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Beginning in the fall of 1980, dramatic writing will take its place
along with film, television, and drama as a major course of study
in the School of the Arts at New York Unwerssty

The dramatic text is enjoying a resurgence of interest. An
increasing demand for new writers has encouraged the School to
design this specialized curriculum focused on the writer's skills,
problems, and opportunities.

A unique advantage for the writer is the closeness of this new
program to the School’s established programs in performance and
production. Participation in production is a vital part of the
writing curriculum. Ample opportunity exists to develop works in
progress in staged readings and on videotape as well as on
the page.

In the School of the Arts tradition, all faculty members are
active, working professionals—writers, producers, and editors.
Students will also have the benefit of advice, counsel, and criti-
cism from distinguished members of New York's artistic

community.
A limited number of students will be accepted in both the

Bechelor of Fine Arts and
NM()R[( Master of Fine Arts programs.
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touch by the vague white-reggae
tint that’s as common a trademark
of English power pop as is the
distinctve ticktock guitar riff —
once the signature of the Beserk-
ley bands, then later mechanized
by the Cars—of the genre’s Amer-
ican contingent. But while the
Yachts come on like flaky Tories,
the Members’ rigid purism is a far
more literal-minded example of
power pop’s innate conservatism.

If’s striking how few of these
bands have strong, identifiable
frontmen—power pop would seem
to be a group aesthetic, and a
rather faceless one at that. The
most visible bandleader, in fact, 1s
a woman, Martha Davis of L.As
the Motels, who's also one of the
few women in power pop at any
level. (Even more than in the Six-
ties, this is real boys-band turf.)
Davis has a forceful, quirky and
evocative voice, marred slightly by
its showbiz traits. In her lyrics, she
tends to strike poses. Musically,
Motels 1s glossy and solid, though
the group can’t quite escape the
sort of session-player stodginess
that makes Davis’ invocations to
excess ring rather false.

Stephen Cummings of the
Sports tries to establish a domi-
nant persona, too. But his nasal,
drawling yer fast-paced vocals,
while effective, also accentuate
this Australian group's already ob-
vious similarities to Joe Jackson,
whose style hardly bears imitation.
Though the Sports have some
excellent tunes (“Tired of Me,”
“Suspicious Minds” and especial-
ly “Who Listens to the Radic”),
these guys are short on ideas. Like
so much current power pop, Don't
Throw Stones seems strictly
signed for the radio.

More than any other American
band, the Shoes, from Illinois, em-
body the Sixties-revisionist side of
power pop at its most lushly ro-
mantic. They play off sweet, breezy
lead vocals and high harmonies
against lunging, tightly controlled,
Byrds-like guitar riffs. Their one
problem is that while Jeff Mur-
phy’s perpetually breathless sing-
ing captures a certain kind of ado-
lescent bittersweemess pracucally
to perfection, he’s not a strong
enough singer to live up to the
vocal and instrumental tensions
that the group is working toward.
Present Tense is almost too pretty
and fragile, with some of the same
wimp-music undertones that lim-
ited and dated so many of the
Sixties radio bands. With the
Shoes, I find myself wishing for
more tough-mindedness.

The Pop are in just about the
opposite situation. Despite its up-
beat name, this San Francisco
group’s most interesting aspect is
an aura of grimness and doomy
fatalism that runs through nearly
every song on Go! The top-heavy
rhythm section is pushed way out
front, with a spiraling, stuttering
lead guitar piercing the wall of

sound only intermittently. Banks of
Eno-esque synthesizers punctuate
the beat, and the vocals are harsh,
even desperate: when the Pop sing
“Waiting for the Night,” it sounds
more like a cause for dread than
for joy. At their best, the Pop
take the Cars’ commercial synthe-
sis of art-rock techniques and pop
themes into more adventurous, less
commercial territory,

In many ways, Go! spells out
what should be obvious — that
power pop today is often no more
than a convenient blanket term for
several different kinds of music
that may be evolving toward a
common goal but are traveling by
very different routes. Of course,
some groups can be defined as
power pop only by virtue of their
commercial ambitions. The Sin-

ceros, once Lene Lovich’s backup
band, sull sound like a backup

band on their first album, The
Sound of Sunbathing. They're barely
able to sustain the illusion that
they’'ve written original material.
L.A’s 20/20 come off as blarant
poseurs (with cover art neatly lift-
ed from the Jam’s second record)
on 2(/20, manipularing studio
gimmickry, pseudopunk themes
and baldly used pop influences to
underwhelming effect.

Overall, however, the energy,
craft and freshness that most of
these groups display is heartening.
Even their similarities have a good
deal more variety and life than,
for example, the Galifornia coun-
try-rock monolith. The middle-
ground audience needs a new mid-
dle ground. For the present anyway
—oratleast as long as the supply of
one-syllable English nouns holds
out—they may have found one.

Full speed ahead
Jor Tom Petty

Damn the Torpedoes
Tom Petty and the
Heartbreakers
Backstreet /MCA

By Ariel Swartley
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AMN THE TORPE-
does is the Tom Perty and
the Heartbreakers album
we've all been waiting for—that s, if
we were all Tom Petty fans, which
we would be if there were any jus-
tice in the world, live shows for all,
free records everywhere and rock-
in’ radio. Mostly justice. Songs like
“I Need to Know” and “Listen
to Her Heart” from 1978’s You're
Gonna Get It and “Refugee,”
“Here Comes My Girl” and others
from this year’s model are bedrock
— they will endure. Petry & Com-
pany have mined some solid veins:
you can hear traces of the Byrds
(sweet silver flights of twelve-
strings, but without the moon-
shine) and the Band (though citi-
fied and sexier).
I don’t mean that Petry turns
rock & roll into ancient history,
something to re-create and ironi-

cally allude to.In"Louisiana Rain,”
there’s a touch of Jesse Winches-
ter in the verses, a slide guitar from
the Rolling Stones’ “INo Expecta-
tions,” some Bob Dylan in the
rhyming (“refugee” with “bean-
ery,” say) and a hum-along chorus
that would make a Nashville out-
law proud. Also, night scenes from
the highway and tales of the hitch-
hiker as poor wayfaring stranger,
last of the unbiased observers. A
Reader’s Digest condensed version
of the Sixties, right? Wrong. The
familiar riffs are just there because

they belong: nld stuff too fine to
waste.

“Loutsiana Rain” is a convinc-
ing slice of American gothic. Petry
takes a middle position between
rock’s romantic visionaries and
urban nihilists — his observations
are as flat and down-to-earth as his
heartland twang. Bobby McGee
may whistle up a ride from Baton
Rouge straight through to the
Coast, bur Petry’s road, like yours
and mine, is a series of long waits
and short hops, bad weather and
weird scenes in four-in-the-morn-
ing restaurants.

An innovator or an ironist only
half as good might be easier to
wrte about than Petty and his
middle ground. Believing ina lover
and expecting her to succumb to
temptation at any minute (roughly
the situation of “Listen to Her
Heart”) 1s so crushingly normal
that it’s hard o sell. Bur, for Pet-
ty, rock 1s neither a cash crop nor
a code of honor, not salvation or
a cultural neutron bomb. The
Heartbreakers haven’t duded up
the music with myth. In their book,
playing rock & roll doesn’t need
this or any other justification. It’s
what we'd all be doing if we
could.
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A viewpoint that matter-of-
fact is simultaneocusly arrogant
and self-effacing, which is part of
Pertty's charm. Who, you wonder, is
going to feel sorry for a guy who
looks like a Lutheran angel on
Avenue A —in other words, maxi-
mum street-pretty—when he com-
plains about girls not leaving him
alone? Excepr that in * ’WI':ar Are
You Doin’ in My Life?,” Tom
Petty never takes the attention for
granted. And, better yet, the girl’s
shameless persistence is working:
Petty sounds more helpless in
every verse. Still, he sings "I didn’t
ask for you” with enough of a gulp
to suggest that he knows he sort of
did. Low-slung guitars and all that
jumping around with a micro-
phone —after all, ladies get ideas.

Obviously, martter-of-fact
doesn’t have to mean humdrum.

ﬂm Petty

and the Heart-
breakers take a
muiddle position
between rock’s
romantic
visionaries and

urban nibilists.

Pertty and the Heartbreakers avoid
the curse of craft and the Cree-
dence Clearwater-Dave Edmunds
trap of faintly dowdy classicism.
They're eager enough to dress for
success and hungry enough to
show their teeth. In the past,
they've flirted with black leath-
er and bombast, inumatons of
tough - guy, flower-power pop and
an occasional nervous New Wave
beat. And carried off alot of it. But
what makes Damn the Torpedoes
their best album yet isn’t so much
its sound (though that’s clearer
and punchier than before, thank
heaven and coproducer Jimmy lo-
vine) but its assurance. Mechani-
cal thythms are hip, but something
more fluid makes better time with
the flowing organ and guitar
surges Petty uses so well, and
Damn the Torpedoes glides like a
supertanker. What starts out
tough (“Someone must have
kicked you around some”), and
might have stayed there, turns
tough-minded (" You don’t have to
live like a refugee”) — certainly a
more durable atatude.

Best of all, sparks fly. “Here
comes my girl,” Tom Petty sings,
and it might as well be Christmas
and heaven and summer vacation

all at once. Maybe it’s the way the
chorus soars into harmony after
the spoken introduction, maype
it’s the way the phrase comes sim-
ple and straightforward after the
self-conscious swagger of the
verse. Whatever the case, "Here
comes my girl” sounds like a line
you've heard a thousand times be-
fore — and the only one that will
ever say it all.

‘What GﬂES Arnund
Comes Around
Waylon Jennings
RCA

By Martha Hume
e
FDR THE PAST TWO

years, Waylon Jennings’ posi-

tion in the firm of Nelson &
Jennings, country-music Dut!aws,
has been increasingly that of a jun-
ior partner. Though the two—still
considered the Fwnding fathers of
the musicians’ revolt against the
Nashville establishment — sold
well as a duet act, Willie Nelson’s
latest solo albums have consistent-
ly outshone Jennings’ efforts. In
1978, for example, Nelson was gar-
nering rave reviews and crossover
sales for Stardust, while Jennings
was getting puzzled comments
about I've Always Been Crazy, his
scatter-gun attack on everybody
he thought didn’t like him. If Wil-
hie Nelson seemed to be occupying
the spot next to Walter Cronkire in
the hearts of the public, then Way-
lon Jennings was seen as country
music’s Kenny Stabler.

Though it’s true that Jennings’
recent work on record has been
inferior, it’s always been a mistake
to underrate him. Nelson may be
the more cerebral, but Jennings
runs on mstinct—and sometimes
instinct beats intellect all to hell.
From the first cut of What Goes
Around ComesAround, it’s clear that
Waylon is now ready to give Willie
a run for his money. Gone, for the
most part, is the old “eat shit” bass
(so-called because the bass
sounded like it was saying “eat
shit” over and over), rep|al:ed here
by a lighter and more imaginative
rhythm line. Gone, too, are the su-
permacho, semiparanoid numbers.
Instead, we get ten well-written,
well-arranged songs.

Rodney Crowell’s "I Ain’t Liv-
ing Long like This” is Jennings’
finest performance since “Honky
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* "Hands-on" music recording/mixing
n studio

= Leam RECORDING ENGINEER-
ING, the BUSINESS OF MUSIC and
crealive RECORD PRODUCTION
(how to produce) and SOUND
REINFORCEMENT

« Seminars taught by top music
professionals

= {deal expenence In a relaxed
country sethng

* 4 Recording Studios = Placement
Program = Co-educational

THE RECORDING WORKSHOP

= The first and foremost Recording
Workshop in the USA and Canada
since 1971

» Recognized nationally in the
music/recording industry

= Offers "the Recording Engineer
Apprentice” certificate and
curmculum

« Summer, Fall, Winter & Spring
Sessions

“The Recording Workshop is an exciting month-long course of instruction in professional
recording engineering in the studio. An ideal first step for anyone {whether you are
expenenced or a beginner) who is interested in the musicirecording profession.”

CHOOSE WORKSHOP DATES

Winler Session - Jan. 14 - Feb. 8, 1960
Early Spring Session - Mar. 3 - Mar. 28, 1580
Late Spring Session - Apr. 14 - May 9, 1980

NO PREVIOUS EXPERIENCE NECESSARY
Limited Enroliment - Write or Call Immediately

THE RECORDING
WORKSHOP

455 MASSIEVILLE RD. — CHILLICOTHE, OHIO 45601

For Brochure:
Name
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*k CALL TOLL FREE:

Ohio & Outside USA

(800) 848-9900 (614) 663-2544

fl

i




