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bernard pozier / yves boisvert
2, MURAILLES DE CRAIES (1978) collectif f
3. ODEURS DE RUINES (1978) @ collectif |
4. JE / NOUS (1978) collectif épuisé

5. ECHANCRURES (1978) collegtif

6. AUT'BORD,A TRAVERS ! (1979)
bernard pozier

7. LA VISITEUSE / LE DRAGON BLESSE (1973
donald alarie / claude blouin

8. DU SILENCE (1979} collectif

9. ORDIPE P.Q¢ (1979)
paul beaubien

10.GRAPHIGNES (1980) collectif |

11.TRANSHUMANCES (198C)
andré barette

12.INSOMNIES POLAROIDS (1980)
mario campo
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'Nous voulons chanter l'amour du danger..e.
- F,T, Marinetti

sauter dans une Triumph convertible
mettre la clef de contact

écraser l'accélérateur :

les essieux crient

les pneus crissent

les tuyaux crachent

radio rock

'and her name is G.L.O.R.I.A.'
the rolling voice of Patti Smith
sur voie rapide

reflets de fuzz

contre le windshield

séquences multipliées

au volant du destin

le vent fougueux

dans les cheveux
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la ligne blanche défile
frénétiquement

au niveau du plexus solaire
vivre vite

toujours plus vite

'veins filled w/ existence,..
new risksees’
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NUIT DE NICOTINE

pulsations de néons

au-dessus des porches délabrés
rayons gamma

rasant les fagades factices
trottoirs du soir

la ville revit

l'odieux visuel vert lime

des nuits d'ennui

des éclairs celluloids
derridre les yeux

des frissons magnétiques
sous la peau

les zonards trainent

par les rues

parmi les rebuts

tramps jusqu'au sang
haletant dans les Halles

ces repaires souterrains
ol veillent les rebelles



guitares électrisantes

double croches écorchées

vox box rauque et railleur

poudre blanche et verres renversés
sur le comptoir plexiglass
chimdres de lazer

dehors le fond de 1'&re est froid
autour des arrondissements

des clochards clampsent

dans une dernidre crampe

en tenant au creux de la main
l'ultime flacon frelaté

la ville revit

et la vie s'avilit

trottoirs du désespoir

des insomnies de Paris.
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VILLE SUR VINYLE

syncopes de stroboscope
dans un club clando

lino synthétique lacéré
par les talons aiguilles
lipstick

sticky fingers

et jambes léopardées

des amazones

de jungle urbaine
déhanches de démence

rayures zircones

saillant des murs de polyuréthane

un vieux tube des Kinks
entre deux drinks

hits de cocaine

dans les lavatories
rituel de rock

'Why don't you dance with me?

I'm not no limburger

dance this mess around 'round 'round!

Cindy shouts



des airs de cover=-girls

aux yeux cosmétiques

rockettes cosmiques

en cuirette trds B 52'5

jupe fendue et flanc fluide

'0 = 0 = 0 Kate and Cindy and Crystal and Candy
Dance dance dance this mess around...'
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SEXIVORE

my lips on her hips

fascination épidermique

je la serpente

et m'enroule autour de

ses cuisses

détache ses jarretelles

d'un geste obsédé

fais glisser ses bas fashion fuchsia
a4 motifs suggestifs

jtavance 3 tdtons

dans 1'obscénité f
elle murmure

d'une voix humide
palpitations de cils rimmelés

3 4:30 AM

insatiable : 'encore ... €ncore .o’
ondulé dans ma peau vicieuse

de reptile

je me dresse comme un cobra
devant le sifflement
d'une naja.ee



ANDROGYNIE TEXTUELLE

planer dans la vape

d'un nu-disk

les écouteurs hi-sensitive
transmettent l'excitation sonore
jusqu'aux zones érogdnes
impulsions irrésistibles

lécher lascivement la peau
d'Electric Clito

caresses sublimées

sur la sleeve voyeuse

les nuits se suivent

et ne se ressemblent plus

corps suaves
dans la sueur des soupirs
androgynes~objets de nos désirs

la convulsion sera belle
ou ne sera pas.

.
.
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SPLEEN ULTRAVIOLET

trame de métropole ' :
traits tirés derridre |
les rideaux péles 1
la Ville Lumidre n'a pas sommeil
migraine

cirrhose poétique

puzzle du passé

aube d'encre ocre

café crdme et came coupée
1'inspiration désespdre

dans le centre-ville

le vent s'essouffle

contre les édifices de verre
le temps masque ses rides
dans les vitres-miroirs

le podte urbain
ne connalt plus les mots arbre terre pays
il n'écoute plus Vivaldi mais Edith Nylon




il erre dans des cités disproportionnées
en étranger sur sa propre plandte

comme Bowie s'engouffrant incognito

dans le métro de Tokyo.
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BLANK GENERATION

intersection de vie

ligne de ville

délinquants dans l'anarchie perpétuelle
dépravés sur le pavé

écrasant les mégots du mal viscéral

les asociaux ploient

sous le jour javellisant

l'asphalte asphyxie

. aux coins des rues suicidaires

le cri du Clash

aux Abattoirs

white riot

quand les black Russians
écoutent Nina Hagen

soirées enfumées aux Bains-Douches
ou au Bus Palladium

on the never-never

pas de boulot métro dodo

lézardes de lucidité

dans la puanteur de la réalité.



93STINING 93S8JTUBK -

1°°°eSNeIA9T eTUWOSUT,T ‘JTSSeJaSe jusmWaAnNOW ST
I93TBX® SUOTNOA Snou ‘TTemmos aT 38 ase3xs,T ‘sarsusd

?3TTrqomwy, T 9TyTudem ToT,nbsnl juele ‘eanjex9yyTr e,

25






27





















3k



rebel
with

cause



36



Punk must be willing to reject itself as it
becomes established, to be open to change
and to forgo the profits., It is a mode of
anarchy as much as the Dadaist 'Cabaret
Voltaire'! in Zurich at the end of the First
World War, and how many people today

are particularly familiar with that ?

Punk is music, clothes, style, small maga-
zines called 'fanzines', Punk is an atti-
tude, An anarchic attitude which promises
continual change. Promises it in look, ly=
rics, sounds and action, Anarchy is hard to
maintain without bombing your own position.

- Dike Blair, in 'PUNK!'
N.Y. 1978
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RESTLESS DAYS IN CHELSEA

summer in the city
rock time

hot night

w/ polaroid insomnia
transistor radio
playin' some Pretenders

spend the afternoon

at Brighton Beach

and the evening

at the Squat club

wanna dance

take a Shu~ga=-loo chance

the glarin' walls

reflect the speed of light/sound
of the Heartbreakers

rum and pineapple at E1l Quijote
wild smoke upstairs

while makin' up our eyes

tight snakeskin on our thighs
'tie back your hair baby

I'11 prove it all night

to you,!



SUBWAY THREAT

harsh realism

strychnine visions

the smell of grease and piss

in the corridors

anarchic roaming

throughout the sewers of Ratopolis
cement spattered with spittle
trains rumbling past

cold sweats stiffened

on dehumanized faces

every sound

every glance

every move

is a threat

as the hepatitis lights go off
in the cram=full car '
sharpened realism

like the blazing blade

of a jack-=knife

that plunges into your lungs.
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EAST SIDE STORY

rude rambler in the lower east, the bad side
of town, w/ wrecked veins on tattooed biceps.
did a jewellery store this morning., got 500
bucks, tonight he wants to make that leggy
blonde named Peggy.

burstin' in the usual club he finds the girl

in the arms of Stiv, the adverse gang's leader.
the jukebox is blarin' some outloud/outlaw mu-
sic. he moves phlegmatically towards his rivel:
people turn around., they feel something is going
to happen., when close enough to the bar, where
his opponent stands, he stops and screams : 'Ya
fuckin' rotter' then spits in his face. the
music roughly ceases, the atmosphere is elec=
TrIe ™

* next morning, in the New=York Times : 'Kid
stabbed to death in gang fight.'



RUNAWAY

trucks and cars passing by on the boundless
highway, leaving a cool breeze on your teenage
scars, heading for California or Florida, ybu
don't know, you don't really care. Jjust want
to go away from that stinkin' middle-class fa=-
mily life, forget your mother crying in her
room, forget your father drinking his scotch
in front of t.v. you've had enough of that
boring bungalow,

a few hours ago, you sold your body to an unknown
driver in the toilet of a gas station, had no
fun, no feelings, did it for the money, now
the rain starts pouring., you run to the reg-
taurant nearby., while having a cup of coffee,
you think things over, but you soon realize

that you made the right move and must g0 on,
outside, the rain hasn't stop. you can't wait
all night, got to hitch-hike,
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back on the side of the road, the night gets
darker and colder, the few cars dashing by
seem to ignore your shadow in the pitch-black
panorama, you shiver in your wet blue jean,
hoping that tomorrow you'll be closer to the
south, closer to the sun,

suddenly, a car slows down and stops. a tra-
velling salesman driving to Miami., you jump
in, sit back and relax. he offers you a ci=
garette and starts asking you the same old
shit, still you don't mind, you answer mecha=
nically.

the wind hisses in the dark, inside it's warm.
your eyes are lost in the future of the highway.
you inhale the futile smoke and dream that
tomorrow.se






"I'd 1like to remember Sid as the bare=chested
runt who came onstage in Randy's Rodeo, repor=-
tedly one of the toughest bars in Texas, shou=-
ting : 'Ya cowboy faggots!' I saw him on TV
in Britain and he was an outrageously skinny
and wasted creature : a pubescent decrepit if
there ever was one,

In the end, he and Nancy Spungen lived in the
Chelsea Hotel like a misguided Bonnie and Clyde
with thousands of crumpled dollars falling out
of their pockets and expensive heroin habits,
Nancy is reported to have called for help when
Sid couldn't find a vein, Sid was getting the
shit kicked out of him daily at the drug clinic
he went to, Sid crawled into the bathroom one
night to find his girl with a hunting knife in
her belly. The appearance of Sid's mother on
the scene lent a teen dream element to the punk
nightmare; she flew over to hold her boy's hand.
Well, he helped to ruin a great Rock 'n Roll band
and I suppose it's useless to ask where Malcolm
McLaren was when Sid finally overdosed on James
Joyce's birthday."

- Dermot Kelly, in Surfin'Bird
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skyscrapers looming up
out of the fog

the twin towers _
the closest he ever got
to heaven

he was a mess

in vain

had the world at his feet
New=York and its speed

but no more vein to hit

a degenerated blunt

vomiting on Fifth Avenue
slashing a bellied business man
who minded about the bollocks

padlocked up to the neck
he declaimed against
the Great Twentieth Century Swindle
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he was a rebel

with a cause

an image of society's hatred
he and his vixen girl
walking a tight rope
relapsing on 23 th street
FOR SID'S SAKE

DOG BEHEAD THE QUEEN!

( in memory of Sid Vicious,
1958 = 1979 )



47



' the Press can't accept anything
unless they can give it a label...'

- Johnny Rotten
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