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On the Contemporary Malaysian in Muzak
 	An exemplary 
	-  by which we mean neither distinguished  nor ancient; conjure the adjective more in the sense of ‘long-suffering’  -
	Friend
	- indeed, yes;which confession inspires meditations contemplations, divagations and ruminations as to just how old and how long-suffering that friendship is. To state that our fruitful interaction dates from  the 60’s , is 

to submit it to those parameters of hyper-banality which define the incurable contribution of mass journalism to the contemporary malaise. The above phrase, wrongly applied, would be trivializing and unjust, though factually accurate, given that it was primarily because of this  friendship, that the  promulgator of Ferment attained ( briefly) to iconic status in the 60’s New Left carousel. - 
has asked me 
	- maybe; which just goes to show: after years of stubborn resistance to Classical Music
			-  which  at one point in time he regarded as the most notorious example of elitist snobbery  -
	     - Henry has become an ardent a champion of this avant-garde contemporary  bilge!  - 
			- the word bilge in this context ought not be considered pejorative; bilge is the water that a sinking ship throws overboard to give its denizens a better chance for survival . 
	(Dig it Man! It may be REAL ART  after all) 

	to weave a tapestry around the ballads  of a certain drastically dynamic, far-out and Wow! ensemble of 
Contemporary Troubadours 
lately advertized  in the publique Aye as:   
		
BOSTON MUSICA VIVA !  
	Henry is on its Board of Directors and - rightfully -is proud of their bold-faced temerity . This quote by composer William Kraft - ( whose work by the way inspires little enthusiasm in me ) - says it very well:
	“ The gamut of Boston Musica Viva’s repertory is astounding, and, to the extent of my knowledge, the most comprehensive and varied of any ensemble in the U. S.” 
	Be that as it may, there is a connextion between my indifference to Kraft’s soundscapes: 
	-(those that I’ve heard, naturally; his Mastersongs  may well be stuffed in an attic somewhere.)[footnoteRef:0],  and our earnest endorsement of Boston Musica Viva:  [0: The author’s snide comments inexorably brand him at someone who, at one point in his career, considered himself a composer and learned how to talk like one . 
] 
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		Arnold Schõönberg’s  Medieval Melodrama , Pierrot Lunaire , initiated the 20th Century in 1912 . 
	- All other theories are wrong -
						It  is  a 
Gigantic Teutonic Tone Nightmare  
composed for a 
		   Klezmer ensemble 
						to play at a 
							Yiddish Wedding : 
Flute, Piccolo, Clarinet , Bass Clarinet , 
Violin, Viola, Cello, Piano and 
Diseuse: 
that is to say, a Quintet.
	Schõönberg   was at least Nostradamic , if not more prescient even than that: much of the following century has turned out to be  a Gigantic Teutonic Tone Nightmare  at a Jewish Wedding. Pierrot Lunaire    is one of those pieces that - well, it delivers a knockout punch. A year ago , while visiting Boston, I invested $18 in a CD of Pierrot Lunaire  sing-songed by Jan deGaetani and understated by Arthur Weisberg and the Contemporary Chamber Ensemble .  It’s been played precisely once in the interim. The painting on the cover of its pamphlet ( an original Schõönberg ) , is so hideous that it’s been permanently covered over with masking tape . Despite all this, I’ve yet to regret the loss of two days income ; which  may give some idea of my notions of its importance .
	Another quote from Boston Musica Viva’s blurbs :

			“ The BMV core ensemble consists of 
Flute, Clarinet , Percussion , 
Piano, Violin, and Cello
that is to say, a Quintet.
I rest my case. 
		But what about William Kraft?  Well, yes , he’s set the remaining poems in Stephen Girard’s song cycle , “ Looney Peter”, to a neo-Schõönbergian   Idiom , for the BMV core ensemble. I wasn’t convinced that this was necessary, but I could be persuaded otherwise.
Now to the business at hand: 3 Discourses
		(!) On the Idea of the Contemporary
		(!!) On Supposedly Contemporary Music
		(!!!) On the Arts in  Greater Boston, 			  circa 1980
	(!) On the Idea of the Contemporary 
	The “contemporary”  is an old idea. Its’ meaning has changed not a wit since the 16th century, when Thomas Wyatt so brilliantly introduced the phrase  “new-fangledness” into his sonnet : They flee me now, who sometime did me seek.  [footnoteRef:1] Plato himself entertained much the same notion  [1:  Then again, since English Literature, as those of us who know know, is an Imperialist conspiracy, everyone  is free to draw their  own conclusions.  ] 




Dutch Music  Marathon
                  Go Dutch with the BMV! : BMV and  groups from the Netherlands perform 5 hours of works. Het Piano Duo and the Maarten Altena Ensemble cross the ocean to help present this definitive sampling of Dutch music. Soprano Jayne West performs Loevendie's Six Turkish Folk Poems. Featured composers Theo Loevendie and Guus Janssen perform their  jazz -infused improvisation for saxophone and piano! 
Janssen & Loevendie				Improvisations
Guus Janssen					Streepjes
							Zoek ( World Premiere)
Klaas de Vries					Piano Concerto ( World Premiere)
Louis Andriessen				De Staat
Maarten Alrena					Various Compositions
Matthijs Vermeulen				Second Cello Sonata
Rob Zuidam					For Two  Pianos
Ron Ford						Cross
Theo Loevendie					Back Bay Bicinium Bons
							Six Turkish Folk Poems
Willem Pijper					Flute Sonata
March 20, 1999 - (one day, 5 hours)
Tsai Performance Center, Boston, MA 
################################
Music Theater Event
Osvaldo Golijov 				The Distance of the Moon 
							(World Premiere)
Nicholas Maw					Ghost Dances
April 30, 8 PM
May 1  2 PM ( Golijov only) ; 8 PM
 Tsai Performance Center, Boston, MA 

when, in his  Republic, he berates democracies for their fascination with all that is new and   innovative.
	Has Ferment!    anything to add to this monotonous discourse, which has never had anything new to say about The New? Well, yes, there is the title of Robert Hughes’ lexicon of  Modern Art: 
The Shock of the New  .
	With this comment we bring to a close our ramble through the Idea of the Contemporary. 
	(!!) : On Supposedly Contemporary Music
				The Music Of Our Time . 
		Time in Our Music. 
			Its’ Music Time on the Music Hour.
		The Sound of Our Music. 
					Is there Music in Our Sound? 
		What is the Sound of  Our Time?  
				It is the Time of Sound! 
		And: the Sound  of Our Time in Our Music!
			 Or the Sound of Music - in Time! Aha! 	
			The Music of Time - in Our Sound! 
We will have  Sound in Our Time.  
		It is the Time of  the Music  Sound!!
	The Time of Sound in Music is Our Past!
		The Sound of Music is but a Pastime.
The Past of Our Music WAS a Time of Sound!!
			The Sound of the Past is indeed the Music of Time.

		But: Past the Sound of Time is  Our Music...
	How to Keep Time to the Sound of Our Past Musics?
		................Aye , there’s the rub...............
	Thus closes the discourse on Supposedly Contemporary Music. 
##############################################
	(!!!) These  (updated)  reviews from New Universe Weekly, were supposed  to portray the arts scene  in the  Boston area , circa  1980-1981.
#################################
New Universe Weekly
Volume I, #3                                                                      February 3,1980
“BUDDY, CAN YOU SPARE A DIME” 
Arts Support   in Boston
	Boston! A city which spells  “Art”  with a capital F. Such a luxuriance of ‘arts’-sy’  foundations is to be found nowhere else. All window dressing  to be sure: their activities stir up less than a ripple in the mainstreams of experienced, active, talented or dedicated painters, writers, composers and dancers, instigators, masters, mimes, performers and indeed anybody whose allegiance to his or her  craft pokes up even so slightly through the crust of gentility. 
	Boston is snobbish and Cambridge is academic: citizens in the latter  are expected to walk about with one arm in the air crying “Revolution” as they tip-toe along the Golliwog’s cakewalk of dignified conformity; those in the former can omit the “ Revolution”  part. These attitudes acidify the soil of the scant pasture-lands  for their artist-cows:  
	 Artists Foundation, Inc. ; Boston Arts Group  ;  Boston Center for the Arts  ; Cambridge Arts Council  ; the Metropolitan  Cultural Alliance ; the Mayor’s Office of Cultural Affairs; Public Action for the Arts; The Arts Army ! !!    [footnoteRef:2]Not to forget  ARTiculture, spawn of the Cambridge  Logos . Where else ? Where else in the WORLD  can one find an arts support organization  with a name like ARTiculture?   [2: (   undoubtedly directed, like its religious counterpart, by generals, captains, lieutenants and  sergeants, doing glorious battle against the Philistines with their  Samsonite  ass-jawbones... ) 
] 

	It’s not a simple matter to discern in which of their offices one happens to have landed: the degree to which decor and reception are  similar is rather terrifying . Young women, recent college graduates, of haunting beauty, naive, cheerful yet strangely vapid , ( In the 80’s I was often bewitched by such creatures), sit ready to greet one, positioned behind their desks in blasé postures of  idleness, animation or distraction. Such broad smiles, dripping with innocence! Destined to endure  instantaneous deflation, their belladonnaed eyes turning to narrow slits, as soon as they hear that fatal request : I am a serious writer (etc...). What can you do for me ? 
	This is the city, you understand, where the Emperor buys his New Clothes. To highlight the obvious is ever the  impahdonable sin. 
	The girl at the Cambridge Arts Council   screams at me:  “What do you expect us to do ?”   The secretaries of the Artists Foundation   exchange  blank looks. The personnel of  Articulture   jump off their chairs and began to  walk about the room with nervous gesticulations. The Metropolitan Cultural Alliance  asks me for  $15 for a worthless service, putting my name in their newsletter. Public Action for the Arts   mails me a Call to Action  : let’s organize a modern day “Boston Tea Party for the Arts “  on the steps of the famous State House. The Boston Arts Center   minces not words ( for all I know they may mince other things),   “We are not an arts support group   ”.   The Piano Craft Guild  , (providing  subsidized housing for artists) tells me  to come back when I had an income and three distinguished references. [footnoteRef:3] [3: What most people don’t realize is that what most distinguishes the distinguished is that they’re virtually indistinguishable. This is certainly true in Boston, where even “fried eggs over medium”  must have some sort of degree before anyone will sit down in front of it . ] 

	Everyone puts me   on their mailing list and , eventually, sends me  their newsletter.  And the next time I walk past  their doors, ( I forget which , given that they’re much the same) , the security guard is alerted. 	To its’ credit, the arts politicos at Boston City Hall did mount a gala First Night  Festival to usher in the New Year. And Cambridge does come up with a great River Festival once in awhile. Given the inexhaustible diversity of resources available throughout Greater Boston, I would like to propose that the artists themselves get together and delight us with a spectacular Last Night:  
Boston/Cambridge Last Night: 
An Arts Proposal
	Laser artists  descend on the 5 kilowatt  mini-nuclear power plant at MIT  and harness its leaking radiation to the production of  3-dimensional holograms . Hovering over Mass. Avenue, these incinerate all vehicles  coming into contact with them. 
	Mimes  taunt the Weymouth police force onto Boston Common, who unleash themselves  on the general populace. A sect of Harvard Square intellectuals who deplore the separation of life and art  perform mass self- immolations in the Brattle Rotary. The Blacksmith Poets  strut about  blowing their noses in public. The subway and street musicians , armed with baskets of rotting vegetables to throw at the public,  play improvisations written for them by the faculties of the Longy School and the New England Conservatory. 
	Trotskyist splinter groups  sack the offices of  The Atlantic Monthly   . One can envisage a production of Marat/Sade    performed at McLean hospital out in Belmont. Uncredentialized writers might be encouraged to commit bold civil disobedience by entering the stacks of Harvard’s Widener Library.  The demi-monde   of the redlight district near the Boylston MBTA  stop,  ought to  be  paid to wander up and down Beacon Hill.
	While the personnel of the ‘arts support foundations’ line up at  the welfare offices,  resigned to doing  something useful for society. 
ffffffffffff
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New Universe Weekly
Volume I, #1                                January 1,1980
THE NECROPHILOUS FEAST:
Morning Audio-Visual Lectures
 at the Fogg Art Museum
ENTER........... A MUSEUM ! Enter the lieu privé   of the Necrophilous Feast : tall  and solemn doors  giving  access to a Temple of Art!   A flesh-pinching chilly morning in November. Grey steps on a grey street in a grey day. 
	Cut to catacombs. We are inside ...........blobs of golden light creep up the walls, shedding warmth and some insight over the stalls and glass-covered  counters of art books and  postcards. Worn tiles on the floors, tilted arches overhead ;  the patron-flux shuffles through the dim, dusty halls.  A barren handful, less than  dozen ..... I record for future examination that familiar,  even coveted,  sense of being out of place, as if museums  did not welcome the participation of the living...... 
	.....Passage through a drawing-room of ancient paintings, some  hung, the others guillotined: egg-coated face of a nun drying  on a parched canvas, her white miter shaped like a diagram out of a solid geometry textbook,  her brow pre- knit in  condemnation of some anticipated  sexual perversity, tight-lipped ,  draped in layers of asphalt-black.  Portraits of medieval burghers,  lots of crucifixions, etc., etc..... We continue through the gallery  to the left, to an alcove concealing a stone staircase.  
	...before which a  low, tarnished, cicatrized table supports a metal box with money and tickets. The woman seated behind it is  in her 60’s , wrinkled, cultivated albeit inflexible, her doctored skin  dry as a sun burnt cashew, her manner hautaine  ,her eyes filled with snobbish glitter, her voice raspish: 
	“One dolour please.”
	I pay the dolour, join the collection of culture-addicts descending the nude staircase to the lecture crypt. Dim, hollow, mossy stone. The air is musty , redolent with an incense mingling expensive perfumes and rotting flesh. Decay forms in clouds rising  from ground to ceiling. We are in a  hospital ward. All are women, aged to corpse-readiness   through some combination of mind and body, their  extravagant hats artfully positioned to accentuate whatever is most hideous about them.
	Heavy noses, thick lips, sagging skin, dead minds. Not a flicker of imagination anywhere. Tired yet compulsive gestures of vivacity  squirm through the audience like discharging  flash-bulbs. 
	We are gathered here this morning for a lecture by the architect  Jose Luis Sert. He will speak to us of  Barcelona, city of impassioned history, benevolent climate , charm, art; of two millennia  of sailors and merchants and artists; of  the kings of Aragon and Catalonia; of Raymon Lull, Christopher Columbus, Pablo Picasso, Pablo Casals, Antonio Gaudi ! ; of the  Catedral de Sancta Maria, the Castle Guëll, the hill of Montjuich, the blood baths of the Civil War, the gentle folk songs of the countryside. We have all come together this morning  to bath in the waters of the western  Mediterranean, seeking, like  Ponce de Leon , rejuvenation..........
ffffffffffff
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New Universe Weekly
Volume I, #6                                                           April 13,1980
Sex Crimes in Cambridge!
Leading Academics Commit Cunnilingus on Great Writer!
 JORGE LUIS BORGES AT MIT 
	One will search in vain for objectivity in this report. The author is quite content to admit that he has an ax to grind. He will therefore grind it - and wield it also. He is well acquainted with the kind  of reception that authors  are likely to receive at the hands of the local intelligentsia. Perhaps it is all one ought to expect from Cambridge, a company town whose factories are geared to the production of learned and ( sometimes )  eloquent  humbug. 
	If you are a writer whose name has not become a household word, 
( in those households which we   are accustomed to frequent  )  ,  you can saturate its colleges with ideas, intelligent chatter, helpful advice and volumes of reprints. You can offer free seminars, poorly advertised and scantily attended, or unpaid guest appearances in English classes where you are likely to be exhibited as some kind of exotic specimen from the rain forest . You can put in hours of volunteer work, offer to be their errand boy, contribute to their alumni funds or,  conversely,  panhandle at their porticos.  No matter what you do, you will continue to receive more disdain than that which they bestow on even common laborers, certainly the lowest species of mankind.
	However: if you happen to be Jorge Luis Borges, or Alexandre Solzhenitsyn, or Jean-Paul Sartre, or even , ( God forbid!) Norman Mailer, they will proffer you their mouths, their genitals, and every other orifice. After the which they will nail you to an auditorium stage, yank off your trousers, and gang-bang you before hundreds of students, faculty, administrators, and an  avid public endlessly thirsting at the founts of knowledge!!
	On the night of April 8th , in   MIT’s auditorium 26-100 , Jorge Luis Borges and Roy Lisker, ( and  a few more sensitive souls),  shared the humiliations of just such a spectacle. Auditorium 26-100 is spacious: think of a modernized version of those enormous science auditoriums depicted in the movies in which some brash young genius in the back rows stands up to challenge the pet theory of the ‘professor’ down at the blackboard. An hour before the scheduled appearance of Mr. Borges, the too narrow, badly designed  corridor outside its doors was  packed solid with enthusiasts. A linear shape had roughed itself out by 7:45 PM . 
	It was at this point that the organizers, acting in concert with  MIT security,  created panic and confusion by announcing that  persons with MIT ID-cards had to stand  by the rightmost door, while all the riff-raff were ordered to go to the left. Fortunately , these instructions were ignored. They were also superfluous: when the doors were finally opened and we went inside, we discovered that MIT had already  created a labyrinth of internal pecking orders, demarcated by  signs and string, with  areas for: 
			(1) MIT and Harvard Students,  
			(2) MIT Faculty,  and
			(3) The Press, 
	The rest of the auditorium was left to us sudras. These barriers were also ignored, which troubled no-one. After upwards of half an hour of  turmoil and confusion, Jorge Luis Borges was let in at a door opening on a higher floor at the top of the auditorium. Blind and old, he had to be guided through the crowd from step to step  down to the stage. There, sitting behind a horizontal row of tables, waited a panel of four cannibals, [footnoteRef:4] , poised to plunder his soul with deep questions .  [4: Eaters of  humanist flesh] 

	The applause was threatening , following him all the way down to the stage , stopping only when he’d been seated in the midst of his inquisitors. I have no trouble conceding that Jorge Luis Borges is one of the great published writers of our times, [footnoteRef:5].  It appeared however that MIT’s  Praetorian guard was not going to permit him much leeway for communicating the secret of his greatness.  [5: Observing only that the Great Unpublished Writers outnumber the Great Published Writers by a factor of no less than 10] 

	At the far right of the panel as seen from the audience,  sat Chief Vulturess Margery Resnick , Chairperson of MIT’s department of Foreign Languages and Literature. Next to her sat Jaime Alazraki, professor of Spanish studies at Harvard. To their  left, blind, affable  and not easily fooled,  sat Borges himself. To his right  sat William Barnstone, another lit professor in from Indiana.  Rounding off the left was  Robert Becher, Boston University astrophysicist . 
	J. L.  is a past master of these things. Not a crease on his faded grey suit rippled, as  Margery Resnick immersed him in a bubble-bath  of silly flattery, oozing with naked hero worship, from which, inevitably, phrase, “  world’s greatest writer”  , rolled out over her tongue like the head of an aroused cock. “It is difficult to know how to introduce a writer whose works deny the reality of our own existence”,   she commented somewhere along the way. This hardly served her as a deterrent. If Borges did not exist as a person, he certainly existed as a fetish object. 
	Quoting from the Spanish she enunciated her words with the overconfident accents of someone who had taken an advanced degree  in Spanish at Harvard, and learned to speak it very well   !  
	The microphone  then passed to the punctilious Jaime Alazraki : he wanted Borges to tell us something about the contribution  of English literature  to his work. It appeared that not only English literature, but the English language itself, has exerted a fundamental influence on his artistic development. He’d been exposed to large amounts of English poetry 
( recited from memory  by his father ) , even before he could read. He first read the Bible in the King James version, and the Arabian Nights  in the Burton translation.  He spoke to us with warm feeling about  Stevenson, Poe, Kipling, Hawthorne,  all the great narrators . He has an intimate knowledge of the poetry of Swinburne, Emerson, Frost and others. He can, and did, quote them from memory.
	The Arabian Nights, the Jungle Book, Treasure Island, Twice-Told Tales  ........ this was hardly the level of discourse to which his interlocutors were accustomed : Did Mr. Borges know  ,  Kenneth Becher inquired, that his stories anticipated the findings of modern physics, that his cosmology was in advance of the theory of the expanding universe?
	J.L. :  The world is a riddle, and the only beautiful thing about it is that it can’t be solved. 
	This inspired Margery Resnick’s next  question. After informing him  that Michel Foucault mentions him near the beginning of his turgid  “ The Order of Things”  , she wanted to know what he thought of some theory of Foucault’s buried near the back of the treatise. We are to understand that Borges finds the time to devour all the abstruse writings of Michel Foucault as they emerge in 500-page tomes.
	J.L.  : A grunt into the microphone.
	Jaime Alazraki then implored him for guidance on a fine point in Jewish Cabbala which he’d found mentioned in one of his early novels : “The Size Of My Hope”  .
	J.L. : I’m  more ashamed of that book than of anything else  I’ve written. After its publication I went around Buenos Aires collecting copies and having them burned. 
	Despite this warning Alazraki obstinately continued to  question him on this fine point. Borges then explained that the Cabbala appeals to him because it is a cosmology through  which everything in the universe becomes a symbol.
	Will Barnstone’s face lit up at the prospect of entering still further into the arcane. Can  you  explain Gnostic teaching to us? What is the Pleroma  ? Who is “ The Other , the Unknown God, the Aimless?” 
	J.L. :Another grunt in the microphone. Then he commented : The world is a nightmare from which we are all trying to escape. I myself  find personal salvation through writing. 
	In the course of the evening, Borges interjected several gentle digs about “The Other”.
	Becher thought it important for him to know that he’d anticipated Feynman’s Quantum Electrodynamics  in his story, The Garden of Forking Paths  .  Borges  confessed that the theory of time presented in the story had been cribbed  verbatim  from Francis Herbert Bradley’s “Appearance and Reality” . 
	Mr. Borges, do you experience  fear or anger before the prospect of death?   ,  wailed God-seeker Barnstone:
	J.L. : Neither young man - neither! Hope! All I feel is hope , knowing the certainty of escape from this miserable existence! 
	Margery Resnick: What do you think of Diderot’s theory of fate?
	J.L.  : Free will is an illusion, but a necessary illusion. To quote Spinoza, we are like an apple that falls, but feels that it wants to fall.
	The official part of the interrogation was over. Questions from the audience were submitted in writing, filtered through the hands of the panelists, then read aloud by Resnick. I know that she did some editing on them , because she butchered the question I sent along.
	- There are scientists who say we can become immortal in another two years. What ‘s  your opinion ? - 
	- Do you believe that computers are able to write poetry? - 
	- Do you like William Butler Yeats?- 
	  - Does  the spoken word has a place in modern art? - 
	   - Another  obscure point of Cabbala. 
	The Jorge Borges orgy was over. The audience broke up, the Defenders of the Word  formed a human shield around him , while individuals  with copies of Labyrinths  and other books   lined up for his signature. Jorge Luis Borges is totally blind: someone could  just as easily  have passed him a contract signing away his royalties for the next twenty years: he wouldn’t have known the difference. This is not disturbing. The disturbing question is:  would the panelists  have known the difference? 
ffffffffffff
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Volume I, #28                                                            June 4,1980
Exhibitionism as Art
Charlotte Moorman at MIT
	We have the highly developed  decadent civilizations of the West, France, Italy and Austria, to thank for that strange aesthetic sensibility which delights in the employment of disease as  instrument in the service  of art. To certain aesthetes, it is the very ensign of cultivation to admire the Marquis de Sade’s bookish sadism as applied  to the composition of his sadistic books. What would Baudelaire and Nietzsche have to say to us were it not for their syphilis? DeQuincey and Coleridge without their opium?  Pascal, had he not been plagued by tumors and toothaches?  What is this dubious quality of “sainthood” to which JP Sartre refers us in his biography of Jean Genet, other than the application of his numerous  spiritual diseases as marble, mallet and chisel to his literary sculptures?
	At her two concerts on Friday, May 16th and Saturday May 17th, hosted by MIT’s Center for Advanced Visual Studies , (CAVS) , Charlotte Moorman dished out a masterful blending art and neurosis, a reckless celebration of  the contemporary avant-garde . Her achievement may be summarized thusly :
		(1) She has taken the element of exhibitionism in all performance and converted it into the performance objective. 
		(2) The theory and practice of “living sculpture”, through the inverted reification of  her body as  metaphor of decay , exemplifies the very process of transubstantiation of mortality  through art.

		(3) Her native sense of humor raises originality’s halo of morbidity  to a higher intellectual plane. Unlike the concert artist who gives us virtuosity as a form of exhibitionism, Charlotte Moorman gives us exhibitionism as a form of exhibitionism.
			In  Variations on a Theme by Saint-Saens  ,  rendition of a concept conceived by  conceptual composer Nam June Paik, Moorman played her cello part-way through Camille Saint-Saens  Dying Swan , 
( I suspect I’ve added the “dying” part. )  , before  climbing a ladder and jumping off into a barrel of water. She then returned to finish off the lovely, lugubrious ode  .  In Yoko ( Oh! No! ) Ono’s  Cut Piece   , by Yoko Ono ( Oh! No! )  she reclined on a platform  like an alabaster tomb sculpture. Each member of the audience  walked  up to her and cut pieces from her two felt dresses, black and green, until she was as naked as the audience dared make her. MIT’s audience wasn’t very daring.  
	Such pieces successfully ridicule established conventions of the concert stage:  Is there much difference between a virtuoso’s gooey display of  pyro-techniques, and making a big splash by jumping into a water-barrel?  Mr. Paik should perhaps have entitled his concept  “Cadenza  on  a Theme by Saint-Saens  ” ! And what is the true  meaning of the rigid ‘still-life’ formalism of the classical concert ensemble? :  Is it not in reality  the representation of a high-culture birthday cake from which the audience  hacks off slices?





	In her second concert Charlotte Moorman performed an idea   by Takehisa Kosugi  from which even Pablo Casals could have profited . [footnoteRef:6] The score calls for a cellist, a  cello, and an oversized sleeping bag. Moorman crawled into the sleeping bag, dragged  the cello in after her, then rolled about the stage making love to it. Anyone  listening to recordings of Casals playing in the Brahms Double Concerto will  see the connection. Casals sometimes performed the tasteful without taste. Moorman sometimes performs the tasteless tastefully.... Voilà la difference  ! ! [6: Who knows how much Charlotte Moorman may have influenced the great Casals in his lifetime?] 

	 Up here in Cambridge they say that the way to tell a Harvard student from an MIT student is that the Harvard student doesn’t know the difference between a male jack and a female jack, while the MIT student doesn’t know the difference between a male and a female. The second part of this apothegm has something to do with the way Charlotte Moorman was received at MIT’s  CAVS. One can debate  whether or not Charlotte Moorman is a musician, an artist, even a cellist . But one cannot question that , as Rubens’ might put it, Ms. Moorman  is  Body  , her concerts naked offerings, her exhibitionism a redeeming social commentary on unredeemable social content. The MIT techies, in desperate need of her aesthetic napalm, recoiled , like Hippolytus, in  horror before the unashamed Mother Gift, hiding between the thighs of ‘Lookee no touchee’    and ‘Peekee no lookee’.  It appears that, in Cambridge at least, 20 years of  Avant-Garde Performance Art hasn’t changed a thing. 
	Which may be , in fact ,  its greatest accomplishment . 
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