, who 
overpowered the Yucatecan Mayans in the tenth century. 
Hyperbole sometimes distorts the narration. It's a bit much to say 
that Mayan civilization, for all its accomplishments in architecture, 
calendrics, and astronomy was the equal of any civilization in the 
Old World. The Mayans never emerged from the Stone Age (which 
makes their architectural feats all the more astonishing), and never 
achieved the political or social unity (as well as power and territorial 
extension) of Egypt, Persia, Macedonia or Rome. Mayan architects 
did not know the vaulted arch nor the advantages of off-set courses 
of stone. 

Aristotle said that every great work of art treats of but a single 
theme. The spectre of death, decay and loss stalks through 
Apocalypse Then from opening shot to final fade to black. Like 
Piranesi, Brown's imagination is fired by the darker side of human 
history, where he finds a fertile and Romantic ground for 
expression. (I am thinking of Piranesi' s series of fantasized prison 
interiors and his capriccio etchings of ancient Roman ruins.) As 
for Brown's ruins, some interpretation about what they mean, 
something about the belief system expressed in the freizes, 
inscriptions, glyphs and stelae would have helped the past to come 
alive. Without question, Apocalypse Then is a visually and 
emotionally engaging work. Its strength lies in the mood and 
atmosphere established through Brown's "high gloss" images, 
Dutch Knotts' moving and sensitive (though sometimes lugubrious) 
score, and Stuart Culpepper's solemnly and resonantly intoned 
narration. The combination works often to transport the viewer 
deep into the mystery of a civilization that passed precipitously 
into history. 

Apocalypse Then: The Fall of the Maya Civilization in A.D. 900 
won the 1987 Georgia Emmy for Best Program in Cultural Affairs. 

.. 

For information contact W.A. Brown, Atlanta Video, 951 
Edgewood Avenue, Atlanta, Georgia 30307, 404/522-9068. 

Robert Walker is a videomaker, photographer and writer. He lives 
in the mountains of southwest Virginia. 

Stills from W.A. Brown's videotape Apocalypse Then 
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MEET BRADLEY HARRISON PICKLESIMER 
MEET BRADLEY HARRISON PICKLESIMER. Heather McAdams with Ed Andrews and Jerry McClure. 
1988. 35m. 16mm. Color. Sound. 

STEPHEN ROSZELL 

8 
radley Harrison Picklesimer is a self· made icon. A Redneck Drag Siren on a Quixotic 
ride from Cross-Dressing, Punk and Freak-Out bar owner in ultra-conservative Lex 
ington, KY to mortal plumpness in Florida. Careening through a course of fashion, 
fate, found footage and fantasy from two very fertile imaginations, the film Meet 
Bradley Harrison Picklesimer is grand tragedy, played out in an empty universe and 
electrified by a star sparkling for a moment or two of heroic, if vain, beauty. This 

is a brilliant documentary, directed by artist & cartoonist Heather McAdams, who variously hails 
from Virginia, Chicago, Lexington, St. Louis, and the Dark Corner of America's Pop-Death Heart 
which spawned Elvis & Agent Orange. Heather's past films are short found-footage works, ap
propriating Suburban-Dad Sex-Ed films and Department of Agriculture talking-heads into Black
Humor explorations of themes like Beauty and Procreation. She met Bradley while teaching at 
the University of Kentucky, and launched her most ambitious film ever, spurred by a character 
whose life was an ideal stage for exploring her favorite personal themes. Meet Bradley ... is a 
documentary in my favorite sense of the word - the collaboration of filmmaker and subject on the 
exploration of their own uniquely-flawed visions. This film speaks for no one but these two, and 
wallows in the freedom the stance allows. 

It begins honestly - its first words a disclaimer which destroys all expectations of Objectivity 
or Truth. Over Heather's ubiquitous count-down strips, a "found" voice implores: "And I have 
so much I'd like to say, but I don't know how to say it. So please bear with me if sometimes this 
doesn't make too much sense ... ". Heather avails herself always and brilliantly of the found-footage 
(and documentary) artist's gift- the ability, by appropriation, to wholly own those pieces of reality 
which float past within reach. This reincarnated masculine voice - appropriately out-of-gender -
assures us of two crucial things: first, that Heather believes her efforts at communication are, 
however well-intentioned, inherently human and therefore muddled; and second, that she will 
nonetheless persevere, aiming at least to entertain. Like a ventriloquist, she will amaze with her 
tragic-comic, film-magic ability to take the outside world and find in it her own voice. 

The curtain opens in Bradley's boudoir- the fulsome-flower sits in shimmering mini-skirt, a huge
bouffanted Goddess reading movie-mags and eating chocolates shared with man-eating pit-bulls. 
The television in the corner harmonizes with a Flintstones cartoon, in which, honest-to-God, Fred 
is in full drag, dragging Barney off on some adventure. Bradley's full, full, painted lips nibble I 
gouge the bon-bons, the camera darts all over, and mickey-mouse music accompanies titles that 
zoom around the screen. Heather generally tests the boundaries of Documentary as she constructs 
a "fictive" scene worthy of John Waters, with Bradley-as-actor at the center, and Reality- in the 
form of TV and Dogs- willingly supplying tinsel and dressing. 

Bradley-in-Fantasy is a major component of Meet Bradley ... There is no better role for Bradley 
than as an actor in his own visions, and no better lens through which to discover him. Discovery 
through role-playing is a time-honored device for any inspection of character. But these fantasies 
are too elusive and surreal to be justly summed up so, and Bradley's "reality," like Heather's, 
is so fully incorporated into his "fantasies" as to demand equal and joined inspection. 

Fantasy became Bradley Picklesimer's vocation, as he slid from a painful childhood into a full
blossomed, one-man Mardi Gras in a conservative, southern milieu. An inheritance allowed him 
to open the Cafe LMNOP, serving the alternative crowd in a city whose watering-troughs other
wise cater to ruling Fraterno-Athletic-Thoroughbred covens. The world of Normalcy had no more 
depth than a department store window to Bradley, and he dedicated his life to providing a neon 
alternative. He describes his bar as a "neighborhood" place, where there's something for everybody. 
He enumerates the range of his clientele: "Bikers, Punks, Lesbians, Secretaries ... " each accom
panied by a found-footage-clip provided by Heather: 60's Nice-Kids, Wrestling Women in Bathing 
Suits, Amazons on a Jungle Beach, etc. 

An early chapter is given to Heather's fantasia-rendering of a trade-mark Picklesimer drag-show 
at the Cafe LMNOP: "When [a drag-act] can bring a crowd to it's feet, for $3, on a Wednesday 
night in the middle of Lexington, Kentucky, it gives you a chill...". Like a community social-worker, 
Bradley is providing an outlet: "The only thing these people live for is that moment of looking 

beautiful and having people appreciate them." Bradley hurls and retrieves glitter from the air 
and drag-queens pump furiously in footage mirrored, reversed and exploded by the director at 
the optical-printer, making fantasy even more fantastic. Heather's final adornment is little found
images dropped throughout: a car's front wheel sliding gracefully out of control on the ice, a piano 
keyboard playing by itself, and, at the finale, fireworks. 

Bradley takes glee in these shows, as in everything he does, and his glee is accompanied always 
by the most evil laugh, an eloquent cackle more than anything like Lucifer looking down onto his 
global stage. He is a contradiction - he can both bemoan the reaction he elicits from a reactionary 
town, and cackle at his own messianic gestures. He can say he's just out walking his dog, being 
friendly to everyone he sees, and at the same time relish the drama that it's a pit-bull he's got 
on the other end of the leash, as Heather sends him waltzing through white-trash alleys to scratch
music, in a whirl-wind of lunging junk-yard jaws. Far from trying to smooth out her subject's edges, 
Heather recognizes it's Bradley's humanity and contradictions that make him of interest and value, 
and she gives hirrt all the rein he wants. 

He is as dogmatic as the Pope, and distills his doctrine into an essence which is as self-assured 
as it is inflammable. "High-heels will never go out as long as men rule the world, and men will 
always rule the world. Nothing makes a woman's ass look like it does in high-heels. The more severe 
and the better she handles them, the more admiration I will have for that woman." There's more 
than a hint of misogyny here, though it's an interesting self-loathing coming from a cross-dresser. 

Fashion is Bradley's central concern- something he'd define not as mere surface, but as nothing 
less than one's angle of attack on the universe. "The stars of today are common, they want to 
be regular women. There's no glamour. They're regular people with regular problems and regular 
homes. Who cares? I want something to take me out of all this regular soap-opera boredom ... ". 
Perhaps there are those who think all this is frivolous, but you could well ask - from a cosmic point
of-view- "What am I doing that's any better?" To rail against mediocrity is a noble Quixotic mis
sion, and is the principal thesis of this work. For good or ill, when he's brilliant or when he's just 
talking to hear the sound of his own voice Bradley is trying to shake the fire-flies in the jar, to 
make things in this world just a little more alive. 

Bradley's desperate attention to Life is driven by his recognition of Death. The next chapter 
begins with a message left on Heather's answering machine. A gruesome photograph of Bradley 
("a bar-owner has access to good whiskey, the youngest boys, and the best drugs ... ") accom
panies a mockery of Bradley's mock-fag voice, pleading not to "forget an old drag queen." 

Bradley reflects on the death he's seen around him- he counts having been to thirty-six funerals 
in his life, including the losses which left him an orphan. Walking in Lexington's cemetery he says, 
"I've been going to funerals since I was five ... I don't think that's really fair. I don't have a home. 
Christmas will never be the same. I like the decorations, but ... ". Bradley, looking fragile in a chic, 
black gown and peroxide-blonde hair decorates his tree with stars and tinsel. Ornamentation is 
indeed all that's left after family's gone, a realization driving both Bradley's pain and struggles. 

Hard on the heels of these thoughts is another fantasy scene - Bradley-in-drag in a phone booth, 
with Heather's real-life boyfriend outside (sculptor and installation-artist Ed Andrews) as a comic 
threatening trench-coated assailant with face mashed against the glass. Over all is heart-breaking 
torch music, creating a surreal parenthesis. 

In the final portion of the film, Bradley has taken refuge in Florida from business failure and 
his above-listed excesses. Heather introduces the Land of Sunshine as something more like the 
Valley of the illtra-Vixens- bobbing, phallic pine boughs poke at you through a wide-angle lens, 
and rows of palms thrust into the air. We find Bradley a changed man, existentially diminished 
and physically plump. He sings a C&W-esque ditty about rotting lovers' corpses, and attempts, 
a little weakly, to get some laughs by reading the label on a bottle of dish-soap. Coming to this 
after the Drag Shows, all this is like a small death. 

But Bradley's not down yet. In this exercise of large gestures, the biggest is saved for last, when, 
accompanied by the ululations of Yma Sumac, the final scene finds our hero in a Sea Fantasy. 
Half Prince Namor, half Pia Zadora, Bradley emerges from the waves and claws himself up the -



A photograph of filmmaker Heather McAdams. (photo by John P. McAdams) 

beach, a desperate escape from death - a Robinson Crusoe tossed on the seas of Fate and thrown 
up onto this Sexual Land to rise again. Clad only in a scrap of loin-cloth with a twenty-foot trail 
and a flowing three-foot purple mane, he stands now in the waves like Neptune with a bouquet 
of Birds of Paradise, and wearing that leer on his face. 

This vision of Bradley is a perfect example of the childlike creativity that possesses and is possessed 
by Heather - she is able to throw art together from anything. Old scraps of film, old scraps of 
cloth, little gestures, and odd moments. This is possible due to the absence in Heather of any vestige 
of "Professionalism" - she will forgive me if I say that it is her gift to be incapable of doing anything 
the "right" way, and that her work benefits gloriously from it. 

The ultimate example is the sound portion of this film. Shot in large part on a hand-wound Bolex, 
with sound recorded on a non-synched cassette player, Heather was concerned at one point with 
her "unusable" audio. The final decision was to revel in the problem, to wave it like a banner, 
to turn it into Art, rather than apologize, and cover herself as best she could. Sound in Meet Bradley ... 
did wind up synched, but it is almost always obviously crammed together - like the lip-synching 
drag-queens, Bradley's words fall from his mouth like bad ventriloquism, and gain a force and 
comic proportion from their unnaturalness. Sometimes the words even end up thrown into the 
mouths of others: a fellow artist's daughter, Jenny Gron, or a woman in a 60's commercial. 

McAdams proudly labels each piece a "Dizaster Produckshun." At its best, her trade-mark declares 
her recognition that the universe takes care of fools - that opening up to what the world offers, 
and defying your own mechanizations, will allow you to capture Beauty. That in the chaos of screw-

boyfriend." She seems to share that excruciatingly undeserved self-criticism which America in
stills in some women. Perhaps Heather's tilting with her own gender/image ambivalences in the 
dissection of this misogynist transvestite. 

Whatever ii1lappening, there's a marriage made in Heaven; a perfect stage on which they can 
explore themes of dire importance, amplifying and egging each other on in the process. Both em
brace humor of whatever shade as a means of facing and exposing life, both recognize the sadness 
and mortality behind everything, and both use the fantastic and surreal as a denial of the flat, 
real world. Heather's addition of found-footage elements continually suggests the complicity and 
harmony of the world-at-large in this costume ball. 

Meet Bradley Harrison Picklesimer is a journey beginning in enchantment with the wacko
perverse concoction these two create, followed inevitably by a dissatisfaction with the ultimate 
emptiness offered by all this glitter and kitsch. But Heather's brilliant and blessed offering is to 
go another step, to acknowledge the emptiness of the bizarre, and the fragility of life, yet propose 
that it's noble when people with little reason to celebrate nonetheless attempt resurrection through 
really big, if flawed, gestures. 

Stephen Roszell is a documentarian from Kentucky, now living in Chicago. He has produced two 
tapes- WRITING IN WATER and OTHER PRISONERS- with partner Walter Brock. They are 
presently working on Brock's A SEASON IN HELL, focusing on eating disorders in rural Ken
tucky, and Roszell's ROSA MYSTICA, the story of a false-miracle in a Chicago Catholic parish. 
Far from an objective reviewer, Roszell knows and is terribly enamored of McAdams and her work. 

For more information contact Heather McAdams, 1007 Washington Avenue, 4th floor, St. Louis, 
MO 63101, 314/621-8862. 

worst things 
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BANANALAND: A CENTRAL AMERICA THEME PARK 

Conceived, Researched and Orchestrated by Ruby Lerner and George King. 
Seven Stages Theater, Atlanta, July 7-24, 1988. 

Robin Reidy 

IIIII 

A
s the temperatures in Atlanta rose to tropical heights, and fevers 
ran high for the impending invasion of the Democrats and their 
national convention in early July, Bananaland: A Central America 
Theme Park opened at the Seven Stages theater in the heart of 
Little Five Points. A huge yellow banana being peeled appeared 

atop the marquee Oldenberg-style, and an incredible array of Atlanta's best 
artistic talents transformed the entire theater space into a theme park vague
ly reminiscent of those found along the old highways of the 1950's, before the 
interstates were built - tacky but fun, and a great way to get mom and dad 
to stop the car and see something thrilling like an alligator with two heads! 

This theme park was different in one important way- it was the nation's first 
theme park dealing with the history of U.S. involvement in Central America, 
and with the serious purpose of calling attention to the U.S. foreign policy
past, present, and future -in Central America. As Ruby Lerner, one of the 
work's co-creators, stated, "We wanted to find a way to treat a complex and 
serious subject with some 'humor -- and to create an experience that will 
stimulate and inform. Through examining the historical origins of our current 
policies and the assumptions underlying those policies, we hope to encourage 
people to critically reassess America's relations to developing nations, par
ticularly those in Central America." Fellow co-creator George King added, "The 
activities of the United Fruit Company and the role of the banana in the region's 
economy are used as detailed examples of a process that typifies colonial rela
tionships throughout the third world." 

Bananaland, the culmination of a long, rigorious process of research and ar
tistic collaboration, mimicked the structure of a theme park, which, like 
Disneyland, includes a multiple choice of rides, pavillions, displays and ways 
to spend money (snack bars, souvenir stands, etc.). Within that loose structure, 
it presented with humor and intelligence the complex history of how the U.S. 
government became economically and politically entangled with The United 



Fruit Company in Central America. 
Ruby Lerner, a nationally-recognized arts consultant and former director of 

Alternate Roots, worked with George King, an independent media producer 
to conceive and orchestrate Bananaland. They collaborated with a large 
assemblage of talented Atlanta visual and performing artists, musicians, set 
and costume designers, actors, puppeteers, and other types too numerous to 
mention. Lerner and King presented the unsuspecting arts patron who chose 
to venture into Bananaland with a bombardment of historical and political in
formation, tempered with a large dose of humor, music, performance, and fun. 

The new media buzzword ''info-tainment'' appropriately describes Bananaland 
- it was definitely an entertaining, almost-painless way to swallow a lot of 
usually-dry historical facts and figures. After paying admission, we (the au
dience) were ushered into the Bananaland Plaza where we were immediately 
bombarded with sensory overload. Huge color murals depicting bananas being 
harvested hung high on the walls; the Somoza and Son Bar and Grill offered 
us banana smoothies and popsicles for sale; tables were arranged to face the 
main stage of the cabaret where a Carmen Miranda look-alike (Nita Hardy) 
was singing about bananas to the melodious strains of an accordian (played by 
Rodger French); the Gift Shop tempted 

Bananai~ Bananai~ 
We'll eventually get you there, 

With a tail wind, enough gas and a prayer 
You'll never forget us 

We're Bananair. 

Bananair, Bananair, 
We'll eventually get you there, 

Life is cheap - but so's the fare, 
You '11 never forget us 

We're Bananair. 

If all this sounds like too much of a good thing, it could have been. I left feel
ing slightly bushwacked by a lot of propaganda that was somewhat tempered 
with humor. However, after I read Ruby Lerner's "Some Thoughts on 
Bananaland" found in the program, I became more and more convinced that 
Bananaland is a mostly-successful experiment in combining the serious sub
ject of U.S. politics and the third world with the postmodern aesthetics of art

us with Bananaland tee-shirts and other 
memorabilia; another shack offered an 
array of current Central American leftist 
political propaganda; and The Dictator 
himself (played to perfection by ac
tor/chef George Nikas) served banana 
flambe at Anastasio's Cafe. 

~~~~~~llliiiii18ANANALANDI ~~~ 
making that draw on all the forms and 
content of cultural history, including 
modern mass entertainment forms like 
theme parks. I think it succeeds, for the 
most part, in educating the audience, 
whether they realize it or not, about an 
intentionally-obscure portion of 
American history, in a non-didactic for
mat that uses humor, and in making them 
put all the disparate pieces together to 
form their own conclusions. As Ms. 
Lerner states in her essay: 

= YOU ARE HERE 

The show began when The Dictator, 
dressed in his full military regalia and 
dark glasses, mounted the corner balcony 
and commanded our attention with his 
boombox blasts of pre-recorded applause. 
He ordered us to enjoy ourselves and 
spend lots of money as he directed us to 
the different tours about to begin, depen
ding on the color of our tickets. 

United Fruit, United Fruit, 
From Nova Scotia to Beirut 

We've found a most ingenious way, 
To keep bananas cheap today. 

When volume's high, 
Price can be low, 

Oh, what a smart scenario. 

United Fruit, United Fruit, 
Bananas made us lots of loot. 

We took the peasants' land away, 
A voided taxes we should pay, 
With good p.r. and lobbying, 

You can get away with anything. 

My first stop was the Plantation Train 
Ride, where our guide (played with great 
energy by Taylor St. Clair) took us on a 
tour of a banana plantation, complete 
with moving (puppet) banana trees and 
real rainstorms, and told us the complete 
history of the banana. We were then 

---

ushered into the United Fruit Company museum, which contained the Carmen 
Miranda Bananabilia Collection, C.R.A.S.S. (Caucasian Reaffirmation of 
Superiority Space), a life-size sea captain who told stories for a quarter, and 
displays describing the history of Unifruitco. In that space we also were welcom
ed via videotape by fundamentalist Rev. William Wright (played by Atlanta 
actor/playwright Levi Lee), and then later treated to a recreation of a 1956 
awards ceremony honoring public relations counsel Edward Bernays, who spoke 
of the importance of controlling information in a democracy via public relations. 

Our last stop was a Bananair plane trip to Guatemala- back in time- to 1954, 
where we were given the political history of U.S. intervention in that coun
try's government from the Eisenhower administration to the present via a clever 
household objects puppet show presented by Atlanta's Center for Puppetry Arts 
puppeteers and performance artists Neill Bogan and Jim Brooks. Once we land
ed, we toured the Invasions Exhibit, with the Gallery of Dictators, archival 
videotapes of "official" U.S. foreign policy statements, and the Windows of 
the World murals. 

--

-= --

--

"Throughout two-and-a-half years of 
research we had become fascinated by 
the onion layers of complexity in the 
story of our country's relationship with 
Central America. We wondered if, rather 
than attempting to simplify the informa
tion, we could instead embrace its com
plexity by splintering the story into its 
component parts. Could we find a form 
that would mirror the way we actually 
get information in our daily lives - in bits 
and pieces, and from a variety of 
sources? ... Many of us are information 
junkies these days, but the live artistic 
work we see rarely tries to engage us this 
way. Bored by both plays and esoteric 
performance art, George and I also 
wondered whether a documentary per
formance/installation could be humorous, 
informative, entertaining and disturbing, 
all at the same time." 

Bananaland also succeeds in its mam
moth undertaking to produce a truly col
laborative work of art where all types and 
varieties of artists were given the oppor
tunity to create parts of a larger piece. 
The fragmented, kaleidoscopic form of 
the work helps the many different 

elements simultaneously stand alone and fit together as a loose whole. As part 
of this collaborative process, the piece was first performed at the Nexus Con
temporary Art Center in 1987, where Lerner and King then solicited critical 
opinions from a number of artists, which then caused them to change the struc
ture from its more linear leanings to the current non-linear form. 

Bananaland: A Central American Theme Park was a rare and wonderful ex
plosion of Atlanta's collective artistic talents, successfully exemplifying our 
culture's current postmodern sensibilities. It succeeded as both entertainment 
and serious art as it rummaged through the musty attic of our country's re
cent past and unflinchingly displayed the worst of our government along with 
the best of our artists. 

Robin Reidy is Director of IMAGE Film/Video Center in Atlanta, Georgia. 

.. 



KATHY ROSE 
DANCE/FILM PERFORMANCE - 8 PM 

SATURDAY DECEMBER 3, 1988 COLUMBIA COLLEGE 

DANCE/FILM WORKSHOP - 10 AM - 4 PM 
SUNDAY DECEMBER 4, 1988 COLUMBIA COLLEGE 

I 
nternationally-acclaimed film animator, dancer and choreographer Kathy Rose will 
present a unique dance/film performance Friday, December 3, 1988 in Cottingham 
Theater at Columbia College. Cosponsored by the South Carolina Arts Commission 
Media Arts Center and the Columbia College Department of Dance, Syncopations 
combines a live dance performance with a specially prepared filmed background 

featuring dancers that "interact" with the live performer. 
The effect is a stunning, highly expressive and often 
dramatic work featuring Egyptian elements, exotic 
lighting and costuming, and striking illusions created by 
the blending of live and filmed dancing. Kathy Rose has 
performed her works across this country and in Europe 
to rave reviews. An acclaimed animator who has moved 
into the performance art field, her previous works have 
blended animation and her own training in African dance 
and Flamenco. 

Kathy Rose will also present a Dance/Film workshop 
on Sunday, December 4, at the Columbia College Dance 
Department. The workshop will discuss the aesthetics and 
working methods in creating dance/film performance 
pieces. Since Kathy Rose integrates her own body with 
film, she is involved with the use of body line matching 
that of a visual art. The workshop should be of interest 
to dancers, media artists, visual artists, and artists 
interested in new performance art forms. 

An evening of wonderment. - New York Times 

It is impossible to 'get ready' for Kathy Rose. She is just too disarming ... so 
provocative, so extraordinary ... so unforgettable. -Express News, San Antonio 

Fantastic Kathy Rose! Here at last is an artist who innovates, brings a breath of 
fresh air and fantasy. - Tribune De Geneve .. 

ROSS SPEARS 
PRODUCING INDEPENDENT FEATURE FILM DOCUMENTARIES 

SATURDAY NOVEMBER 5, 1988 10 AM- 4 PM 
USC COLISEUM, MEDIA ARTS DEPARTMENT 

SPECIAL SCREENING: FILM AND 3-D SLIDE PRESENTATION: 
LONG SHADOWS 

SATURDAY NOVEMBER 5, 1988 8 PM 
USC LAW CENTER AUDITORIUM 

A 
cademy Award-winning independent film producer Ross Spears 
will present a one-day workshop on producing independent feature 
documentary films, Saturday, November 5, 1988 at the Media Arts 
Department of the University of South Carolina. Cosponsored by 
the South Carolina Arts Commission Media Arts Center and the 

Insititute for Southern Studies, the workshop will feature discussions on 
production of documentary films including: fund-raising, archival research, 
production, and distribution of feature-length works. Also included will be 
screenings of some of this producer's award-winning films. 

Ross Spears has produced a number of remarkable feature-length film 
documentaries about the South as part of the James Agee Film Project founded 
in 197 4. These works include: Agee, a brilliant portrait of the writer James 
Agee - winner of the Academy Award for Best Feature Documentary; The 
Electric Valley, the acclaimed story of the Tennessee Valley Authority; and 
his most recent film Long Shadows: The Legacy of the American Civil War, 
a probing look at the American Civil War. His work has been shown on PBS, 
and honored at the American and Berlin Festivals, Kennedy Center, and the 
Museum of Modern Art. 

The Electric Valley, Perhaps the 'Biggest' independent film of the year, 
encompassing the turbulent history of the TV A. Quite accurately called 'a 
journal of the American political soul.' 

- William Sloan, Museum of Modern Art 

REGISTRATION FORM 

Please make payments to the South Carolina Arts Commission. 
Due to limited space, please contact the Media Arts Center before 
registration. 
For registration and information contact: 

Michael Fleishman 
South Carolina Arts Commission 
Media Arts Center 
1800 Gervais Street 
Columbia, SC 29201 
(803) 734-8696 

Name 

Address --------------- Phone ---------

City----------- State ____ Zip ____ County ___ _ 

Arts Discipline ______ _ 

Do You Currently Receive Media Arts Center Mailings? Yes: __ No: __ 

$20 Workshop registration for Ross Spears Workshop __ (at USC Media Arts Dept.) 

$20 Workshop registration for Kathy Rose Workshop __ (at Columbia College) 

Admission to Long Shadows is free. Ka!;hy Rose performance is being handled by Columbia College. 
Contact the Media Arts Center for more information. 

Check(s) enclosed ___ (Yes) ___ (No) 

Please notify the South Carolina Arts Commission if, because of a disability, you need special services 
in order to participate. 

SCAC USE ONLY 
Applicant status ___ _ 
Applicant instn ___ _ 
Congr district ___ _ 

Content 
Project discipline ___ _ 
Project type ____ _ 
Proj Act type ___ _ 

Characteristics ___ _ 



~~~~~--------------
MacARTHUR 
FOUNDATION BOOSTS 
MEDIA FUNDING 
QUYNH THAI 

Two years after making a $7.5 million dollar splash in the U.S. media arts scene-substantial 
grants to the Learning Channel for its The Independents series, 34 media arts centers, and several 
film projects-the John D. and Catherine T. MacArthur Foundation is moving forward as one of 
the largest private funders of independent media. For fiscal year 1987, the foundation allocated 
$927,500 to 48 media arts centers, $300,000 to two PBS series-Alive from Off Center and P.O. V., 
the independent documentary series premiering this July-up to $4.5 million to a new Library 
Video Classics project aimed at providing public libraries with tapes of prominent Public 
Broadcasting Service series, $200,000 to the Learning Channel for The Independents, and $1.5 
million to environmental groups for the production of five television and film documentaries. 

William Kirby, vice president of the foundation's board of directors, explains the rationale behind 
these funding decisions: "We felt the most important influence we could exert was to pay producers 
and get their works distributed as widely as possible." Kirby attributes the unprecedented support 
of the Learning Channel's The Independents series since 1986 and its recent interest in Alive from 
Off Center and P.O. V. to these two identified goals. Both the Learning Channel, which pays $210 
per minute, and P.O. V., which offers $300 per minute for acquisitions, remain the highest paying 
independent showcases in the country. "The question of PBS and its relationship to independents 
is of great concern to us," adds Kirby. "We feel we may be able to help by inducing PBS, through 
our own example, to pay more fairly for independent works." 

But compensation for producers and expanded distribution have not been the only areas where 
MacArthur has applied its weight. In 1987, the foundation increased the number of media arts 
centers it funded from 34 to 48. Among the recipients oflarger grants were the National Alliance 
of Media Arts Centers, which was awarded the only $50,000 grant last year, the Bay Area Video 
Coalition, Boston Film/Video Foundation, Capital Children's Museum, the Center for New Television, 
Downtown Community Television, Facets Multimedia, Film Forum, Film in the Cities, FilrnNideo 

Arts, the Museum of Modern Art, the Northwest Film and Video Center, Pacific Film Archive, 
Pittsburgh Filmmakers, the Rocky Mountain Film Center, and the University of California at Los 
Angeles Film and Television Archives-all of which received $30,000.$7,500 and $15,000 grants 
went to the other media centers. 

Undeniably, the MacArthur Foundation has become a major force in media in this country. The 
foundation's staff says that it spends 90 cents for every federal dollar going to the field. But will 
MacArthur ever give grants for production of more than a few individual films or tapes? Judging 
from its three-year record and interviews with foundation staff, most likely it will not. The risks 
and demands on resources undertaken by a funder that entertains individual production proposals 
partly explains this posture. As Kirby explains, "We want to be useful, but we cannot take great 
risks. The total media funding needed in the U.S. is too high for [us] to ever become a major source 
of funding." 

Nevertheless, MacArthur is not absolutely adverse to supporting production. Last year, for 
instance, the foundation granted $5 million to WNET-New York and WTTW-Chicago for Bill 
Moyers' "Conversation on Democracy," $250,000 to Five Star International to produce a 
documentary on Chernobyl for the Frontline series, and several smaller grants to organizations 
to produce films on environmental issues. But they are not inviting proposals from individual 
producers unallied with a PBS station or any organization involved in projects unrelated to 
MacArthur's other grant-making programs: health, international peace and cooperation, and the 
global environment. 

In terms of significant new initiatives, the MacArthur Foundation is currently developing its 
Library Video Classics program, which will distribute copies of 10 to 20 established PBS s~ries 
such as Masterpiece Theater and Great Performances to approximately 1,000 public libraries. The 
foundation is also planning to build its own media library, a collection of 25 tapes on the issues 
related to its other program areas, and will donate these tapes to the libraries participating in 
the Library Video Classics project. Says Virgil Grillo, media consultant to MacArthur, director 
of the Rocky Mountain Film Center, and a member of The Independents' informal 
production/programming team: "The MacArthur Foundation sees itself doing [with electronic media] 
what the Carnegie Foundation did years ago with print-acknowledging the fact that most 
information now gets passed through media." 

Other than its experiment in library distribution, MacArthur spokespeople say that the foundation's 
ventures into media will be contained in the coming years. Funding to media centers will probably 
continue, as will support for the PBS and Learning Channel showcases. Two more Learning Channel 
series are currently in the works-Spirit of Place, curated by Alive from Off Center executive 
producer John Schott and staff producer Helen DeMichiel, and another on aging, curated by Terry 
Lawler, director of TVNideo Services at the American Film Institute. Without commenting on 
details of future plans, Grillo says, "The presiding posture will develop in significant increments. 
If there is a bulk increase, it will be program-related." 

(reprinted with permission from The Independent Film and Monthly, July 1988) 

Quynh Thai is a contributing editor to the Independent Film and Video Monthly. 

~~~---------------

New Music America Festival 

to be Held in Miami, 

December 5-9, 1988 

New Music America is a singular event in American cultural life. Each festival redefines 
the boundaries of music and culture leaving a substantial legacy in the American cities 
it inhabits. The tenth anniversary of New Music America takes place in Miami; the Miami 
of dreams and nightmares, thrilling, haunting, bold and irreverent. A treasure trove 
of fragrant, sound-rich air, ripe and ready for this year's celebration of new music. 
Populating this year's festival will be 100 North and South American composers including 
Nana Vasconcelos and Ricardo Dal Falla, and performances by John Cage, the Kronos 
Quartet, Ornette Coleman, Frank Zappa, and David Van Tieghem. Events include 
premieres and performances, sound installations, environmental performances, specially 
commissioned new music new radio pieces, a new music cruise aborad an oceangoing 
liner, and a triJute to pioneering American composer Morton Feldman. The first 
International Music Critics Symposium will also take place during the festival. 
For more information contact: New Music America/Miami, Miami Dade Community 
College!Wolfson Campus, 300 NE Second Avenue, Miami, Florida, 33132-2292 (305) 
347-3768. 

Open solicitation to film/video 
artists for the falll989/winter 
1990 Southern Circuit, a tour of 
six artists who each travel eight 
days to six southern sites and 
present one show per city. 

Interested artists are asked to submit printed materials only including 
resume and publicity for round one in the selection process of artists 
for 1989/90 which concludes with panel selection in January, 1989 of 
six artists from a total of 40 who are invited to submit sample work. 
Deadline for printed materials is October 20, 1988. Please send materials 
to: 

South Carolina Arts Commission 
Media Arts Center 
1800 Gervais Street 
Columbia, SC 29201 
Attention: Susan Leonard 

Exhibitions Coordinator. 

-
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THE ECONOMICS OF FILM/VIDEO SALES TO THE 
EDUCATIONAL MARKET 

GAILMUNDE 

Gail Munde was director of Kansas Film and Video Library for eight years and has been both a student and teacher of media 
librarianship. 

Those of us who are interested in producing for, selling to and collecting materials for 
organizations that have an educational mission are a very small group. The players 
range in size from single-item sellers and single-item buyers to multiple-line, corporate 
film and video companies and regional or statewide media buyers. The life span of both 
sellers and buyers seems to have grown shorter in the last ten years with companies 

selling, merging or just disappearing on a regular basis. Media buyers in schools tend to follow 
the federal funding patterns that eventually shape their schools' curricula, and subject-area 
collections follow those trends. Accounts also seem to be disappearing on a regular basis; probably 
following demographic trends, they retire or are reassigned to expansion areas, e.g., microcomputer 
consulting and telecommunications. In any case, what seemed ten years ago to be an orderly and 
comfortable industry is now a real tag game. 

There are very good reasons why it's so difficult to make money in the nontheatrical market 
right now. It's not the best of times for education in general. The rate at which teachers accepted 
the trade of quality for convenience offered by home video formats over 16mm film was a surprise. 
Their demand for nontheatrical video programs at entertainment program prices was a shock. 
Distributors seem polarized into two groups: big conglomerates who offer up to 500 titles, and 
very small, specialized distributors who offer from one to 50 or so titles. Maybe I imagine it, but 
it seems like there used to be enough money in the market to support middle-sized distributors 
who didn't strategize solely by the price/volume relationship. 

HOW BIG IS THE MARKET? 

bothered me greatly, unless the material had ulterior purposes, e.g., corporate production 
sponsorship and on an issue relevant to corporate interests. Social documentary and revisionist 
history materials defeat their purposes if they attempt an even-handed treatment of social ills; 
they're supposed to take a point of view. Any good media buyer will tell you they prize an accurate 
and unbiased work, but only because they learned to say it in school. 

Is the work crafted and/or executed so poorly that it falls below the purchaser's and users' 
prevailing expectations? Film and video buyers in institutions are notoriously insensitive to 
aesthetics, in spite of claims otherwise. Two studies of the largest and most prestigious of 
nontheatrical film and video festivals, the American Film and Video Festival, found no correlation 
between the winning of an award and sales, or between the winning of an award and use after 
purchase. Below a certain beltline, filmmakers seem to be more concerned with aesthetics and 
craftsmanship than viewers. 

Ease of acquisition is another, though not the greatest, consideration when someone is ready 
to buy. Once buyers have gone through the selection process of reading direct mail literature and 
catalogs, screening the work, sometimes showing it to a selection committee and waiting for their 
appraisal, juggling their shopping list with their budget, and are ready to cut the purchase order, 
they do not like to wait. If they are not able to track down a company that has moved, or had 
a name or phone number change, or who cannot quote a firm price, or cannot provide the material 
within a reasonable time period, it's highly likely they'll just skip the purchase altogether. It's 
almost certain that they'll settle for a comparable work (don't count on there not being one out 
there) from another company, or put your title on next year's acquisition list. 

Price is a consideration, but it is the least. The buyer's major concern here is not to get ripped 
Market size can only be estimated. The last evidence to define the total market in terms of dollars off; ripped off being when you have paid $300 for a video title only to see it at the home video 

was reported for the year 1980. The now-defunct Association of Media Producers sponsored an store two weeks later for $39. Generally speaking, institutional buyers are cognizant of production 
independent market survey_, invifu!g all media roducers and distributors to provide figures on ~=="'usts_and onll[ want a fair market ric~ .reas9.1lllh!y_ within the general ramre. Most of the recent 
their domestic sales. The research firm hired by AMP reported a total marKet of 79.5 million dollars complaints seem to be about new public library customers who have begun offering video loan::.:s:..-""'"="" 
for 16mm film and prerecorded videotape. Sales to K-12 public schools accounted for about 56o/o, along with books. Purchasing classic and contemporary feature film materials first, they got used 
17o/o to colleges and universities; with government agencies, public libraries and businesses to the $29-$89 price range and were startled when they got around to documentary and informational 
accounting for 8o/o, 6o/o and 8o/o respectively. The industry was almost totally devoted to and reliant materials. This happened in small public libraries that did not previously have 16mm film collections, 
upon public educational institutions for its income. Looking back, how can we be surprised that and will probably work itself out with time and experience. School district or regional buyers 
consumer-based technologies (VHS video and personal computers) would radically shift an industry generally feel entitled to discounts or bonuses on large purchases and in spite of distributors' 
that had all its eggs in a single basket? resentment, they usually get them. 

During the early 1980's, not only did schools have less money to spend on educational media, 
they began to spend it on hardware. In 1978 the average public school had a library/media budget 
of $8,967 in 1985-adjusted dollars. By 1985 that budget had been reduced to $7,577, a 16o/o decrease 
in funding. Moreover, the mix between book and mediaware and hardware purchases changed 
to favor equipment purchases. Schools were desperately trying to fill the demand for what was 
clearly becoming the equipment format of choice, VHS; and to acquire microcomputing equipment. 

So all the players in the nontheatrical industry find themselves in reduced circumstances, working 
for bosses and constituents who don't realiy understand why film and video programs can't be 
purchased for $29.95, or better yet, just stolen off-air; or for corporations who don't understand 
why the film/video division of the company is only showing a profit margin of 5o/o. 

HOW DOES THE MARKET WORK? 
Now that you've had the bad news, the good news is that the distributors seem to be catching 

most of the wild pitches they've been thrown. Companies have generally responded by redirecting 
their program acquisitions to meet entirely new market segments or to crossover to new segments, 
building up their product lines, experimenting with price structures, and scaling down staff sizes. 

Marketing to education is best discussed in terms of its elements: promotion and advertising, 
product characteristics and quality, distribution, and price. 

To distributors, your film or video program is a product to be evaluated against a single criterion 
- its unit sales or rental potential. Estimating these kinds of raw numbers is a subjective task, 
but the distributor will generally consider its current customer base first. How many of its already
captured customers will be likely to purchase or rent the work? If there is not an existing market 
for the work, how much trouble will there be in creating one? Do potential customer groups have 
not only an interest in the material, but the money to buy or rent it? 

Very generally, film and video purchasers look for materials with a mental checklist that goes 
something like this: subject, content, age, length, palatability, ease of acquisition, and price. The 
subject areas they are shopping in depends upon the purpose of their institution and its constituents, 
e.g., curriculum, training needs, interest level. If a work falls into their subject need category, 
then content becomes a major factor. Do the contents of the work provide thorough, but not epic 
coverage? Is the content essential to the work's purpose? First cousin to content is length; is it 
long enough to cover the subject without shortchanging it, or is it padded out for the sake oflength, 
or is it just more than you'd ever want to know about the subject? One nice thing about the rise 
of video is that it seems to have lessened the effect of cost-per-minute pricing structures established 
in the past for 16mm prints. There were a lot of fine films I would have bought, but didn't because 
I didn't need 55 minutes on the topic, or because the film took too long to set up its premise or 
define the problem. Even if I could work around the film's length, I couldn't always work around 
its price as calculated on a run-time basis. 

Is the work (or more likely, does the work seem to be) accurate? Are the contents up-to-date 
both in terms of events, information and cultural styles? Apparent biases of the filmmaker never .. 

RECENT MARKET EVENTS 
Unfortunately, most of the recent trends are based purely on economics, rather than on an interest 

in sustaining art in the service of learning. Not that this is anything new, but it seems to be a 
more severe threat now than it has been in the past. 

Because of the rapid onset of market conditions described earlier, many distributors reacted 
quickly to economic problems with economic answers. They played with pricing schemes to increase 
short-term cash flow, embraced a raft of cheap products unsuited to the needs of educational 
organizations, and tried to scale down personnel expenses by shifting from field sales representatives 
to telephone marketers. I do not fault any company for this. A distributor's first responsibility 
is to stay in business and for many, it's been touch-and-go. 

However, it has so adversely affected nontheatrical film and video makers that they may not 
be able to recover. Many large distributors in search of materials to sell look for large bodies of 
older (and therefore cost-recovered) film and video. This search coincided with the U.S. release 
of years of backlogged materials from other English-speaking countries, primarily British, Australian 
and Canadian television productions. Sometimes, we are our own worst enemy. A case in point 
is the large amount of Annenberg Foundation money spent to produce college-level course material, 
which has been subsequently distributed in such a way that no one made any money out of it. 
Distributors that would prefer to acquire curriculum materials they know will sell, rather than 
produce them in-house, are unable to find them because independents usually don't care for such 
projects. Serious film and video production (both from companies and independents) has had to 
contend with the rash of new competition from the get-rich-quick groups. The Jane Fonda pretenders 
are, by the way, not getting rich as quick as they'd like, and will probably pull out before long. 

How can the industry address its current problems? I do not have any answers, but I do believe 
that everyone involved can begin by taking a good look at one another. If independents don't make 
programs that distributors can sell, somebody else will. They may not be any good, but distributors 
will try their best to sell them. Those responsible for film and video acquisitions must be willing 
to make choices based on utility rather than absolute pricing. Nontheatrical film and video has 
never been a big money-maker; 1980's 79.5 million dollar volume was only slightly smaller than 
the same year's chocolate chip cookie sales. But if all of us each can't make a little, then none 
of us have any future. 

Gail Munde lives in Columbia, South Carolina and is completing a doctoral study of product 
characteristics associated with successful nontheatrical film and video works. 



A still from L.A. Hawk's videotape Spring Besch, No Blossoms. A still from L.A. Hawk's videotape Spring Besch, No Blossoms. 

MIAMI FILM AND VIDEO 
Guillermo Perez 

F 
or the past year, Miami has enjoyed a great variety of film and video works at an 
extended banquet where regional artists have been given a noteworthy place. Some of 
these were featured during Miami Waves in January, others in a project by the Alliance 
for Media Arts, The State of the Art. The latter has kept big and little screens at various 
locations bright with beckoning images throughout several months. 
In its sixth annual arrival, sponsored by Miami-Dade Community College (Wolfson 

Campus) and directed by Mary Luft, the experimental media festival Miami Waves had as its central 
theme the state of Japanese video. Not surprisingly, much of the work -- primarily a traveling 
exhibition of twenty-three samples by various artists called New Video: Japan -- involved technical 
manipulation and assessment of traditional culture in the face of modernity. The display of Japanese 
skill and engaging sensibility, however, at times seemed less exotic, less demanding, than products 
from our own backyard. In his Untitled, for instance, Tony Allegro commented darkly on the 
ubiquitous presence of Japanese technology. Showing continuous loops of industry in action-- a 
sort of invasion by mechanical behemoths -- this local filmmaker and companions read overlapping 
texts; they depicted an enervated America under siege by foreign industrial opportunism. tntimately, 
the protectionist tenor of the presentation linked the current economic advance of the Japanese 
to their nation's earlier militarism. 

Beyond this acerbic statement, Miami Waves allowed us to inspect the works of other local artists 
in an ancillary program. Included in this, Glenn Terry's color video Mango Madness Retrospective 
framed Christmas rituals within his wacky state of mind. With a neighborly intimacy and mischief, 
this front porch vaudevillian turned folkways into boffo vignettes. A more sober documentation 
of people in the vicinity was offered by Bob Eyres; his 9-minute color video, Lives on the Water, 
profiled the inhabitants of boats off Coconut Grove. Affectionate yet unsentimental, the work gave 
a better understanding of a fringe community that includes artists and salty dogs. Keeping an 
eye on the beauty of the bay without ignoring the cramped clutter of some of the boats, the artist 
stirred up the desire to preserve something more elusive than structures or landscapes: a colorful 
manifestation of the nonconformist spirit. At the other end of the accessibility scale, there was 
Stephen Nester's Downtime. For a lengthy period, out-of-focus shapes moved about a claustrophobia
inducing space in silence. The globules in blacks, grays, whites, forming and disintegrating in 
soporific patterns, turned the screen into a postmodernist lava lamp. 

Due to their substance and conception, the works of L.A. Hawks emerged as the most gratifying 
among those by locals. Spring Beach, No Blossoms portrayed the mass migration rituals of college 
kids in Ft. Lauderdale during spring break: the displays of suntanned skin, the cruising around, 
the rowdy antics. Having the intent of someone searching for essences in the herd behavior, Hawks 
manipulated raw footage in his 7-minute video to create a field -- part carnival, part warzone -
of reds and greens. The polarization endowed events with a dumb botanic vigor, the pulsation of 
blood, as lust never strayed far from aggression. Hawks' Weary of the Month of March also used 
an intense color scheme, but this consideration of another ritual -the parade - was more thoroughly 
subjected to rhythmic rearrangements. The good time displays down hometown streets came to 
be charged with a menacing current. The effusive chromatics and almost organic texture of these 
works enfolded dangers in bizarre beauty. 

The State of the Art- a series in two parts so far, with the promise of a third --featured films 
and videos from the classic to the contemporary in a wide geographical representation. Thus, Bruce 
Posner as curator and Donald Chauncey as coordinator placed regional artists in fine company. 

Poli Marichal turned out to be one of the more appealing discoveries of the series. A native of 
Puerto Rico, she has received art training in Boston and Europe. While not working in animation 
and illustration, she makes short Super 8 films in association with Taller de Cine La Red. Her 
background in the plastic arts, a preoccupation with insular realities, and a generally wry outlook, 
all inform work which has won her international awards. 

Marichal's background contributed to the pictorial finesse of Coffee Break. This 4112-minute color 
study of expectation and alienation sprang from sketch pad drawings of the habitues of a cafeteria. 
The dissolving figures and shifting colors -- a woman turning into a cat, reds melding into yellows 
-- expressed humane concerns in vibrant terms. The formulation of social commentary in a quirky 
idiom went further in more experimental works where Marichal scratched, painted over, and 
bleached the frames. A trio of such films drew from aspects of the tropical environment but 
considered the supposedly paradisiacal from a disquieting personal perspective. Hence, Puerto 
Rico turned from Tourist Office Island to Poli's Eye-land. Whether in the mercurial aquatic creatures 
of Blues Tropical or the passing landscapes of Isla postal and Paisaje, these cinematic postcards 
(all around 4 minutes) though awash in prismatic hues bore ironic messages: Obviously celebrated 
charms can just as easily be exploited; a little plot of Eden can become a cage. 

The Tallahassee filmmakers Steve Barnes and Steve Kurtz brought their analytical tendencies 
to the series. In Super 8 works transferred to video, they reassembled scenes from the cultural 
storehouse with obsessive focus and telling rhythms. Thus, they commented on the myths of the 
Western in Lasso or on erotic cliches through the Theatre of Exploitation's tackling of 
sensationalized sex and suicide. Their approach seemed close to academic inquiry that aims at 
exhaustive interpretation of even the banal or the obscene. 

At home in Miami, Mel Kiser and Corky Irick went searching for native iconography in their 
Last Night at the S & S Diner (featured in both Miami Waves and the Alliance project). Indeed, 
they managed to capture the spirit of an eatery, sweeping over well-worn surfaces and dishing 
up quick character studies of the owners, workers and customers. After meeting with some 
reluctance, they entered through the back door, made their way around the kitchen and came out 
to the dining area; the camera acted like an intrusive but winsome acquaintance. In fact, a subtext 
here entailed the effect of media attention on a subject - as the chef donned a fancy hat for the 
crew or a customer praised the food while holding up a plate for the camera. Throughout its half
hour this color film succeeded in giving the diner the proper mythic dimensions; an oasis in the 
urban desert, the S & S seemed an inviting refuge where Everyman could get sustenance for the 
soul as much as for the stomach. In an ende11-ring coda, the camera followed a waitress who 
distributed leftovers to neighborhood cats. "They can't starve," she said, putting the food in a 
discrete place so bullies wouldn't chase away the animals. "You'd be surprised how mean people 
can be." No, unfortunately, most of us wouldn't be surprised-- but at least we can count on places 
like the S & S to fortify us against the cruelties of the pavement. 

For more information on the Miami Waves festival contact: Miami Waves, Miami Dade Community 
College/Wolfson Campus, 300 N.E. Second Avenue, Miami, Florida 33132-2292 (305) 347-3768. 

Guillermo Perez is a professor at the Language Institute of Miami-Dade Community College in 
Miami, Florida. -



WORKS IN PROGRESS 
Patricia Bustamante 

NANCY Y ASECKO 
CAYCE, SC 

N ancy is in the early stages of production of Florida's Indian River: 
America's LostLagoon, an approximately hour long 16mm film 
documentary. "Indians, conquistadors, missionaries, pirates, settlers, 
Civil War gun runners, prohibition rum runners, steamboat captains, 

citrus growers, tourists, commercial fishermen and aerospace pioneers have 
all made their way on the Indian River Lagoon. Broad and shallow, stretching 
south from Cape Canaveral more than 150 miles down Florida's east coast, 
the lagoon is separated from the Atlantic by a barrier island that is, in several 
places, no more than a few hundred feet wide. First marked on a Spanish map 
of 1605, it was discovered in 1985 to be the most diverse estuary in North 
America. It is today a site of startling juxtapositions - subtropical swamps laced 
with expensive waterfront homes; alligators and horseshoe crabs sunning on 
the banks of the lagoon as the space shuttle is launched; manatees clustering 
in the warm water run-off of the power plant; condominiums rising precariously 
from the dune line, their owners streaming across causeways in the face of 
each hurricane threat. On the mainland, residential developers continue to race 
ahead of their supply lines, leaving behind instant neighborhoods - stranded 
in the scrub, within walking distance of nowhere, baking in the tropical heat, 
with street after street of air-conditioners set to full blast - their sound drowned 
out by the sound of millions of bugs. These present day images will be connected 
and shaped by a chronology of first person accounts - from a Spanish soldier 
sent to negotiate with the Indians for shipwreck survivors in the 1600's, from 
Jonathan Dickeson, shipwrecked 
himself in the 1700's, from a 
woman homesteader- who lost 
her son to drowning and her dog 
to the alligators in the 1880's, 
from a 1900 guidebook extolling 
the virtues of the area to invalids. 
From these and other stories, 
including those from living 
memory, a history that is a 
continual replay of the American 
pioneer myth (in an area that has 
somehow remained a frontier for 
hundreds of years) will be 
portrayed. The locations and 
settings for these historical 
accounts are still intact. Many 
miles of shoreline survive 
virtually untouched by man. In 
other areas, the descendents of 
homesteaders remain where 
their families first settled. The 
groves of Indian River citrus Images from Nancy Yasecko's film-In-progress 

continue to thrive, protected Florida's Indian River: America's Lost Lagoon. 

from killing frost by the warm 
waters of the lagoon. The 
ranchers stubbornly hold out, maintaining a cowboy lifestyle even as they are 
surrounded by fresh waves of modern day settlers. This is a story of conflict 
between settlement and the natural environment and until the 1950's the 
Lagoon won. It is a place difficult to inhabit and the first person accounts revolve 
around the interaction, if not conflict, between culture, technology and the 
natural world." Diane Barile is executive producer, Bob Gilbert is writer and 
cinematographer and Nancy Yasecko is director and producer of this project. 
This is a co-production with the Marine Resource Council of the Florida Institute 
of Technology and has been funded by the Florida Endowment for the 
Humanities, the Florida Arts Council, the Southeast Media Fellowship program, 
The South Carolina Arts Commission and corporate sponsors in Florida. 
Completion date is expected to be in the summer of 1989. For additional 
information contact Nancy Yasecko, 922 M Avenue, Cayce, SC 29033. 

JOAN STROMMER 
RICHMOND, VA 

T he Red Kitten is the working title for Joan's latest project, a ten minute 
16mm animated film. "I want to start with the idea that it is an animated 
film, even though I will use some live action mainly to remind people 
that the kitten in the story is a real cat." The story centers around two 

young girls who always visit the local pet store and one day see a very special 
and very expensive kitten and fall in love with her. The kitten, a Scottish fold, 
has extremely small ears and an extremely large price tag of $499.99. The girls 
begin to help at the store after school trying to earn the kitten and to visit 
with her. Nobody buys the Red Kitten. Nobody can afford her and she ends 
up being the last cat left in the cage before the Christmas holiday. "The story 
involves not only the children relating to the kitten, but also the cats talking 
to each other and discussing the people coming into the store." When the Red 
Kitten is left alone in the cage, she drifts into dreams of the outer world 
imagining things outside in a "cat-like" manner. She meets a rabbit in the store 
and is impressed by his big ears and wishes that her ears were larger, so that 
she would not be so special and expensive. In the end, and after a series of 
adventures, the girls get to take the Red Kitten home. "This is a children's 
story or at least it appeals to that level. I might explore the possibility of 
publishing the story. Right now, I'm developing the characters and making them 
simple enough so that their movements can be described with a few lines. The 
drawings will be done with ink in a free brush style." The film will be narrated 
with voice over original music and sound effects. This project will be completed 
by the spring of 1990 and has been funded by the Southeast Media Fellowship 
program. For more information contact Joan Strommer, 3910 Hill Monument 
Pkwy., Richmond, VA 23227. 

A sketch from the film-In-progress 

The Red Kitten by Joan Strommer. 

A photograph of the red kitten that was Inspirational for Joan Strommer's film-In-progress 
The Red Kitten. 

JOSEPH CELLI 
MIAMI BEACH, FL 

J 
oseph is currently working on Sixteen Strings and Four Videos, a piece 
combining pre-recorded images with live performances by the Kronos 
String Quartet. "Recently, my work as a composer has begun to involve 
video as an essential part of the formal consideration. Each member of 

the quartet is paired with a television monitor showing a tight shot of their 
hands and bows in relationship to the strings of the instrument. I'm using video 
as a magnifier and framer of what I consider the most essential activity for 
the realization of sound. Each channel of video will have stereo audio resulting 
in eight channels of audio, four channels of video and a live string quartet. 
Because all my work deals in some way with improvisation, the pre-recorded 
channels are never perfectly aligned. In fact, the visual image matrix changes 
from performance to performance, and in turn, the live performance is 



constantly being reconfigured. This allows the musicians to explore the 
resources of what they are capable of doing in a continously evolving manner. 
They become partners in re-creation instead of partners in technical 
implementation. As a composer, I'm interested in creating a structure that 
brings out the richness that individual participants can contribute." For the 
performance, the stage will be in total darkness except for four ellipsoidal spots 
that will illuminate the hands of the musicians and the four TV monitors that 
will seem to float across the stage. The premiere of the piece is scheduled for 
the spring of 1989. This project was funded by the Southeast Media Fellowship 
program. For additional information contact Joseph Celli 800 Lenox Avenue. 
Miami Beach, FL 33139. ' ' 

WILLIAM HILL 
ROUGEMONT, NC 

A 
merican Landscapes is the "generic working title" for a number of 
short experimenta! videos that have a central underlying idea, but 
when completed will be separate productions with a specific identity 

. and theme. "Last summer I traveled around the country and collected 
Images of urban landscapes, industrial cityscapes, refineries, factories, bridges, 
warehouses, etc. I was looking at cities. The decay and regeneration the 
haphazard construction and the architectural forms. The old juxtaposed ag~inst 
the new and the rundown beauty of the industrial environment. The shots were 
very carefully composed and static. There is movement within the frame but 
there are no camera moves. I have completed one video on refineries called 
Jupiter. It's an experimental abstract piece that contains no narrative but does 
have a soundtrack of computer generated music. Faces, a piece still in 
production, consists of close-ups of Indian faces. I'm going to freeze frame some 
of those images and manipulate them with a computer paint system. The 
narrative for that piece will be about the death of my father and what happened 
on the day he ~ied .. The writing of. the script is what is most challenging to 
me and I feel It will work well with the images. The narrative for all the 
upcoming video pieces will be a very personal response to the visual environment 
and how it affects the viewer." This project was funded by the Southeast Media 
Fellowship program. For further information contact William Hill, Quail Roost 
Farm, Rougemont, NC 27572. 

POSITION AVAILABLE 
MARKETING DIRECTOR 

Appalshop, Inc., is accepting applications for a Director of Marketing and 
Sales. This person will be responsible for designing and implementing the 
distribution of Appalshop's films, videocassettes, records, tapes, books, and 
other materials to institutional and individual markets. Necessary qualifications 
include prior experience with media marketing, excellent writing ability, 
management experience, and good design and graphic skills. Starting salary 
to 18K. Appalshop seeks to hire persons native to or familiar with the 
Appalachian region. Send resume and samples to: 

Appalshop, Marketing Director 
306 Madison Street 

Whitesburg, Kentucky 41858 

Appalshop is an equal opportunity employer 

JEAN GALLAGHER 
AIKEN, SC 

J 
ean is in the planning stages of KAM'E-FLAZH (phonetic spelling of 
camouflage), an audiovisual installation that opened at the Nexus 
Contemporary Arts Center in Atlanta in September 1988. "I recently 
h~d a show at Henry Street Settlement gallery (New York City) that 

dealt with the concerns of animals rights and protection. In one piece, a set 
of four photographs of dead animals found on the road asked: Why do we suffer? 
and was accompanied by a criminology quote describing that man has over the 
years separated himself from nature through technology and has created a 
sociolo~cal ~creen. This was followed by another question: How far are we going 
to tak~ It? With an excerpt from the Humane Society stating that all living things 
have nghts. KAM'E-FLAZH evolved out of that work as a psychological inquiry 
concerning "fight or flight" when being attacked by a predator. I've researched 
the concept of camouflage and mimicry in animals and how they will protect 
themselves by trying to assimilate into the environment. I will deal with that 
but use human performers in place of animals." The final installation will consist 
of carefully chorevgraphed slides projected onto several layers of thin mesh 
screens and synchronized to a soundtrack. "The slide hits on one layer of mesh 
and then the other creating multiple layers of images that go back into space. 
The area I will use is approximately 30' x 30' and the projected images will 
be about 8 feet tall. Final decisions on screen placement and projection will 
be made on site." The slides used in the installation will be the documentation 
of an earlier performance in which dancers will act and react as animals being 
preyed upon. "In this performance, dancers will be moving in an environment 
and slides with different colors and patterns will be projected onto their bOdies. 
The slide will hit the body and the rest will fall off into black. Colors from cool 
to warm will dissolve onto the performer to describe an anxiety state and the 
color will shift according to the audio sounds. So far, natural sounds describe 
peace of mind and artificial sounds describe a predator. When the presence 
of a predator is felt a patterned camouflage slide will fall onto the dancer as 
he tries to hide. If the performer escapes, his patterning will look as if it is 
dissolving into a flat two-dimensional camoflage pattern. If the victim does not 
get away then some trauma will occurr to indicate that they have been attacked. 
I'm considering having processed animal sounds or minimalistic jazz portraying 
the anxiety states and adding overlays of human sounds to provide a verbal 
definition of the anxiety states." The performance will be recorded by a video 
camera and a power winder still camera. If the video provides better sequences, 
then these images will be processed into slides. "The room used for the 
installation will be painted over the walls as an environment. The viewer will 
activate the piece that will last around ten minutes and then it will reset itself. 
What I like about multi-image production is that it is not real-time and I can 
manipulate the slides to change the movement to make it more erratic or 
disjointed." Assisting in this production are Kevin Green in slides and Les Mizzel 
in audio. For further information contact Jean Gallagher at 1993 Dibble Road 
Aiken, SC 29801. ' 

Patricia Bustamante is an independent animator in Columbia, South Carolina. 

ON THE COVER 

Chichan ltza, Mexico-- A still from W.A. Brown's videotape Apocalyse Then. 
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