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par Catherine
et Nicolas Cereso_le' .

Groupe phare new yorkais qu
inventa une multitude de
dans les années 70 ave
musique intense et urbain
outrepassa les frontiéres du'jaz
et du rock, Mars nous revie
avec un CD enregistré en publi
dans des petits clubs new yorkais
entre 1977 et 1978 et jamais
publiés auparavant. Ce n’est que
justice que cette musique sau-
vage, directe et poignante se
retrouve enfin sur un CD. Mark
Cunningham, sonleader quijoua
aussi dans Don King, vit actue
lement, & Barcelone ot il a form

un nouveau groupe, Raeo, unduo
avec un musicien espagnol, Gat, -

et nous promet un CD pour 1994.

MARS

llull
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wo wave  Volviendo a lo dicho en Rockdalus 211
-gritica de “New York Nowse”, pagina 53—, una de
las grandes alegrias del revival de la década de
los ochenta —y de sus afos precedentes— es el
(relativo) interés que estdn despertando cieras
bandas criadas al amparo del boom artistico del
East Village neoyerquino que parecian definitiva-
mente clvidadas por el pesapaso del tiempa o
reducidas al distrute de fos grupusculos under-
ground de siempre.

El certificado de autentificacion de |a llamada
no wave, se quiera o no, fo firmé Brian Eno res-
pafdando y producizndo |2 hoy mitica compilacién
“No New York™ (78), cuatro bandas —Arto Lindsay
v DNA, Lydia Lunch con Teenage Jesus And The
Jerks, los Contortions de James Chance, Mars—
que se encontraban entre lo mas inquieto y “ocul-
ta” del subsuelo de Nueva York. EI ex Roxy Music
1o se equivocd: las piezas de todos estos grupos
siguen sonando actualmente amenazadoras y
apasionantes, rodajas de misica convulsa hin-
candole los dientes al misculo del rock para
devolver un hibrido perturbador entonces -y
ahora- casi desconocida. Un problema: los soni-
dos de estos cuatro magnificas se antajan todavia
anscos y demasiado incomodes, dificiles de dige-
rir por los menas atrevidos Sin rodeas: que los
fans de The Raplure o Radio 4, por ejemplo, bui-
ran despavoridos i esperan encontrar ventiladas
remodelaciones de expansitn bailable.

Mars -el recientemente fallecido Summer Crane
(guitarra, voz), China Burg (guilarra, vor; también
conocida como Lucy Hamilton), Mark Cunningham
{bajo, vaz; instalado desde hace arios en Barcelo-
na y posteriormente en asociaciones de riesgo
coma Dan King, Raso o Convolution] y Nancy Aren
{baterial- tuvieron una vida bastante efimera,
apenas dos afos desde su primer concierto en el
(CBGB con el nombre de China hasta su disolucion
a finales del 78, y una discografia corta que no
llegd a germinar en ningdn LP. Su obra en estudio,
en total poco mas de treinta y dos minutos, se
reduce a un single —grabade por Jay Dee Daug-
herty para Mer, el sello de Patti Smith, pero “olvi-

dado” y publicado en Francia por Rebel en 7"
recuperado por ZE en 127, un EP —supervisade
por Lindsay- y los cuatro cortes cedidos a "No
New Work™. EI primer intento de recopilar su lega-
do se produjo en 1986 con 78", vinilo de portada
termorifica auspiciado por Widowspeak —reeditado
en CO en 1985 en Atawistic como “78 + "con fres
temas extra~ con Jim “Foetus™ Thirlwell en un
papel excesivamente protagonmista: demasiada
libertad en las remesclas, fuentes de senido no
originales —en aguel momento los masters esta-
ban ilocalizables—, algunas tomas en directo... S,
era la obra de Mars, pero demaside “filtrada”.

Finglmente, “LP" -empaguetade en una pre-
ciosa carpeta de carton de electo metalizado y con
letras en relieve— restaura en todo su esplendor el
opus el cuarteto, en orden cronologico, con texos
de todas las canciones -transcritos directamente
e 1as cintas; no existen originales—y anotaciones
de Burg. Cunningham y un ensayo laudatorio de
Lydia Lunch. “Transmisiones estalicas de vna
oscura y distante estrella”, comiema |a sacerdo-
tisa del lado salvaje.

Una manera podtica de intentar describir los
dafiinos y perturbadores crucigramas de Mars, un
ponzofieso estanque de ruido blanca y ritmos frac-
turados buscanda el éxtasis en la drsolucion
estructural de fa cancion clasica. Punk con coar-
tada Iterania —1as notas aclaratorias senalan
influencias/inspiracién de Mareel Proust, Ray-
mend Roussel, Kirkegaard- a la caza de climas
facerantes y opresivos, valvuias de escape en un
“perverso romance con los demonios propios”
{Lunch again). Voces paranoicas desgarrando
fantasias sadumasoquistas (11000 ¥olts "), gui-
tarras flirteando con |a histeria, bajo fangoso y
omnipresente, el libro de estilo del que tomaron
buena nata Sonic Youth ( “Heden Forsdale’), seda-
Ies de ruido estatico vislumbrande ambient es-
pectral ( “Hairwaves ...

Entre el arrebato visceral y 1 refieddn intelec-
tual, una misica incendiania y comprometida, un
ordenado caos de funa y poesia extrema. un vol-
can de electricidad contaminada que vualve a
rugir exigiends atencion, admiracion y respeto. La
merece. Contacto: www.g33grecords.com. JUAN
CERVERA




MARS
The Complete Studio Recordings: NYC 1977-1978
[G3G/Spooky Sound; 2003]. Rating: 7.9

I'm looking up from an interview with William Burroughs, at a mariachi group as they smile and try to find their
balance on a downtown train. Their gestures of voice, guitar, and rhythm are promptly drowned in brake drones,

the shuddering of the decrepit old tracks, and plastic-protected ads for ache surgery and model-proffered Budweisers.
All | can hear through the din is the disquieting roar of Mars and singer China Burg's sinister slurring: "What | put
together, | can take apart."

Since | refuse to spend the $30 for a CD copy of No New York, I'm grateful to have the complete recordings of
Mars (count one seven-inch, four tracks from NNY, and one EP-- a half-hour in total) howling through my
headphones. For those keeping track, since the digital age, another complete discography of Mars already came
out on the Atavistic label, but with vague sonic tweaking by Foetus scraper Jim Thirlwell. Purists might argue that
since band member Mark Cunningham used a different master tape for transferring the Mars EP (even restoring
its binaural recording quality), it's still not going to sound like the "murkier" frequencies of the original wax. From

the metallic sparkle of the midnight blue card sleeve to the insightful commentary offered by the remaining members
(Sumner Crane passed away earlier this year), this limited edition package is too exquisite to overlook, no matter
how distressing the aural mess splattered inside.

For those obsessed with the no-wave aura, the biggest surprise would appear to be their first single, "3E"/'11,000
Volts". The quartet of Burg, Crane, Cunningham, and drummer Nancy Arlen were still toying with post-punk in
1977, the instruments fairly coherent as they churned together. Sumner could've sounded as haunted as lan Curtis
were he not evoking Swann's Way in the lyrics. On the flip, the ever-encroaching menace of their sound manifests
itself, seeping up around the eerie utterances of China Burg. It continues to seethe through certain moments of
Sonic Youth and the Dead C, up through the Liars and Yeah Yeah Yeahs today, but here it's an uncut sound that
curdles milk into white-noise gobs.

Mars' quarter of No New York still stuns, despite Eno's fabled "no production" technique. From the strafing runs
of "Helen Forsdale" through the bleary stabs of "Hairwaves", they remain beyond rock (or any music's) reason.
Whether smothering everything in the claustrophobic horrors of "Tunnel" or flashing a brief second of funk bass
before the hallucinated "Puerto Rican Ghost", their malice merges with the absurd. How else to have sneered
lyrics about "pimply pimply skin so reptilian" and off-track betting go with transcriptions of homeless madmen,
snatches of impenetrable French writer Raymond Rousseau, and readings from The Theory of Business Enterprises
sound so deranged and (the biggest surprise for me) dangerous still?

As they continued to devolve and finally disintegrate, by December of 1978, Mars happen upon disinterred beats and
sonic dementia too bleak to ever again be approximated. Lurching and moaning like the undead, their final EP (basically
a live performance for no one, recorded by Arto Lindsay) is scabrous and abhorrent listening. Nothing gags a fashionable
name-dropper like "The Immediate Stages of the Erotic", their final three minutes. Despite a vocal performance that

purportedly draws on Kirkegaard and ancient Egyptian consonants, these are the band's death spasms, their sound
like a bag lady retching up rodenticide while roasting on the third rail, beyond thought and notated music into the tarry,
animalistic pit of it all. Harrowing and writhing beyond the constraints of any art concept or tidy movement, Mars music
falls apart like zombie limbs, no matter how anyone tries to piece it back together.

-Andy Beta, January 5th, 2004. PITCHFORK




MARS
The Complete Studio Recordings: NYC 1977-1978
[G3G/Spooky Sound]

The collection of bands and fans that made up the no wave scene in New York in the late 70s may not have ever
really made significant waves outside of their home city during the existence of the original scene's heyday, but,

more than twenty years later, the legendary status that today's younger generations of fans (this writer included)

have bestowed upon the groups of No New York and their contemporaries must be fairly mind-blowing to those
involved. The term "no wave" is tossed around so easily in today's music culture that it has surely lost much of
its original meaning, and something that was a very specific aesthetic and philosophical reaction to a specific time
and place has become, to many, nothing more than a highly collectable LP and an often horribly misused descriptive
term. While the original purpose or aim of the no wave bands was to truly erase the limits of rock music, and create
something truly new, for the people and by the people, such anything-goes attitudes and philosophical underpinnings
have been lost behind two words that have surpassed their original meaning by far, as clangy, dissonant post
punk with a noisy edge masquerades as no wave in 2004. Mars didn't exist for very long, and never played outside
of New York City, but, as the no wave band who personified the movement's attitudes and ideals in the most
complete and extreme manner, they deserved far more.

This isn't the first reissue of Mars' music. Atavistic Records reissued the band's LP as part of the label's salvo of
no wave recordings in the mid to late 1990s with some added live material, and France's Disques Du Soliel compiled
a CD of lo-fi live tracks in 1994. However, this disc is the definitive Mars document currently available on CD. Mark
Cunningham, the quartet's bassist, spearheaded the release of this disc after the discovery of a cassette master
of the original binaural mix of the band's last studio recording, a self-titted EP. And while it's nice to hear clearer
versions of the two excellent sides of the band's debut 7", and have their four contributions to No New York together
with the rest of their material, it's the versions of the five tracks on the EP that make this such a special release.
Listening to the tracks in order, one can hear the rapid progression of Mars from damaged, post-Velvets art rock
of the first 7" to the completely unhinged and chaotic sounds of the EP, music that truly took rock to the edge of a
stylistic cliff. When "N.N. End" kicks in, and, suddenly the music becomes completely enveloping, the dropped jaw
of even the most seasoned Mars fan is forgivable, as the new master allows the music to be heard as never before.
The EP was recorded on a stage in an empty theater, and the original releases of the tracks made it sound that
way, distanced, and part of a bigger open space inside which the actual music almost seemed to fight to be heard.
Now, there's no distance between listener and music, and one can more fully comprehend and assimilate the sheer
cacophony that was spewing from the mouths and instruments of the band. Overlooked or inaudible nuances of
the music can be discovered, and the experience of hearing Mars' music come to life in the binaural setting, to this
listener, seems to finally be a feeling befitting the band's music, and, in retrospect, it's only now that these tracks
have really come alive.

The Complete Studio Recordings doesn't take the place of any previously issued Mars CDs, as the completist
will need to buy all three to collect all of the live material available. However, it's easy to imagine that, now that
this disc has been released, none of the others will ever sound quite as good. Only now has the raw power and
staggering brilliance of Mars truly been unleashed, and, amazingly, the band's music is even more impressive
than it was before.

-Adam Strohm, 2004 apr 2. WIRE




