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Dreyblatt did duty on the Casio. According to Dreyblatt, Arthur wasn’t in 
the least bit fazed by the fact that he and some of the other musicians were 
unsure what to do: “Arthur said, ‘Just play F-sharp.’ I replied, ‘Which note 
is that?’” Dreyblatt remembers, “Personality-wise he really had trouble 
being a dictator, which is forgivable, even if you need some of that to be a 
band leader. But it was not in his character. He preferred to allow things to 
happen with musicians he respected.” Struggling to control a secondhand 
pedal steel guitar, Sublette played at the CBGB’s and Experimental Inter-
media Foundation concerts. “It was a lot of fun and I thought the music 
was lovely,” he recalls. “I wasn’t too troubled by the fact that I had very little 
idea what I was supposed to be doing. I figured the main thing was just to 
play. I loved being a Singing Tractor.”
 Such a group could have provoked catcalls of disapproval from the judg-
mental audiences of downtown New York, but instead they tapped into a 
zeitgeist in which musicians teased out the strangeness that lay dormant in 
unfashionable roots. “Turning up a rich loam of musical sensibilities,” ran 
one Singing Tractors flyer, quoting a spoof review from the Farm Quarterly. 
Arthur developed his Midwestern theme when he started to wear the rustic 
uniform of a farmer’s cap and a plaid farmer’s shirt, as if he had just stepped 
off his tractor. “He came from an upper-middle-class family, but he culti-
vated a Woody Guthrie kind of thing,” says Hall. “It wasn’t cool then, so it 
was very leftfield.” Dressed in his country getup, Arthur couldn’t have been 
more New York if he had tried.

Sleeping Bag

Arthur identified with the natural world. His handmade flyers featured 
childlike sketches of birds and antelopes; he stuck a cutout cardboard 
rabbit onto the front of his cello; he carried stuffed animals onto stage 
with him during performances; and songs such as “Eli” developed animal 
themes. In assuming the Dinosaur moniker when he released “Kiss Me 
Again,” he took up the cause of the extinct, and his subsequent use of the 
name “Killer Whale” would create an alliance with the endangered. And as 
he set about establishing his own label following the falling-out with West 
End, he started to nestle up close to a cuddly koala bear.
 Arthur met his label partner at the Loft. The stocky son of one of Man-
cuso’s lawyers, Will Socolov met Steve D’Acquisto and then Arthur, after 
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which he asked his father to provide the Loose Joints producers with a loan 
to enable them to complete their sessions. Realizing he had been drawn 
into a “fucked up situation,” Socolov turned against D’Acquisto—who had 
“no right being in the studio” and “bossed Arthur around constantly”—
and told him to “fuck off.” Socolov drifted until a chance collision with 
Arthur on West Broadway resulted in Arthur asking him to form a partner-
ship and open a record company. Backed by Socolov’s father and an old-
time record promoter called Juggy Gayles, the label acquired a name when 
James Brown’s “Papa’s Got a Brand New Bag” started to play over the radio, 
which prompted Socolov to joke that he could forget about buying a brand 
new bag—he was still going to bed in a sleeping bag. Arthur seized on the 
throwaway remark, and Socolov agreed that “Sleeping Bag” sounded like a 
good name. “It was supposed to be a reaction to the disco era and to make 
fun of that,” he notes. “Arthur and the rest of us were, ‘Fuck the cool way! 
We’re not going to be wearing designer suits!’” Emphasizing the label’s 
alternative, idiosyncratic intentions, Arthur proposed that they also use a 
picture of a koala bear sitting in a sleeping bag as their logo.
 Socolov’s entrance encouraged Arthur to move away from D’Acquisto. 
An important enabler and an inspirational presence, D’Acquisto’s relent-
less championing of Arthur’s ingeniousness had provided the self-doubting 
Oskaloosan with a valuable dose of self-belief. Yet the Loose Joints co-
producer also required a return for his big-heartedness, and when Arthur 
chose not to follow a particular piece of advice, a more confrontational side 
emerged. Having lent Arthur money to record the 24 −−> 24 tapes—it’s not 
clear how much—D’Acquisto assumed they were part of an ongoing pro-
duction team, but Arthur had become less sure about that, and the emer-
gence of Socolov and Sleeping Bag Records encouraged him to think later-
ally. Whatever his stake, D’Acquisto hadn’t managed to engineer a release 
for the 24 −−> 24 tapes, and given that eighteen months had passed since 
they were recorded, Arthur had no qualms about taking them to Sleeping 
Bag. D’Acquisto was devastated. “Arthur was basically a bit of an oppor-
tunist,” he says. “He was an artist who needed to work and he would go 
anywhere if somebody promised him money.”
 With D’Acquisto out of the picture and the 24 −−> 24 tapes lined up 
to appear as Sleeping Bag’s debut album, Arthur returned to the studio 
to record additional tracks with Lola Blank, a backing singer with James 
Brown who was married to Bob Blank. In possession of a powerful, gospel-
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trained voice, the vocalist had to unlearn everything she knew. “I had just 
come off the road with James, and I said, ‘Arthur’s great! He’s funky!’” she 
recalls. “He was this very quiet, non-descript person who would sit and 
watch, and the next thing you knew, he’d create this funky music! He was 
one of the most creative, innovative, and off-beat producers and composers 
I’d worked with.” “Bang go-bang-bang go-bang-go,” she sang in a crazed, 
little-girl voice that made it sound like she had escaped from a psychiatric 
hospital in a helium balloon. “Go bang bang bang go-bang it back.” “Most 
of the R&B singers are gospel,” adds Lola, whose voice was augmented 
with echo in the studio. “You’ve heard one, you’ve heard them all. For me, 
recording with Arthur was a time when I could be creative and fun. It was 
a time when I could go a bit crazy. I could sing anything and he’d make it 
work.” Bob looked on open-mouthed. “I hadn’t seen that side to her,” he 
explains. “Arthur brought that out of her.”
 Wrapped in a silkscreen cover designed by Tom Lee that featured a gray 
print of a marauding dinosaur plus a cluster of bright red, floating “24”s and 
arrows in the top left corner, 24 −−> 24 Music by Dinosaur L was released on 
Sleeping Bag at the end of 1981. (Arthur had added the “L” to provide the 
artist name with a more powerful numerological value.) Discordant and 
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manic, “You’re Gonna Be Clean on Your Bean” opened Side A with sharp 
beats and a repeated Peter Gordon saxophone refrain, after which a rhythm 
guitar and a synthesizer underscored a barrage of high-pitched, hysterical 
yelps delivered in a female voice’s Franglais, and a recurring rap-chant of 
“You gonna be clean on your bean” in male voices that sounded deadpan 
yet quizzical. “No, Thank You” continued the stumbling-out-of-the-asylum 
ambience, with Zummo’s chromatic trombone skipping over echoey key-
board notes as a female voice intoned in a pained, desperate near-shriek, “I 
said, ‘No thank you.’ I meant, ‘No thank you, please.’” “In the Corn Belt” 
featured Arthur’s descending cello lines and Zummo’s zigzagging trom-
bone, as well as a surreal operatic cameo by Julius Eastman, who sang, “In 
the corn belt, CORN, COOORRRNNN.” “Get Set” interspersed its merry-
go-round sound clash of instrumental riffs and longer solos with a range 
of percussive effects. And “#7” consisted of a live take from the orchestral 
disco performance at the Kitchen—the night when Arthur’s weird, funky, 
art-house jam began to take shape.
 That jam found its ultimate expression on the album’s second track, “Go 
Bang!,” which opened with John Ingram’s tight, sibilant drums, Eastman’s 
faint keyboard, and Jill Kroesen’s slurry, unstable vocals. Judging by the 
tone of her voice, Kroesen wasn’t in a fit state to buy a pint of milk, let alone 
“uproot the cause of confusion,” which was one of her stated goals, yet the 
musical backdrop provided an outlet from the chaos when it shifted to a 
toughened beat pattern that incorporated Eastman’s keyboard and Timmy 
Ingram’s congas along with Arthur’s twangy, pizzicato cello. Running for 
several minutes, the groove was interspersed with Eastman’s faint orgasmic 
cries of “I want to go baaannnggg” (which began at a subterranean register 
before scaling three-and-a-half octaves to end on an orgasmic high) and, 
a little later on, the sound of a sustained, discordant, undulating cluster 
of notes (as if Eastman had taken a few swigs of whatever Kroesen was 
drinking and ended up crashing on the keyboard). While layers of percus-
sion washed in and out, a group of male vocalists—probably Arthur, Rome 
Neal, and Kent Goshorn—blurted out:

I wanna see all my friends at once
I’d do anything to get the chance to go bang
I wanna go bang
I wanna go bang
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I wanna see all my friends at once
I’d do anything to get the chance to go bang
I wanna go bang.

A cluster of scrunched-up guitar and trombone lines prefigured the close of 
the track, which concludes at seven minutes and fifty-two seconds.
 In a nod toward the nonlinear underpinnings of the tracks, which had 
been spliced from tapes of tapes of tapes, the album’s six tracks were given 
new numbered titles and listed in a jumbled-up sequence—“#1 (You’re 
Gonna Be Clean on Your Bean),” “#5 (Go Bang!),” “#2 (No, Thank You),” 
“#7,” “#3 (In the Corn Belt),” and “#6 (Get Set).” The studio had become 
the space of searching and madness, where tapes overflowed onto the floor 
and the splice reigned supreme. “Arthur didn’t say, ‘I’ve got a song called 
‘Go Bang!,’ let’s record it,’” notes Gordon. “It was more like discovering the 
song in the raw material.” As the molecular composition of sound was ex-
plored, knowledge didn’t so much accumulate as disintegrate, and although 
most of the tracks were given names, these were bracketed and provisional, 
suggesting that they were unfinished and might (or perhaps even should) 
continue to evolve after their initial release. Music can unravel under this 
kind of scrutiny, and the unraveling that took place on 24 −−> 24 Music was 
reflected in Arthur’s sound, which often seemed to slur as the instruments 
and vocals were slowed down or sped up to the point where their waves 
didn’t produce any kind of meaning.
 Nevertheless, 24 −−> 24 Music wasn’t so much illegible as unpredictable, 
with its shaky jams and counterintuitive patterns taking up residence on 
the precipice of implosion. Drawing on the solo workout of jazz, the spatial 
awareness of dub, the raucousness of rock, and the insistent drive of funk 
and disco, the album’s instrumentation and claustrophobic edits depicted 
a universe that consisted of tangents and coincidences. Yet the album also 
flirted with structure, with its rhythms searching for a sustained groove and 
its songs hinting at the possibility of organized form. Refusing to gloss over 
the complexities of the world, the album sounded surreal but was actually 
very real, as well as foreign while being grounded in a neighborhood where 
disco, jazz, rock, new music, and Latin music seeped out onto the streets. 
Presenting a strangely coherent, left-field sound that hinted at genre yet 
remained steadfastly unnameable, 24 −−> 24 Music could only have been 
developed by an artist who was embedded in the full range of downtown’s 
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diverse music scenes—which is to say, it sounded like an Arthur Russell 
album.
 The album confirmed Arthur as a significant writing talent. “Kiss Me 
Again,” “Pop Your Funk,” and “Is It All Over My Face?” had provided snap-
shots of his ability to come up with memorable hooks, and with the release 
of 24 −−> 24 Music he demonstrated that he could come up with vividly ex-
pressive lines with ease. (The Flying Hearts material would have done the 
same if it had ever appeared on vinyl.) The track “#3 (In the Corn Belt)” 
harked back to the earthiness of his home state, while “#1 (You’re Gonna 
Be Clean on Your Bean)” and “#5 (Go Bang!)” were laced with the same 
kind of witty sexual innuendo as “Pop Your Funk” and “Is It All Over My 
Face?” Yet as far as Arthur was concerned, this was all very unremarkable. 
Ever since his time in San Francisco, he had penned lyrics that combined 
vernacular language and evocative imagery at a phenomenal rate, and Lee 
points out that the popular appeal of his lyrics was deliberate. “Arthur saw 
them as catch-phrases,” he explains. “As serious as he was, he wanted people 
to respond to his music. He wanted his lyrics to be anthemic.”
 Arthur also wanted his lyrics to appeal beyond a gay male listenership, 
and “#5 (Go Bang!)” remains indicative of his oeuvre. The record contained 
obvious homoerotic undertones, with Eastman’s vocals simulating the mo-
ment of male orgasm with startling expressiveness, and the lyric “I want to 
see all my friends at once, go bang” suggested a male orgy. Indeed it’s even 
plausible that Lola Blank’s contribution was cut from the final mix in order 
to emphasize the all-male thrust of the lyrics. Yet the line “I want to see all 
my friends at once, go bang” also evoked the better-than-sex moment of 
the dance floor when the DJ worked a mix with sublime dexterity or caught 
the mood of the floor, and the crowd responded with energized moves and 
jubilant screams. “Arthur’s lyrics were more sexual than homosexual,” com-
ments Steven Hall. “‘Go Bang!’ is about having all my friends in one place, 
which is more like a hippie ideal of everyone making out together. Arthur 
was inclusive in a way that even some early gay pride pioneers were not 
in terms of straight sexuality, and he was also informed by his experiences 
with women. It is limiting to think of his music through the gay prism.”
 Although “#5 (Go Bang!)” was the likeliest dance cut on 24 −−> 24 Music, 
most of the DJs who had got into “Kiss Me Again” and “Is It All Over My 
Face?” were unnerved by its spider’s web structure, in which threads of 
instrumentation were woven together into a springy, mucoid mesh. Larry 
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Levan persevered with the record, and so did David Mancuso, but most 
thought it was too difficult for dancers, so when album sales ground to a 
halt at the two thousand mark, Socolov gave Arthur the green light to ask 
François Kevorkian to remix the record. The Prelude Records mixer agreed, 
even though he hadn’t warmed to “Kiss Me Again.” “There was something 
in the hook, in the songwriting, in the germ of it that meant it could never 
become one of the great songs,” he comments. “There were parts that were 
really intense—the tom toms at the end of one mix—but they lasted for 
a minute and then they were gone.” Because it was “extremely complex, 
disorganized, and uncompromising,” “#5 (Go Bang!)” presented a differ-
ent kind of challenge, but Kevorkian reckoned it was something he could 
work with. “There are people who think the original version is a work of 
genius, which I’m not going to disclaim, because Arthur had his own vision 
of things, which was very peculiar and very much genius-like,” he says. “But 
sometimes genius works are hard to play at parties.”
 Asked to deliver the remix for as little money as possible, Kevorkian 
went into Right Track Studios, worked through the night, and emerged the 
next morning unhappy with his effort, which was “not to the point at all.” 
Kevorkian came from a jazz-rock background and was familiar with the 
chaotic beauty of Sun Ra, Pharaoh Sanders, and Cecil Taylor, yet none of 
their music prepared him for the Byzantine complexity of Arthur’s studio 
work. “The multitrack was an absolute, utter, and total mess,” he recalls. 
“The way all the elements were thrown in there seemed to be gratuitous. It 
was just so thick. There were all these great ideas, but every thirty seconds 
there would be a change of direction. There were at least twenty songs that 
could have been put together from those tapes.” Having studied the tapes 
track by track in order to create a “master score” map, Kevorkian ended up 
spending so much time on this task that he failed to “absorb all the data 
and make sense of it.” Adamant he wasn’t willing to hand over the remix, 
he insisted that Socolov allow him to go back into the studio and work on it 
for an extra day—even if he had to pay for the studio time himself. “There 
was some arguing back and forth,” recalls the mixer. “Finally we came to an 
understanding.”
 Kevorkian returned to the studio intent on providing the diffuse if com-
pelling original with a more streamlined and structured focus. First off, he 
plucked out a Zummo trombone phrase from the depths of the multitracks 
and positioned it as an avant-garde fanfare that opened the remix. After 
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that, he created a streamlined groove in which instrumental phases were 
signaled with greater clarity. Key parts, such as Eastman’s sound-swarm 
synthesizer, were chopped into recognizable shape, soaked in echo and 
reverb, and given a curatorial position above the driving track. In addition, 
two vocal quotes—Eastman’s operatic orgasm, which was hazy and sub-
merged in the album mix, and Lola Blank’s off-kilter, little-girl utterances, 
which hadn’t been used at all—were transformed into vivid motifs that 
regulated the tense drama of the mix. “Lola and Julius Eastman were out-
standing in their unique and quirky way,” reflects Kevorkian. “The rest was 
the icing on the cake.”
 With the studio work completed, Kevorkian cut an acetate of the remix 
and handed it to Mancuso, who played it at the first opportunity. “The 
whole thing took fire right away,” says Kevorkian. “It was one of those in-
stant records. There was nothing like it and you couldn’t forget it. From the 
Loft perspective, the record was all about baaannnggg.” But when Arthur 
went to the Loft with Socolov the following weekend, he was disappointed 
with what he heard. “After David played it Arthur came up to me and said, 
‘I can’t believe it! François is trying to sabotage me!’” recalls Socolov. “I 
thought he was going to say, ‘Man, it’s fucking great, I’m really happy,’ be-
cause that was the first time he heard it in a big venue, so I was surprised.” 
Socolov asked for clarification. “I said, ‘Arthur, what are you talking about?’ 
And Arthur replied, ‘François is trying to ruin me! The drums are muddy! 
They’re not the way they’re supposed to be!’” Arthur wanted the drums 
to be pounding, perhaps after Bohannon, who was one of his favorite per-
cussionists and producers, but Socolov just laughed. “I said, ‘You’re out of 
your mind! The people went crazy! It sounded great!’ I think he agreed 
afterwards. But he still felt the drums could have been EQ-ed [equalized] 
differently.”
 Convinced Arthur was way ahead of his time, Mancuso made a point of 
hanging onto his album copy of “#5 (Go Bang!),” which contained so much 
information and so many nuances it reminded him of John Coltrane. But 
the Loft host also thought that Kevorkian’s remix was “very, very good,” 
and because the remix was tailor-made for the circus-like climax of his 
parties, Mancuso started to play the album version as the party was warm-
ing up and the twelve-inch during its peak. The remix would also become 
Levan’s favorite record of all time, and Arthur made a point of traveling to 
King Street to hear it thunder out of the world’s most powerful sound sys-
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tem while some two thousand black gay men responded in an explosion of 
energy. When a spandex-clad Lola Blank and a tuxedoed Wendell Morrison 
(a session vocalist with Inner Life) performed “Go Bang!” at the Paradise 
Garage, the song’s lyrics were so effective in generating their utopian objec-
tive, the performers were drowned out in the din. “When Wendel went ‘Go 
baaa . . .’ you couldn’t hear the record any more,” remembers Bob Blank, 
who looked on from Levan’s booth. “It was amazing to see the reaction. I 
had no clue.”
 Featuring an echo-laden Kevorkian remix of “Clean on Your Bean” on 
Side B, the twelve-inch remix of “#5 (Go Bang!)”—now titled “Go Bang! 
#5”—was released in the spring of 1982. It was picked up in no time at 
all by Frankie Crocker, a regular at the Garage who would take a peek 
over Levan’s shoulder whenever a record caught his ear, and the WBLS DJ 
started to rotate the twelve-inch immediately. “We heard ‘Go Bang!’ on 
the radio and on the street,” says Lee. “The whole idea of it getting played 
was a big boost.” Enthusiastic reviews increased the record’s momentum: 
Billboard described it as “progressive jazz”; New Musical Express named it 
as “a strange new fascination, a jazzy sensation”; Dance Music Report hailed 
it as “an instant ‘underground classic’”; and New York Rocker noted that 
“with its electric piano and congas, it sounds almost Nigerian.”36 The au-
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thor of the New York Rocker piece, Steven Harvey, was an unlikely convert 
given that he was a member of the experimental rock group Youthinasia, 
yet he found himself drawn to Arthur’s combination of dub and repetitive 
rhythms—elements that the journalist-musician would later identify as 
being the most salient feature of downtown dance music in the early 1980s. 
“Arthur was really hip to that in the way he mixed his music,” notes Harvey. 
“I got to know him, but it was completely around the music. Arthur struck 
me as being very ambitious about his music and he worked hard at getting 
it over, but he was shut down, slightly strange, and emotionally cool.”
 Composed by Arthur and refined by Kevorkian, the “Go Bang! #5” 
twelve-inch uncovered fresh territory for both experimental music and 
disco. Zummo, who actively sought out difficult music, was wary of the 
process that resulted in the record becoming “presentable,” yet still appre-
ciated the remix, while Gordon (who received a coproduction credit for 
finding the male rappers who performed on “Clean on Your Bean”) felt 
that Kevorkian’s disciplining handiwork “revealed another side of Arthur’s 
music.” The mixer, meanwhile, believed the twelve-inch was one of his 
finest to date. “It sounded really special,” he notes. “It brought all these 
different elements into a flow that is so natural you’d think it was recorded 
like that, when it fact it was the opposite.” Having expressed concern about 
Kevorkian’s use of the drums, Arthur came to appreciate the mixer’s work, 
which he valued above Jimmy Simpson’s version of “Kiss Me Again” and 
Levan’s reworking of “Is It All Over My Face?” “It was very different from 
the album version, but that was never a problem for Arthur,” comments 
Lee. “The song was still his basic idea and he was thrilled with what Fran-
çois did.” Arthur, adds Kevorkian, was also excited to see his record “be-
come a major-league contender.”

Mustafa Ahmed heard “Go Bang! #5” play on the radio the night his wife 
went into labor with their first child. “She was experiencing discomfort 
and was having a hard time going to sleep,” he remembers. “We turned on 
the radio to WBLS, which was the only station that played primarily ‘black’ 
music at the time, and a little after 3:00 a.m. the DJ said, ‘Listen, I’ve got 
something really different that I want to play for you. Give me a call and 
tell me what you think.’” “Go Bang!” started to play on the radio. “I was 
excited to tell my wife that this was the guy I was telling her about. That 


