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Hand in Glove Sounds
That Lie Up a Sleeve

-By JON PARELES

ticia Sonami plays a unique
rument: the lady’s glove It’'s a
‘elbow-length; "
with 16 pressure and motion
~controlling - ~electronic
ds ‘Alone onstage at the Kitchen
dnesday night, she sometimes
‘like a human antenna search-
the air for sounds, or like a

._lty’ summomng earth-shakmg
rumb s’fwu:h a brusque gesture

, 'a text. ré € 'on.tape
j hor, Melody Sumner
described. a surreal,,.
tlon “She contrxves a sense of. pleas-
ure. at.the edges of her boundaries.””

- leftshanded -

er focused on her hands or like

~ its own echoes and ‘pitc_l‘l-snifted_\yar

onami, dwarfed by her own " -

te shadow summoned elec- ",]jmore lonely

steam-engine huffing and a Geiger
counter crackle, as if the mechanical
were taking over.

“Has/Had” was improvised w1th
an entirely different -set of sounds:
syncopated bass lines fit for a dance
record, melodic runs that expanded
or contracted with the sweep of an
arm, admomtlons to. “Wake up!,”
whirs, metailic ‘rattles, sklddmg-
cars. But once again, there was no
narrative, only drifting, tapering off
and a final glimmer- of the openmg-
sounds. - .

Technical. dlfﬁcultles prevented
Ms. Sonami from using the glove to.

- shape “Ngai Pha Yul,” built on a
~ Tibetan song (“My Land”) sung by
jc - Tsering - Wangmo. - Instead, - Davi
- - Wessel sat at a Buchla control

dovetailing Ms. Wangmo’s voice with

As the melody floated among its
own ghosts, the song itself, an. exile’s
lament, grew more reverent and




