
Flying Saucer Rock and Roll
Howard Waldrop

They could have been contenders.
Talk about Danny and the Juniors, talk about the Spaniels, the Contours, 

Sonny Till and the Orioles. They made it to the big time: records, tours, sock 
hops at $500 a night. Fame and glory.

But you never heard of the Kool-Tones, because they achieved their 
apotheosis and their apocalypse on the same night, and then they broke up. 
Some still talk about that night, but so much happened, the Kool-Tones get 
lost in the shuffle. And who’s going to believe a bunch of kids, anyway? The 
cops didn’t and their parents didn’t. It was only two years after the president 
had been shot in Dallas, and people were still scared. This, then, is the Kool-
Tones’ story:

Leroy was smoking a cigar through a hole he’d cut in a pair of thick, 
red wax lips. Slim and Zoot were tooting away on Wowee whistles. It was 
a week after Halloween, and their pockets were still full of trick-or-treat 
candy they’d muscled off little kids in the projects. Ray, slim and nervous, 
was hanging back, “We shouldn’t be here, you know? I mean, this ain’t the 
Hellbenders’ territory, you know? I don’t know whose it is, but, like, Vinnie 
and the guys don’t come this far.” He looked around.

Zoot, who was white and had the beginnings of a mustache, took the 
yellow wax-candy kazoo from his mouth. He bit off and chewed up the big 
C pipe. I mean, if you’re scared, Ray, you can go back home, you know?”

“Nah!” said Leroy. “We need Ray for the middle parts.” Leroy was twelve 
years old and about four feet tall. He was finishing his fourth cigar of the day. 
He looked like a small Stymie Beard from the old Our Gang comedies.

File still wore the cut-down coat he’d taken with him when he’d escaped 
from his foster home.

He was staying with his sister and her boyfriend. In each of his coat 
pockets he had a bottle: one Coke and one bourbon.

“We’ll be all right,” said Cornelius, who was big as a house and almost 
eighteen. He was shaped like a big ebony golf tee, narrow legs and waist 
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blooming out to an A-bomb mushroom of arms and chest. He was a yard 
wide at the shoulders. He looked like he was always wearing football pads.

“That’s right,” said Leroy, taking out the wax lips and wedging the cigar 
back into the hole in them. “I mean, the kid who found this place didn’t say 
anything about it being somebody’s spot, man.”

“What’s that?” asked Ray.
They looked up. A small spot of light moved slowly across the sky. It was 

barely visible, along with a few stars, in the lights from the city.
“Maybe it’s one of them UFOs you’re always talking about, Leroy,” said 

Zoot.
“Flying saucer, my left ball,” said Cornelius. “That’s Telstar. You ought to 

read the papers.”
“Like your mama makes you?” asked Slim.
“Aww . . . ” said Cornelius.
They walked on through the alleys and the dark streets. They all walked 

like a man.

“This place is Oz,” said Leroy.
“Hey!” yelled Ray, and his voice filled the area, echoed back and forth in 

the darkness, rose in volume, died away.
“Wow.”
They were on what had been the loading dock of an old freight and 

storage company. It must have been closed sometime during the Korean 
War or maybe in the unimaginable eons before World War II. The building 
took up most of the block but the loading area on the back was sunken and 
surrounded by the stone wall they had climbed. If you stood with your back 
against the one good loading door, the place was a natural amphitheater.

Leroy chugged some Coke, then poured bourbon into the half-empty 
bottle. They all took a drink, except Cornelius, whose mother was a 
Foursquare Baptist and could smell liquor on his breath three blocks away.

Cornelius drank only when he was away from home two or three days.
“Okay, Kool-Tones,” said Leroy. “Let’s hit sonic notes.”
They stood in front of the door, Leroy to the fore, the others behind him 

in a semicircle: Cornelius, Ray, Slim, and Zoot.
“One, two, three,” said Leroy quietly, his face toward the bright city 

beyond the surrounding buildings.
He had seen all the movies with Frankie Lymon and the Teenagers in 

them and knew the moves backwards. He jumped in the air and came down, 
and Cornelius hit it: “Bah-doo, bah-doo, bah-doo-uhh.”



Bob Dylan, Troy Jonson,
and the Speed Queen

F. Paul Wilson

Dylan walks in and I almost choke.
I’ve known all along it had to happen. I mean, it was inevitable. But still, 

finding yourself in the same room with a legend will tend to dry up your 
saliva no matter how well prepared you think you are.

My band’s been doing weeknights at the Eighth Wonder for two months 
now, a Tuesday-Wednesday-Thursday gig, and I’ve made sure there’s an 
electrified Dylan song in every set every night we play. Reactions have been 
mixed. At worst, hostile; at best, grudging acceptance. Electric music is a 
touchy thing here in Greenwich Village in 1964. All these folkies who think 
they’re so hip and radical and grass-roots wise, they’ll march in Selma, but 
they’ll boo and walk out on a song by a black man named Chuck Berry. Yet 
if you play the same chord progression and damn near the same melody and 
say it’s by Howlin’ Wolf or Muddy Waters or Sonny Boy Williamson, they’ll 
stay. So, although my band’s electric, I’ve been showing my bona fides by 
limiting the sets to blues and an occasional protest song.

Slowly but surely, we’ve been building an audience of locals. That’s what I 
want, figuring that the more people hear us, the sooner word will get around 
to Dylan that somebody’s doing rocked-up versions of his songs. It has to. 
Greenwich Village is a tight, gossipy little community, and except maybe 
for the gays, the folkies are just about the tightest and most gossipy of the 
Village’s various subcultures. I figured when he heard about us, he’d have to 
come and listen for himself. I’ve been luring him. It’s all part of the plan.

And tonight he’s taken the bait.
So here I am in the middle of Them’s version of “Baby, Please Don’t Go” 

and my voice goes hoarse and I fumble the riff when I see him, but I manage 
to get through the song without making a fool out of myself.

When I finish, I look up and panic for an instant because I can’t find 
him. I search the dimness. The Eighth Wonder is your typical West Village 
dive, little more than a long, rectangular room with the band platform at 
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one end, the bar right rear, and cocktail tables spread across the open floor. 
Then I catch his profile silhouetted against the bar lights. He’s standing there 
talking to some gal with long, straight, dark hair who’s even skinnier than 
he is—which isn’t much of a description, because in 1964 it seems all the 
women in Greenwich Village are skinny with long, straight hair.

The band’s ready to begin the next number on the set list, our Yardbirds-
style “I’m a Man,” but I turn and tell them we’re doing “All I Really Want to 
Do.” They nod and shrug. As long as they get paid, they don’t give a damn 
what they play. They’re not in on the plan.

I strap on the Rickenbacker twelve-string and start pickng out Jim 
McGuinn’s opening. I’ve got this choice figured to be a pretty safe one since 
my wire tells me that the Byrds aren’t even a group yet.

Dylan’s taken a table at the rear with the skinny brunette. He’s slouched 
down. He’s got no idea this is his song. Then we start to sing and I see 
him straighten up in his chair. When we hit the chorus with the three-part 
harmony, I see him put down his drink. It’s not a big move. He’s trying to be 
cool. But I’m watching for it and I catch it.

Contact.
Research told me that he liked the Byrds’ version when he first heard it, so I 

know he’s got to like our version because ours is a carbon copy of the Byrds’. And 
naturally, he hasn’t heard theirs yet because they haven’t recorded it. I’d love to 
play their version of “Mr. Tambourine Man,” but he hasn’t written it yet.

There’s some decent applause from the crowd when we finish the number 
and I run right into a Byrds version of “The Times They Are A-changin’.” I 
remind myself not to use anything later than Another Side of Bob Dylan. We 
finish the set strong in full harmony on “Chimes of Freedom,” and 1 look 
straight at Dylan’s dim form and give him a smile and a nod. I don’t see him 
smile or nod back, but he does join in the applause.

Got him.
We play our break number and then I head for the back of the room. But 

by the time I get there, his table’s empty. I look around but Dylan’s gone.
“Shit!” I say to myself. Missed him. I wanted a chance to talk to him.
I step over to the bar for a beer, and the girl who was sitting with Dylan 

sidles over. She’s wearing jeans and three shirts. Hardly anybody in the 
Village wears a coat unless it’s the dead of winter. If it’s cool out, you put on 
another shirt over the one you’re already wearing. And if it’s even cooler, you 
throw an oversize work shirt over those.

“He sorta kinda liked your stuff,” she says.
“Who?”
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Edward Bryant

1
Up above the burning city, a woman wails the blues. How she cries out, how 
she moans. Flames fed by tears rake fingers across the sky.

It is an old, old song:
Fill me like the mountains
Fill me like the sea

Writhing in the heat, she stands where there is no support.
The fire licks her body.

All of me
So finely drawn, and with the glitter of ice, the manipulating wires radiate 

outward. Taut bonds between her body and the flickering darkness, all wires 
lead to the intangible overshadowing figure behind her. Without expression, 
Atropos gazes down at the woman.

Face contorting, she looks into the hearts of a million fires and cries out.
All of me

As Atropos raises the terrible, cold-shining blades of the Nornshears and 
with only the barest hesitation cuts the wires. Limbs spread-eagled to the 
compass points, the woman plunges into the flames. She is instantly and 
utterly consumed.

The face of Atropos remains shrouded in shadows.

2
ALPERTRON PRESENTS

IN CONCERT
JAIN SNOW

with
MOOG INDIGO

Sixty-track stim by RobCal
June 23, 24

One show nightly at 2100
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Tickets $30, $26, $22.
Available from all Alpertron

outlets or at the door.
ROCKY MOUNTAIN

CENTRAL ARENA
DENVER

3
My name is Robert Dennis Clary and I was born twenty-three years ago in 
Oil City, Pennsylvania, which is also where I was raised. I’ve got a degree 
in electrical engineering from MIT and some grad credit at Cal Tech in 
electronics. “Not suitable, Mr. Clary,” said the dean. “You lack the proper team 
spirit. Frankly speaking, you are selfish. And a cheat.”

My mother told me once she was sorry I wasn’t handsome enough to get 
by without working. Listen, Ma, I’m all right. There’s nothing wrong with 
working the concert circuit. I’m working damned hard now. I was never genius 
enough that I could have got a really good job with, say, Bell Futures or 
one of the big space firms. But I’ve got one marketable talent—what the 
interviewer called a peculiarly coordinative affinity for multiplex circuitry. 
He looked a little stunned after I finished with the stim console. “Christ, kid, you 
really get into it, don’t you?”

That’s what got me the job with Alpertron, Ltd., the big promotion and 
booking agency. I’m on the concert tour and work their stim board, me and 
my console over there on the side of the stage. It isn’t that much different in 
principle from playing one of the instruments in the backup band, though 
it’s a hell of a lot more complex than even Nagami’s synthesizer. It all 
sounds simple enough: my console is the critical link between performer and 
audience. Just one glorified feedback transceiver: pick up the empathic load 
from Jain, pipe it into the audience, they react and add their own load, and 
I feed it all back to the star. And then around again as I use the sixty stim 
tracks, each with separate controls to balance and augment and intensify. It 
can get pretty hairy, which is why not just anyone can do the job. It helps 
that I seem to have a natural resistance to the side-band slopover radiation 
from the empathic transmissions. “Ever think of teaching?” said the school 
voc counselor. “No,” I said. “I want the action.”

And that’s why I’m on the concert circuit with Jain Snow; as far as I’m 
concerned, the only real blues singer and stim star.

Jain Snow, my intermittent unrequited love. Her voice is shagreen-rough; 
you hear it smooth until it tears you to shreds.
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