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john cage
meals sun ra

Lao-Tse meets Confucius, Vol
taire meets Rousseau, All meets
Frazier. Every now and then, the
paths of glamts cross, and the earth
trembdes a bit. On June 8, 1986,
thi sands were shaking at Coney
kland, Mew York, when Sun Ra
and john Cage shared the stage.
For followers of alternative music,
this was history in the making.
Both men have cast long shadows
across the svant-garde terrain, Ra
taking jazz as his starting podnt,
and Cage stemming more from
the classical rradithon. On philo-
sophical as well as musical levels,
each has had an enormous impact
on new music. Yet they had never
met, and 1o their followers the
possibilites of their encounter
were tantalizing.

Their meeting i recorded
without editing on this release,
the first for the avant-garde Selt-
down label. In a sense, you'll find
nio surpdises here, but of cowrse
that is a surprise in itsell. On the
other hand, since Cage's and Ra's
work is based on the unexpected,
the tact that their performances
are unpredictable is also predict-
abde. Cleardy, | could dribble on
for several pages in this vein, so
let's skip ahead to the masic itself.

Ra and Cage enter the Side-
shows By The Seashore concen
space to a buzzing fanfare that is
eithier played on some electronic
gadget or sung by a jumpy mos-
quito through a very sensitive
sound systern, What follows is a
iariad of sobo impn;wiﬂﬁor'l:.ﬁy Ra
on Yarmaha DT, interspersed by
uneccompanied moanings and
long silences from Cage. Both
perfarmances are remarkable. Ra
pushes the synth through all kinds
of programs, conventional as well
a3 bizarre, and works brillianthy
with the idiamatic suggestions of
wach one. A stringish patch
toward the end of side one, for
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example, yields some relatively
congonant lines, while siren
sounds a few moments later
shriek and plummet into a night-
mare of crackling fire effects and
whirfing tornado roars. The show
ends on side two with a throbbing
oscillation that rises like a Hell-
icopter, bobs and weaves, and
then theatrically stops. In this per-
formance, as in his many ensem-
ble recordings, Ra proves his
mastery of the traditional contours
of tersion and release in music,
though translated to the vacabu-
lary of the avant-garde.

Cage’s mumbled recitatives
are equally characterstic of his
wiews! obsoure, rore ipace than
substance, playful, and quite
maddening 1o thase who choose
ol to fallow his muse, The
whoops and hollers that follow
:“rn.;n |I-|glmd..enc~e' seem almost

terically incongrucus; a si
fan bellowing “rock and .|'-\:|l‘||fl"i1lﬁ:‘-Iu
waild likely have brought down
the house. But then, at one point,
and ane paint only, Ba steps in
and creates an acoompaniment to
Cage. His quick understanding of
Cage's presentation really is a swr-
prise. Withowt a hint of his wsual
bravado, Ra summans a few small
bell-like tones as echoes to his
colleague's strangled cries, per-
fectly illuminating Cage's exphora-
tion of sound in space with a few
delicate space sounds. It is a brief,
but magical, episode. We'll be
lnoking forward to more from
bath men, and from the [abel that
had the foresight 10 capture their
misment together on vingl, Melt-
down (130 W, 42nd 50, #551, Mew
York, NY 10036), MPA-1. —BD
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