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2he Kilchen opened the secamd

weck of ils Imaginary Land-

scapes feslival March 1) by being

Lransformed into  Shelley

Hirsch's apartment, with couch,
‘Tiflany lamp, and kitchen table. In this
conforlable setting Hirsch performed a
stuuning, if uneven, series of Lheater
pieces to the electronic accompaniment
of David Weinatein. Farlier Hirsch per-
formances I'd I\eard had I'cnturml ecstat-
ic, sire f. here
she switched to a Joycean monologue
that showed her talents Lo even belter
advantage. Over Weinslein's oompahs,
she rambled Lthrough a story about eggs,
peas, sardines, and two uncles in LA,
chasing nne Imlp.l'n! nfler annther, and
bursting intn g in midphrase exactly
with the music. Assuming n gﬂlluncullv
Mediterranean persona, she plended in
nonsense ayllables o if they were pas-
ately meaninglul In n closing mono-
Ingue she hroke into multiple personal-
itiea, changing necents phease hy phrase,
When she shrieked lithe glissondi indo
the echors of & digital delny, she was as
psychalogienlly naked an Dinmanda Ga-
las, more haunting than Joan LaBarbara.

Hirsch is at her best when she seems
out of control, a channeler possessed by
unseen forces. Although you're aware of
how exyuisitely rehearsed her perfor-
mances must he, they issue as spontane-
ously as il she were dumping the contents
of her unconscious on us, and that ten-
nion provides the spark. Siill, at times [
was bored. A c&w song about cooking
(she brandished a cleaver) required wit,
something her talent for surreal sell-ex-
posure doesn’l quite lend itself to. . The
Mlow of the separale events Iagged in the
middle, and didn’t exert the grip on the
audience it eould have, A number of per-
formance artiats, aa (heir ambitions have
grown, have hlred directors, and I think
Ilirsch hna reached the point at which
ahe would benefit (rom one. When her
wild, beautiful energy hits its mark, it
devastates.

Alvin Lucier's music, included by cura-
tor Nicolas Collins in homage to Lhe not-
all-that-distant roots of electronic activi-
ty, was the opposite pole of Hirsch's in
every respect, though not without its own
seductive theatrical aspecw lve long

idered Lucier a v to
John Coge. The latier's ndnptnhon of
Husserl’s pitenomenological formula, *“Tb
the sounds themselves,” requires, in
Cage's music, a contract between com-
poser and lisiener, a willingness to focus.
In Lucicr's demonstrations of acoustic
phenomena, the contract becomes an ir-
resistible invitation. There are many
ways to listen to Cage, mguy threads one
can follow through LaMonle Young's
juatly tuned inclodies, bul miss the inter-
ference patterns in Lucner '5—as some-
times happens in performance—and
you've missed the music entirely. But
Lhat pinpoint focus teaches one to listen
in a way that Cage's music only wishes il
could.

With the 1968 classic Vespers, Lucwr
replayed history for those who missed it.
Like large, wingless bats, Chris Schill,
Dan Wolfl, James Hedges, and Mladen
Milicevic came slowly inlo the dark space
waving echo-locaters called Sondols
(from sonar and Mdolphin). These flash-
lightlike devices bdunced bright clicks off
the Kitclien's walls, and the distance the
echo traveled gave each click a more or
less rounded resonance. The length of the
echoes varied ever 8o slightly with each
glow turm of the Sondol, and as each
player moved he made an extremely sub-
tle sound-nnalogue of Lhe space’s shape.

Almost as subtle was Bird and Person
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“Blus’ Gene Tyranny) every Il

heterodyning means to create beats be-
tween electronic frequencies). At a glacial
pace that brought the conceptual music
thenter of the '60s back to lll‘ev Lucier
‘moved around the room carrying an elec-

ne added a new twist to the last.

bright lights on the speakers illuminated
the space wilh a pulsaling, rotating glare.
Then, when staccato crackling noises re-
placed the sundy Lones, the lights began
to flicker in rhyl,hm turning the room
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feslival concluded on a note Lthat eouldn’t
have heen Inpi‘md anyway. In heraic
tones, "lhm Buckner sang Somewhere in
Arizona 1970, n minicantata Iy “Blue®
Gene ['yrxlm)r with a text ndapted from a
UFO magazine. The prolagonist related
how a friend twok him te esplore o apoce-
cralt that lnd fallen in the Arizonu de-
serl. The description of the inert bodies
of dead, three-end-a-half-foot-tall alicns
("tear- shsped were Lheir eyes”) was ecrily
touching, and ns riveting as a good ghost
atory. Next, Tyranny look themes from
Somewhere anil gave the most innpired
keyhoard performance I've heard in my
entire life. In an improvisation called The
Intermediary he played a grand piane
and a little hllaumq :ynthmnur. Imith of
which were fed into a delny unit to echo
about a dozen seconds later. I'he result-
ing canon, alarling out with just a mnajor
triad colored by the fatted sixth below,
rolled cascades of notes out of a few sim-
ple phrases. Every line added a new twist
to the lasl, and each lime you assumed
his invenlion had exhausted itself he'd
break into a new perspective.

Earlier in the week, Weinstein had
demonstraled (in the context of some
good music, admitledly) standard New
York keyboard improv technique: put
your fingers flat on the keys and wiggle
them. But there was nothing. random
about Intermediary. Every line was spon-
taneous, yet every nole in every dashing
arpeggio rang a though God-given. Tyr-
anny kept his two-part texture spare at
the beginning, and increased over n 20-
minute period in a perfectly gauged cre-
scendo until one would have sworn four
pianos were playing. Merging head, heart,
and hands into a tolally human expres-
sion, he captured the sense of profound

‘tronic bird that emitted a |
trerrrrrchpehpehpehpehp over and over.
As he changed position relative to several
Inrge speakers, the feedback produced by
the system shifted in intensily and pitch,
while the sound of the bird ilsell ap-
penred to jump eporadically around the
room. The more recent Fideliotrio, writ-
ten for the Fidelio Piano 'Tria, trans-
ferred Lucier's idea of playing out-of-tune
with oscillators to acoustic performance.
On viola and cello, Lois Martin and Har-
ry Clark glissed carefully past an F (I
believe) ted by Sandra Schuld

on piano. Martin and Clark did a marvel-
ous job of sustaining intonalion, but the
acouslics were not greteful to the work,
and 1 only heard the inlended beals
twice. A nice irony here—the one non-
electronic piece in the festival was the
one that didn't work.

Gordon Monahan is among the youn-
ger generalion of sound-source compos-
ers, though unlike the Lucier/fudor fol-
lowers, he's less interesled in components
than in conceplual aspects of sound. In
his Speaker Swinging, Sanford Kwinter,
Bruce Mau, and Cathy Quinbn stood.on
elevated platforms and swung three
speakers in horizontal circles of about a
dozen feel in radius. Monahan, in Lhe
middle, successively played thin tones,
breathy sounds, and clicks through the
speakers, whose molion resulted in a va-
riety of Doppler shifts, the slides in pitch
that occur when a sounding object moves

into a isual popcorn The
succession of eflects was sensational, but
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never distracled attention from the phys-
ical phenomena. 1 move we concede that
Monahan has written the definitive
Daoppler piece. It's time for all the clari-
net-twirlers and trombone-swingers to re-
new Lheir subscriptions to Scientific
American and look for the next fad.
March & seemed like Rural Night, a
respite from Lhe rest of the festival's ur-
ban sensibility. To put it oxymoronically,
French-born Laetitia deCompiegne was
sort of the Shelley Hirsch of California.
In What Happened? deCompiegne read a
narrative from Melody Sumner's The

light you find in Wondy Allen's best
films. Afterward a friend reminded me
that Robert Ashley calls Tyranny the
world’s greatest pianisl, and we Lried to
figure out why that opinion hasn't gained
common currency.

Of more momentary note, though, was
that ‘Tyranny provided Imaginary Land-
scapes with a moral. By drawing the most
music- from the least lechnology, he gave
the festival a statement of the principle
that guides the best electronic music: It
ain’t how.many toys you got that counts,
it'n what you do with them. Amen.

To give extra credil to the festival's
curator, Nicolas Collins wowed a Chicago
audience March 12 with some toys of his
own. Playing alone and with local musi-
cians at Randolph Street Gallery, he per-
I'ormed a variety of works with a digital

Time Is Now, an opaque, ac-
count of marriages, divorces, and chil-
dren (“I told him if he saw other women
1'd kill him. He did. So I shot him"). Her
synthesizer abstracted the narrative still
further into rough-textured apeech
rhythms, while similarly rough fragments
of human silhouettes shone on the wall.
Pie Jesu comhined taped malerials—an
excerpt from Lhe Fauré Requiem, a folk
song sung by an old woman, a child's
song—with deCompiegne’'s own mourn-
ful, violinlike melody and noisy, crescen-
doing drones. The chiaroscuro slides were
now of either wolves or dogs, and the
ambiguity made a metaphor for the mu-
sic's al here. DeCompiegue's mellow,

pnst you. Given such a bare |
one liatens (or the mmhvnuus and here il
was thythmic: the revnluuonn created an
engnging pulse of (wo nearly equal beats,
and slight differences in the rate of revo-
lution among the three performers made
for a subtle phase-shifting that was fun to
listen for.

It 'was a simple idea, but underneath
Monahan's innocent venees lies n shrewd
ahowman. Afler the tones had played for
a while, the house went. dark; suddenly,

nature-oriented sounds and leisurely,
loose-knit forma evoked a typically Bay
Area ambience (I. thought of Ingram
Munhall s music), while her mysterious,

trable calm d thoroughly
Gallic.

I was regrettably unable to attend the
March 6 performance of Voice Crack, the
Swiss duo who extract a thick web of
industrial noise from dozens of cheap
eleclronic: components;- But -for -me. the

|-pr g sysiem made

from a l.mmbone with buili-in speaker
and circuit board. The improvisations
with hastily trained locals were predict-
ably chaotic, but the solo works were
impressive. Thking samples from & Peru-
vian brass band, he transformed by
stages a raspy buzz into a joyously dis-
junct march. He played a duet with Perry
Vinson on “backwards guitar” (sounds
played into the pickup snd resonating the
alrings, inatead of the other way around),
which mingled a baby’s soft. cries into a
restful drone. There's 5o much discipline
built into Collins's system he's free to
soar with his imagination, and the taste-
fulness of his sound-manipulation lifts
each piece above mere technical interest.
Deginnings and endings reveal much
obout a composer's attitude toward his
munic, and T like the way Collins ends.
There's never a climax, rarely a fading
ofl; when he's done what he can think of
to do with his material, he clicks off
abruptly, always about 30 seconds before
one would be tempted lo think, “This
should end soon.” His music is elegsnt

and well-conceived, as wan his festival.B




