f or the first part of the show, most of the audience kept ab least ome ewe glued o the oo
imposing replica of the TIT tower, #RL catered the show to the Sustin audience b reenacting
the Charles Whitman shooting of 1966, The "Randy %Weawer” robot perched on the structure's
upper Him, plaing the pant of Charles Whitman by repeatedly firing Fauzx gun blastz onto the
field. Tleanwhile, the W1 slowly deneed sround the tower, dlowing smealler props downfield
before twrning its attention to the plrwood-and-sreel fovndation. Blasts of Five rattled the
andienes’s dental weore as the rocket pointed itz smouk into the tower.

Conkinwous rocket blasts quiekly igmited the wood ab grownd lewvel, snd the andience cheered as
sparks roge through the replica’s inwer caoriby, Thiz was the logical elimas of the ewening for
many in the stands, and the W1 seemed the perfect tool for the job, Throaty booms from the
rocket set more flame and & steady spring wind soon twmed the tower inko a P0-foot inferno of
blazing wood, twisting metal, and liguefied rabot parts.

A Phe strwebure became engulfed with bright flame, the erowed's reaction turmed from lowdly
trivmphant o strangely silent. Father thon cheering the Tower's demize, theiw quiskly wakehed
embers shoot upweard a2 more eombustibles hurmed to ash, With a sevies of ereakez, the tower
zlowly twisted and erashed o the ground, snd after a short cheer, some searched for the et
speckacle while others quistly stared into the erumpled pyre,

f ortyfive minukes inko the performence, the infield was fully transformed into
HEL's tralemark war zone. Chaos ruled a5 the props burned, machines lay wounded on
the track, and standing robots went after anything still standing. The rocket go can sped
through the obstaele course left by the wounded snd desd meehomieal participamts.

The smell of smake, burning petrolenm, and bleeding machines filled the air as pas of
the stands began to empty. Families were generally the first to leawe, followsed bar the
sound-zensibive, and then thoze raving dustin's 4TI bar cwrfew, TWhether the andienee
left dizturbed, disgruntled, or deliviows wikh joy, they'd hoore plenty to dizeuss over

artistic breakCast the mext dar.
- Barck inside, the FlameBlower inehed toward the huge tripod a5 the BREL erew kept

looking for one last thing to bwm. ...
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Related Links:

The Dfficial BRL Wehzite

The Robot Srovp Home Page
2RL at Amerdcan Recordings
constmet | 51l meets phos phene
Iz Phoeniw Burnine?

Zeemen Website

Dizcovery Channel RBobotics
1995 Crme Wasve Show
Maxk Panline

t he following morming -- ten houes after the show's end -- Longhom
GApeedwray looked like the target of a surgical stike or a massive frain
derailment. The tower's contorted metal superstactore lav in a pile of
ashes. The show'z mechanical actors 3at scattered acrozs the field, resting
up from a particularly stenuons performance. Clawes and arms were
streaked with rezidval carbon from the evening's litle fivestonns. The
oraz3 inside the track's perimeter wras scorched black from rocket five,
brndng debiis cannons, and the oocasional road flave.

Ail-zmoldering tives and creozote poles let off an AMAZSING stench. The
srapor mdved with other aromes of industial wracfare (melted plastic,
cunpowder smoke, and diesel fumes). For the crew at BRL-- sleeping late
after the post-show victory party-- it was the smell of victory.

3 3 Eutamong the smoldering hulks and chaired debris, it was obvions that

ATL, entertainment, or justa ot of g cpevr had tended to its wounded machines hefare torrdng in. The

noize? Tell us what you think ill-fated Walking Machine (which had an indestructible reputation) had

about SEL. been put up on jack stends wntl further repairs conld be atempted. The
props had been destroved | but the machines would be tmcked back home

tisti o be rewrorked and nsed in the next show.
mayhem Cloze 1o the infield's center, the Carndsal of Fools were husy cutting apart

their donated caronzel -- wving to salvage debiiz for vse in foture

it E installations. The clesnup had begun, and parts of the art recweled .

Finally, a way onto the Internet for people

who aren’t way into computers. [ ﬂ
[click here) () Southwestern Bell '
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SEAN KENNERLY
Don’'t mess with Texas?

When 4,500 Austinites crammed into Longhom Speedway on Good Friday to witness Survival Research Laboratories' panoply of destructive machines,
it was the perfect marriage. What people on earth are more open-minded than Texans when it comes to extremely loud, fire-breathing technological appara-
tus? And what better place and time for SRL’s festival of ironies than a stock-car racetrack at the height of the Texas wildflower season? Along with the SRL
staples (sound-and-fire-spewing cannons and an array of unlikelylooking machines that somehow evoke the medieval, Paleolithic, and industrial eras simul -
taneoudly), the show also included several Texas-themed “events.” A cheer went through the crowd (punctuated by an occasional “ Yeeee-haw!”) as the
fire-cannon ignited a four- story facsimile of the University of Texas tower. Other site-specific displays included the Bubbhacrane (the sole purpose of which
was to repeatedly lift a burning dune buggy 30 feet in the air and drop it) and an equestrian flag ceremony, in which riders flew the SRL flag and the Texas
Lone Star. As my 82-year-old grandmother from Brady, Texas, said, “If | hadn’t seen it with my own eyes, | never would have believed they could have done
so much interesting stuff with all that junk.”

Growth in Online Entertai nment
Market Has One Player Eveing Technol ogy Rol e

By Jodi Cohen

WEBWEEK magazi ne May 1997

MONSTERBIT MEDIA started building Web sites intheearly days of HTTP 1.0 for the Austin, Texas, music
scene. It was the first to do a wireless T-1 video broadcast of the nationally recogni zed Sur vi val
Research Laboratories performance art group. The performance had to be done at arace track because o the
pyrotechnics, so the company hooked up two 65 foot towers so the video signd coul d be transmi tted back i nto tovn.
“We pride ourse ves on bei ng thefirst to push the envel ope andit’'s usudly stuff likethis is that alows you to push
the envelope,” sad MeliePrice president of Monster Bit Medi a and affiliate MB Media“We were one of thefirst totry
and use vi deo techna ogy.”

The company handl es on-line ordering, |live broadcasti ng, mailing lists, and other i tems found on many music
Web sites. “We areredly aturnkey digita provider” sadPrice “We haveinstaled digita |ines to do the broadcast-
ing through MB Medi afor severd |large music festivals.” If an i ndependent-|abel artist wants to discount CDs online
during alive broadcast, for i nstance, MB Mediaruns aspecia on the CD and dfers onli ne transacti ons, which generate
revenue Withlarger artists, such as George Clinton, MB Medi aestablishes alink toamgor CD provi der and gets acut
of theprofit fromCDs sdd. If MB features alive broadcast from one o its |arge venues, distributionis handl ed by the
network and the siterece ves afl at rate, because the venue, not the artist, is theclient

Currently, the company is both acontent and a technad ogy
provider. But Price sad shewouldlike to evd ve away from bei ng a
content provi der toward becom ng a provi der of the backend
network to keep everything runni ng smoothly. “There are ga ng to
beredly big players produci ng red |y bi g networks, and they are
nore sui ted for content ddlivery”, she said. “But each of those
networks is gong to need asupport network and i nfrastructure | ongevity and a good reputati on.

Pricesad she hasn't had a need to fi nd advertisers and says that artists don't |i ke sponsorshi p and advertis-
ing anyway. What sheisworking on are marketing campa gns in which advertisers >d ated to the content are worked
i nto the programmi ng, such as a specid on Gibson guitars. “1 don't think the banner adverti sing model works,”
sad M But as the price of technd ogy fals and becomes norereadily aval abl e the audi ence will broaden out on the
Web anyway.”

she
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Great pillars of smoke shoot into the night air blanketing a twoblock radius near Folsom and Main with an ominous cloud of gray
black soot For those of us not hip (or square) enough to get our directions on-line Sunday night, the smoke acts as a makeshift
usher guiding us to the site of the latest constructive mayhem from the folks at Survival Research laboratories. Since Mark
Pauline started the organization in 1979, it has staged nearly 50 events, to the delight of thrill seekers and industrial pagans
worldwide.

From half a block away you can see 10foot columns of flame blaze through the darkness, illuminating the corrugated
underbelly of the Bay Bridge and washing nearby buildings with a bloodred glow. Piercing airraid sirens squeal repetitively, com-
plementing the industrial chorus of metalonmetal screeching and generator hum.

Though the conceptual artists of SRL have chosen an isolated, deserted lot for “Crime
Wave” (described on the Internet as “the humorous aspects of violent human interaction”), nearly 1,000 people have shelled out
$10 each to stand on the temporary bleachers inside the fencedin arena while hundreds of others climb the surrounding hills or
stand on car hoods, dumpsters, and balconies for a better view. Most everyone has brought camera equipment and earplugs.

“Never, | mean never get anywhere near SRL without plugs,” warns a middleaged skater. As if to chase his point home,
a flare gun shoots off nearby. Under the stark glare of the floodlights, the scene is a model of calculated anarchy. Dozens of men
and women clad in Armygreen jumpsuits, industrial goggles, and protective earwear thread their way in between exploding
flame-throwers, whirling helicopter blades, selfdestructing robots, re animated roadkill, and colliding vehicles. Their headsetwear-
ing, walkietalkiecarrying counterparts move authoritatively through the crowd, lending the only semblance of control to the spec-
tacle.

“It's an example of contained chaos,” says an older spectator whose friend is on tonight's SRL crew. “I've seen videos,
but live it's something completely different. On tape you see the overall theme, the concept of mechanized chaos. Live, it's dan-
gerous. You feel the heat of the flame. You feel the music in your bones. There’s the sense that something could go wrong at
any time.”

Despite the palpable threat of disaster, the rapt crowd seems fairly relaxed, drinking beer and smoking cigarettes.
Standing on the back windshield of a burnedout Corolla, Matt, an ecstatic 19 yearold, oohs and aahs. “Man, | wish | was on
‘shrooms,” he says. “I just didn’'t have time to get it together.” Like the majority of the assembled, Matt only found out about the
show a few hours ago. “Most of it's wordofmouth,” says a helpfulman named
Kimo. “It was released on the Net less than 20 hours ago.” SRL generally keeps things under wraps until the last minute; not
only does it keep the crowd size manageable, it keeps the cops away—until the explosions start, at least

Suddenly, the “Party” house, a small, colorfully painted structure built on an adjacent hillside, bursts into flame and slides
down the incline onto the pavement below, crushing the copulating robots within.

“It's a modernday version of an ancient New Guinea custom,” Kimo explains. “A chosen virgin has sex with each male of
the village. During the last act, the house is lit on fire and the supports pulled out with both the man and woman still inside.” He
beams. “It's very tribalistic. The whole thing is, really. A good release, don't you think?”

The searing heat from a 15foot tornado of | flame pushes me to the back of the crowd. | Several veterans of the Police and Fire
Departments stand glancing casually at the action and chatting. “We weren’t given any advance notice,” says Officer Patrick
Driseoll. “I responded to a reported explosion, but so far, so good. They’'ve been pretty cooperative.” He points to the couple
dozen SRL personnel working crowd control.

A final shot rings out as the last of the metal monsters is consumed in flame.

“Thank you very much for coming to our concert,” booms the first human voice of the evening. “Please depart in an orderly and
safe fashion.” Surprisingly, most of the crowd obeys, leaving only a few souvenir hunters to loiter around.

“I've sold six of these,” yells John, a young machinist who contributed to the show. He’s holding an enormous smoking
spear in his gloved hand. “I asked Mark [Paulinel if we could sell them, and he said, ‘Why not?’ | made these.” Never one to
pass up a work of art, David Duprey, Night Crawler’s photographer, barters John down from 20 to 13 bucks. “Thirteen’s a lucky
number,” says John as he leans the piece against a fence. “Be careful —it's hot,” he warns. “It'll get you babes!” a spectator
yells in support. Shouldering the monstrosity, Duprey heads for his motorcycle, blending into the smoldering backdrop of twisted,
broken machines and charred pavement.

By Silke Tudor






