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. Two views on Erotica 

Disappointment 
If there's a market for anything in Iowa 

City, there's a market for sex films. God 
knows how many red-blooded American 
boys and girls spend their hard earned 
scholarship money to go to Des Moines in 
search of diversion. 

Mter I Am CUrious Yellow brought in a 
couple of thousand bug-eyed eroticists last 
fall , the Union Board could hardly resist 
ordering a group of films billed as the 1st 
Annual New York Erotic Film Festival. 

Most of the hundreds attending each 
showing probably felt a little cheated. Af-
ter all, at least the triple-X theatres give us 
a little honest-to-god , jum-
ping-up-and-down sex-sex that really has 
some affect on the people who watch it. 

Triple-X is an art. The film makers are 
ordinary enough, and the productions are 
strictly bargain basement. But they do 
move people-as Kodak tells us movies are 
intended to do. Sex is something between 
live human beings. 

The "erotic" film festival is hardly that. 
To be sure, a naked body appears here and 
there, and we get a juicy close-up of the ap-
paratus now and again. But who in hell 
thinks that nakedness is erotic? A 
strip-tease is erotic ; undressing isn't. 

I can stand a good sex film. It doesn't 
arouse my critical faculties ; it's aimed at 
by body, not my brain. I can put up with 
sexual violence (against men or women),! 
can put up with sexual indifference. I can 
stand marital, pre-marital. extra-marital, 
homosexual . sadistic, masochistic or 
necrophillac films. 

I cannot, however, enjoy films that call 
themselves erotic and then proceed to be 
nothing of the sort. In this series of films 
there are no human relatiOnships. There 
are no people, only puppets made to go 
through a series of actions at the request of 
the director. 

Human beings touch each other. Maybe 
they are gentle, maybe destructive. But to 
be erotic, one must be human-or nearly 
human-or at least animal. The epitome of 
the New York Erotic Film Festival is the 
short film . 'Nursery"; TWO DOLLS 
GOING THROUGH THE SEXUAL 
MOTIONS ON THE FLOOR OF A NUR-
SERY. Not people, plastic dolls with little 
pull-rings coming from the backs of their 
heads. 

Strangely enough, the only film that fully 
escapes from that depersonalization is a 
cartoon. Horrifying, cruel, revolting-but 
human. Every rape. every abuse is as real 
as a viewer might like (or dislike) . 

Iowa City still hasn't had an erotic film 
festival , nor is it likely to do so. Union 
Board can sanctify this packet as art . Such 
clumsy art as we have here, is art with a 
capital F. 

These are art films. That is to say, they 
pretend to be artistic by using artificial 
devices. A weird camera angle, fourteen 
symbols, a fraught-with-meaning mon-
tage, a double exposure, an extreme 
close-up. Art has no room for people : 
PEOPLE HA VE NO ROOM FOR ART. 

-F·D· Williams 

* * * 
A moderate feminist 

At the risk of judging something that the 
entire consenting readership has viewed, 
I'd like to give a moderate feminist review 
of the New York Erotic flicks . 

Happily one sick cartoon stereotype of 
woman, sword up her vagina, died early in 
the sequence. The room was noticeably 
quiet, except for a few loud masculine guf-
faws, leaving me with the impression that 
this treatment of women was too much for 
most. 

The second film, "Sports," was a man 's 
view of female masterbation from several 
wrong angles. While men may rind football 

sensual , with all that bottom-tapping, 
most women either ignore or coexist with 
the sport. 

Soccer balls also rate quite low on my 
list of erotic props. This masturbation 
scene may be unique in the history of film, 
but anatomically speaking, it was 
probably in the wrong place to zap our 
heroine. 

Although many of the films presented to 
us were hardly erotic, at least most of 
them were not sadistic. It was refreshing 
not to see a gang bang or a rape in the bun-
ch. Violence towards women's bodies is not 
eroticism, but violence. 

But women did have a majority of the 
"starring roles" in these movies by men. 
The Idea of a women enjoying her own 
body was at least realistically portrayed in 
"The Stripper. " Since most of the audience 
seemed quite intent (embarrassed?) 
during the female masturbation scenes, I 
feel they found them educational, erotic, or 
hopefully both. 

It 's a shame that men were hidden or left 
out of many of the films. Regardless of 
whether one sees the stars of the rootic 
genre as being exploited or admired, men 
should strip down and be included. 

Is male masturbation too gross? Is male 
homosexuality too "comic"? Men arise 
(erect? ) ! You, too, can be sexy-and sold. 

Perhaps it was because I was forced to 
be rational enough to scratch down notes 
during the films, but it seemed to me that 
we were all laughed at while laughing. 

The paying voyeurs observing the 
coupling couple in "The Appointment" 
were pitiful and hilarious. We bought our 
tickets and also got an eye-full . Honestly 
now, what thoughts ran through your mind 
during the opening suggestive frames of 
"The Nursery"? 

The closeup view of a nipple in "Calma" 
was a glandular glaring exception to the 
anatomical avoidism of the other erotic 
films. 

Maybe we react to the real thing like 
Gulliver in the enlarged world of Brob-
dingnag. Are realer-than-Iife bodies too 
blotchy and impure? 

The cinemagraphic techniques of the 
films would suggest this. The directors did 
everything about sex but film it. We saw 
"it" in excess, high speed, blut, ultra blue, 
red, slow-motion, and through a buffer of 
COlored celluloid. 

I hope women (and men) will look at 
what they found erotic and repulsive in the 
series. Were women misused, over-used? 

-Judy Deerborll 

The moon, the mother, the banana tree, and the elephant calf 
- Tappy Phillips photo 

'Elephant Calf:' guilty or not? 
"Oh Dear, What Fun We Had In Old 

Uganda," may never make the top ten or 
cut a gold record, but it will certainly be a 
unique musical experience. 

The song is from "The Elephant Calf," a 
satire of a musical revue, written by Ber-
told Brecht. "Das Elephantenkalb," direc-
ted by Candace Ward, a senior majoring in 
drama, will be presented tonight, April 14 
at 7:30 p.m. and 9:00 p.m. in room B-9 at 
the Old Armory. The play, the final event 
of a twelve-day Brecht Festival, is being 
presented free of charge. 

The farce deals with a man who is ac-
cused of a crime he has not committed and 
could not possibly have committed. He is 
tried unjustly, condemned without a chan-
ce, and forced to defend himselr. The plot, 
which is typical of Brecht, is set in a comic 
and ludicrous framework, alienating the 
horror even further . 

Brecht uses the comical elements to 
separate the audience from the kangaroo 
court. The cruelty of the situation is con-
stantly highlighted by the contradictory 
moments and characters. 

The distance is emphasized by the use of 
'a play within a play' technique. Four ac-
tors play four performers in a cafe troupe, 
who In turn play four characters 

"The play deals In main with the crime 
this elephant calf committed." says Polly 
Baker, cafe player portraying the banana 
tree, who also happens to be the Judge of 
the Jungle. Polly is played by Starla 
Smith. 

Holly Schoonover a junior majoring in 
theatre plays Uriah Shelley, who doubles 
as the moon-the prosecuting attorney. 
Her office is a six-foot stepladder. "Here is 
my first witness," cries the moon, as she 
presents Pal Jacky's mother, who is 
played by the cafe entertainer, Jesse 
Mahoney. 

The mother, actually played by Alan 
Janus, a junior theatre major, will bring 
tears to your eyes when she does her 
monologue. 'Mother' also lefts weights, 
sings, and might well have been Whistler's 
inspiration. 

The elephant calf, Pal Jacky, played by 
J.A. Nelson, is having an indentity crisis; 
for it doesn't know if it is the son or 
daughter of the 'unhappy, martyred 
mother.' 

To further alienate the audience, Brecht 
uses three soldiers as obvious plants to cue 
the audience for their reactions to the cafe 
players. The soldiers add still another 
layer of distance from the core situation of 

mock justice. 
"In this production I have tried to carry 

each of the layers to its fullest extreme. " 
says Ms. Ward. "The moments when the 
actors are cafe performers and when they 
are characters in the cafe play are 
strongly differentiated by music and 
comic bits. The soldiers are obviously ac-
tors hired to play in the audience ; and 
they also perform musical numbers. The 
room in which the performance takes 
place has been transformed into a 
basement cafe, where refreshments are 
served by a singing waitress. " 

Brecht leads you delighUully up the gar-
den path and gets you involved in an 
emotional situation. Just when you are 
about to accept the whole facade and lose 
your esthetic distance, he breaks in with a 
comment. 

Men play women, women play men, a 
mother gets murdered, a moon loses a 
hand, and a banana tree sings and dances. 
There are tears for the mother, lemonade 
for the audience, a community sing-a-Iong, 
and a three-woman band, playing the 
"Star Spangled Banner." Put them all 
together and they do not spell 'Mother.' but 
they will certainly entertain you. 

-Starla Smith 

Spr.ing concert spring 
The VI School of Music's idea of a sacre 

du printemps is to bring together the 
Oratorio Chorus, University Choir and Or-
chestra, and three soloists, Daniel Moe 
directing, and perform the traditional 
Haydn oratorio, 'I1Ie Creallon. No choral 
musician's spring would be complete 
without the performance of this venerable 
classic. 

The presentation of Dr. Moe, et aI. , on 
Wednesday evening was characterized, 
however , by a rather unspringlike lack of 
enthusiasm and vitality in both the or-
chestra and combined chorus. In the begin-
ning the chorus, which should exclaim 
"Let there be ... LIGHT!", came out with 
"Let there be .... .light". Later their 
proclamations that "AchIeved IS the 
glorious work" led one to wonder if the 
work was all that glorious after all. At the 
end they redeemed themselves somewhat 
with a powerful and beautiful rendition of 

the last chorus, "Sing the Lord ye voices 
all". But the two hours between was a little 
long for a warm-up. 

The chorus' diction was also something 
less than clear. It is said that few singers 
ever lose their jobs becasue no one can un-
derstand them. But choral and vocal 
music is written to bring the listener the 
combined joy of music plus words with the 
added beauty of the human voice. The 
voices Wednesday evening were beautiful, 
but where was the poetry? 

The orchestra also suffered from the 
same lack of vitality, but added to that was 
unpolished playing. They performed well 
in the programmatic springing of lights 
following the recitative, "And God said, 
Let there be lights". But the woodwind in-
troduction to the trio in the second part, 
"On thee each living soui awaits" , was 
very muddy. 

The best part of the evening was the per-
formance of the bass soloist, Albert Gam-

mono In both his solos and later in his duets 
with soprano Kathryn Harvey, he showed 
his bass voice to its best potential and gave 
the music its best interpretation. The aria 
"Now heav'n in fullest glory shone", with 
its accompanying recitatives. emerged 
better than the rest. 

Tbe Creation is a beautiful piece of 
music, certainly the best of Haydn's choral 
work, and the universal tradition of perfor-
ming it in spring is a good one. The rebirth 
of the earth is fittingly celebrated by the 
telling of the Judaeo-Christian story of the 
birth of the world. But other composers 
have tried in their way to describe the 
event. One that comes to mind is Darius 
Milhaud and his La creation du monde. It 
may be a refreshing change for choral 
directors to try this work, or others, in 
future years. 

-Rich Termaal 

Mao in the 
museum 

The beauty of sculpture and paintings in 
the Sculpture Gallery of the Museum of 
Art was a perfect setting for the reading of 
thirteen poems of Mao Tse-tung's Wed-
nesday night. 

Translating poetry is a difficult 
task-catching symbolisms. maintaininj{ 
rhythm and capturing the original beauty. 
Neih Hua-ling, head of the East Asian 
Language and Literature Department, 
who translated the poems from Chinese In-
to English and Paul Engle, Director of the 
VI International Writing Program, who 
put the translationS into poetic form met 
the challenge. 

The only element missing in the tran-
slations was rhyme. Mao's poetry is 
rhymed verse. Rhyme is needed In 
Chinese because poetry is chanted, not 
read. Thus, the absence of rhyme was not 
conspicuous as it gave way to more color-
ful and descriptive rhetoric. 

The poems written over a period from 
1925-65 contain revolutionary ideas, not ex-
pressed in revolutionary form but in a 
rigid classical Chinese form. 

The best poem of the thirteen was the 
"Long March" written by Mao in 1935. It 
tells of the retreat of the Red Army : a 
treck by 90,000 to 100,000 people who 
walked and fought their way over 8,000 
miles of rough terrain. The march was 
finished by only 20,000 people. 

For Mao, the march was tragic. His 
brother was killed, he lost three children 
and his wife sustained 18 wounds. 

The expertise shown in the translations 
can be seen in parts of this poem. 

The Red Army does not fear the long 
march ... 

The five ridges mirrored with ripples ... 
Warm are the cloudy cliffs, 
beaten by the golden sand rivers. 
Joy over mean mountain, 
thousand miles of snow. 
When the army crossed, 
every face smiled. 
Engles voice wavered up and down like 

a man struggling over a mountain, as he 
read, em phasizing the emotion of struggle 
and triumph. 

Before and after each poem, Ms. 
Hua-ling and Engle gave extremely in-
teresting commentaries. They explained 
the historical, mythological, geographical, 
intellectual and classical Chinese referen· 
ces in the poetry to a grateful audience. 

At one point . Engle held up a stack, of 
what appeared to be approximately thirty 
pages, of research he had done before star-
ting work on a poem that took less than a 
minute to read. 

Before Engle read another poem. 
"Swimming" (1956 ). Ms. Hua-Iing said 
that "Mao believes swimming is one of 
man's noblest activities. Mao saia. 'Swim-
ming is an exercise. a struggle against 
nature. When Swimming in the river, the 
current flowing against you can train your 
will and courage. ' .. 

A poem that has particular significance 
to medical researchers at the University 
of Iowa was "Farewell to the Plague 
Spirit' · (1958 ). ltis a poem written by Mao 
on a sleepless night during an epidemic of 
blood fluke. A cure for the disease is 
currently being worked on by Dr. Shu and 
his wife , a medical research team, through 
the Department of Preventive Medicine. 

The last poem that was read was "A 
Reply to Kuo Mo-Jo" (19651. It is a reply to 
a letter to Mao by Kuo Mo-jo. probably the 
most important and influential of modern 
authors in China. 

It was an interesting evening of poetry 
reading. Ms . Hua-Iing. who read the 
poems in Chinese. apologized several 
times because she did not have a 
masculine militant voice. Ane Engle. who 
read the poems in English. got into the 
reading and made the poems come alive. 

r 
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At the Composers' Symposium last week ... 
The Composers' Symposia are one of the 

lesser publicized musical events on cam-
pus. This is unfortunate for at least two 
reasons : the performances. aside from the 
aberrations (which are well propagan-
dized and accepted by the "in" crowd) we 
have all come to expect. are excellent; and 
the works which are presented represent 
either in vogue or significant today. There 
is another very obvious, but no less impor-
tant, reason : a visual artist may allow his 
works to hang for a month ; however, in the 
case of a musician, once the air stops 
vibrating, the presentation is over. It is ob-
vious, and all the more reason for atten-
ding these concerts ; they offer what might 
be our only chance to hear some of these 
works. Furthermore. the standard of per-
formance is usually excellent. 

This concert presented the listener with 
the curious, if not absurd, question about 
the chronological categorization and-or 
evaluation of style on this basis; i.e. some 
of the works seemed almost anachronistic, 
others like rough copies of recent styles 
which are already waning in this ac-
celerated culture, where fashions change 
with stupefying rapidity. Of course, this 
question of validity is limited, of necessity, 
to only a few facets-ones that were 
apropos in this case-of the complex 
phenomenon of aesthetic experience. If 
Me adheres to esthetic theories which ac-
cept an evolutionary development, or if 
one simply holds that priority and 
originality are of consequence, these in-
terests will strongly determine the ap-
praisal of musical works. On the other 
hand, the whole matter is of little or no con-
aequence if one accepts Leonard Meyer's 
thesis that we are in an extended period of 
stasis typified by a wide-ranged pluralism 

which occasionally gives us the impression the work was totally dependent upon 
of movement. The latter view would allow technical artifices which he teaches. 
a concert-goer an admirable degree of ob- However, Mr. Lewis is not responsible for 
jectivity, or tepid indifference; the person Mr. Christopher's trivial application of 
who holds ideas I ike the former must make this techniques. I think the piece deserves 
judgements, and runs the risk of being so no further comment. 
biased that he may distort his evaluations. I presume to insure some sort of con-

The first work, Six Uttle PIeeeI for Two tinulty, only half the house was lighted, 
Violins, by Dan Benton, ranks him as a and on the darkened stage anonymous 
member, albeit a latecomer, of the school figures took their places. They Im-
of Webem, who, unfortunately, never mediately satisfied my curiously by en un-
really established one. These pieces were ciating their names, with certain 
imitations, at times pleasant, at times 'lmirnaginative transformations, for the 
heavy-handed and obvious of Webem's next ten minutes or so. For the first half of 
crystalline, condensed style. The effect the work, for some reason, the syllables 
was nostalgic, but with a bit too much "can" (from Candace) and "ick" (from 
lavender. The similarity was too strong, Patrick) were predominant. Perhaps it 
and forced me to mentally "red pencil" was selective listening on my part? As the 
several hastily conceived moments which work progresSed, the transformations 
were clumsy. The piece had good developed into distortions, but there was 
features-e.g. the instrumental idiom was no increase in intensity-how could there 
utilized with skill, and his use of pitches be?? It was simply another one of Pur-
seemed, for the most part, well COIl- sweU·sshoddyconceptions. 
trolled-but I felt it should be reworked as 
rigorously as Webem would have done. It 
is, I admit, an unfair comparison, but one 
that is warranted by the imitation. The 
performance by . Messrs. Ohmes and 
Rouslin was sensitive and precise. 

Then the house lights were dimmed to 
darkness, almost-this was probably the 
most dramatic feature of the piece that 
followed, Siwell Reteep, by M. 
Otristopher. There were a few audible 
groans from people who knew that Peter 
Lewis heads the electronic music studio, 
and were offended by the blatant charac-
ter of the retrograde anagram. True to the 
title, the piece itself used backward vocal 
utterances; In fact, in most respects the 
piece was backward. The most fitting 
thing was the dedication to Mr. Lewis, for 

So far I had journeyed back to Webern. 
then to the "modem" tape techniques 
(which after only a few 'years sound more 
dated than a Bruckner symphony I. and 
finally to some degenerated Dadaism. 
Now Mr. Christopher would take me back 
to the 'good old days' of German Ex-
pressionism-right here in Iowa City! The 
work (his String Trio), however, was too 
syncretic to qualify as true expressionism. 
The begiMing sounded as though we were 
in for some simple plagiarism from Ligeti ; 
but Mr. Christopher was much more 
generous with his borrowinggs. The debts 
to Berg, Schoenberg, and Hindemlth were 
as disconcerting as the clusters and 
glissandi which always seemed to stumble 
in at the wrong times. The performers did 

a great deal to compensate for the com-
poser's inadequacies. 

Anyone who is not familiar with the 
techniques of electronic music ehould be 
informed that one of the easiest feats is to 
set up the synthesizer and sequencer to 
produce continuous, repetitive sound pat-
terns ; add a few tape loops, play in a few 
sounds, and you have an amateurish 
conglomeration that might pass as a work. 
Such pieces are being mass-produced 
across the country, and Ray Burkhardt's 
Ausculatlon (another clever title) is one 
more donation from the University of 
Iowa. The ideas were nonexistent or bland, 
and every technical device stuck out like 
Spiro Agnew at a Gay Lib Convention. The 
piece was far too long, and the puny ideas 
were merely put together with little. if any, 
regard for their interaction and the 
rhetoric of the piece. It was simplya pot-
pourri of electronic manipulations. For-
tunately, Mr. Burkhardt ran out of tape. 
and so the work came to an abrupt and 
abortive finale. The best part of the pif\;e 
was a loud buzz (at the threshhold of paini 
which helped me to the canal of my 
left ear. 

Dan Benton's Two by Two for clarinet 
was a trip back to Darmstadt ca. 1960. The 
piece was demanding technically. but Mr. 
West's skill enabled him to play even the 
most difficult passages with finesse. The 

. piece was expressive and quite delicate at 
times. It is sad that Mr. Benton felt it 
obligatory to include several contem-
porary (at that time' mannerisms, such as 
written in squeaks, nutter-tongues (which 
seldom work well on the clarineU, toneless 
blowing into the instrument. and so forth; 
these techniques detracted from, rather 
than added to, the effect of this work. Mr. 

West's artistry was such that I am sure 
many composers left the ha II thinking 
about a work for clarinet. 

Jonathan Albert's V1iul at first seemed 
like a dramatic lingual reading in 
Picenian. Bhotian. and Uzbek-then I 
realized it was another of those 
fashionable gabble pieces. Once again. 
chronological orientation was difficult. 
This stylish technique is already ap-
proaching senility. This was further com· 
plicated if the listener happened to be 
familiar with Finnegans Wake (which is 
much more lyrical ). I suppose. if the work 
had 'been interesting there would have 
been no stimulus to think of all these 
things; but as It droned on. I began to think 
of the "Free Verse" and the "parole in 
Iiberta" of the Italian Futurists; their con-
cepts of new structural and syntactical 
features. as well as a much broader con-
cept of onomatopoeia. etc .. were for-
mulated in the second decade of this cen-
tury. As I thought about this. the 
surrealists. e.e. cummings and so forth. 
the young lady next to me was obviously 
thinking about the door. because after she 
had endured ten minutes of ululations and 
hackneyed histrionics, she said something 
unkind about Mr. Abler!'s work and 
escaped. If the people of the audience who 
felt similarly had had this girl's guts, I 
think we would have an intermission at 
that point in the program. Technically. 
aside from the asinine attempts at acting 
out the text and the fake profundity 
produced by phonetic bafflegab. the most 
disturbing features were 1) the continuous 
use of a morendo effect, 2) a preponderan-
ce of downward glissandi, 3) a slow, boring 
tempo, 4) no respect for dynamic changes, 
5) a disrespect for the beauty of silence, 6) 

a rather crass handling of devices such as 
stimmtausch-not necessarily in that or-
der . The appealing aspects were mired 
down in all that. It made a better group 
therapy session than a work of .. art. " 
Despi te all that. there was the usual 
amount of applause which appeared to be 
led by some exuberant fellow artist. This 
forced the realization upon me that eh only 
thing separating a clique from a claque is a 
clap. 

James Sparling's Canons in Memoriam: 
Igor Stravinsky began auspiciously. It 
seemed powerful enough to pull the 
audience out of the listlessness careted by 
the previous work. Then. however. began a 
series of sections rather mechanically 
divided between soloists, strings, tutti, and 
percussion. The canons were heavy-han-
ded, and reminded me of Stravinsky's 
memoriam to Dylan Thomas. Mr. Sparling 
should be reminded that Stravinsky, in 
dedicating the Symphonies d' Instrumeatl 
a Vent to Debussy, saw no reason to 
imitate the impressionist style; and it 
would have been advisable for this com-
poser to avoid Stravinskyls canoniC 
technique. It also occurred to me that the 
date of Mr. Sparling's 
have been a more suitable date for this 
composition. The percussion sections were 
one thing that Stravinsky, the master 
rhythmicist, would not have allowed. They 
were too puny in conception and too 
boisterous in Dresentation. 

I left Harper Hall and the Composers' 
Symposium of April 7, with a mild case of 
historical vertigo, and with several 
questions in my mind; that was, perhaps, 
the most beneficial result of an otherwiJe 
mediocre concert 

-Gene Paul. 
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