elcome to Roadburn Redux.”
That’s all the more something I
never expected to say because until late last
year, Roadburn Redux didn’t exist, physical
realm or otherwise.

Roadburn is not the only entity to have
made a digital pivot as a result of the
COVID-19 pandemic’s various ravages,
but true to the nature of what Roadburn is
and does, it’s pivoted in a way and at a scale
yet to be matched. Even this year’s threeissue edition of the Weirdo Canyon
Dispatch arrives as part of a full digital
infrastructure.
A virtual festival.
congregation.

A

happening.

A

If you’re reading this, I don’t have to tell
you about how much you miss live
music, or how much I miss it for that
matter, or how deep that lack of being in
the presence of a community that feels
so much like home runs. You already
know. And I already know. Even at a
distance, that lack is felt.

To wit, I write this piece not in the 013
office as I otherwise might at the start of
the first morning of the festival,
wrapping up a review of the Hardrock
Hideout or trying to sort pictures, use
my bleary eyes to read over copy and

make sure whatever Andreas from Exile on
Mainstream turned in actually got used
instead of dropped because I can’t manage
to sort my emails properly.

live music industry. Production
professionals, promoters, bands,
record labels. From front-of-house
sound to the bartender in the back,
upstairs and down, the traumatic
ripples of this time go far beyond the
simple fact of “no shows.”
Various countries have made
allowances to one degree or another to
help preserve art and the creative
industries – my own home nation
failed spectacularly to meet that
challenge and will be for years dealing
with the repercussions of it – but one
way or another, everyone and
everything have been affected, and
that’s something we’ll have to live
with for a long time. It will be a mark
on an entire generation of people.

I’m not there. I’m at home. Sitting on the
(closed) toilet on my laptop while my kid
plays in the tub. To say the least, it is a much
different experience. Splashier in its way,
but still. As you consider how to spend your
Roadburn Redux – even virtually, there are
only so many hours in the day – keep in
mind the inherent togetherness of being
apart. That is to say, we’re all here. Maybe
we’ve lost loved ones, maybe not, but none
of us are the same person we were a year
ago. We’ve all felt that lack in our lives. But
by feeling that same thing, whether we bitch
about it on social media or not, we’re all
still drawn together in a way.
And while we’re here, let’s not forget that
while those of us who might regularly
attend shows or festivals continue to ache,
there are leagues of people the world over
whose lives and livelihoods depend on the

As vaccines roll out (at least among
wealthier nations) and tour dates begin
to trickle in again, we wait to see what
the world might look like in
“reopening,” like coming out of a
bunker after nuclear winter in some
‘60s sci-fi movie. Or maybe this has
been bad enough we don’t even need
the analogy. I don’t know. I hope
you’ve come through it all okay, and
your loved ones the same. I hope
you’ve stayed safe and continue to
stay safe because while there may be
light on the horizon, we still have a
long way to go before we’re back in
front of the Main Stage of 013 having
our brains melted by volume in a sonic
ritual held so very, very dear.
We have various writers chipping in
with album of the year picks and
words about going without live music

for a year (and counting) throughout this
and the next two issues, and I want to
thank them for their time and words.
Some are regular Weirdo Canyon
Dispatch contributors, and some are new
to the proceedings.

Thanks to Harry Holmes, Mark HuntBryden, Jamie Grimes, Will Johnson.
Thanks to Walter and Becky. There are
more.

I have been and am grossly disappointed
at the number of WCD participants who
flaked out this year. Who, when the
annual staff email went out looking for
help, simply never got back or who,
without the promise of being in Tilburg,
chose not to come together and support
this community, but to selfishly adjourn
themselves to their own concerns. I am
pissed. In no small part because there’s
really nothing I can do about it.
So people flaked. It’s the Roadburn
‘zine. I know nobody’s coming to
Roadburn specifically to read Weirdo
Canyon Dispatch. I know it’s a tertiary
concern at best; a convenient way to get
the day’s schedule and something to
read between bands. But WCD plays a
small role in the Roadburn experience
and I’m exceedingly proud of that.
Maybe too much so, if the level to which
I’ve taken it personally is anything to go
by. To discover that some I formerly
relied on were not reliable hurts,
genuinely.
You find out who your friends are. And
you don’t forget who your friends are.
Thanks as ever to Lee Edwards for
keeping me sane and to the staff of Lee’s
site The Sleeping Shaman for stepping
up. Thanks to Jamie Ludwig and Daniel
Pietersen and Guido Segers. Thanks to
Cavum Scriptorum, Paul Verhagen and
Niels Vinck.

Alright, I gotta get this kid out of the bath,
but before I go, let me leave you with the
spirit of hope for brighter days to come.
If you take nothing else away from
Roadburn Redux – its many exclusives,
commissioned pieces, and so on – take
away the fact that no matter what
happens, you can’t kill creativity. Even
without in-person interaction, art finds a
way forward. This is our way forward for
now. No one knows what next year might
bring, but leave it to Roadburn to take the
all-time circumstantial bummer and turn
it into a new mode of bringing the
discovery and appreciation for art into
our lives. Thanks Roadburn. – JJ Koczan
04.03.21

f you’re reading this, there’s a 99
percent chance that you haven’t just
missed concerts since the pandemic
began, you miss the full-bodied, soultransporting experience that only certain
bands playing at certain decibels can
deliver in certain live settings. Led by
Guillaume Cazalet (Czlt), Belgian’s
Neptunian Maximalism takes a “more is
more” approach to time, space, and
music, merging drone metal, free-jazz,
and countless other inspirations into headtwisting explorations that tackle concepts
such as the natural order of the world and
evolution of the human species.

Accompanied by live visuals by A
Thousand Lost Civilizations, the group
will reimagine material from 2020’s Éons
and 2018’s The Conference of the Stars
before expanding into new music
(perhaps from their brand new Solar
Drone Ceremony) and sonic meditations.
While it’s been rumored that this cosmic
performance could end the Age of Pisces,
Cazalet clarifies their role is to be a titanic
sounding horn for the dawn of a new age.
“We can draw attention to the need to
prepare for a shift in consciousness which
will operate in around 150 years,” he
says. “Gone will be the era of the
domination of the great monotheistic
religious dogmas!” Read more of our
lightly condensed interview below.
During this time of prolonged isolation,
our perceptions of loud and quiet and
connection between people might be
different than before. What’s the
power of Maximalism today?

At Roadburn Redux, the self-described
community of cultural engineers will
debut the commissioned performance,
‘Set Chaos to the Heart of the Moon.’

Guillaume Cazalet: I think our work plays
out imaginatively. The landscapes, the
images that music implies with a strong
narrative potential and a rich diversity
gives the listener a multiplicity of
interpretations and visions. Imagination is
the arm of power. Power is "the capacity
to,” "the possibility of” — all the possible
worlds which haven’t happened, but
could be. That is to say that like
contingency or necessity, power can give
us a glimpse of possible worlds — or a
way out.

It’s therefore imaginable that power will
greatly help us get out of the knot in which
humanity finds itself. The mission of
artists is not to entertain, but to open up the
field of possibilities to the rest of society.

Music and dance are means to directly
address the supernatural world and enter
into communication with the gods.
Music also takes place in a ritualistic
philosophy of everyday life, for
example certain ragas which must be
played only in the morning or after
midnight. This music is the fruit of a
super-subtle and refined elaboration for
a millennium. It teaches us a lot about
the soul and the human character. If we
want to resolve ourselves as a
problematic species on this planet,
ancestral music is the key to knowledge
of humans as it passes through the
channel of the sensitive.

How do elements from spiritual,
classical, traditional, and extreme
music inform your approach to creating
music?

Where are we as a species today?

Musically, it's a way of reinventing
yourself rhythmically and harmonically.
For example, the modal construction of
raga in Indian music influences a lot in my
approach at the moment. Western music
has long been going around in circles;
She’s inspired by herself in a perpetual
loop. The key is not to be found in an
inconceivable elsewhere, it resides with
endangered cultures. Here is a first
mission: We are still Westerners, so we’ll
never pretend to make classical Indian
music, but it’s important for me to turn to
everything that’s outside our culture and
explore it in depth.
This approach therefore guides us on the
spiritual question, since these nonWestern music forms cannot be
understood outside their spiritual
framework. This is where something
essential plays out.

We are in the homo-sapiens-sapiens
stage, the man who knows he knows.
We’ve been trying to curb our
aggressive impulses by various means
for a long time — laws, religions,
morals, psychoanalysis — but we have
not yet succeeded. We are not yet
humans (or "super-humans" in the
Nietzschean sense, the last of all
humans being), while animals are
potential candidates for our condition of
intelligent animals... We’re beginning
to become aware of the challenges we
face on a scale never before reached,
that of globalized hyperconnectivity.
We must then adopt a line of sight of
homo-sensibilis, the man who knows
that he does not know. The anarchist
and communitarian posture can help us
with rules of knowing how to live
together, passing by the individual
responsibility, and the respect of the
other. One reason why improvised
music interests us is its anarchist spirit.

What has it been like to revisit your
music from a different angle?
It was quite difficult, since the musicians
are not the ones who played on Éons,
except Jean Jacques and myself. But we
did what we could in three months,

every Sunday because it was not easy to
bring together seven-to-nine members
permanently and respect the curfews
during the week. The new wave of
Covid-19 has made it even more
difficult, but we’ll give our best no
matter what. - Jamie Ludwig.

Neptunian Maximalism perform their Roadburn Redux commissioned piece ‘Set
Chaos to the Heart of the Moon’ over the weekend, and their latest album 'Solar
Drone Ceremony' will be released 23rd April through I, Voidhanger Records.
https://neptunianmaximalism.bandcamp.com/
https://www.instagram.com/neptunian.maximalism/
https://www.facebook.com/neptunianmaximalism/

he last live gig I went to was Bong,
playing a small venue here in
Edinburgh. I still remember it being
a strange gig. We knew lockdown was
coming and many of us worried about
whether we should even be at a social event,
although it was still allowed. The crowd
wasn’t sparse but they were distant,
distracted and left quickly once the gig was
finished. I knew it would be the last gig for
a while, but not for this long. A year later I
now have to ask myself if I miss live music.
The answer, inevitably, is yes but if I’m
honest then I have to admit that it’s a
qualified yes.

Roadburn being postponed was obviously a
huge disappointment. So was watching the
steady stream of emails from other
promoters with the same message.
Deferments to later in 2020 became hopes
for 2021, and even these now seem
optimistic as the year grinds on. The very
concept of live music has been left hanging
in the balance as as musicians, promoters

and venues struggle to make the
industry viable without the revenue
stream that gigging (and, perhaps more
importantly, merchandise sales at gigs)
brings in. I find myself missing, more
than anything else, the sheer volume of
a live gig in a world that has gone
strangely quiet.
There’s a lot I don’t miss, though.
Minor things, mostly, that I feel more
strongly now I am old and grey.
Delayed gigs. Missed trains. Horrible
venues. Worse bands. At its best, live
music is a transcendent experience
unlike any other but, and maybe I’m
being cynical here, it is rarely at its best.
I’ve paid a lot of money for a lot of
mediocre gigs. The rise of online events
throughout lockdown has, however,
offered a pleasant compromise between
the best and the worst of live music. It’s
not as visceral, but it’s better than
nothing. It’s also undeniably more
accessible for many people, either due
to financial limitations of physical
disability, and bands that lean into the
theatrical side of a streamed gig can
often provide a better show than they
would by playing “properly.” There’s a
promising future that can work in this
liminal, un-live space.
Do I think we’re in the best place for
live music? No. Do I want to go back to
exactly how things were? Also no.–
Daniel Pietersen

Jonathan Hultén © Paul Verhagen

Sleep © Paul Verhagen

he majority of my recreational
activities used to involve music.
Summer for years was Reading
Festival or Download, being immersed in
the whole spectacle of the environment,
surrounded by people as passionate as I. I
once joked that I wanted my ashes
scattered over the turf of Donnington.

The pandemic has had a huge effect, a lot
of the more extreme elements of

music I like was tempered by my friends
and more selective elements of musical
pleasure arrived from reviewing. As the
year has worn on music has become a
very different experience.
Due to mental health, I quit drinking last
year, changing my musical outlook.
Instead of being a big celebration of
camaraderie in a field, I found myself
indulging musical influences to warp my
expanding vinyl collection.
I need to redefine my relationship with
music post-pandemic because I'm not the
same person with the same tastes and not
in a position where I can return to the
same environment that I left in the same
way. – Mark Hunt-Bryden
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