UNDUE NOISE 6 review

Undue Noise is a regular night of sound art and experimental performances 

held at the Old Fire Station in Bendigo. It showcases local talents and is 

organized by Jacques Soddell. This is a review of Undue Noise 6, held on the 

9th of March 2003. Review written by Bill Harrison. (Bill’s email 

frozen_groper@hotmail.com)

The night began with Brakhage a collaboration/improvisation between Jacques 

and Justin. Jacques provided some chilling background atmospheres that were 

wildly interrupted by static bursts from Justin’s unplugged guitar lead. 

Waves of sounds built up and collapsed as the performers oscillated between 

too many ideas and not enough. Such is the nature of improvised performance. 

It was a pleasure to see giant child-like grins on the performer’s faces. 

Probably laughing at their own futility as they tried in vain to control the 

rampaging musical monster they had created. It’s always great when 

performers show some emotions, especially in this genre dominated by 

chin-scratchers and sound-scientists. If they are having fun on stage then 

it carries across to the audience is too. Brakhage prove that you don’t need 

to assert high art pretensions for an excuse to throw mud around in the 

musical sandpit.

Next up was Koba No Gomi, or Edward as he is known to his friends. Edward 

played a short set since he had a relative staying at his house that night. 

Koba No Gomi is a striking impression, a big man with a tiny Casio keyboard 

and a CD player. The first song was defined by very sparse, scary and most 

importantly, original beats. Random enough so that you don’t hear a pattern 

but ordered enough so that they don’t sound irritating or distracting. These 

beats juxtaposed with Edward playing out of tune/dissonant melodies over the 

top. It could of sounded incredibly bad, but it worked. Childish Casio tones 

drifting over Armageddon’s preferred percussion. The second track he played 

straight from the CD. Edward began manipulating it before deciding that it 

would be easier just to let the track play and do nothing. True slacker 

genius. I fell in love with the track. Just simple Casio melodies but 

fractured and cut up using a strobe like tremolo/LFO effect. I can’t recall 

ever hearing such an effective example of minimalism. Koba No Gomi then 

returned to his seat in the audience to let his CD player take the 

spotlight. The CD player responded with some kitsch 1980’s computer game 

music that I have always been fond of. I wish my CD player could perform 

tracks like that.

Jacques returned to the stage alone, armed with his laptop. Jacques 

presented a series of delicate, fragile sounds that you could imagine the 

lightest whisp of wind blowing away. This was a good contrast to the 

previous performers and I must admit I still had Koba No Gomi’s catchy 

melodies looping around in my head for the first half of Jacques’ set. This 

brings me to the only criticism of Undue Noise. The lack of a break between 

performers! Normally at rock concerts I am disgusted by the lack of 

efficiency when changeovers take 45 minutes or more. Finally I go to show 

where the changeover time is reduced to zero and I am lamenting the fact 

that there’s no time to reset your mind before the next (radically 

different) performer, as well as get a drink and locate a toilet.

The courageous Jacques presented a transient array of subtle, ambient and 

evocative sounds. Although produced via highly artificial means they evoked 

very organic feelings such as great expectation, hope, and awe. Such as the 

noise that to some may have sounded like a tram buzzing or spacecraft engine 

(Okay I know there is no sound in space, but you know what I mean!) Yet to 

me it sounded like the soundtrack to a mythological scene where a God or 

prophet is revealed to his mortal followers. Since some consider ambient 

sounds boring while others consider them rewarding I recommend that 

listeners put effort into listening, interpreting and creating their own 

story line. The reward is there for those who want it. Which is why many 

artists prefer to work this way. If you have an attention span longer than 3 

seconds you’ll be rewarded with a journey deep into your unconscious. Those 

that do not understand this music obviously don’t wish to become tourists in 

their own headspace.

Another winning sample Jacques produced was fragments of syllables and 

sillibance from human speech. Immaculately sampled with digital precision 

and sequenced to take dialog and remove it from it’s context of 

communication. Usually we use speech to try and tell each other what to do 

or to criticize other people’s actions (such as the media does). It was 

fantastic to hear the human voice liberated from such negative associations. 

All in all, it was a very uplifting and world-class performance that I’d 

consider to be the equivalent of a dictionary definition for the term “sound 

art”. If you like acts like Qua, Quockenzocker or Ai Yamamoto you should 

make it your business to see Jacques play. The laptop fraternity rejoices!

Atbash Cypher were going to be good. How did I know this? They were dressed 

in retro 70’s op shop attire, reminiscent of Scott Goodall’s (ex 

Screwburner) style. They even did the “keyboard on ironing board” trick 

(I’ve only ever seen ninetynine do that before ninetynine’s ironing board 

broke!) They had Memory Moog. They had samples (stolen from last night’s TV 

news) that poked fun at the current media hysteria over terrorism. 

(Naturally cut up Negativland style)

If a Melbourne band walked on stage looking like this the image would have 

been the result of calculations and market research. Hence the music would 

proceed to suck, I would leave the pub and go home. But these local Bendigo 

lads had all this gear for a reason. i.e. They actually used the moog to 

create awesome sounds instead of using it as a status symbol.

All three members diligently toiled away at their grooveboxes and effects. 

The beats were casual, stripped back, electro. Dancing over the beats was a 

complex web of bubbling and oozing frequency sweeps. Some subtle melodies 

intruded now and then…these combined with the band’s cool stage presence and 

minimalist beats made me think of Kraftwerk, or other bands that try to be 

like Kraftwerk (i.e. Gerling or The Emergency) However, unlike Kraftwerk, 

Atbash Cypher were not still trying to cash in on songs that were written 20 

years ago. I was impressed with the freshness and relevance of everything 

they did. I could imagine that their material would never become stale 

because they’d just change the samples to reflect relevant issues affecting 

the public. Even if they toured internationally…sampling the native 

country’s TV and radio to keep it culturally relevant as well.

Another reason Atbash Cypher impressed was that they created a similar vibe 

to a live-improvised electronic show called Dreaming Electric that used to 

dominate 3CR graveyards on Thursday nights. I missed the show’s vibe so it 

was good to find new people with similar electronic tastes, and similar 

political inclinations.

Next up was Misty Ra. Misty Ra is Justin playing on guitar. Drawing 

inspiration from numerous delay pedals and an e-bow. The set began more as a 

homage to Fripp and Eno. Replicating the beautiful gliding drones of the No 

Pussyfooting and Evening Star records. After building up a nice bed of 

atmospheric loops he began to explore a different part of the classic rock 

anatomy. Sending some clean sounding Satriani or Santana like fiddly guitar 

parts jangling over the top of the drones. In the process revealing his 

passion for more popular / classical styles as well as the more obvious 70’s 

drug induced drone that was wilting into the background. I was told later 

that he was playing without his usual accompaniment of some pre-recorded 

beats and noises. This was interesting because although Justin’s playing was 

sonically brilliant it did suffer from a lack of variety and changes. This 

could be solved by playing a shorter set, or by reintroducing some of the 

more prepared elements to the set. Overall though, it was a privilege to 

have seen him paint such beautiful textures with his chosen instrument. 

Saving the guitar from it’s stereotypical role as a phallic symbol in pop 

records.

Finally Psyanide arrested the stage. Mr Prowd walked on to the stage with a 

shit-load of equipment. Rack-mounted personal computer, mixing desks, racks 

of effects, keyboards. His entire bedroom basically. With that much gear at 

his disposal I was hoping that he would not cause a blackout due to strain 

on the country town’s power supply. With such an arsenal you could do some 

severe damage to people’s ears with uncompromising digital harshness.

Unfortunately instead of  “sound art” we were treated to some standard 

progressive house techno. I’ve got a couple of friends who live for this 

kind of music. Raves are cool. But I don’t get out much…and I don’t usually 

listen to this kind of music at home either. So I can’t comment on 

Psyanide’s merits other than he seemed very competent, looked and sounded 

professional. It’s not that he performed badly; it was just an inappropriate 

place for such music. The gig is supposed to be sound art so you 

go…expecting intellectual stimulation and very little pelvis grinding 

action. Nor do you expect music that has already gained popular acceptance.

Being a small regional event we must be a bit more open-minded and expect a 

wider range of styles because there would not be enough performers to fill 

up if too much discrimination kicked in. In fact Melbourne music suffers 

from too much discrimination. That is fine. But was I could not understand 

was why Mr Prowd did not modify his set to suit the vibe of the night. He 

stood there banging away like a superstar DJ playing the same repetitive 

beat and making the same predictable sweeps every time. He didn’t even seem 

conscious that most of the other performers had only done 15-20 minute sets. 

Psyanide continued to hammer away for a full forty-five minutes. He had no 

empathy for the audience who would have appreciated something more esoteric. 

Obviously he is a talented man and I got his contact details so I could pass 

them on to my friends but I thought he lacked creativity because he wasn’t 

able to use his equipment to create original sounds that would be more 

sympathetic to the occasion.

Overall it was a brilliant night, and I strongly recommend your attendance 

at the next Undue Noise to be held on the 11th of May. It is sure to be just 

as original, innovative and full of surprises.  Email 

j.soddell@bendigo.latrobe.edu.au or just search for Undue Noise for details.

