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COPERNICUS, AS COPMERNICUS
himscifl often tells us, does nov exist.
Then apain, neither do New York. the
United States, you and [ or the rest of
the universe. To he blunt, as the title of
his first album proclaimed, Nothing
FAVETS

It certainly true that Copernicus
docsn’t exist from the perspective of
the commerciab reenrd biz. Besides a
few rave reviews in unintluemial places
like Belgrum and €y Poper, and some
briclplay on the workd's 2-wan colkge
FM starions, he's harely pricked the
surface of sub-<ub-underground ob-
scurity,

And yet Uswear T smelf a whilf of
breavehrough on Deeper, his third and
mayhe hisbestlp, (Aflter Nockimg Fxvos
n RS and Uicton of the Sky in "86.)
Surely not a hig-ATVolunch-with-
Sung-ducts-with-Willic-Nelson break -
throweh. But | think the woeld's ready
for Capernicus to break throogh from
neirly ol obscurny in the sub-under-
ground 1o sonwthing more like un
underground cult—-a I more M
play. mavbe his own lan club, some
jbiciouns name-dropping in the right
pubdications by Last Vilkage hipaaers,
awd who knows, he maty cven sell some
records. Deeper will be the album to do
i

Copernicus s ut there somewhe

. alone.

Copermetis, aka. Joo Smalkowski,
is 2 New York perlormance poct. In
fact he's the raging bul of New York
periormance pacts, a bellowing mino-
tanr prowling the labyrinth of the sub-
comscious, hurling crypric visions like
insults and propowuding an even crypric-
er philosophy of cosmic nihilism. He's
a little like Charles Bukowski, a little
like John Gierno and a lot tike William
Rlake. Tc's backed by a large, cver-
shilting mongrel horde ol jaszzbos,
rockers, (nlkies and space cadets who
make a horrible, wonderful monster
mash of past-punk to wave space jazz.

He's also the scll-proclaimed King
Of Spontancity, and this is onc time
when a self-proclaiming poct actually
makes pood. Copernicus’ usual m.o. is

o toss himscll and a lot of musicians |

into a club or recording studio and Iet
‘er rip—the words as well as the music
generally invented on the spor. Some-
tmes the words inspire the music,
sOMennes vice versa, and sometimes
you get the anpression they te not kis-
rening 1o cach other ar all.

Giiven his method, Copernicus mabes

prodigiovs, startling leaps fram the
profound to the ridicalous. At the best
of times Copernicus and his musicians
surprise vach other and create some-
thing weird and wonderful that proba-
My could not have been planned. 1t0s
autamatic writing, improvised music
and speaking in tongues all a1 once.
The surrcalists’ exquisite corpse
shembles up on s1age and grabs the
microphone, hollering messages from
the beyond. At the worst of timcs it's
just frcely improvised jerking off.
Copernicus makes an honest ¢ffort
to give you maximum proflid &% with
minimum jerking off. All three ol his
albums have been spliced together from

-dance.”

- excerpts of marathon jam <cssions re--

corded from as ecarly as 1980 to last
Spring. You get the impression that
may hours of ewbarrassing doodles
lurk behind the spontaneous gems that
getonto theee recoeds. An interesting
side cifect is that wheee most recurding
artists evolve ar devolve over the course
of several albums, Copernicus” wark
scems oddly timwless: the work on
DBecper spans the last seven years.
There's “Chichen-Ttza Elvi<,” an
cight-minute rant that’s destined fur
collepe radio cultdom. The 16-picee
band cooks up a hotu-heavy Bo Didd-
lev <himmy embellished with glock-
cnspic] trills ard a tiddie that stips from |
Arabie minarets to Irish airs. Coperni-
cus comes in on a bollish, demonie
laugh and raves up an amazing, leccly
improvised world tour of anciene and
sacted places. “Khajuraho sings aaileny
song/ Screaming with its ouwn blue vil-
lage...AMonte Alban whistling with its;
gold... The song walked upon Macha
Picchu/Turned me into my own

As the music gets funky Copeonigus
scems literally possessed by some kind
of avant-voodoo spitit and out spews
the speaking in tongucs. *“Talk with
Zimbabwe/L.ong with my own lord,"
he roars. “Lord in my own prayer/
Where the mirror reflects the visions of
ncvermore/And the ashtrays of the
songs/Wash their ashes inta the sca/
And the sca laughs like a fonl.™

On the seven-minute mini-{hick *Son
of a Bitch from the North™ the band
goes space rock and invents rainy jun-
gle mountains with clectronic storin
clouds grumbling overhead. The scen-
cry inspires Copernicus to improvise
an old man and woman climbing the

K

ble primoedial soup of electronics, prir
itive drums, ratiling bone marimb:
sboriginal hums and an Irish flute—
declares himseif “‘Free of humanity-
animals thar have everything and n
thing... Humsnity—enemy of the ear
=~Oh, blow yourscif sway! The soon
you wum yourself back 10 stoms ¢
bettér.” When the band strikes up :
off-kilter “*Star Spangled Banncr” -
. shouts, “The United Sttes does n
_exist!" And on “Come To It” he pr
.claitn, “Nothing exists...There is n
thingt There is no oocl There w
never be anything!™

On*“Once, Once, Once Again” Co
ernicus bresks with his usual metho
it's totally unspontancous. The mus
tracks—the only pre-planned mu:
be’s ever worked with—is a synthesiz
 space operetts of sampled symphoni

and twanging Miowi Vice percuysio
Copernicus spent s monhisiening
it and wrote lyrics to match. He spe
another month overdubbing his voca
The affcct is a pretty powerful pie
and another candidate for FM L=
night stardom, but he compisinsint.
liner notes that “the King Of Spont
_neity had taken three months to cres
‘8 three minute piece. For Copernicu
this way of creating may never happ

" Almost a whole side of Copemicy
-lastIp, Viceim of the Sky, was taken 1
by a kind of one-act radio play for t
80s—a bitter, bar-stool-hugging, Buko
skian monologue by Joc Apples,
crapped-out Archie Bunker type bitc
ing about his slob of a wife and !
ingrate kids. Now, in the remarkat
“Death of Joe Apples,” we find theo
wasting awsy it & poor mar
hospital bed, beaten by the Big

mountains gathering sticks for firc-
wood. They pray “Quenenos cocnsLas
bumnbas de Ios gringes™* (* May the bombs
of the gringos not fall on us.”) But the
gringos' plancs do swoop in like roar-
ing synthestzer valkyries and the chil-
dren run and hide from "Moo de fo
chingada del Noree. ™'
“Nothing exists™ is mare than a

gecurring theme in Copeinicus’ ray
‘ings;it'shisuniﬁedleddrcoq.'l'othc
drifting spacc-warp music of “Hurl
Silence™ he sighs, “And then it seems
if I had snything to say I would hurl
oaly silence to the world allowing the
atomic and subatomic particies to make
all the noise.” He reminds us of the
dinocaurs and asks what will humanity
leave when it goes? “Silent asphalt
tnelting in the sun with the irresponsi-
ble wind whisting through disappeared
humanity in the dust to dust cliche...
The silent dust that made s0 much
'f“q-" )
On the brooding “ Atom by Atom”—

with the band whipping up sn incredi-

complaining as utual: “They wash wi
the rag. They dress you three time:
+ day. What-s racket. Eat. Sleep. Drit
watcr and piss.” The day bhe’s burk

+| his wife goes out dancing with a nc

man, The band welds together a gre
mongrel version of @ New Orlea:
death march—part bluesy rumpet ar
piano, part Irish fiddic, & wood flu
patched in from some dirt hut in ul
Twilight Zone, and a stubborn hear
beat of congs drums. :

Spontancous combustion is a trich
business, and things don’t always ¢
for Copernicus and his band. He
there's the long "Disco Days A
Over,™ with the band falling into v
or more dithering camps and two ¢
three back-up singers kind of fightir
Copemicus for the spouight. In anoth
sccident, “They Own Everything
tke band whips up some nice, spooi
electro-dungeon groans and squaw!
but Copernicus faily to think of an’
thing much to say.

All the shouting and banging an




narathon demonic possessions must
e exhausting. For the last track of this
p Copernicus’ chose s piece calied
‘Come To It,” which was also the last
sit recorded in @ mammeth four-hour
jlug fest in 1985, It sounds late, The
and is dead. The pignist drags his fin-
ters over the keys in a dreamy last-
waltz dirge. An organ, fiddic and guitar
wander in and out. You can hear pco-
ple packing up their equipment at the
back of the studie.

Copernicus is beat. He leans into the
mike and you can hear his breath whis-
thing in his nose, He sounds a little
weepy and s little drunk and bas voice
sracks. *But then aguin what is 3 man
and what is & woman?"’ he wonders.
“They have to see everything through
their own eyes and...” His voice shregs.
“..And get it together. And come 10
it...A kiss. Yes. Hold me. There is
nothing. There is nothing.”

What more can you ssy. I love thls
guy. He's profound and ridiculous and
funny and furious. 1 love the way he
zbandons himself to the wild spirits,
lets the visions and the poetry play him
like 2 Muse Kazoo,.rip through him in
alltheir uncensored genius and stoopit-
ness.

He's out there somewhere, and he's
cut there alone. | should mertion that
Copernicus funds, organizes, records
and produces these aibums on his own
hook. He is the Nevermore label, He
designs the covers and writes the liner
notes and writes his own p.r. blurbs
and he’ll even autograph the damn
record il you send him $8 (or $14 for
iwo) 10 P.O. Box 170150, Brookiyn
N.Y. 11217. Not bad for a guy who
doesn’t exist,

-




