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the~e's light ot.-~t the~e somewhe~e 

maybe all the way at the end of the block 

one window is lit t.-~p 

that's enot.-~gh to convince yot.-~ 

that night can be seen 

of cot.-~~se yot.-~ have many qt.-~estions, 

and whe~e this st.-~bject is concemed, 

the~e is no stt.-~pid qt.-~estion 

ask them all 

a qt.-~iet voice sets t.-~p the scene 

f~om a calm sot.-~~ce 

the came~a moves into the silent plan, 

one eye that app~oaches the acto~s, 

d~opping into thei~ lines 

as smoothly as the neck of a he~on extends 

ove~ the wate~ into the ht.-~nt 

the names of the maste~s- Laszlo, Vilmos -

st.-~ggest 

a singing vist.-~al line, a pe~fectibility of motion 

f~om both sides of 

the focal plane 

dailies slap on the sc~een, and yot.-~ see whe~e yot.-~ 

fell sho~t 
and in a motel 

eve~y evenin9 afte~ the shoot 

yot.-~~ t~avel ala~m chi~ps 

and yot.-~ call the lab at midnight 

to disct.-~ss the tones 

how they mt.-~st be painted, 

to tell E~nie to tell 

the chemicals, 

night to me is not blt.-~e1 
it's cool white 

Filmmaker Stephen Hank taught a 
week-long course on 16mm Film 
Production 

Peter Byck, musician and music video 
producer, taught a week-long class on 
Music Video Production. 

Elisabeth Robinson (r.}, East Coast Development Director for the Sundance 
Institute, talks with students during her weekend seminar on Scriptwriting/
Development. 

D A N N u A L 

The Second Annual Media Institute was held during july 
23-August 5, 1990 in Columbia, South Carolina. Nine week-long 
courses and four weekend seminars were taught by guest 
film/video/audio artists to participants who included independent 
film/videomakers, commercial producers, educators, writers and 
students. 

The following article by Rodney Stevens is a reflection of the first 
week of the Media Institute. The second week included the following 
week-long classes and weekend seminars: Audio for Film and Video 
with audio engineer john Butler, Video Production with video artist 
David Shulman, Screen writing with filmmaker Iverson White, 
Computer Animation with animator Steve Segal, Producing Low
budget Features with Metropolitan co-producer Brian Greenbaum 
and Producing Television Documentaries with Paul Stekler, 
producer/director of The Promised Landfor Eyes on the Prize II. 

For information on the next Southeastern Media Institute to be 
held during the summer of 1991 contact the South Carolina Arts 
Commission Media Arts Center, 1800 Gervais Street, Columbia, 
South Carolina 29201. 

Rodney Stevens 

I n a recent issue of Premiere Magazine, a writer defined an 
independent film as one that "gives the impression that it is 
about real people dealing with real life." Though serviceable, 

the definition fails to state that independent films, unlike 
Hollywood productions, tend to incorporate more of the 
filmmakers's quirks, conceits, and personal visions. 

A heady mix, all of this. But such an amalgam can offer up 
some thoroughly laudable cinematic fare - everything from 
Roland Legiardi-Laura's Azul (an admirable 1988 documentary 
that speaks of the culture and turmoil of Nicaragua through the 
poetry of its people) ... to Michael Almereyda's Twister (a 
hilarious 1990 midwestern gothic that focuses upon an offbeat, 
nouveau-riche family in Kansas). Though few people realize it, 
the mechanics and processes involved in making such films can 
be just as diverting as the works themselves. Thanks to the 
Second Annual Southeastern Media Institute, nearly two hundred 
cinemaphiles were able to receive intensive, hands-on media 
production experience. 

The Institute - which was held in Columbia, South Carolina, 
from July 23 to August 5, 1990 - is one of the few places in the 
country that offers such an extensive range of workshops, 
screenings, and seminars on both filmmaking and video 
production. Thus I was delighted when I was given the 
opportunity to cover the first week of this event. 

Sponsored by the South Carolina Arts Commission Media Arts 
Center (in cooperation with South Carolina ETV, the South 
Carolina Film Office, and the University of South Carolina Media 
Arts Department), the Institute brought in a sizable number of 
leading independent and film industry artists as instructors. One 
of the most notable of the independent filmmakers present was 
Steven Ross. 
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Animator Steve Segal works 
with a student during his 

week-long class on 
Computer Animation. 

Metropolitan co-producer 
Brian Greenbaum (1.) and 
director of The Promised 
Land. Paul Stekler taught 

weekend seminars. 

Co-producers Brian 
Greenbaum (1.) and Peter 

Wentworth (r.) at the 
Columbia premiere of 

Metropolitan. 

Students in John LeBlanc's 
weekend seminar on 

Cinematography. 

Video artist Betsy Newman 
taught a week-long course 
on Video in the Classroom. 
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Ross- a tall, affable, handsomely-bearded New Yorker
teaches screenwriting and film production at Memphis State 
University. At the Institute, he taught a week-long course on 

Producing and Directing Independent Films. When I arrived at Ross's 
class, he was doling out helpful bits of advice on funding films. Here 
are a trio of Ross's exhortations: 

The less a corporation funding source has to do with film, the 
less competitive a source it is. The National Science Foundation, 
for instance, might fund your documentary, if it has a scientific 
bent. 

State Humanities Councils generally have more money than 
State Arts Commissions. But both are intensively competitive. 

Talk with a commission staff person before applying for a 
grant. He or she will tell you whether or not your project is up 
their alley. If it is, the person can tell you who to send your 
application to and what to do or say to make your application 
more favorably received. 

Ross also showed us his latest film, A Game of Catch, which is an 
adaptation of a Richard Wilbur short story. Ross's unwritten subtitle 
for this work is The Portrait of a Young Artist as a Pain in the Ass. This 
is apropos, given that the twelve year-old Sco - a young, clumsy 
baseball fanatic - becomes a grade-A nuisance when he attempts to 
play a game of catch with his friends Monk and Glenny, who are far 
more coordinated than he. 

While watching A Game of Catch, I was reminded of a statement by 
Horace in Ars Poetica, when he declared that the criteria for an artistic 
work were that it be utile et dulce, "useful and sweet." Though the film 
certainly abounds in these qualities, I have a quibble with Sco's nearly 
injury-free fall from the limb of a tree. Had he been more battered 
(which, realistically, would have happened anyway), Sco's final, 
agonizing lines to Monk and Glenny would have had far greater 
weight, pathos, and desperation. 

Still A Game of Catch is a handsome work: the editing is tight; the 
tracking shots are lyrical; and the color is lush (Ross used a new kodak 
film stock - 7245 - which is slow but quite rich and very fine
grained). 

Stephen Hank, a filmmaker and a professor in the Department of 
Drama and Communications at the University of New Orleans, is a 
soft-spoken, well-mannered man who loves to talk movies. The night 
before the Institute began, I met Hank - who would be teaching a 
course on 16mm Film Production - at one of a couple of splendid 
parties given during the week. For most of the evening, Hank and I 
huddled near a corner in the crowded living room and spoke of 
everything from his recent sabbatical in Hollywood (where he 
observed noted cinematographer John Bailey on the set of My Blue 
Heaven) to the film RoboCop (Hank, like myself, is an unabashed fan of 
the movie). 

In class, he taught not only the inner and outer workings of Aatons, 
Eclairs, and CP-16s, but he impressed upon his students the 
importance of checking and double-checking their equipment 
("According to the Murphy Law of Filmmaking, if something can go 
wrong on a shoot, it will"), and the crucially of camerapersons, no 
matter what the designation ("ACs [assistant cameramen] never make 
mistakes. He is the lowest paid and the one who does most of the 
work. If you're an AC and you screw up, you can ruin an entire 
production - and if you do, believe me, you won't work in that town 
again"). 

On the second evening of the Institute, Hank (along with Steve 
Ross, who presented A Game of Catch) screened his very first film
After That - at the Nickelodeon, the dark and cozy little theatre of the 
Columbia Film Society. 

The story centers on a man's remembrance of a former love. Hank 
described the work as "an experimental film on a conventional 
narrative." This seems true enough, but as previously noted, the film's 
proficiency is episodic rather than continual. The most captivating 
scenes are those of the rain, falling across a yard and a nearby road, as 
well as leaking through the roof of a house onto the top of a dark and 
cluttered table. 

Betsy Newman is a charming, dark-haired native of South Carolina 
who now lives in Brooklyn, New York. She has worked in video since 



1978 and has delved into both the narrative and the documentary 
realms of that form. Recently, she received funding from the National 
Endowment for the Humanities for a video documentary she is 
currently working on entitled The Spirit of a Dream: The Grimke 
Sisters of South Carolina. 

Newman screened several videos at the Nickelodeon. Some of the 
pieces were done by students whose work she supervised when she 
was involved in various artist-in-schools programs, and two were 
produced and directed by Newman herself. 

The student's videos are often hilarious in their frankness and their 
amateurism. Yet their messages on the dangers of drugs and the 
foolishness of unprotected sex are appropriately sobering. 

Newman's two videos did not move me, I'm afraid. On The Block is 
an experimental piece about a couple's nocturnal wanderings through 
some slums in New York. This work, unfortunately, has neither the 
thematic nor the visual urgency necessary to elevate it to a significant 
experimental work. 

Newman's other video, Tossed and Scattered, concerns itself with a 
group of inner city residents who attempt to keep their sleazy landlord 
from turning their apartments into expensive condos. 

The drawn-in scenery and the scarcity of set materials are not the 
reasons I have problems with this work. Rather, it is the predictable 
and sometimes maudlin dialogue. And as John Simon wrote in his 
splendid Private Screenings (MacMillan Press): "In David and Lisa [a 
1963 film about adolescents in a school for disturbed children], we can 
overlook the deficiencies caused by inadequate financing (the bane of 
independent filmmakers in America), such as wobbly sound recording, 
pedestrian photography, scenes that seem stagey and insufficiently 
rehearsed. What cannot be excused is the inferior writing .... " 

Newman, however, is a commendable teacher. Thus she was an apt 
choice to conduct the Video in the Classroom course. When I stopped 
by her room, she had her students working in groups to come up with 
various video skits on the theme of alienation. Newman went around to 
each group, checking on their progress, answering questions, and 
offering guidance. Yet she was very careful to allow the students to 
pursue their own creations. 

Don Daso - a bearded, middle-aged man who is the Director of 
Production at the University of Maryland's Department of Radio-TV
Film- taught Creative Editing. He is a fairly good teacher (he sailed 
smoothly through such esoteric topics as EDLs, proof formats, pre
rolls, and string outs) and a thorough craftsman (he edited an 
excellent photo-documentary on 19th century Kentucky entitled Going 
Back to Limestone). 

I met Peter Byck several times during my stay in Columbia, and on 
each occasion, the twentysomething, soft-spoken Californian greeted 
me with a smile, a handshake, and a very hushed, "Hey, man." Byck -
a film and video maker, as well as a Hollywood based musician -
taught a hard working class the basics of Music Video Production. 

The morning I caught up with Byck and his students, they were 
holed up in a former university apartment building, shooting a video of 
the local band Lay Quiet Awhile. In nearly every room of the building 
(an old large house, actually), Byck had things going on: scenes being 
filmed, props being readied, audio equipment being fine-tuned, etc. 
The atmosphere was one of organized bustle, and the calm and 
instructive Byck was squarely at the center of it all. That evening, at 
the Nickelodeon, Byck and Daso screened some of their work. Daso 
presented several corporate and public service pieces that he edited 
and directed. To my mind, these videos weren't nearly as incisive as 
the ones he showed us in class. 

While most of Byck's works were ably done, the clear standout was 
the music of rap artist Big Lady K. Shot with overexposed, Hi-8 video, 
this piece has the texture of fine-grained film. Everything works in this 
video: the funky music; the saucy lyrics; the stylish yet irreverent 
cutting; and, of course, the earthy smoothness of the Big Lady herself. 

Thursday night's party at the handsome and colorful offices of the 
Chernoff/Silver Advertising firm was a sterling affair. The food was 
sumptuous, the drinks were plentiful, and the people were ebullient 
and eclectic. 

The teachers screened their mirthful compilation of skits on 
alienation, and Byck's students presented their music video, which was 
better than I had anticipated. 

On Saturday morning, I attended Elisabeth Robinson's 
Scriptwriting/Development class in one of the conference rooms at the 

Filmmaker Iverson White 
conducted a week-long class 
on Scriptwriting. 

Audio Engineer John Butler 
taught a week-long class on 
Audio for Film and Video. 

Composer Tom Law 
presented a concert of 
interactive electronic music 
and computer animation 
during the Media Institute. 

An exterior night lighting 
exercise in cinema
tographer John LeBlanc's 
weekend seminar on 
Cinematography. (Photo by 
Gerard Bowles) 

Hollywood cinematographer 
John LeBlanc. 
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South Carolina Educational Television station. Over forty people had signed 
up for the course, so the room - with its multitude of chairs and rows of 
long tables -was an ideal spot to hold the class. 

Robinson is a petite and comely blond who possesses that rare union of 
frankness, intelligence, and amiability. Robinson is also unique in that she is 
knowledgeable not only about Hollywood Productions (she is Vice President 
of Creative Affairs with the Lee Rich Company at Warner Brothers), but she 
is well-versed in independent film production, as well (she serves as East 
Coast Director of Development for the Sundance Institute). 

At the start of her class, Robinson talked a little about herself ("I search 
for all the creative materials in New York- plays, stories, books, and 
screenplays. I search for anything that can be turned into a successful motion 
picture"); made some general comments about Hollywood studios ("Studios 
are banks, and the creative people [executives] are the loan officers"); and 
offered some succinct and witty comments about screenwriting ("If you 
think all people should be Buddhists, then go ahead - write a script about 
it. But make sure it's a comedy"). 

After a short break, Robinson began arranging the class into groups. 
Each group had to come up with a five-minute skit - to be acted out by 
members of the group. 

I took this opportunity to hurry down the hallway to LeBlanc's 
Cinematography seminar, which was held in one of the station's studios. 

LeBlanc is a Hollywood Director of Photography. He was DP of Angel 
Town and Personal Foul, and cameraman and 2nd unit director for Cocoon. 
When I arrived at the studio, LeBlanc had just finished showing the class a 
couple of his music videos. His students were eager and relaxed; and the 
discussions between them and LeBlanc tended to be highly technical. But 
LeBlanc -who fielded all questions in a precise and enthusiastic manner
was on guard to gear his explanations in such a way that even the most 
novice of camerapersons would grasp what he was saying. 

I wanted to stay longer in LeBlanc's class, but I had a 130-mile drive ahead 
of me, and the day was not getting any cooler. 

Before leaving the station, I stepped once again into Robinson's class and 
watched a couple of skits. Robinson, it seemed, wasn't so much interested in 
the acting and the general writing in the sketches as she was in their having 
some small or significant twist. A fine idea, this. For "plot points" (sudden 
changes in the action of a story) are essential in any narrative film. When a 
group failed to come up with such a twist, Robinson would suggest one or 
two, then invite the class to come up with more. And if some plot point didn't 
quite work for her, she explained why it was so, and then offered (or invited) 
other approaches. 

As one of the groups was preparing to go before the class, I made my way 
toward the door. Robinson, who knew I would be leaving that day, looked up 
from her seat and smiled. Impulsively, I blew her a kiss. The smile 
brightened. Ah, what an exquisite FADEOUT to an illuminating week. 

Rodney Stevens is a freelance writer and book reviewer who is completing his 
first full-length screenplay. 

Credit for photos this article: Keith Burgess (with exception-p.3 photo by 
Gerard Bowles) 

-
Right: A still from David Ehrlich's 

Animated Self Portraits. 



This year's 21st Annual Sinking Creek Film Festival was held June 9-16 on 
Vanderbilt University's campus in Nashville. Screenings included 78 films and 
videos selected by judges Gordon Ball, experimental filmmaker; Deanna Morse, 
animator; and Barbara Van Dyke, film and video programmer. Featured guest 
artists included Maxi Cohen, George Stoney, Deanna Morse, Leighton Pierce 
and Karen Thorsen. 

The Sunday evening presenter was Karen Thorsen. Her masterful 
documentary film, james Baldwin: The Price of the Ticket, combines archival 
footage from his early celebrity as a writer, footage shot on his earliest 
European sojourns and interview footage from the 60's and 70's with some 
fortuitously retrieved cinema verite footage of Baldwin's daily life. 

One of the evening documentary presentations, Common Threads, played to 
a near sell-out crowd on Thursday evening of the Festival. The 1990 Academy 
Award Winner for Best Documentary film was made by Rob Epstein, Bill 
Couturie and Jeffrey Friedman. This film about the creation and continuation of 
the AIDS memorial quilt is not only a superb use of documentary technique, it 
is an important treatment of the topic of AIDS from a sociological standpoint. 
The filmmakers have captured emotion, involvement, heartbreak, loss, 
acceptance and humor among Americans from all walks of life who have been 
directly affected by AIDS. 

AWARD FILMS 
Award winning films were screened during afternoon sessions and often 

before and after the evening speakers each night of the Festival. This year's 
Film Flam fundraising party, held on the first night of the Festival, featured a 
selection of current year award winners. 

There were three 1990 Sinking Creek award films on the topic of AIDS. 
Triangle, a stylish and stylized six-minute animation by Cal Arts student Robert 
Anthony Doucette, refers to the stigma of the pink triangle in Hitler's Germany, 
drawing inferences to the stigmatization of the homosexual community today as 
a result of AIDS paranoia on the part of the general public. Doucette's film is 
impressive and good-looking but too subtle in its symbolism and too sure of its 
political correctness to preach to other than the already converted. 

Diana's Hair Ego, by Ellen Spiro, a videotaped documentary, chronicles the 
daily life of Di-Ana Di-Ana, a Columbia, South Carolina beauty shop owner who 
has become an AIDS information advocate for the local community. The subject 
is fascinating and the video techniques, interview quality and uneven continuity 
contribute an entirely grass-roots feeling to the whole piece. 

Catching Fire, one of what seemed like an extraordinarily small number of 
narrative films shown at this year's festival, is a stunning and memorable film. 
Filmmaker Jo~ef Steiff, who teaches at Chicago's Columbia College does not 
want his film labeled an AIDS film, although viewers are forced to recognize the 
disease as a protagonist in the action as the narrative unfolds. Steiff's film is a 
fine piece of contemporary fiction. It is a powerful short story with an artist's 
touch binding reality and memory into the symbolic engagement that inspires 
its plot. 

Two documentary pieces chronicled current living conditions in the Far 
East. Fred Marx's film, Dreams from China, is a straightforward piece that 
seems to have been designed to capture the flavor of contemporary China. 
China through Marx's lens seems mired in an amorphous state of defeated 
change and one learns little in his film about the personal or particular aspect of 
that country's people or history or culture. One comes away feeling that one 
has seen a depressed, energyless society that will continue to suffer for years to 
come from having broken the spirit of its people. 

Above: James Baldwin in 1964, against the 
mosques of Istanbul, Turkey. His home for a 
total of 7 years, Istanbul was a refuge from 
Western racism-and the place where he 
finished Another Country. Blues for Mister 
Charlie, and Tell Me How Long The Train's 
Been Gone. (Photo by Sedat Pakay) 
Left: Maxi Cohen in her video How Much is 
Really True? ----

Samsara, by Stanford University student Ellen Bruno is a remarkable piece of 
work. It tells its story of present-day Cambodia from an activist point of view. 
Bruno has managed to capture a personal, spiritual side of the Cambodian 
experience, torn on a daily basis between serving the government of occupation 
during the day and supporting the known evil of Cambodia's own Khmer Rouge 
forces as they operate after dark. The beauty of the land, presented in lush color, 
combined with the gentle voice of the narrator, make this aesthetically pleasing 
film all the more poignant as a historical record of meaningless destruction of 
civilization. 

All Day and All Night: Memories from Beale Street Musicians, was produced by 
Judy Peiser for the Center for Southern Folklore in Memphis. This piece of living 
oral history is dedicated to Sunbeam Mitchell, owner of Mitchell's Domino 
Lounge, a gathering place for Memphis jazz and blues musicians during the 
heyday of Beale Street. Mitchell, who died in 1989, is featured in the film along 
with a number of his contemporaries who talk about the way it was. One 
particularly atmospheric scene is a reunion meal during which the "musician's 
free chili" is served. The taste memory spurs the eighty year old men and women 
to tell of the old days at Mitchell's when musicians gathered after all of their gigs 
at white clubs or private parties and jammed for their supper and a hotel room. 
Blues legend B.B. King takes a walk down today's Beale Street and reminisces 
about what a hotbed of talent it once was and about the "real" masters that he 
looked up to as a young musician. 

Animation made a strong showing at this year's festival. Animated Self 
Portraits, created by the International Animators' Group, submitted to the 
Festival by David Ehrlich, is a collection of 19 animation progressions that turn 
into self-portraits in one innovative fashion after another. Artists from Yugoslavia, 
Czechoslavakia, Estonia, Japan and the United States are featured in anonymous 
national groupings that the viewer must identify for him or herself as the film 
proceeds. 

Manic Denial, a piece featuring quick draftsmanship technique using 
"vaselation", painting with acrylic and vaseline on glass, presents a trial that 
places us all on the stand. A head in the sand ostrich image punctuates image 
sequences in this thought-provoking, rapid-fire piece, which brings up a number 
of socio-political issues without being too moralistic. In fact, the story itself 
remains somewhat enigmatic while the overall impact of the film is dramatic and 
moving. Congratulations to the innovative Hal Rucker who secured funds for the 
film from the San Francisco Hotel Tax and by selling individual frames to 
contributors whose names appear on the credits. 

Another animation that piqued my interest was Brady Lewis' Metamorphosis in 
Logic. The film poses, in clay animation, the question "Is History a Memory or a 
Dream?" What is action and what is intention loom as key issues in this fast-paced 
film, which rivets the viewer's visual attention as it boggles the logical mind. 

One of the most popular films of the festival was a high end computer 
animation piece produced by Pixar Animation Production Group in Los Angeles. 
Titled Knickknack, this short film followed the efforts of a paperweight snowman 
trying to free himself from the confines of his domed home. Sharp, volumetric 
forms, realistically defined light and shadow patterns and the almost believable 
movements of the toy figures in the film would be startling to someone who has 
not been following the progress of computer animation over the last few years. 
The film was a humorous treatment of a sexist subject that made the ever
daunted protagonist a sympathetic pawn in the romance game. 

Two notes on closing: 
The Tennessee Arts Commission, a monetary supporter of the Sinking Creek 

Film Celebration, also makes a yearly purchase for its own film collection. This 
year's choices were: Howard Finster: A Man of Visions, a student film by No 
Hands Productions in Los Angeles, and And Then I'll Stop, an animation piece by 
Paul Fierlinger that is narrated by seven people with chemical addictions. 

For information about the 1991 Sinking Creek Film Festival, write to: Sinking 
Creek Film Celebration c/o Vanderbilt University, 402 Sarratt Student Center, 
Nashville, Tennessee 37240. 

Susan W Knowles is Visual Arts Coordinator for Metro Nashville Arts 
Commission. 

(1. to r.) B.B. King, Rufus Thomas and Evelyn Young in the film All ~and All Night: Memories 
from Beale Street Musicians from The Center for Southern Folklore. 
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Stacey 
Steers Sept. 1 0 11 13 14 16 17 18 19 

Jem 
Cohen Oct. 29 30 Nov. 1 2 Oct. 28 Nov. 5 6 7 

Heather · 
McAdams Jan. 28 29 31 Feb. 1 3 4 5 6 

Vanalyne 
Green Feb. 18 19 21 22 24 25 26 27 

Karen 
Thorsen March 18 19 21 22 24 25 26 27 

Marlon 
Riggs April 8 9 11 12 14 15 16 17 

1990/91 SOUTHERN CIRCUIT 

T he 1990/91 Southern Circuit is a program of The South Carolina Arts Commission Media Arts 
Center, The National Endowment for the Arts, The Southern Arts Federation and local sponsors. 
The Southern Circuit is a tour of six internationally-recognized independent film/video artists to 

eight Southeastern cities. Each artist screens and discusses his work with the audience. 
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Stacey Steers 
Animator 
Stacey Steers' award-winning, 
animated film Watunna is based on the 
tales of creation according to the 
Yekuana Indians of the Venezuelan 
Rainforest. Exquisite drawings inspired 
by Yekuana art explore the genesis of 
evil, night, sexuality, fire and food. 
Steers will also present Diane 
Kitchen's extraordinary film Before We 
Knew Nothing which reveals the life of 
the Ashaninka Indians of the Peruvian 
Rainforest. 

Jem Cohen 
Film/Video Artist 
]em Cohen's This Is A History Of New 
York uses contemporary street images 
to illustrate New York City's "history" 
from Prehistory through the Space 
Age. An intricate soundtrack mixes 
Gregorian Chants and Gabriel Cohen's 
original compositions with the 
occasional commentary of street 
people and sounds. The images have a 
hauntingly spectral quality that 
transform our perception of urban 
landscape. just Hold Still is a collection 
of short works and collaborations that 
includes the R.E.M. music video Talk 
About The Passion. 
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Heather McAdams 
Film Artist 
Heather McAdams' film Meet . .. Bradley 
Harrison Pickelsimer is a "raw and funky ... por
trait of someone who, even by Southern Gothic 
standards qualifies as genuinely strange. Bradley 
Harrison Pickelsimer (yes, that's his real name) 
is a drag queen and one-time bar owner from 
Lexington, Kentucky ... He is young, alone and 
willfully eccentric in the manner of a heartland 
Divine." (Linda Dubler) Scratchman I is a film 
made from "found" government footage that 
McAdams resurrected from the trash can and 
transformed into a zany piece set to old cartoon 
music. 

Vanalyne Green 
Video Artist 
Vanalyne Green's video A Spy In The House That 
Ruth Built "provocatively blurs distinctions 
between experimental art, narrative, autobiogra
phy, essay and documentary. What you get is a 
profound meditation as only Green can deliver on 
her mythic journey in search of 'home'. She 
embarks on the latest chapter in her life, using 
baseball as the central metaphor that launches 
her into feminist locker talk about lust, goddess 
worship and daddy desire. Green's outrageous 
candor and vulnerable charm seduce the viewer 
until suddenly one is intensely aware of the com
plex tangle of feminist issues woven into the fab
ric of America's favorite pastime." (Deirdre 
Boyle). Her earlier work Trick Or Drink is an 
autobiographical video that describes growing up 
with alcoholic parents. 

Karen Thorsen 
Film Artist 
Karen Thorsen's film james Baldwin: The Price 
0/The Ticket is a deeply-moving and compelling 
portrait of the life and career of James Baldwin. 
'Thorsen weaves her compelling portrait 
through interviews with Baldwin, his friends, 
family and lovers that are intercut with newsreel 
footage of the events that surrounded his life at 
home in America and abroad in France, 
Switzerland and Turkey ... Baldwin was commit
ted to the notion that 'the unexamined life was 
not worth living'." (Vic Skolnick) As the 
quintessential American writer, he examined life 
as a black man in America using the distance of a 
foreign culture to examine his own. 

Marlon Riggs 
Video Artist 
Marlon Riggs' video Tongues Untied is a highly 
personal, impassioned and provocative work 
about being black, male and gay. Its poetry, per
sonal testimony, rap and drama create a work 
that, writes one critic, "slams you in the stomach 
while the poetry caresses your cheek." It is a col
laboration between Emmy Award-winning direc
tor Riggs and a number of black gay organiza
tions and artists including poets Essex Hemphill, 
Alan Miller, Steve Langley and singer I composer 
Blackberri as well as Gay Men of African 
Descent and Black Gay Men United. 

@Q)[NJ[NJ~~Lill 

OPEN SOLICITATION FOR 1991/92 

ARTISTS 
Any media artist who is interested in being considered for the fall 

1991/winter 1992 Southern Circuit, a tour of six artists who each 
travel ten days to eight southern sites and present one show per 
city, should submit printed material only including resume · and 
publicity by January 15, 1991. Following open solicitation, a total of 
40 artists will be invited to submit sample work for panel selection. 
Please send materials to South Carolina Arts Commission, 1800 
Gervais Street, Columbia, South Carolina 29201, Attention: Susan 
Leonard, Media Arts Exhibitions Director. 

SOUTHEAST MEDIA 
fELLOWSHIP P-ROGRAM 
The Southeast Media Fellowship Program is designed to 

assist independent media artists in the Southeast by providing 
grants for the production of personally conceived works in film 
and video. The National Endowment for the Arts has provided 
production grants and additional matching grants are available 
from some of the state arts agencies within the region which 
includes Alabama, Florida, Georgia, Kentucky, Louisiana, 
Mississippi, North Carolina, South Carolina, Tennessee and 
Virginia. Artists who reside in the region may apply for grants 
up to $10,000. 

In addition, seven Equipment Access Grants will be awarded 
for the use of film and video production and editing equipment 
available from the South Carolina Arts Commission Media 
Arts Center. 

All grant selections will be made by a three-member 
independent panel chosen for their knowledge of the media 
arts and understanding of film and video production 
techniques. Panel members change every year. 

Deadline for submission of application and support material 
is February 1, 1991. Application should be postmarked no 
later than February 1, 1991. 

For information and application form, please contact Mimi 
Pickering. Appalshop, 306 Madison Street, Whitesburg, 
Kentucky 41858, 606/633-0108. 
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If you want a concentrated imminent perception 
of visualization, I know the place for you: 
SIGGRAPH. For 17 years a blossoming flower 
among the computer graphic cognoscenti, the 
Association for Computing Machinery's Special 
Interest Group on Computer Graphics' annual 
conference has grown into a flourishing garden for 
the animator, the high tech two-dimensional visual 
artist, the scientist, the video connoisseur, the 
hardware and software freak, the programmer, the 
sculptor, the movie-goer, and to a growing extent, 
the educator. In sum, if you're visual and 
imaginative, you'll love it. 

As with all new technologies, there is a new 
vocabulary here. If you want to learn this language, 
this is a good cultural immersion. Polygon talk 
bounces off the walls and raytracing leaves its 
science fiction aura to become but one of many 
graphic manipulations that include the likes of 
texture mapping, facial expression tracking, 
"morphing," and so forth. 

Discussions of such concepts are heard in many 
languages and accents because SIGGRAPH is the 

the singular, visible event is the Film and Video 
Theatre that offered three evening screenings of 
the same two hour program. This year's show was 
appropriately dedicated to renowned artistic 
pioneer Ed Emshwiller, who died in July. I 
wondered how manyr in the largely under 40 
audience of approximately 8,000 knew who he was. 

Dave Inglish of Walt Disney Pictures and Chair 
of the Theater was quoted in Computer Graphics 
World, "I think we all felt that many more entries 
were of higher quality than in the past ... there 
wasn't just a couple of large companies that had 
done something wonderful, but rather many people 
in a broad range of areas had produced high quality 
and entertaining contributions." 

From 264 entries that produced over 12 hours of 
running time, 56 pieces made by 44 contributors 
made it into the evening show. The United States, 
the Nether lands, Japan, Canada, the United 
Kingdom, France, and Italy were represented. "'The 
factors in common are technical excellence, 
innovation and audience impact!" says the catalog of 
the show. Runners-up were seen in the Animation 

do so many unique, wonderful things ... " 
Computer graphics are intensely alluring and 
beguiling: fresh, fantastic in the old sense of the 
word, compelling in their crispness. All this promise 
should be bent much more frequently to making 
this world better. 

I have hope for next year. The 1991 Call for 
Participation says, ''Without restricting the scope or 
creativity of the entries, the electronic theatre jury 
is especially encouraging submissions of films, 
videos, and alternate media that focus on 
environmental concerns and ideas. We hope to 
demonstrate how these media can promote the 
healthy survival of the world and its peoples ... We 
encourage entries from the widest possible range of 
people who use computer animation." 

Next year will feature more on "virtual reality," 
the hot topic for the 90s that pairs point of view 
experience with computer graphic environments 
with the aid (generally) of a data glove (featured in 
the Summer, 1990 issue of the Independent Spirit in 
an article by animator Deanna Morse). "Virtual 
reality" is listed as a solicited topic for technical 

SEE TilE VISUAL FUTURE 
international forum for the advancement of 
computer graphics. Approximately 25,000 people 
gathered in Dallas for this year's conference in 
August, 1990. Most were American, a good dose 
were French and from the Netherlands, and many 
were Japanese. 

I have never experienced anything like 
SIGGRAPH in terms of openness, generosity, 
organization, merchandising, and planning. 

I attended on an Educator's Grant based on a 
curriculum design that I submitted for teaching 
computer animation aesthetics to K-12 kids under 
the aegis of the Nashville Institute for the Arts. As a 
recipient I had to guarantee that I would provide my 
own transportation, lodging, and food. 

In return, I was granted free tuition to two all day 
classes ("An Artistic Introduction to Computer 
Animation" and "Computer Graphics in Visual 
Effects" were my choices of 28 options), access to 
three days of papers and panels, and a ticket to the 
Film/Video Theatre. Beyond these experiences of 
the moment, the grant provided course notes, an art 
show slide set, a technical slide set, stereo slides 
and viewer, Film and Video Theatre and Art Show 
Catalogs, a videotape of previous winning 
animations, and more. Teachers, take note, 
SIGGRAPH values you. 

The merchandising of SIGGRAPH feels 
American; the organization feels Japanese. I had an 
advance registration offer to purchse T-shirts, 
mugs, bolo ties, mouse pads, and more. At that time 
I eschewed such crass commercialism. At the 
conference, however, I stood in line numerous 
times to purchase a mouse pad to no avail. They 
sold out. T-shirts went first, and I suppose the 
mouse pads weren't the last souvenir to be 
completely consumed. 

SIGGRAPH runs on time in orderly Oriental 
fashion, a blessing in such a potentially unwieldy 
event. Speakers are fed information to keep their 
remarks to allotted segments, and A-V equipment 
is, of course, state of the art. Palatable meals for 
2,000 are ably administered, and every conceivable 
permutation of need is addressed by a variety of 
registration lines that were staffed by 
knowledgeable people. A booth for the 1991 session 
in Las Vegas July 28- August 2 was handing out free 
posters and lapel pins advertising the event that 
accompanied a handsome four-color booklet 
inviting anyone to propose or present just about 
anything on the subject. Everyone, take note, 
SIGGRAPH welcomes you. 

What is the essence of SIGGRAPH? Definitely 

-
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Screening sessions available informally during the 
day, and an Open Deck platform was available to 
anyone to show their work on a first come, first 
served basis - another example of SIGGRAPH's 
embracing attitude. 

I found the Film and Video compilation to be 
simultaneously thrilling in form and disappointing 
in content. With too few exceptions the work falls 
into scientific, commercial, and subtle self
promotional categories. It is the promotional 
category that disturbs me ior its excessive, 
immature indulgence in the face of tremendous 
need and opportunity. Speaking on a panel about 
the state of the art of the animation industry (and 
therefore taken here out of context, but still to the 
point), Michael Wahrman of DeGraf/Wahrman, Inc. 
said it best, "I guess we'll get to content later." 

He was speaking somewhat unconsciously, but I 
believe that content is a critical issue. When the 
computer graphic industry is left to its own plots to 
promote its latest gee-whiz hardware/
software/programming miracle, it gives us: worms 
shot out of cannons (The Audition by Apple 
Computer, Inc.), gas pipes that can't find the way 
out of a maze (Gas Pipe by SVC Television for 
Robinson Lambie-Nairn), a "blood-spattered tale of 
modern-day pest control" (Grinning Evil Death by 
Mike McKenna and Bob Sabiston), buzzing 
hummingbirds (Industrial Light and Magic 
Computer Graphics SIGGRAPH '90 Demo Reel), 
and industry self-referential dancing lava lamps 
(Lava, jr. by Randy Bauer). Perhaps most 
disappointing of all was Dirty Power by Robert 
Lurye because its sound track hinted with sinister 
urbanity at a message concerning AIDS. Instead it 
delivered the barren fornication of two extension 
cords and a wall socket. Wow. 

I am not arguing that every creation need be 
serious, but I am imploring the industry to consider 
making useful messages (public service 
announcements?) that have a life and meaning 
beyond jerk-off cartoon grins. This is a boyish, 
fantasy industry as evidenced by this collection of 
work (which is similar in content, or lack thereof, to 
previous years), and I want it to grow up and spend 
all that time, money, and talent on the environment, 
on encouraging people to vote, volunteer, and 
practice safe sex, among other things. Or give us 
stories and characters that mean something, not 
just cartoon characterizations that are mean. 

As Carl Rosenthal of Pacific Data Images said (on 
the issue of real versus synthetic actors), ''You have 
a medium here that is so varied and allows you to 

papers, panels, and courses, and for proposals for 
the "virtual reality applications gallery." 

The art show, which I found perhaps to be the 
most satisfying element of SIGGRAPH, will be split 
into two categories: fine arts and design. This year 
featured a strong array of handsome and 
challenging images including barrier strip 
autostereograms (resembling holograms) of a 
female torso and an erect penis ( a perfect marriage 
of form and content) in Robert Mapplethorpe/The 
Nineties by a group of artists from the Art 
Laboratory at the Illinois Institute of Technology. 
The realistic human form was a welcome sight. 
Extremely satisfying in a silly way was an 
installation of interactive, dancing iron particles in a 
magnetic field, created by David Durlach, Feminist 
Engineer and President of Technofrolics. 

Again in 1991, I'm sure, will be an exhibits floor 
packed with hundreds of vendors of animations 
systems, artificial intelligence, business graphic 
software, cartography and mapping, desktop 
publishing, graphics arts systems, hardcopy 
photographs, hypermedia, projectors, publications, 
scientific visualization, video technology, to name 
but some of the categories. 

Mac hypermedia whizzes need to know that 
prospecti for "innovative and creative" self-guided 
hypermedia documents or "participatory interactive 
information environments" are welcome again for 
jury selection and subsequent continuous running 
at the conference. 

SIGGRAPH 91 can only be even more marvelous 
than this year's event, especially when you stir in 
the lights of Las Vegas and Hoover Dam, the 
"eighth wonder of the world." As a first timer, I'm 
now hooked and proud to say so. There are 
economical ways of participating as educator 
grantees and student volunteers, among other 
possibilities. If any of the topics in this article whet 
your appetite, get yourself to Vegas where the 
banquet table will be packed to abundant overflow 
with present and future visual magic. 

Get in touch now for the 1991 "Call for 
Participation" booklet. 
SIGGRAPH91 
Conference Management Office 
401 N. Michigan Ave. 
Chicago, IL 60611 
312-644-6610 
312-321-6876 (fax) 

F Lynne Bachleda is a freelance writer in 
Nashville. 



A SEASON IN HELL. Walter Brock. 1990. 3/4" Video. 
Color. 58m. 

"It seems to me that our three basic needs, for food 
and security and love, are so mixed and mingled and 
entwined that we cannot straightly think of one without 
the others. So it happens that when I write of hunger, I am 
really writing about love and the hunger for it .. . and then 
the warmth and richness and fine reality of hunger satis
fied ... and it's all one. There is a communion of more 
than our bodies when bread is broken and wine is drunk." 

M.F.K. Fisher 

A Season In Hell, Walter Brock's fine and haunting por
trait of a young bulimic woman named Regina Hatfield, is 
a video about food and security and love. Part character 
study, part sociological document, it's a relentless descent 
into familial turmoil and private torment. A Season In Hell 
doesn't make generalities about eating disorders or talk 
clinically about what it means to be bulimic. Instead, it 
draws us into Regina's suffocating, often surreal world 
through conversation, testimony and confession. From 
the voices of Regina, her parents, sister, fiancee and thera
pist, Brock constructs a chilling picture of an obsessed 
woman struggling for control. 

Brock collaborated with Steve Roszell on earlier 
videos, Writing In Water and Other Prisoners. They hinged 
on interpersonal relationships, whether within the context 
of family, community, or correctional facility. A Season In 
Hell reaffirms his fascination with connection and kinship 
as it explores the origins of Regina's eating disorder 
inside the family circle, and its impact on everyone close 
to her. Brock never ridicules Regina's sense of herself as a 

Linda Dubler 

completely self-created individual. But it's clear from A 
Season In Hell's very first image that he sees things differ
ently - that despite her isolation and rebellion and denial, 
she's very much the daughter of Robert and Grace Hatfield. 

Brock opens A Season In Hell with Robert Hatfield, a 
wiry, plain-spoken man who likes hunting rabbits, observes 
that the great thing about dogs is their straightforward love 
- 'They don't talk back or give you any problems." - and 
remembers the first meal his wife ever cooked for him. His 
speech is full of telling phrases. "I was starving to death on 
restaurant food," he says of his days working as a drive-in 
car hop before he met Grace. After that first spread, with its 
pork chops and cat-head biscuits and lemon pie, "put the 
icing on the cake." 

Grace is interviewed seated at the kitchen table of her 
Ashland, Kentucky home. Older looking than Robert, 
frumpy and overweight, she recalls their 33-day courtship 
(complete with lemon pie) almost girlishly, and declares 
"We've been happily married 26 1/2 years ever since." 
Grace, who has a frank way of talking and a healthy sense of 
humor, grew up during the hard times of the Depression in 
a house without running water or central heat, and she mar
vels at how much today's "Pepsi generation" takes for grant
ed. 

Regina is introduced after her parents, sandwiched in 
between the brief conversations that Brock uses to establish 
their relationship and the role food had in initiating and seal
ing their romance. She's a pretty, slim girl with a remarkably 
innocent face who talks from behind the wheel of a car 
about feeling numb and removed, as though the world 
around her were a movie. As the video progresses, we grow 
to know a side of Regina that her fiancee and family never 
see. Brock's relationship with her is intimate without being 

invasive, and so full of trust that the camera becomes a 
sort of surrogate therapist. It's privy to the fact that 
Regina is still caught in the cycle of hinging and purging, 
though her parents and fiancee believe her when she says 
she's stopped. And it reveals how, despite her estimable 
insight into her illness, Regina uses fear of fat to mask the 
even more threatening matters of autonomy, sexuality, 
self-esteem and love. 

A Season In Hell was shot over a three year period, 
beginning in 1985 when Regina was 19 and ending in 1988 
when she was 22. Though it opens in '88, its structure is 
more or less chronological - it draws us deeper and 
deeper into Regina's compulsive world. Brock's inter
views, which are exceptionally personal and often brim
ming with emotion, heighten the sense of being pulled 
into a psychological vortex. But bulimia isn't merely a pri
vate hell. It's rooted in the popular imagination - in con
temporary American culture's worship of the young, lithe, 
totally toned female body. The filmmaker links cause and 
effect through a judicious use of excerpts from television 
commercials for exercise machines, diet drinks, and of 
course McDonalds. 

Regina doesn't get well at the end of A Season In Hell. 
She hasn't become a happy, secure, comfortable creature, 
accepting of herself and the form nature intended for her. 
Perhaps she is not the human animal that her father saw 
at the height of a binge, but she is still haunted. A Season 
In Hell respects her pain, and makes us understand its 
power. 

A Season In Hell won a gold medal, Best of Festival at 
The 1990 Charlotte Film & Video Festival and a cash 
award at The 1990 Sinking Creek Film Festival. 

Linda Dubler is a film critic living in Atlanta. 
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A still from Kip Hank's video Sugar Shock. A still from Kip Hank's video Sugar Shock. Video Director Kip Hanks 

MEDIA EXPLOSIONS AND SUGAR SHOCK 
When friends show videos of their C-sections and talk 

about how half of their guts were laid out on the table during 
the birth, I usually opt to leave the room. I'm the same way 
about horrible diseases. Medical spots during the local news 
about the latest incurable bumps, always seem like a good 
time to run a channel check. These tiny ways of getting so 
close to the skin are the kind of things that television does so 
well, letting us see ourselves in personal moments of misery. 
Personal misery is big news. At the same time nowhere else 
but television can we see exalted moments of mass grief. The 
Challenger images which have captured so many newscast 
minutes are spectacular visions of an object the size of a 
building thrust off the ground and then exploded like a 
firework against a brilliant blue sky. Steven Spielberg slide 
back, no one but NASA can create that kind of spectacle with 
such cohesive metaphor. Sensational mechanical forces 
combined with mass human grief is big news. All this big 
news has led Bill Moyers to suggest in recent months that 
big news is big news and the bigger the disaster, the more 
spectacular the flame and the more disparaging the reflection 
of humanity, the more desirable the tangible, purchasable 
realities presented in those thirty second commercial breaks 
become. But this is not new. This is just the television we've 
come to know and love and hate. A land of sequential images 
that elects presidents by hazing issues with pictures of amber 
waves of grain and celebrates murder as the highest form of 
entertainment on multiple channels each night. Television, 
once the national past-time, has moved far beyond any mere 
sporting event. It is the arena in which all areas of life are 
played-out. 

With this said, it is not surprising that independent media 
is turning to television as an outlet for their work and in fact 
creating work that is designed for television. In the sixties 
Nam Jun Paik said "Vf (video tape) is not TV (televison)" but 
more contemporary concerns about exhibition and audience 
have begun to fly in the face of this tradition. And so we come 
to Sugar Shock a video series by Kip Hanks that seems intent 
on being viewed as television. This decision about the form of 
a work should affect what ideas will be expressed in the 
work. Certainly video projects on television are not new. 
Public Television stations in New York, Boston and San 
Francisco had experimental television labs in the sixties and 
seventies where video artists were invited to come and create 
work for later broadcast. Many of the motivating efforts 
behind Public Access have been to create alternative 
television shows. So in Sugar Shock we are seeing a 
development of this idea, a form with which an audience is 
familiar used with straightforward narrative intent. 

We are introduced to the two main characters in the series 
through their commercials. Tiny Barbara bursts on screen in 
all her hazy pink glory selling "heaven in a pastry shell", the 
goopy chocolate Tiny Barbara Snack Cake poised on her lime 
green gloved hand. The commercial also introduces us to 
Tiny Barbara's overly sheltered and possibly retarded son 
Brutus who has tremendously protruding buck teeth and 
wears a whirly-bird hat. We soon learn that in addition to an 
Elvis wall hanging that seems to move from room to room in 
her home, Tiny Barbara's deepest secret and only ecstacy is 
the pleasure she derives from eating her arch enemy Granny 
Ert's ·Cream Filled BonBons. Enter Granny Ert through her 
commercial. She is a dying old lady with an apparently 
demented priest for a son and every bon bon you buy helps 
keep her desperately needed tank of inhalants filled. Except, 
of course, we soon find out that Granny is actually a tattooed 
motorcycle riding bitty who taunts her son with the fact that 
he is adopted and must constantly prove his worthiness to 
one day call her mother. 

If all of this is beginning to sound like an episode of Dallas 
gone just a bit awry and without the sex, well, yes it has those 
qualities. Perhaps the content will emphasize Sugar Shock's 

James Duesing 
derivative character. But derivation seems to have a great 
deal to do with the works' whole reason for existing. There is 
the obligatory scene where Tiny Barbara with mud packed 
face and snuggling her picture of Elvis, dreams of Granny Ert 
dressed as Margaret Hamilton in the Wizard of Oz laughing 
wickedly and calling, "I'll get you my Pretty and your little 
boy too." Or the final Kubrick-like shot of Tiny Barbara 
breaking down the door to deliver her version of the Jack 
Nicholson line from The Shining: "Here's Tiny!" These are 
characters that live in television and spew forth images and 
sound bites from our popular media turned inside out as 
common-day occurrences in their lives. 

Amidst this Pee Wee's Playhouse style of acting and camp 
lines (such as the Eat Like a Pig baking contest speech which 
states "Did you know our bodies crave food, without it we 
would die") some actual character complexities begin to 
develop. Oddly enough it is neither Tiny nor Granny who 
begin to show any dimension or reasoning behind their 
actions. They are both painted with such broad strokes that 
they are more or less reduced to playing the slap stick roles 
in pie throwing fights or seen as sadistic tyrants abusing 
family members for the sake of chocolate confections. Both 
Granny's adopted son Teddy and Tiny Barbara's overly 
precious Brutus however are faced with opportunities to 
define themselves beyond the role of buffoon. 

Teddy is initially portrayed as a gas sniffing fool wanting 
only a mother. He is given the assignment to kill Tiny 
Barbara's father who is chained to the wash machine in 
Tiny's garage mixing around the clock the infamous snack 
cake brew. Teddy does befuddle this assignment but Grampa 
gets killed anyway by falling in the wash machine. It is here 
that Teddy meets Trixy, a tart saved from the evils of 
Granny's Bon Bons and the streets by Tiny Barbara and 
enslaved for the glory of kneading the gooey snack cake 
dough. What follows is a rather curiously ·nonsexual bedroom 
scene where Teddy seems conniving and lecherous yet 
impotent. While providing Trixy with Granny's clothes, 
jewelery and underwear, he desires his adopted mother's 
love. 

Brutus, who falls somewhere between Jerry Lewis and 
The Completely Mental Misadventures of Ed Grimley, is 
however capable of handling himself. After Grampa's washing 
machine demise, Tiny is forced to bake the day's batch on 
her own. Without Trixy's slave labor she must get Brutus, 
who she protects by completely wrapping him in plastic wrap, 
to help her. Brutus pulls through like the hidden man we all 
want him to be. When Tiny Barbara is shocked to find that 
they have sent out cakes with pieces of Grampa in them, she 
states: "Oh my precious. How I wish I could have spared you 
this violence." To which Brutus's calm and calculated 
response is: "It's OK, Momma. I see it on TV''. Of course he 
does. We all do. Finally we see "Male Model Brutus" in a Tiny 
Barbara commercial demonstrating how you too can find a 
"replica body part of Daddy" in a snack cake and return it for 
a special prize. Yes, namby-pamby machismo pulls it out in 
the end. 

Sugar Shock, set in a sunny Florida suburb, is primarily an 
individual effort with writing, directing, cinematography, 
editing music and even an acting credit going to Kip Hanks. 
Hanks has not yet developed the keenest sense of making TV 
that gets under the viewer's skin. The writing is occasionally 
crisp and the narrative constructs run smoothly without 
confusion so the viewer is intrigued enough to continue 
watching but not to really join in on the game because the 
derivative qualities make the premise a bit transparent. There 
are elements that are strong devices used wisely to drive 
home this Golden Girls gone horribly awry. The pristine 
suburb as a backdrop for mayhem works as a perfect foil so 
that anything can be going on behind the immaculately kept 
lawns and doors of houses with the exact floor plan. Using 

true to life suburbs with all its affectations of automobile love 
or bicycling rather than walking and a community of older 
people, adds local color far from the wretched urban interiors 
that haunt most independent narratives. The camera 
frequently is shot from the character's point of view of a 
wacky angle constantly teetering between the off kilter 
perspectives of its subjects and the snack cakes they are 
frying. Bright outdoor Florida light is another added plus in 
this production. Glaring white backlight and diffused images 
make some of the outdoor scenes look like glamor 
photography - a sophisticated joke considering the 
cartoonlike qualities of the characters being glamorized: Tiny 
Barbara with her mile high hair and Granny Ert with her 
motorcycle jacket. 

Work of this nature seems to draw comparison. Paul 
Bartel's Eating Raoul has clear connections to Sugar Shock 
accidental cannibalism. But with Bartel the characters, 
although motivated by absurdist moralities, are three 
dimensional and it is understood how they get caught in the 
conflict. John Waters has built a career on cardboard delivery 
from untrained actors. At the same time Waters takes daring 
and shocking leaps with subject matter and content that 
compel viewers into his stories and the actors' delivery 
almost soothes them by the reassurance that this isn't real. 
Similar to Waters, the feeling one gets from Sugar Shock is 
that all this is really just good fun, but where Waters is clear 
about his intent of extremist cinema (trying to be the Charles 
Manson of the movies and looking for an audience that would 
respect that) Hanks doesn't seem to be quite clear who his 
audience is and how far he can go with it. Sugar Shock is just 
shy of being outrageous and wild children's programming but 
many of the details are a bit too grisly for Saturday morning. 
Similarly, the character complexities aren't there to make this 
a sit com where an audience could be expected to develop a 
sympathetic relationship with a character which is vital to 
sustaining series life. Many of the problems that occur are 
typical of a virtuoso Tour de Force. Lines and speeches that 
repeat themselves without developing new information 
should have gotten cut somewhere along the way. Tiny 
Barbara, who has some of the longest and overly dramatic 
speeches, has a husband who sits in the living room drinking 
beer and eating navel lint with a gut hanging out of his torn 
tee shirt. Although he is seen only in a cutaway never directly 
interacting with his wife, his concise to the point 
understatements are some of the funniest moments in the 
tape because they seem crafted and deliberate in 
counterpoint to Tiny Barbara's lack of control. 

It is possible that Hanks has let the known form of 
television shows dictate too strongly the ideas that will be 
presented. Stereotypes can be used effectively if they at some 
point fight aginst the mold in which they have been placed. 
The characters in this project, particularly the women 
characters, do not ever approach dimensionality. Even Edith 
Bunker cast as the eternal dingbat always knew that she held 
Archie's heart in her hands and that was her secret power. 
Tiny Barbara and Granny Ert are lost when it comes to 
motivational devices and this lack of content acts sharply in 
contrast to the production values which are well thought out 
and almost filmic. A texturally dense sound track with 
excellent dialogue audio and tremendous detail to continuity 
in editing take this out of the realm of an average low budget 
production. Hanks is a technically skilled craftsman whose 
attention to production details shows the promise of a 
budding future. With a bit more seasoning, the edge of his 
wit could be sharpened to twist the knife in viewers of a form 
of media that up to now has remained relatively staid. 

james Duesing is an animator and video artist who lives 
and watches television in Cincinnati, Ohio. 



CALL FOR MEDIA ARTISTS 

M 
edia artists interested in working in the South Carolina 
Arts Commission's Arts In Education Programs must 
submit samples of their work and be approved by a 
Media Panel in order to have their names added to the 

Arts Commission's Roster. Inclusion on the Roster is the first step 
in being contracted for work in Commission funded programs. 

The next panel deadline is December 10, 1990 and artists must 
submit the following: 

1. Complete resume. 
2. Super-8 (silent or magnetic track) or 16mm silent or optical 

film, or 3/411 , VHS or Betamax (except Beta 1) video tape with 
production dates. Up to two works may be submitted with a 
total screening time not to exceed 15 minutes. Work must be 
cued to desired screening section. 

3. Please include a stamped, self-addressed mailer if you wish 
your tape or film to be returned. 

If you have questions or would like an Approved Artist Roster 
mailed to you, please write the Personnel Department, South 
Carolina Arts Commission, 1800 Gervais Street, Columbia, SC 
29201. 

ON THE COVER 
A detail from the Brochure design of Southeastern Media 

Institute and line from poem printed on p.2. Author is Luke 
Phillips, Special Projects coordinator, Arts Commission Media 
Arts Center and producer of"East of the Sun, " heard Sundays 
at 3:00 on SC Educational Radio Network. 

NAMAC Advocacy 
Network 

In an effort to organize against the recent attacks on artists, arts 
organizations, and, in particular, the National Endowment for the 
Arts, NAMAC (the National Alliance of Media Arts Centers) l;las 
created an "advocacy alert" telephone tree. The idea for this ~ 
instant communications network was developed at the Boston 
NAMAC Conference in May 1990. Its goal is to get legislative and 
other news out to the entire media arts field within 48 hours so 
that we can all participate in the debate around these issues. 
NAMAC members in the Southeast who are participating in this 
advocacy effort would be interested in hearing from other people 
in the region who would like to be part of the network. For more 
information contact: NAMAC c/o Mimi Pickering, 306 Madison 
St., Whitesburg, KY 41858, (606) 633-0108. 

NAMAC 
The National Alliance of Media Arts Centers (NAMA C) is a non

profit organization dedicated to increasing public understanding of 
and support for the field of Media Arts in the United States. 
Members include media arts centers and media artists, as well as 
other organizations and individuals providing services for 
production, distribution, exhibition, preservation and education of 
and/ or relating to video, film, audio and intermedia art forms. 

NAMAC membership benefits include: a subscription to "Media 
Arts", the NAMAC Member Directory, the annual national 
conference, access to MAIN, a computorized information service, 
and the NAMAC mailing list. NAMAC annual dues are $30 for 
individuals and from $50 to $250 (depending on budget size) for 
organizations. For more information contact: NAMAC c/o Robin 
Reidy, 8540 18th Ave. NW, Seattle, WA 98117, (206) 682-6552 

INDEPENDENT SPIRIT is published by the south carolina Arts commission Media Arts center with 
support from the National Endowment for the Arts and is distributed free of charge to media 
producers and consumers and other interested individuals and organizations. most of whom are 
located in the southeast. contributions pertaining to the INDEPENDENT SPIRIT or to the 
independent media community are welcome. All correspondence should be addressed to 
INDEPENDENT SPIRIT, south carolina Arts Commission. 1800 Gervais street. Columbia, sc 29201. The 
viewpoints expressed in this issue do not necessarily reflect the opinions of the south carolina 
Arts commission. 

The south carolina Arts commission is a state agency which promotes the visual. literary, 
performing and media arts in South carolina. The SCAC Media Arts center supports media artists 
and media arts in a ten-state southeastern region. which includes Alabama. Florida. Georgia, 
Kentucky, Louisiana. Mississippi, North carolina. Tennessee. and Virginia, as well as south carolina. 
Both SCAC and SCACMAC receive funds from the National Endowment for the Arts. 

susan Leonard, Editor Michael Fleishman. Associate Editor 
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