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JOHN CAGE MEETS SUNRA

CONEY ISLAND OF THE MINDS

BY HOWARD MANDEL

MNew York City subway lines. "'Hurﬂ hurr-
Ir,slimhci!b—hlmﬂl n Ra,
" ,” the Sideshows ‘l'h:Sruhmz

in June, but they'd
come less for the sand and salt-watered air

frontier, and breached it. True, Cage

the anﬂ.ﬂﬁhluﬂi-hhl-
gent as & benevolent Can openneis to
e workd as it is and impulse to recast it
co-exisl? Al the border, yes; otherwise these in-
dividuals live in universes, haling
each other from afar.

Photos of okd Coney Island bline one wall of
the faded shed that's Sideshows By The Sea-

shore; canvas heralding Snakeology,
the Asian Fish, a Midget Kanga-
oo, and a Mermaid Parade from the cril-
while a few kods batted Meltdown
Russo a drum for attention,

temporary Keyhoard

doesn’t lead you into a2 new experience, but
into with which you're already
'familiar. ..~ Sun Ra is a whimsical, not 2 self-
consoously fastidious improviser.

solo seemed as arbitrary in rhythmic and har-
Mo a5 any toss of the | Ching,
a.nnth:q:pwdnplﬂwdbdnnwﬂwhﬂ
he'd wrought with such indaffer-
ence as Cage is o acquicsce o
ture, the irational, divine influence, andior
Thoreau-linked,
pear from view”™ as an -Innul let m-t
mhﬁ-ﬂﬂnunmclp
questions the very foundation of jazz, which

uhlppuﬂﬂruhyund or taste.
He acts a3 free as any god mumh
Mmmhﬂﬂm con-
pured slemental sounds for 3 few minutes.
Cage looked on, interested if impassive, and
when Ra chose o stop, Cage grinned and ap-
plauded like else.
Cage read without ritual more elaborate
than putting on his His utterance
have been a mesostic , Imdmvwd
which he’s told Oregonian Jhan Hochman,
“had to do with my wanting to satishy requests
for occasional texts of all kinds = Whatever
1 he derived them from (he's frequently
used Finnegan's Wake), Cage's diphthongs had
a soothing effect. Perhaps he was under-am-

plified, but his low volume and long be-
m e considerabon of the ambwent sounds —the
sleady whoosh of air from & arculating fan, the
infrequent inlerpolaton of a boom-box, laughs
or fragmenis ol conversation brom the board-
walk outside, restless stirrings from the fold-
ing chairs—probably in keeping with hus
intEnGons. l.ttpdtdf;rhﬂhnqlﬂﬂul

attention. There was some

mﬂwwd then Ra pls

:mhm. w
one of his
SOMNE POEMS. lunueimlhl:mr
hand on the keyboard, Ra wamed of nudear

holocaust and encouraged humans 1o creake an
alternate future, one no based on the
pn.mm'mhcap‘lﬁhr-‘
ance from section to secion was in the dura-
tion of his While seconds ticked by,
was he considering the flux in “silence™? Let-
ting the echo of his syllables end” Awaiting an-
olher impulse to speak? He removed his
a signal he'd fintshed.

Ra's face, al rest, had 2 doleful smile; his
eyes were anched with deep wrinkles. He's al-
ways been theatracal, since the mid “S0s mvad-
ing concert sites with his colorfully ragged
troupe, di his Arkestra wilh an
wsmmtn:l.rumhhh
the lough jazz cub 2t Slug’s inlo a steamy jun-
gl willage, wlh:!mihhi:lmdﬂm-
sands of “We are the
duldtmollhrim,'enmdﬂmn‘hurm
al the Egyptuan pyramids. These happenings
weren't influenced by Cage's Black Mountain
periormance art, any more than Ra's indafier-
ence towards polished musical craftsmanship
and preference for the unm!duhd physical
mend of mdetrrminate w the West-
emn classical tradition. Ba acoepts “mistakes™
because they don't impede the momentum of

truthful (hear the exhilarating i
sloppy air checks of hus mentor Fletcher Hen-
derson’s big band). indeed. they're truthful,
ton. Ka's entertaning, quasi-mystical pag-
eantry denves from his expenience (as Sonny
Blount) staging entr-actes in a low-renl Chi-
cago rught sput, but cheaply costumed sperta-

cle has become part of his message ol
transcendence.
m}uuthp';hahﬂymauadn
traction. Whether he's ending a series of atonal
mh&:ﬁdhwhﬁhm
of a jet plane passing overhead, or inducng
drowsiness by reading random words n a
monolone, or musiians o loss
ping-pong balls from the he intends 1o
reflect our forus back on our own percephons
and reactions.
To address the msurs of contem-
&.hhhﬂhﬂdhm
To explode the stults

e - gl
and Ra, terrifying aspect of musical crea-
tion imn’l the unknown, the wacharted—
what's threateneng o humans on earth is how
mm-aaimd&—dwm
wisdom and confrmnts.

The rear wall of 5 By The Seashore
was rollied back to let some sunlight in. while

tall, thin June Tyson "EJMI—::L
mulS-nla‘t-nﬂ r anthems.

man, she threw hersell into some
torting dance moves. Then Ba rose to oross the
ded agreeably, and again mouthed his
e g e
sdded music-box sounds, crystalbne
notes., Thene was a silence, of near silenoe, dur-
ing which Sun Ra and John Cage eyed the au-
dience. Everyone wailed, attuned to the next
moment, the next sound. Then Cage and Ra
relaxed thew attenbons, the collaborabon was
done. Applause was prolonged . because we all
realized we'd been listening for what's really in
the air not the odd music of two men, but the
reality of sounds” possibilities

Fans swarmed about Cage and Ra as Rk
Russo and Bronwyn Rucker served beer. wine,
soda pop, jusce, and pizz: o ther guesis
Meltdown Hecords was born



