in the description of a kiss




in the description of a kiss

with the Birthday Party. Did some theatre and film, including "The Right Side of My Brain" and
"Fingered" (for director Richard Kern).

My mother-in-law thought that if I joined the local Women's Club, my discontent would assauge beneath
the barrage of banal female camraderie. Oh yeah; sure, Ma.

Lunch stripped away the notes (or stopped dating musicians, another female evolution) and started
focusing on spoken word pieces. Through her own Widowspeak Productions, she released "The
Uncensored Lydia Lunch."

I was reading Marion Zimmer Bradley's "The Mists of Avalon," dragging it out toward my due date. |
gave birth early, bringing "The Mists..." and my dog-earred bible, Patti Smith's "Babel," with me to the
hospital. On August 9, 1985 I gave birth to a girl and became a mother. I was twenty-three and my
husband was forty. When I turned twenty-four two months later, I thought about a guy I knew --a bass
player-- who would be turning twenty-four the next month. I wondered what had happened to him.

I was at my most hard-body when I discovered the post-Bukowski writing of Harry Crews. Imagine my
surprise when Lydia Lunch and Kim Gordon (of Sonic Youth) did their tribute to him. Lunch by now
had collaborated with Herbert Selby Jr, Henry Rollins, Nick Cave, Jim Thirwell, Rowland S. Howard
and Don Bajema. I was a mom on extended maternity leave. I never did go back to the conventional
work force. I guess I have that in common with the Lady Lydia.

"Had to crank it up another notch. Manipulation elevated to Art Form. Put it up on the stage.
In front of an audience, who like johns, pay by the hour, the half hour, or in this case, every
ten minutes. Instead of pleasure, sell them pain. My pain. Their own pain. Regurgitated and
spat back at them. A public platform for psychotherapy. Make them pay to be tortured.
Assaulted. Abused. The audience as whipping boy, whose sex could and would be used
against them.

"Obliterate the safety net that separates the spectator from the exhibitionist. The doctor from
the patient. Play wet-nurse to nightsickness. Detail every form of madness, hysteria, torture,
obsession. An unholy vortex of verbal abuse. A hideous din. Around which forms a cult of
negation. The figurehead, a fallen Goddess, whose cruelty and hatred would be embraced.
Revered. Reviled. Feared. A classic nihilist's philosophy the only dogma: 'That which does
not kill me, makes me stronger..."

--Lydia Lunch "Paradoxia: A Predator's Diary"

Lunch has had books published, performances, including a collaboration with Exene Cervenka (formerly
of X); she's plaster castered her own body parts, led workshops (alright, am I the only one who hasn't
done that?), and exhibited photos. I'm still just hanging out, waiting for life to happen.

Omega cd recommendation: "Kerouac-- kicks joy darkness," 1997 Rykodisc (including Lunch's spoken
word version of "Bowery Blues"). More excerpts from her books at Perfect Sound Forever. Links to no-
wave and UBL's Lydia Lunch page. Above photo of Lunch and Cave by David Arnoff.
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Omega Essay: Polly Jean in concert
Diamanda Galas: the black rose of the avant garde
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