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It was perhaps a somew-
hat balmy day and not just a bit 
abnormally begun. I woke up 
and went to the gym, and let me 
tell you, I never do that. Still, 
there’s no accounting for ran-
domness. By 1pm, all of Mother 
Ming was in the MPR, like hos-
tages in the gutted innards of 
a spaceship. Before George 
Clinton arrived and gassed the 
whole sphere with his abso-
lute groovitude, MPR was just 
a warehouse of strategically 
placed speakers, monitors, and 
black cables. Jake was spin-
ning on the turntables and we 
were all dancing the high, 
uncoordinated dance of excite-
ment. It was the amplification 
of a feeling we’d been carry-
ing with us for four days. Even 
when the bus arrived, and the 
sound checks were through, 
when we’d taken the stage—it 
was hard to believe that we 
were going to open for the 
grand sage of funk.

And who doubted him? 
Who had in their deepest, 
grooviest, most syncopated of 
hearts the slightest question of 
his ability to move the crowd? 
To remain funky? In the sleep-
less night from Friday to Satur-
day, I may have had my reser-
vations. But funk is in the blood, 
you see. Its in the heart—the 
rhythm starts there.

Mother Ming took the stage 
and we played hard. We were 

like children in a candy store. I 
can’t for the life of me remem-
ber most of what I did on stage 
(not that that isn’t how it usually 
is…), but I remember seeing 
member of George’s band rock-
ing their heads to our music. 
And damn it, if that isn’t just 
hot shizzle nizzle. So we flip-
ped out, said our goodbye’s, 
and prepared to be number one 
fans.

The Drugs hopped on the 
set with a mind-dripping narco-
tic slant and took us out to the 
back yard to puff clouds and 
exhale constellations. Some 
heads didn’t get it. They groo-
ved deep though…but no sign 
of George made us antsy…

… then the sun set.
420 Funk Mob scaled the 

stage finally and we all screwed 
up our heads to get a glimpse 
of George and couldn’t find 
him. They played a little bit 
and we wondered what the hell 
was going on. More than a few 
people came up to me asking 
where the Man was, and when I 
looked in the eyes of the crowd, 
I saw doubters and disbelie-
vers. At last, George ascen-
ded to the platform and there 
was an explosion. The tem-
perature rocketed up 12 
degrees in an instant, outside 
the stars began to twinkle 
arhythmically, the funk became 
funkier, and I—nerdy ming—
began to dance.

I was in the tumult when 
the show began its final cli-
mactic passion throes. I was 
in the very thick of the funk, 
400+ bodies heaving together 
(in a severely lewd cheek-to-
cheek fashion) trying to hear 
the sermon. Oh yes, the lights 
flashed, George shook his 
head and bade us sing—and 
we sang. George commanded 
us to shout—and we shouted. 
George said jump—and we 
jumped. We jumped in our hot, 
sweaty bacchanal like the floor 
was falling. If you were in the 
funky orgy with us, then you 
catch my drift. It was like home, 
amidst the beat and the 
melody, the light and the obs-
curity, the profanity and the 
pristine joy. Ah yes, it was the 
magic of the one and only Dr. 
Funk-enstein.

And when he left, we 
screamed till out throats tasted 
of blood and bile. And it was 
good. What makes it most spe-
cial, though, was that we were 
there for it. When George Clin-
ton came out and made himself 
like Clausewitz or Isocrates or 
Aristotle, and gave us his trea-
tise: On Funk. A simple thesis 
statement, and I was digging 
it from the first down beat all 
the way home. This sage told 
us, that night, at Bard College, 
between glory and legacy, from 
his vast wisdom that funk is 
love.

Put that in your pipe and 
smoke it. Funk is love.  

 The living legend 
George Clinton (of Parliament 
Funkadelic fame) came to Bard 
College and played a forty five-
minute show.  While certainly 
George Clinton is an easily rec-
ognizable name and Parliament 
Funkadelic (which this band 
was not) was in their heyday 
responsible for a lot of booty 
shook, I can’t help but feel a 
little frustrated by the entertain-
ment committee’s decision.

Call me out of step with 
the times, but a concert, which 
costs one-third of the enter-
tainment committee’s roughly 
twelve thousand dollar budget, 
meets dead in the middle of 
the afternoon (before I was 
even awake), doesn’t admit 
non-Bard students (as to make 
some of that whoppin’ sum 
back), makes the students that 
do want to attend stand in some 

weird pre-show Kline line (a 
wack move unknown to even 
the preceding entertainment 
committee), and that lasts not 
even one hour seems like a 
faux-pas.  

While I certainly would like 
to avoid pointing fingers in this 
matter, I can’t help but turn 
to the entertainment committee 
on this one.  What exactly went 
on here?  I understand that 
the person calling the shots 
this year is possibly unfamiliar 
with the workings of serious 
rock’n’roll shows.  That’s fine.  
Bard College prides itself as 
a place to think.  I would just 
appreciate if in the future the 
entertainment committee 
thought just a bit more about 
both where they spent my 
money, and what exactly I 
might find entertaining. 

P-Funk is coming. Pfunk is 
coming. Has Bard changed that 
much? A name brand music 
figure coming here? How’s that 
possible?  The most security 
ever to monitor a Bard event. 
Entertainment Committee was 
running things tight-fisted and 
tight-assed. Arm bracelets, 
stolen from Northern Dutchess 
hospital, were being given to 
students whose names were 
on a long, privileged list. What 
the hell happened to Bard?  
George Clinton is definitely an 
entertainer, but Bard was func-
tioning like an occupied coun-
try. Things must have changed. 
The sensational wedding band, 
named Mother Ming, got the 
party started. Packed into the 
Multipurpose Room in the 
Campus Center were about 
three hundred students waiting 
for the Mother ship.

Well, the Mother ship never 
landed—probably because of 
the fire alarms— and instead a 
band called Drugs plopped out 
onto stage. They made some 
amusing comments about “this 
being your brain on DRUGS” 
which flew right over the stu-
dents’ heads, since no one at 
Bard does drugs.

After an hour of Drugs and 
their watered-down sound the 
Master of Funk himself came 
out. The man was a marvel. 
Having smoked more crack 
than David Crosby and the rest 
of Parliament Funkadelic com-
bined, he stills knows how to 
entertain a crowd. He feeds off 
them. He used every inch of 
his rotund, sweat-shirted figure 
to wow the crowd. A funky, 
psychedelic, hooded Santa 
Claus had landed at Bard due 
to a cancelled gig in Wood-
stock. The students roared and 
cheered, while Allen Josey 
chuckled with fear. Clinton 
grooved, hollered and took a 
puff from his pipe, making sure 
to save some energy for the gig 
at Vassar later that night. With a 
sniff, a wink and maybe a drink, 
Clinton left the stage after only 
45 minutes. Outrage; “we want 
the funk,” “fuck Vassar,” etc… 

For those 45 minutes 
everyone in the MPR was 
having a good time. Jumping, 
yelling, screaming (it was a 
little too tight for dancing), the 
crowd loved every second of 
Clinton’s funky ways. And 
before a quick exit stage left, 
Clinton managed to spout a few 

points worthy of note.
First of all, Clinton was 

guest starring on a tour called 
the 420 tour. Members of 
P-Funk were involved in this 
mild project, but a central core 
was missing. Clinton proved to 
be a gentle, humorous char-
acter off stage. Besides point-
ing out that his band was more 
racially diversified than ever 
and that Utah was a surpris-
ingly funky gig, there was little 
that the man could say that his 
performances hadn’t said. His 
body of work speaks for him. 
Or, in the words of Adolphas 
Mekas, “why analyze art?  You 
can’t analyze ‘art.’  You see, 
hear it and forget it.”

Those who witnessed the 
funkadelic spectacle were 
thrilled and horrified all at the 
same time. Despite the contro-
versy surrounding the show – 
ranging from the $5,000 price 
tag to the 45 minute Clinton 
set to the uptight security 
measures – Bard was left reel-
ing, dazzled, funked up and 
ready for a good ole, keg beer, 
cheap, dir ty, loud, Old Gym 
rock show.

“Shit, goddamn, get off 
your ass and jam.” 

A P-Funk Experience in the Multi-Purpose Room

by colin harte

Famous filmmaker Jonas Mekas will 
screen his latest film and give talk on 
May third

It just doesn’t feel right to get down in the MPR

Where’s the Rock in P-funk?

by chuck comenos

On Funk...

by akie bermiss


