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i = preamble

When it was slowin the printing shop where | was working, like the
others, | was reading a book, My boss came up and said, "I'm sor-
ry but business is pretty slow. Friday I'm going to have to let you
go." I understood, useless though such understanding was. And
what was the book | was reading? Horatio Alger's, Ragged Dick.

From nowon, the act ofreading Algeris going to strike me as being
very ironic,
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My pointis that art is inexorably bound up in the situation where it
is produced and where it is experienced, You can emphasize this,
or you can emphasize where itis produced or experienced: you can
even equate them, and emphasize the equation. The relationship
exists in any case, and, either as artist or as audience, we are in
a situation analogous to a swimmer who may fight the surf, dive
through it and struggle against it till he gets out beyond where the
surf is noticeable: or else this swimmer can roll with the waves.

This situation seems relevant to what is happening in the arts today .
and to my own work in particular, And so | am writing an essay for
these five reasons: 1. | want to suggest critical criteria that are
more pertinent to current art work than those that are in general use,
2. | want to describe the flowof things and where | am in it. 3.1
want to suggest differences and similarities in work which is not on-
ly usually suppressed ot minimized by the large media but usually
lumped together, partially to separate out what | do and what | want
to do from what others are doing. 4. | want to locate much of the
social implications of what is being done in the arts within the larg-
er, social flow, And 5. By clarifying all this, | want to help break
down the Going Thing in the various arts and help cause, as it is
said, a hundred flowers to blossom and athousand schools of thought

to contend.

It amazes me how little variety there is in the best work that is being
done today. There is remarkably little difference between the work
if William Carlos Williams and Leroi Jones, although the former poet
must have been nearly a half century older than Jones. Similarly,
although most of the prominent younger poets are trying to develop
their own " sound," which is their word for "poetic diction" (and an im-
provementon it, | think) , everybody's sound turns out to be the same.
Ron Loewinson, Paul Blackburn, eleven years difference in age,
from the Philippines and Vermont respectively, surely one could ex-
pect a little more variety. Part of the reason for this is our implicit

acceptance of types.

The image that one has of what we are and what we are doing al-
most stereotypes our activities, These days dancers and poets don't
seem to get enough variety into what they do because they know too
well what dancers do and what poets do. There is an implicit love
of professionalism that is, | feel, extremely dangerous, Perhaps
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i:;]is an z;;ttachr_nent formed by the fact that most artists, particularly
those who \{vrlte for performance, get lots of honors and almost no
cash for their efforts. But that is just conjecture

These images are very strong with us - we expect i
wethink a lawyer oughtto be. But what a shat:)lefoftLaevga’ytez tl:)etilll'kﬁ
thatandto cor'lform to an image of lawyers in general. Wetype su'l')‘-
urban housewives, militant negroes, ambitious jews, AFofL crafts-
men, and so on, and in many cases these characterizations are neg-
ative. The_n it is particularly sad fora person to conform to such an
image. It is also very frustrating when he tries not to conform to it
An interesting case in pointof this last isthat of Carmine De Sa io'
He was an Italian district leader in New York politics whose res pon:
SIbl_Ilty was primarily the sensitive one of giving promotions onpthe
basis of seniority. Because of an eye disease in his youth, he must
wear dark glasses - he may damage his eyes severely by rllot wear~
ing them. Now, all of us know from our native-horn red-blooded Amer-
ican cradles, most Italians belong to the mafia and are incorigible
criminals. And prominent criminals wear dark glasses as a matter
of course. Conclusion: this harmless old De Sapio must be a ver
sn_m.ster man. It happened that the head of the corruption-riddled adf
mlmstratnqn of New York, Mayor Wagner, belonged to the same party
as De S_aelo, anfi,. perhaps in need of more financial support, coveted
De Saplo.s posntlon. At the same time, the people of I\'lew York
were beginning to complain about the corruption in the city unde
Mayor Wagner's administration. Areform movement began to develr
op. And, knowing our willingness to type people, Mayor Wagner
waged one of thedirtiest campaigns in our history, b):' sheer innuendo
and sly publicity he played up to our prejudices. They say that De
Sapio kept a whole staff of lawyers on guard, waiting for Mayo
Wagner tomake a specific accusation, so that De Sapio could accgs;
Mayor Wagner of libel. But Mayor Wagner while | think he is per-
sonally hone_st is very shrewd, ruthless, and unprincipled nc?t to
say demagogic. And so because of our prejudice, De Sapiolis out,
And Mayor Wagner now heads the reform movement to clean up his
ltzwr;dr‘ness. And t.he fortunes are still made in tearing down good
uildings and putting up bad ones. The only difference is that you
t:§ed to pay the cop five dollars a month to park where it was fy -
bidden, and now it costs fifteen. Where is the extra ten going 'f?r
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This story has a lot to do with why there isn't very much variety.
1 don't think that this characteristic is confined to America at all.
Two well-known characters might be taken as the prototypes of our
artists today: Faust and Schweik. Faust who makes a gnostic re-
ligion or way of life or even mystery out of art is the older style.
He is beautifully described in Thomas Mann's Doctor Faustus,which
is said to be based on the life of Alban Berg. Mahler, Schoenberg,
Stockhausen, Paik - | think of these people as Faustian.

The other type of image is evenmore poetic thanold Faust. Schweik
is a character in a great novel by that name by Hasek. Schweik is
a soldier. The world explodes, but he endures. His country crum-
bles, but he sells dogs. He is forced into the army. He is buffeted
and thrown around here and there. But he is too naive and too fine
a person to pay any attention to all that. He is, perhaps, above it.
At the end of the novel he wanders off into no man's land, in pur-
suit of a beautiful butterfly. He may have been captured or shot:
we do not know.

Right now this is the more popular kind of image. Most artists are
behaving as if they had set this image for themselves. I think some
consciously have. And to me, the terrible thing is that anyone be-
haves as if they had set any image for themselves.

Schweik is poetic. But to live up to one's image is sheer Madison
Avenue. And Madison Avenue is sick, don't you think? Madison
Avenue may plant the trees on Park Avenue every Christmas, but
Madison Avenue is available to the highest bidder.

And so is living up to the image of Schweik being for sale at the
noblest phrase.

But that is to get ahead of the story.

These two images have produced a dual Going Thing. To do the
right thing in the Faustian mode, you must be terribly noble, in the
sense that you must not be influenced directly by your public or by
anything save what you think is true. You must work seriously, pre-
ferably at night, you must regard yourself as the greatest man since
Adam, and you must reveal yourself, preferably in the nude, in ev-
ety thing you do. Violence, scandal, action, assumedly as the ex-

5 POSTFACE

pression of good will taking a revolutionary -for-the-sake -of -revo-
|utionary form (which is these days the commonest kind of anar-
chism), these are all implicitly in the Faustian mode.

it is hard for me to describe the Faustian mode sympathetically. |
really do have respect for it, but 1 do not like it. In my country it
has heen respansible for my people's highest artistic achievements:
Whitman, Pollack, Lindsay, and abstract expressionism

On the other hand, as the social situation has deteriorated inthis
country over the past few years, many of us havemore and more come
to insist on values that belong more to the Schweikian mode We
likequite ordinary, workaday, non-productive things and activities.
In contest, they take on great something-or-other. WhileRomeburns,
| work with butter and eggs for a while, George Brecht calls for:

* at least one egy

and Alison Knowles makes an egg salad and La Monte Young plays
B-F sharp on a fiddle hour after hour. This isourkind of insistence,
towards which many of us, especially the young ones, seem to gra-
vitate. It has one main thing in common with the Faustian mode: It
suggests great nobility.

It is true that these modes are not mutually exclusive. Some of the
beat poets have taken up George Brecht - much, | suspect, to his
surprise. But his work is so magnificently lucid that it appeals to
a great variety of people.

But! do not understand this great emphasis on motivation that is im-
plied by a stress on nobility. The nobility of one's motives is no
guarantee of a good thing being done. Surely it is somehow a de-
gradation of nobility to attach any particular value to it. A good
thing is done for its own sake, because one has good will or be-
cause one has bad will or because one has no will at all but just
wants to do something. | think that nobility is not a value but a
state of being. If it might be, for the moment, equated with saintli-
ness, we can quote Gertrude Stein:
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A saint a real saint never does anything, a
martyr does something but a really good saint
does nothing, and so | wanted to have Four
Saints who did nothing and | wrote the Four
Saints in Three Acts and they did nothing and
that was everything.l

Or again:

| always remembher during the war being so in-
terested in one thing .in seeing the American
soldiers standing, standing and doing nothing
standing for a long time not even talking but
just standing and being watched by the whole
French population and their feeling the feeling
of the whole population that the American
soldier standing there and doing nothing im-
pressed them as the American soldier as no

soldier could impress them by doing anything. 2

Perhaps a state of being, whether attained or acquired, is a set of
coordinates that give your position here with respect to there. Per-
haps a state of being, such as nobility, is simply where you are,
which is itself relative. Youcan benorthor south, noble or ignohle,
active or inactive, but if you hurt someone, he is hurt, and your be-
ing does notmatter a hell of a lot to him. There is thereforeno par-
ticular value in nobhility. Perhaps this is why the Japanese zensters
used to insist that there was no value in the enlightenment which is
the whole direction of zen training. Again, there is the story | read
somewhere that after the last world war Samuel Beckett was walking
around Paris and was stabbed by an Algerian. He was a robust man,
Beckett, and he managed to get the knife out of himself and into
the Algerian. They were taken to the hospital together, in a state
of shock. After weeks of lyingin adjacent beds, Beckett was strong
enough to ask the man, "Why did you do this thing?" The man an-
swered, "l do not know, Monsieur."”

|
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And so | do not see any value in nobility in the arts. Satie's La
Divane de I'Empire, which is a hack dance written for a cabaret,
is just asinteresting asthe Nocturnes, written for the most selfless
of motives. Hans Wahlgren's dance band arrangements suggest more
noble values than his countrymanBo Nillson's very noble utterances.
And on the same grounds.

So down with motivation, | say. Leave motivational research to
Madison Avenue. The only way to get anywhere with motivation in
art might be to deemphasize everything else. And that is in a time
honoured tradition of the hollow modern - find a convention, knock
everything else out, and look how original you are.

So what | am going to do is let my discussion of common points in
the two modes be, and talk about 1. values in what is happening,
2. what other people are doing, 3. what | am doing, and 4. points
of movement and confluence.

ii - from the theatrical to the theater

A theater is a place made for things to happen in. If nothing really
happens, then the theater is not being used for the purposefor which
it is intended.

In a regular drama, a pretense takes place. What is being done is
not really being done. It is being pretended. It is vety charming,
very smart to emphasize the pretense. Alternately, by now itis
practically a cliche to draw attention to the pretense at all. In any
numbet of works somebody comes down fromthe stageand harangues
you.

Ah, but that's the easy way out. Much less facile to question the
necessity for a stage, for a distinction between the petrformers and
the audience, even to question the necessity for a performance, as
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such at all. This is nearly as fascinating a literary-philosophical
pastime as the pretense. But it is equally a sham. Well, maybe
that's too hard a word. It is, at any rate, unsatisfying save to him
who does it. The artist sees his reflection in the mirror, and since
heis doing what he please himself andsees hisreflection doing what
he himself pleases, he says, "Oh, what an intelligent, interesting
person." Any number of plays turn the stage in on itself, giving us
the reflection of a reflection of a reflection of a reflection. To then
measure the exact physical properties of this reflection by such an
aesthetic means asremoving separations between audience and per-
former is to make form one's subject matter., And that is best done
in school. It is the worst find of academicism. It is Pirandello or
Gelber. It is what [ mean when | say formalism,

The theater, as an institution, is dead. It has been for a long time.
They have forgottento bury it. But then they have forgotten to bury a
lot of things. Not all the rhetoric of Albee, the bombast of Williams,
or the formalism of The Living Theater is going to bring the old in-
stitutional theater alive. Albee, The Living Theater, this kind of
thing - it seems to exist in several arts - it has the beauty - or is
it fascination? - of molds growing on a dead thing, consuming the
remains of the body that threw it up to light. The theater of the
Becks - The Living Theater - is the apotheosis of narcissism. Of
their recent productions, their biggest success was the one about
self-pity and junk - The Connection. Others werePirandello’s To-
night We Improvise, Mac Low's The Marrying Maiden, Brecht's In The
Jungleof Cities, Gelber's The Apple,:and W. C. Williams' Many Loves.
The Connection, Tonight We Improvise, and Many Loves arealles-
sentially plays within plays, where the audience is required to be
conscious being itself and to concentrate on that from time to time.
But the Living Theater is New York's avant-garde theater: it repre~
sented us at the Theater of All Nations. That in itself should speak
for itself. The theater as such cannot use much of that. When we
are looking for a theater in which things happen, it is allright touse
any means to get something to happen, | suppose, even the use of
an oversized text. But to reduce the theater to a forum for the dis-
play of one's ego is going off somewhere altogether different. It will
be observed that the leading lady (unless she is the director) is al-
ways Mrs. Beck (Judith Malina). Do you suppose there is any con-
nection between the vehicles they choose in their"searchfor a style”
- to quote Julian Beck - and the presence of a part for Mrs. Beck,

~
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who is distinctly a specialist? The question is for you to answer
for yourself, My own conclusions are libelous. However, in their
defense it should be said that the snowshoe tracks to the future or
to the theater are sure to show the pecularities of the wearers. If
one assumes that a troop of performers is bound to reflect the per-
sonalities of the troop's most powerful members. Nevertheless, al-
most all the old members of thetroop are gone now. Now, why should
that be, when sone of them became very proficient? Is this the best,
even in traditional theater, that we can put together? 1 can show
something about the Becks too when we take up Pirandello.

Look at Pirandello. Just look at him. He's a hero to a good many
people because he seems so staunch and experimental and honest,
and because he seems to reflect their own despair. Lots of people
take naturally to any weeping laugh, or any Void, or any facile pun
on reality. Actually the root of all this in Pirandello isn't hard to
find. He started out as a hack novelist who ground out umpteen no-
vels in just a couple of years. The plots of these novels start out
very interesting, but soon they get involved in puns on what-you-
think as opposed to what-is. And that is all he had to say, it's
right there in those hack novels. But as time went by he just had
to do more. So he wrote those novels over again, over and over a-
gain, this time for the stage. But because he is concentrating on
this situation in only one form, the only context he ever puts it in
is an upper middle-class one that gets more and more monotonous
as you plowthroughthoseplays. He wasn't a very courageous man -
if you don't believe me, read the last interviews he gave, in the
late nineteen thirties. There's one in Atlantic for example. There
you see that this man, living in Mussolini's ltaly, was perfectly
game to go along with Mussolini's military policies, even with his
local suppression of civil tights in Pirandelio's native Sicily - of
which Pirandello was perfectly well aware. There isn't an ounce of
nerve or zip in this cowardly interview. And this is the trouble with
Pirandello. Except for scenes with "lower class color," like the
barscene in Tonight We improvise, all his plays are about, for, and
by the most backward part of the Italian middle class. There is a
sort of sick mysticism involved in the mix-up of one reality with an-
other where we see that on the one hand Pirandello knows that it's
not very important which one is the real one or really even whether
hoth are, but on the other hand, it's the only thing he knows how to
write about, so he goes on and on. Henry IV, for example, depends
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for its impact on the question of who is mad, Henry or his people
around him. 1f you read Pirandello's comments on that play, you'll
find he thought of it as an attack on middle-class smugness. But
it's apretty feeble attack. And ifyou like the actor who plays Henry,
all the peregrinations of his wife have no impact onyou at all since
they are so drawn-out, and you are lost to the play, except that you
sympathize with the actor playing Henry and so a realistic element
is introduced that Pirandello never even meant should be there. If
you, as a member of the audience, know anything about disorders
that could cause the kind of delusions Henry has, then the shock
impact of his madness is removedand the text seems a morbid prying
into a medical case. Yet Pirandello buffs like to citethis asone of
his greatest (though lesser-known) plays. Or how about Right You
Are If You Think You Are. To me there is one inexplicably funny
moment in that play: the butler carries in a papiermache chicken to
the assembled company, and says, "The fowl, sir," | don't know
why that is so funny to me. Perhaps it has to do with the contrast
between that and the dialogue that has been going on, The people
seem to be playing a sort of twenty questions, trying to figure out
who they are and what their relationships are to each other. Many
interpretations are possible, and Pirandello assumes 1., that we
adamantlyrefuse to accept that these people may both be right about
who is who andwho has done what to whom, and 2 ., that we are end-
lessly fascinated by this sort of problem. No wonderPirandelloisn't
awfully popular any more. It is very difficult to broaden one's ex-
perience on understanding with all these questions about who is
whose wife or daughter. My theory is that the play qualifies as in-
tellectual matter, andit's avant-garde because it is off-beat, facile,
and existential. And so, to Tonight We Improvise, which | think
most people probably think of as Pirandello's most ambitious, "rad-
ical" if you will, play. Even its fraud is very stilted and contrived.
Technically it's a lot less experimental than Hellzapoppin (is that
how you spell it?), a musical of the same period in the USA. The
Living Theater production of Tonight We Improvise received rave
reviews, though qualified by, for example, the following kind of
remark (hy Brooks Atkinson): "Tonight We Improvise... is the sort
of script that ought to be experimented with, although it will prob-
ably interest only people who are fascinated with the anatomy of the
theatrical process. ...It takes a lot of work and skill for a company
of actors to conduct the experiment, But Mr, Beck and his associ-
ates have done the work well. Although the play is valueless...,

r
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the inquiry is interesting." The Living Theater very kindly gave me
a ticket to their production. Part way through the first act, :atatime
whenmost of the action is inthe audience, Judith Malina (Mrs, Beck)
came down the aisle, took one look at me and said, "You'te in my
seat!" | decided if this was improvisation, I'd best get in the spirit
of the thing and do something. If she'd pretend this was my seat,
I'd pretend | was a gentleman and give her my seat. So | stood up
and offered itto her. She justkeptonyelling, "He's taken my seat!"
But she would not accept that seat. She just wanted to yell, may-
be, or she didn't want to sit down, What do you think? Here's an-
other: during intermission the actors joined the audience in the loh-
by. Coffee was served. A friend of mine spilled his coffee on one
of the actresses' dresses. She just moved away without complaint
andtalked on. A performer was seated in the audience to heckle
the performance. But you couldn't talk to him. He was too much a
performer for that. And each night he did it the same way. He had
abeard at the time, which once | pulled in the intermission. He
pouted at me and walked away. Now, either the production or the
play was inconsistent. | think it was the latter. For my part, | im-
provised: | left both times | attended before the end.

But if Pirandello is a pretentious charlatan, in his case it should
be noted that he is deliberately that, which does give him some
charm, He makes his own charlatanry his subject matter. It is not
his charlatanry, ultimately, which I scold him for. It is the moral
and imaginative weakness that renders his theater irrelevant, even
useless, intellectually and morally and emotionally. His refusal to
say anything more than he did is not inspiring, like so many refus-
als. [t just seems kind of pale and very professional. Genet does
better.

Genet - there's an interesting figure. His negativism seems like a
conscious, clear-cut rejection of his emotional and moral environ-
ment, and it even takes on a certain degree of heroism that makes
him inspiring. He is a puritan on the other team from Bunyan.. The
Blacks is a courageous play, The sad thing about Genet is his not
finding a more satisfactory environment for his work. Oneistoo con-
scious of being in a theater, of the thing being theatrical. Can a
situation be too theatrical for the theater? | think so, if its con-
text and thus its environment remove it from the most useful environ-
ment it might have been placed in. One might do The Blacks in the
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street during a civil rights march. But Genet would most likely find
that vulgar and too unambiguous. If the older artists of this cen-
tury have a hobbyhorse - like Uncle Toby says all men do - itis
the love of ambiguity, so much of a rapture that it becomes a sort
of eccentric disease of the soul. One is here and one is there at
the same time, one is this and one is that. And this condition is
never accepted, it is dwelt on. Perhaps this is true of such euro-
peans as Joyce, Helms, Pirandello, and Genet more than of the a-
mericans: they, more than we, seem to feel disinherited. But I
wouldn't swear to it. It is all a speculation, and why not? | wonder
if Genet doesn't get this ambiguity more from Pirandello than from
anyone else. He seems to prefer notto relate to the immediate pre-
sent except in a literary way. When his work is read, it seems like
history. Only when it is read does it seemrelevant. The atmosphere
of intellectual contrived ambiguity seemed the whole game. One ex-
pects that of Anouilh, lonesco De Gaullicus, and Giraudoux. But
for Genet one hopes the best. | love Notre Dame des Fleures, even
more than the other novels. They are meant to be read. But the
dramas are too theatrical tobheread. Some day theremay he a medium
of the order of three-dimensionaltelevision whichisread, imagined,
and realized all at once. The Blacks belongs in this medium, not in
the theater. It is very embarassing to see middle-class negros at-
tacking the same people they ape, to the detriment of theirown peo-
ple. And if the play were performed by really poor people, it would
not be Genet any more. The Blacks is a contradition of its own in-
tents and messages: | think Genet has done that deliberately, but
I think he should not have done it. | think Genet wanted to throw
a good, healthy load into the faces of his sick countrymen, but he
got so amused by his load - hypnotized by it, you might say - that
his load acquired all the sickness of his country. Then too, the act
of protesting almost implies that one is protesting toa hostile audi-
ence. But we are not hostile, In my country at my time, we are im-
pressed enormously and therefore largely led by our black people.
We identify with them, It affects an enormous number of us. The
Negros sit in at City Hall. Some of us join them. Almost all of us
support them. In the past this would have marked us as being from
a peculiarly liberal background. It would have seemed rather bo-
hemian. But in this summer of 1963 a newgeneration has appeared
which refuses to be as sick as our fathers, even as our older brot-
hers. Older generations used to complain about their fathers, and
"revolt against them." Our older brothers have collaborated with

| 438
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our fathers to make aworld in which there is no room for the young.
Our older brothers listen to rarified jazz that had lost any trace
of social relevance. They madetheirgestures by swallowing "sacred
poisons" that enlightened them about the air. And they kept their
lousy, hip, beat mouths shut while unemployment skyrocketed among
the newly graduated, and automation, poorly handled, took away the
possibility of our contributing, onan ordinary level, to society. The
Leroi Joneses - are they the Joneses we should try tokeep up with?
-concentratedon Cuba, while their younger brothers rode in the front
of Alabama busses. The Allen Ginshurgs told howthey wanted to he
God whilethe unions shut my generation out, as surely and as cruel-
ly and as completely as any employer ever did. To concentrate on
A-bombs and peace movements is surely worthwhile butnot so much
to the point as recognizing the economic basis of our conflict with
the East, and then working for peace through economic means.

What | am saying is that any sacrifices that are made are going to
be made by my generation. And for what should we be sacrificed?
We refuse. And therefore we hate our older brothers. And I mean
hate. Go sit in a candy store in Greenpoint for a few weeks, and
talk with one of those teen-agers who says he wants to be a movie
star when he grows up, or who makes poor Paul Goodman cry be-
cause he sayshe doesn't want to be anything. Get through his ven-
eer of so-what. One day you will suddenly come on an expression
of hate so deep and so violent thatyou will be amazed at the human
capability of nourishing it. Nobody asked to be born doomed. The
civilrights struggle come fromthis. And the explosion of the young,
which may well surpass all historical precedents - and which will
destroy or at any rate be directed not against a people, such as the
jews, aclass, suchas the bourgeoisie, or a race, but against, purely
and simply, older people. It will be very difficult to head this off.
We are not non-participants, like the beats were: we are arming to
take to the barricades.

And therefore Genet seems passe, like an old antivivisectionist,
grown fat in the service of his cause.

Same withmostof the crusading nihilists -the Tennessee Williams -
William Inge - Edward Albee kind of writers - how could their ilk
possibly have anything to do with us in our situation?

—
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Soon, | guess, Albee will write some poems for Kulcher and Diane
di Prima's plays will be printed by the Grove Press.

What do you use a Willians play for? Are they pertinent social
criticisms, like Sartre? Or does he merely harp on grim things for
their decorative effect? Take This Property Is Condemned. In a
way, it is one of the greatest one-act plays. The two characters
are both extraordinary lively depictions. Their interests vary. And
the piece seems to lament that this girl is, like her house, condemned.
But it is uncharacteristic Williams. Itsbest points assume a common
point of view. Take also Orpheus Descending, which is areworking
of an earlier play, and therefore has stronger ideas than Williams's
later things (I have a theory about that, and I'll get back to it in a
little while). The ideas are incredibly effective. And that isthat.
Williams simply revels in the nyphomania of the girl. And a weird,
half-mad negro wanders around giving a weird indian whoop. So
you are shocked. So he does a lot of the right things. It is very
theatrical theater. Still, it is the easy way out. Now, comparing
both plays, in each he raises questions. In each he shows a sick
society. But in each, he depends on that same society for its im-
pact. And in each he seems to tacitly approve of it. You can write
of sick situations, like Ibsen, without being sick . But that does not
often happen.

Finally, Williams, like Genet, develops his brilliant theatricality
out of shock values, by exaggerating what is common to his society.
But these balues change. If Kinsey were to concentrate on, for ex-
ample, sexual attitudes in my generation, | think he'd bein fora sur-
prise. The inarticulate people, who seem not to have been exten-
sively covered, have a way of life that is extremely more promiscu-
ous than that of ten years ago. Kinsey should take awalk upthe
fire escape of the building where | was working until this last week
any lunchhour. This is something which has developed in the |ast
few years, according to the older workers.,

My theory | mentioned before is that the personality changes with
the environment, in such a way that if the personality ever becomes
fixed, as the environment that produced it fades away, so does the
core of the personality so that we are left with a hollow shell with
the manners and none of the living matter of the original personal-
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ity. | think that any artist, such as Tennessee Wi.lli_ams, wi?o makes
up his mind without taking into account the s.hlftmg enwronmept
stales. And so it is not a good idea for an artist to depend on his
own flair or knowledge to carry a work off. He should al.way_s take
into account all changes insociology, environment, even in his own

physique.

So, Tennessee Williams, you've had it. You committed yourself
to shock people, and, as time goes by, you have to be more and
more bizarre till, in Suddenly Last Summer, you come to canmbz_ﬂ-
ism. If you are depicting cannibalism, do you think it is a depic-
tion of our society? | may say, in all good faith, that |'ve never
heen a cannibal. And if you are trying to shock us to our senses,
then don't you think it's a pretty sick appeal?

And Albee is considered more avant-garde. But he is more facile,
even, than Williams. From the Zoo Story one comes to think that
he is interested in a new psychological theater. But his idea of
what psychology is the same old thing. How can anyone in good
faith cover the same old psychology with effective sauce and serve
it, piping hot, on a silver platter. Answer: | do not think Albee is
acting in good faith,

It is not enough to say the same old thing effectively, whgn you
might mean the same old thing but say something new effectively.
That's assuming that you want to say something effective anyway.

But there's no doubt that Albee seems most interesting in displaying.
psychological effects. His characters are so spectacular. They seem
to have nothing to do with daily living. In the Zoo Story, what would
happen to Jerty if he went towork in the printing plant where | was?

But Albee has one very interesting aspect. In a way he is the end
of naturalistic theater. You could not ga farther than he has, em-
phasizing abnormal psychology and heaving fluff with violence. It
is the end of a line of evolution, one in which great attention was
given to details and very little to what was actually going on. Wed-
ekind, O'Neill, Williams, Albee - it is easy to see what drama his-
torians can prepare their doctoral dissertations on for the next few
years.
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There is a sort of dramatist who simply makes gentle twists within
the context of the given theater. The writers of this style whom we
know best are Pinter, lonesco, and the early Adamov (since, much
improved). Pinter writes for the bditish tdadition, lonesco for the
ruggedly individualistic (why are all rugged individualists the same,
meek, conservative individual?) Gaullist clerk, usually named
Berenger, who forms a united front with the intelligentsia and dukes
who constitute lonesco's natural audience, and the Adamov of cruel-
ty=and-1'm-through-with-your-wife, -I'l[-pass-her-on-to-Joe, -but -
don't-you-dare-insult-the-whote-lI-love. To be a writer of this
style, you should assume that everybody comes from the same bland
background and then shock them by isolating extraordinary factors in
lifeand isolating them in such away that only this factor is important.
In Strindberg's A Spook Play, there's an old mummy who lives in a
cupboard and who screams out from time to time. Shocking? Yes,
in an easy, Breton-surrealism way. The athers, Pinter, lonesco,
and early Adamov take this as Standard Operating Procedure, and,
mechanically, they go on proceeding, always with great hoop-la
about how modern this is. Such work, | assert but don't bother to
demonstrate, really appeals to the worst in us, and so we like it in
a decorative way. But basically it is safe. It poses no threat to
anybody. Safetyin thearts is notnecessarily perjorative, of course.
But in this case, it seems an escape from anything one might be
called on to do. We can always daydream how sad we are inour
cupboards, and, in this way, be too absorbed to worry about screams
of help from the next cupboard.

Really, the trouble with the institution of Theater today is that it
just isn't itself, and it cant't be. The theater is just notbeinga
place where things happen, because nothing happens there.

It is all literature.

If you read Horatio Alger, who hated the theater as a waste of at-
tention, you find that in his time the bootblacks and themillionaires
used to rub shoulders at Tony Pastors and other places on the Bow-
ery. At that time the Theater was not so self-conscious and it did
not concentrate on theatrical effects. It simply catered to every-
body's imagination and sensibility, ie., to two healthy faculties,
rather than to their sense of the bizarre. In one of the Ragged Dick
series there is a description of a play with dragons, done without
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illusion, which delighted the newspaper boy-narrator because he had
never thought about being in the same room as a dragon. For all his
distrust of thetheater, in Jed the Poorhouse Boy an alcoholic actor
helps Jed escape from his poorhouse and puts him on the road to be-
ing a useful member of society. This alltakes place in littlevillages
inupstateNewYork. Do youthink that the part that the Theater played
at that time was purely the low-grade crass entertainment that one
gets from the Ed Sullivan show? | don't. | think that in the Theater
one enjoyed avicarious glory and dreaming to which there is simply
no contemporary parallel. One had a sort of glimpse of anarchic
freedom and of ideals that were bound up in specific activities. |
would like to see this situation exist again.

People are people, a man is a man. | haven't much to say about
Brecht's theater or similartheater which deals with these problems,
because | have never seen a Brecht play properly performed; though
| have read a good many of them, | havenever seena goodtransla-
tion of any except for the Charles Laughton Galileo, which is, as a
piece, too much of a tour de force for my taste. | would like to see
what would happen if somebody did Die Mutter in New York as it is
prescribedin the Berman edition. | doubtour institution of Theater,
where our highest tradition is that you cannot whistle in the dress-
ing rooms, would recover from the impact.

When these ideas are handled in a more Aristotelian context, the
facelessness of the most vivid characters seems overwhelming. It
is years since l've seen or read Waiting for Lefty, and | remember
how unreal the summer stock actor made the lead, though | also re-
member this lead - is his name Mac? - matching coins while his
world came apart. A realistic situation in which an unreal person
is involved.

For thisreason | make adistinction between a personaand acharac-
ter in my own work. Who you are, your social position, the name of
your second cousin, and the color of your hair -that is the persona,
What you like, what you do, your personality, how you behave, -
that is character. | like to give the performer a minimum persona
and ask himto developa maximum character, which may and usually
does coincide with his own. The same approach we find in Shakes-
peare - what sort of guys are Lorenzo and Grazianoin The Merchant
of Venice? Not to mention interpretations of Hamlet, of course.
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But in recent drama, from Ibsen to lonesco, from Albee to Odets,
this liberty is denied in that to take it is toviolate the spitit of the
play. When characters are thought of as fixed and unchanging, the
absurd is reached, inasmuch as the realistic is being denied. If to
love the unrealistic is sick, then only the sick, from their society,
go see plays by O'Neill and Albee.

From this the Theater has died: it has become too theatrical. The
Going Thing mentality has affected it. The only way to revive the
Theater is to dump the professionals, all those who profit by the
Theater's exclusiveness and who thrive in this Going Thing situa-
tion.

When you do the right thing, when you avoid danger, you are acting
as a machine and denying your manhood. -

The new theater has nothing to do with the institutional Theater of
the last eighty years. We cannot afford profiteering. We are always
too young.

The new theater is any art in any medium that happens, and in its
narrower sense, it is a synthesis of ideas already obvious in other
art media. But there is nota single thing that we can learn from the
Albees and lonescos of this world, from their work or from their ex-
perience. The old theater must die with them before the newcan be
born. So let's bury them.

There are, howevet, ideas which were offeredto the theater but nev-
er accepted by the theater on a large scale. These were put forward
by Artaud and by Marinetti. A couple of Artaud disciples havebe-
come very prominent - Decroux and Barrault. But Decroux is a fine
mime technician with ataste forthe Czarist aesthetic of dance, and,
though he has taught many skillful mimes, he never has done any-
thing to hold our attention. And Barrault is a powerhouse with De-
croux's taste and no mind whatsoever. Together they seem to com-
prise a French Living Theater. Perhaps they'll do some plays by
Ashberry, Koch, and O'Hara.

Artaud's ideas are so ingrained in what | say that | have a hard time
separating them, His manifestoes constitute my main core of theater
technique. His aesthetic, the love of the lurid and bombastic and
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pure melodrama, seems excessively Faustian, to me (the real School
of Artaud is Paik), but his images haunt me, There is his idea, for
example, that the theater can be like a plague and, by burning itself
out, purge you. You will never forget that idea.

Marinetti, on the other hand, first conceived of the dramatist as one
who provoked events rather than produced them. At one point he
did theatricals by filling tents with evil-smelling rags and chasing
the audience through them at night, screaming. Finally, he developed
a notion that in the theater, you could emphasize speed,and com-
press an intense situation or experience into a couple of moments.
One thing | greatly admire about Marinetti is that he could develop
three such different (but not mutually exclusive) ideas.

But that is one of the things about Marinetti: he develops ideas
simultaneously that have nothing to do with each other. There is
absolutely no connection between Marinetti's theater and his accep-
tance of fascism, except that he always kepttrying to be as modern
and as Italian as possible. His point of view is unbelievably sim-
ple, in fact. Those two aims explain everything he ever did.

His fast plays are compressed into a couple of lines at the most.
This was not a new technique. Carlo Beni wrote the tragedy of
Rosmunda in five lines, back around the middle of the nineteenth
century, for the same reasons as Marinetti. Verlaine wrote a coup-
le of tiny plays. But Marinetti extended the compression idea to
include plays about nothing, i.e., everything, with any possible
form of experience thrown in.
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Any Lester Trimble who gets the idea this kind of theater has any
connection with dadais all balled up. Marinetti's plays in this form,
fike my own and Ray Johnson's, are poetic, experimental processes
and activities. They are not existential analyses of the Ball and
Huelsenbeck sort, nor are they Tzara gestures. The name Marinetti
gave this kind of theater sounds very odd in English: "Synthetic
Plays." But since there really is no need to duplicate terms, no
matter how awkward, so that everybody can have a term that seems
nice in the context of his own work , I suggest that little compressions
of experience into processes and activities be stuck with the name

of "synthetic plays."

Actually, the spirit of dada is lots farther from what I, Hansen, Joe
Jones, and the others of my generation are doing than the general
spirit of futurism, whatever exceptions there are to this. To be de-
lighted by ambiguities and absurdities as such is more for our older
brothers and sisters than for us. The Diane di Primas, like the
Tristan Tzaras, seem to be out on strike, once and for all, in this
world, but it is not a strike with picket lines. It is no more than
absence and refusal, now and forever,

Personally, | think that you have to have a joy in something hap-
pening to have theater. But that is a matter of taste. Taste: Itis
somethlng that fits with Marinetti like salt on hamburger. For me,
the thing about Marinetti isn't that he's a great dramatist, because
he risks so much he always loses. It's that he's such a ringleader.
He really suggests some great ways to do things. When the rest of
the theatergoes into the mist and has nothing to do with what is go-
ing on, even in the theater, there are these words of this manifesto,
written half a century ago, in Camille Gordon's fluent translation:

Manifesto:

"After the Synthetic theater and the theater of surprise we are going
to have the antipsychological abstract theater of pure elements and

the tactile theater.
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".In th‘e s'ynthetic theater we don't concern ourselves about "drama-
tic principles." We have always new juxtapositions of humor and
eaa_'nestness, of real and unreal people, time and space relation-
ships, simultaneities, dramas of objects and presences, scenic

’ a

51t t0(_iay, a new ltalian theater exists with mixtures of the comic
the sgrlous,_ and the grotesque, fictitious persons in concrete suri
roundings simultaneities and time-space relationships, -t
synthetic theater is to be thanked. A

1 H
Tf;e theater of sun.'prlstetakes as its aim the arousing of amazement
with all means, situations, ideas, contrasts, which will now have

never yet appeared on the stage, with j ,
: juxtaposed eff
shake our human sensitivity . p 5] thall Wil

f'For us surprise is a fundamental element of art. Any work of art
is at_ltonomous. It resembles only itself and appears as a wond
Bottlcelli's "La Primavera" had, at the time of its appecaranc;er;
like many 'olher masterpieces, -quite apart from its complex v1|ules
of.cg)mpps:tion, rhythm, volume, and colors, the value of surpr‘isin
o.rlgmallty. Our knowledye of the picture and its copies and imit'1(i
tions have destroyed this value of surprise. The cult of the "¢ re‘ t
work ofar_t" (gauked-at, imitated, reproduced) is fatal for fres! : aI
and, besides, it is lazy and absurd. T

"Raphael chose for his frescoes a particular wall of the vatican which
a few years previously, had been painted by Sodoma. He had thé
marvelous Yvork of this painter obliterated and painted t.he wall anew
to flatter his creative pride, for he was convinced that the main worth
of a work of art lay in its new and surprising appearance. ‘

n i 4 H

thSL:rprlse is an essential element in contemporary art - so much so
at work which once was surprising after all these years has be-

come completely genial - and it is now hard to surprise.

"In the theater of surpri irecti i
! ptise the direction to which th
his strength of invention must be to: S
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1. drive the sensibility of the audience with fortuitous
sutprises into chaos.

2. suggest a sequence of othet notions -as a stone,
which isthrown into the water, sends out wider and wider

circles.

3. summon up in the public unheard of words and gesti-
culations, so that each surprise arouses new surprises in
the loge, in the balcony, late in the evening, the next
day, on and on.

"] will stop a moment toattack the theater of psychology in its three
basic forms:

1. the antigue, scientific-documentary psychological
theater.

2. the parasitic semi-furturistic, fragmentary , feminine,

ambiguous psychological connection (eq., Proust).

3. the ltalian, modern Psychologism with its powerful,
directed, heavy-handed, moralistic, professional , pedan-
tic analysis of basics - haunted by the age-old weak-
nesses of the Hamlets - 'to be or not to be,' living and
dreaming aboutthis, and the philosophical dialogue with-
out any plastic synthesis and movement , dressed up as
futurism.

UThese three psychologisms are all similarly analytical, boring,

without transparency, without poesy, monotonous, vexatious, de-

pressing, and anti-ltalian, that is, opposed to the beautiful, poetic,

spiritual , explosive, improvisation-loving, fiery, colorful character

of our people.

"Therefore we have made two newkinds of theater and performed on

tour in eighteen ltalian cities:
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1. The abstract a-logical synthesis of pure elements,
which offer the public the force of life in motion without
psychology (the abstract systhesis is an irrational, sur-
prising combinations of typical experiences).

2. The tactile, muscular, athletic, mechanical synthe-
sis without psychology."

iii - poetry and things that happen

| looked out the printing plant window. White feathers floated by
through the air. | do not know why.

It struck me that this was a very poetic thing. 1 do not know why.

It stru.ck me that to see this thing happen was its poetry. To write
about it was not to hold the poetry of the moment. I do not know why
that either.

Surely, if one is working in a medium that allows things to take
place, there is room for a sort of work where the driest of words
bring about many marvelous moments. | hope the world has room for
this kind of work.

And so a poetic element can be discovered in a lot of work where it
was not intended, and thereby we can explain marvelous things that
we have seen, and we can also noticethe deadness of a lot of situ-
ations.

One of the most wonderful moments | recall in a concert of American
l\Ilocall Music in May,ll960. The piece was Charles Wuorinen's

On the Raft." One singer was very large, the other was rather
small, but both were pretty girls. They hugged the edge of the piano
when they sang, both of them half-smiling, both exactly together,
It was a marvelously absurd sight, and they sang very well. Some-
how | think the composer was a ringleader in the situation,
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Then there is the opposite kind of development. When David Tudor
performs Busotti -and many others -he puts on gloves and/or arms
himself with toys and mallets and goes playing all over the piano.
As a result, the situation becomes rather faceless. It was a piano
but now it is just being used as a reverberating object. Formerly
one thought one might hear all kinds of interesting things. But the
situational aspect is half the fun now. And yet, always this con-
founded piano, which seems to become a symbolic object in many of
these Tudor performances, just as the Tudor manner -ultracool , ul-
tracalm, ultraprofessional ~becomes a symbolic manner. The piano
is the grand instrument of the last century. Tudor's manner is the
extreme exaggeration of a professional manner. And both seem rath-
er out of the spirit of these situational compositions. They detract
from the poetic situation. If only Tudor would let loose with a good
loud "Ooomph," or stop a moment and wipe his forehead. | summed
up this in a piece | wrote this summer called "Interjection for David
Tudor." It goes like this: "Laugh when you do something funny,"
and it is to be inserted into any piece by any composer as desired.
The only catch is that | have no idea if anything strikes David Tudor
as being funny while he is playing.

But back to my point: | like pianos to be pianos, and when they are
something else to be something else. And these are things that do
seem to happen in performances.

There is a kind of Persian poetry where sense, form, and even lan-
guage are ignored. The shape of the words, some of them non-ex-
istent, is the only consideration.

But these days our poets donot seem even to consider these things.
It strikes me that Diane di Prima, Jonathan Williams, Edward Dorn,
and Gary Snyder are all furiously at work on the same poem.

How is it possible that so many people as those in, for example,
Donald M. Allen's The New American Poetry could all have such
similar intentions? The only two poets of the generation of the an-
thology who seem to have any interestin doing anything besides the
Going Thing are Jackson Mac Low and Tuli Kupferberg, neither of
whom is in the anthology.

This is the Going Thing style: you first fook for your own, indivi-

J
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dual sound (i.e., poetic diction). The sound comes hefore all else
Even so, a few kinds of sound are acceptible only. There is the
declamatory style used by Ginsberg in hisbest-known pieces, whose
closest precedent is Christopher Smart in the eighteenth century. It
has many many exclamations and pile-ups of nouns. Diane diPrima
and Michael McClure use this style extensively, though their typo-
graphy differs and makes their things look a lot more different than
they really are. The second sound is the hermetic free verse with
lots of proper nouns. The master of this style is Charles Olson,
whose lines really move. But, since his influence began to appear,
in the early nineteen fifties at Black Mountain College, in the Black
Mountain Review, he has come torecapitulate himself into manner-
isms. And the Kochs and O'Haras and Mc Clures who use Olson's
manner have come to a sound that can only be described as privacy
in the Manner of Poesy. | am not, please remember, speaking of
subject matter just yet, merely of the superficial sound of this kind
of verse. Finally, the third Going Thing style is the well-formed
line of conversaion, picked up mostly from William Carlos Williams'
Desert Music and from some 1920's pieces of his. This sound is

phrased according to the Going Thing sort of jazz. The result is
elegaic and (Creeley's Air: "Cat Bird Singing,"4 or Oppenheimer's
"The Rain"9) occasionally very powerful. The end of "The Rain"

shows what | mean:

There are Africans
believe the sun

female. This
is not my way.

The sound of those lines gives the strength much more than the mean-
ing or the image. There are probably not many of us for whom african
totemism is a particularly important subject. But the sound of this
kind of verse makes everything seem quite significant.

Having gotten his style, the Going Thing poet feeds in either of the
following material: survivors of atomic wars, early history, a na-
tural analogy, fellatio, and Cuba-and-junk (which are not usually
separated, though | think this is more a phenomenon than an inten-
tion). Now these matters are, of course, national preoccupations of
ours, and ones about which there is a great deal of hypocrisy. But
howabout lahor reform, urban renewal, liquor, civil rights, industrial
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techniques, food, quietness, and plants? Is it that these are more
complex matters and that they requite great specificity? Or isit,
perhaps, that the "Going Thing" poets prefer phony revolutions, ones
which, it can safely be assumed, will never take place?

Finally, having brought up these matters, the Going Thing poet
merely takes an exaggeratedly liberal view on each, throws in a
little nostalgia, and calls it quits. The poem is then sent to his
best friend's magazine, read by other friends, and referred to in a
poem six years later.

It is not permitted to assume a realradical point of view on anything,
although this is not admitted. It would seem humorless. Very charac-
teristic is the title of a Joel Oppenheimer book: "The Love Bit,"
which suggests a good deal of alienation from one's own feelings.

Radicalism is more than an intensification of liberal tendencies. More
than anything it is a conviction that something must be done. This
is a foreign vein to our Going Thing poets. They scream and they
holler, but they never sum up. They express great excitement at a
safe distance, but it is onlythe facade of concern. Like my scholar
in Nicoplis 1396 they are fighting the turk by praising the lord and
being good Christians.

Yet this is work which very very often is topical and is filled with
political references. But its radicalism is phony. It has a few con-
crete suggestions, many regrets. And so [ think that the voice of
the radical kind of Going Thing poetry, of the McClures, and the
Di Primas and the Lamantias, is thevoice of the disowned czarist,
mourning his lost homeland and acting up in the meantime in front
of a mirror.

This is why the Going Thing poets seem so absurd in comparison
with a Neruda or a B. Brecht. When an Oppenheimer writes an Un
Bel Di, on the other hand, which is prose intoned in the manner of
poetry, he uses the style consistently for what it is best suited: a
sensuous lyrical love story.

Twenty years ago there was a strong school of Eliot. But many,
even in the generation that belonged to that school, had nothing to
do with it and, without dashing off into the misty past (like Bly is
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doing today, out of dissatisfaction with the Going Thing present, |
suppose), these people began what is today the Going Thing style,

But the Going Thing hasno Eliot, no masters, save, perhaps, Olson,
and, with a nod from half a century ago, William Carlos Williams.
And neither of these men is papal. And so the only master the Go-
ing Thing has is the opinion of other members. This has become
the source of the problem. The opinion of one's fellows ought not
be so important. Le Roi Jones ought not to be teaching himself,
DiPrima and Mc Clure to classes at the New School for Social Re-
search. He oughtto be suggesting what can be done andthings that
have happened. In poetry classes, even historical ones, the trick
should be to open minds, not to close them,

And so it goes on. This poetry, which might have become extreme-
ly popular and have helpedreshape a mass culture, this poetry is just
crumbling while its practitioners more and more concentrate on doing
theright thing. But where there isno danger, thereis no life. Nothing
ventured, nothing gained.

That is what [ think about the Going Thing.

Much more interesting, | think, is the work of Jackson Mac Low.
For around tenyears he's been working with raw language. He uses
coins, nails driven through magazines, all kinds of methods of ran-
domizing words. These are then put where he wants them, into a
stanza, or onto an index card, or into this part of a concert hall
while other words are thrown into thetime dimension in another part
of the concert hall. The resultis a pile-up of units (or a breakdown
of them) which acquires any meaning according to what is already
moving thoughthemind. In order thatthe possibility of meaning may
continue to exits, Mac Low seldom goes below the word unit, into
morphemes, syllables, phonemes, and tonemes. [n order that the
musical aspect continueto be prominent, Mac Low only occasionally
randomizes larger units than a word or ideas as such (as, for example,
| do in the angel's speech at the end of Adam and Eve or in "The
Youngest Soldier's Story") with the result that, if poetry is music
applied to language, then this is as pure a poetry as possible. The
movement of the consciousness through this flow of words and their
connotations constitutes in its own right a poetic experience.
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When work like this is sustained for any amount of time, one fights
it and becomes hored, or one surrenders to the movement and enjoys
it. It is difficult to imagine this sort of thing becoming very popu-
lar, but whe knows? The principle that leads to enjoyment is so
simple that, once understood, enjoyment happens rather than is
worked for. In a way listening to this kind of poetry is for the lazy
and the leisurely, because there is no idea to grasp, except, oc~
casionally, a structural one. The ideas just come in and go out
freely. This in itself is perhaps a moral point. Because Mac Low
does it, can one assume he does what he thinks is right, so that
there is a value Judgement bound up in this exemplified behavior?

| suspect so. Once | thought that the motivations involved in Mac
Low's work had simply to do with accepting what is done, and that
there was no more reason in the work than the basic one, why did
the chicken cross the road? Or why, for that matter, did Bodhid-
harma come over the mountains from India? That if one was to face
the work, it would be faced, plain and simple and that was all there

was to it.

But the work is so consistent, and this stream of words is, however
placed in space on the page or in the room, however mingled with
silence unti! the silence is absorbed into the poem, or however fil-
tered by meter, thyme, and so on, this way of the words of behaving
is the way people should in a room or community or world together; I
cannot but think that there is a very strong moral current.

Actually, Mac Low himself sometimes behaves like the words in his
poems. | mean that within the corpus of his work there is an incred-
ible variety, as if he had decided, now I'll be here, now there.

That seems like a very natural way of behaving; now you do this,
and now that.

Perhaps because each work is so autonomous and so separate from
the feelings of the poet, it seems a more consistent corpus than that
of any other artist | know. Because one exercises one's freedom of
movement, one remains free.

This variety is even one of taste and aesthetic. For example, |
think | remember a film scenario where Mac Low suggests pointing
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a camera ata tree and starting the camera and shooting roll after roll
of film all day long. If that isn't by Mac Low, it might have been
because he sometimes does things like that. Except for the one asl-
pect that fighting the movie you would become bored and surrender-
ing you would be fascinated, except for this the film is way away
from the poems, it has constant change and variations in light-
ing and coloring, by dust on the screen, by grain in the film, and so
on. 'Als for what would happen when a bird flew across the ’screen,
crisis!

Finally, one technique that | first know of in Mac Low is that of
composition by intention. When you work like this, you say what
you intend and you leave the specific realisation up to the perfor-
mer. It is a nice way to work because it both allows for no mistak-
ing you what you are trying to do, and it also allows the performer
to do what you want in the way which is most in accordance with
what he wants and what he can do. This sounds like indetermin-
acy, but really it comes out quite differently, since indeterminacy
.is a mgthod of structuring materials while intention simply points
in a direction and says, "Go!" Mac Low first told me about this
structure by intention back in the winter of 1960, although I have
yet to see any pure intention pieces of his. A good example of what
}comes” from this way of working is my "Celestials for Bengt af Klint-
herq.

Really, there's just nothing going on in written poetry: It never
seems to come to a head until it is performed. This is true to a
largg extent with Mac Low, and in Europe it is true of Dufrene and
Gysin gnd _Filliou, of Emmett Williams and of Bengt af Klintberg
There is simply no comparison between any two of allthese people'
If o'nly there were more activity as a whole, though. There is nc;
serious avant-garde literary magazine inthis country at the moment
no forum for the printed page, and so the orientation of the beslt
poets, hlfe those above, seems to betowards the best rostrums they
have, which arethe stage and the podium. Itis questionable whether
the current evolution of poetry towards the performance in time and
space would take place with such decisiveness if there were more
effective means of giving what one has done to the world.

Pherhaps it wou!d be a good idea to describe some of the work of
these people, since it is not well known here, and since world [i-
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terature today is international at its best, although as provincial as
ever at its worst. BengtafKlintberg is ayoung swede who does hap-
penings, in the technical sense of the word, as poems, ignoring any
statement that he might make or seem to make and concerned almost
exclusively with the poetic images that appear in the situations that
he provokes. He is the opposite of the man who listens to what he

is saying.
I will talk more about af Klintberg later on.

Dufrene is the ultimate in punsters. His work is an outgrowth of
letterism. His largest work, TPL (Le Tombeau de Pierre Larousse)
consists mostly of musical forms taken from exaggerated accents in
proper nouns which may or may not mean anything. His other large
work, D'Inutiles Notules, is almost entirely a mass of puns occas-
ionally provoked by and very seldom relevant to the photographs
which it accompanies. These photographs depict the man of a thou-
sandfaces, Daniel Spoerri, wearing acollection of eyeglasses which
he built, acquired, and ammassed. Apart from these and an old film
scenario, Dufrene's work seems tobea collection of patterns of howls
and screams and squeaks that have almost all vanished into thin air.
Only the two large works are available in print, so far as | know.

There is no comparison betweenreading Brion Gysin's cut-up. poems
and hearing them. He has made concert tapes of "I Am that | Am"
which showwhat he does best, and there's no comparing it with the
things in The Exterminator or Minutes to Go.

Filliou is another very versatile man. He had an art gallery in his
cap for a while. | wonder that he never put a theater there. He did
poems by wrapping things up and by chaining blocks of wood toget-
her with hooks, on each block he wrote a word, and he hung the
chain on the wall. Another time he began to think that maybe we
spend too much of our lives measuring and tevaluating things, and
so he reduced that to absurdity in his own joyful way by measuring
things with objects. He found that Emmett Williams is sixty-five
and a quarter matchboxes high: this s demonstrated by observing
sixty-five and a quarter match boxes neatly glued to a board. An-
other discovery is that the German magazine, Der Spiegel, is ex-
actly one french hammer high. He himself is sixand a half feather-
dusters high. There is a bridge over the Singel canal at Amsterdam
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which isthirty-four billion inflationary marks long: Emmett Willi
toldRobert.F!lliou this, and Robert was delighted. But| do not'kam‘S
whether thu§ has become a poem yet or not. Robert Filliou i .
young, h.e is on.ly five trips to London old. And so on Azo‘tlﬁry
ev%??:h-?;?ﬁo'::e E;ip(a:i eLo\rAl/('i?Ir‘l: therse was an exhibition at.London ?r:
+ Ropcke, Williams , Spoerri, Ben, Metzger, and P
were included. Filliou builta bow;vlingalle: | t;l d hg Al " b
you see Filliou," or "When you A "a st
the pins, "Think of spoerri,'):or ﬁ?’iii:gp:fkg;n e'fcli';:sd ;hen Iab‘l?d
game because there were no winners and every t.ime you bovo\llljg:we
a pin you were offered an idea. And yet, Filliou's work runs th ow‘-l
g:;nfreor;e \lsegykglccc)egtric melodrama (eg., Pere Lachaise No ‘]e. gﬁn
3 kilos)/ to .an excellent long political (?) dram (,l'
never seen it, but Emmett Willi it' ' ta the
object and activity poem-thingl;l: T's\;/: ad);é:i;et(;e-zmendous) and to the

Williams is an expatriate ameri
_ can whose work, like Filliou's
an ex_traordmary gamut from surrealistic novells to geometric ::Si
glrﬁis:;ms :ftle;ters (which sometimes are printed with rubber stamps
ount to being graphic hooks), mathematic i
i al permutation
dlf];::acem?nts of wo_rds and letters through the alphabet, andS ?:f
flfingz f::n?:f:(t:ﬁ ple'cesi) ':'he most striking thing about Willilams'
eir lovability. They appeal to the b
we love them for it. For exam i R e s g
/ . ple, Williams has an o f
eight Marias, each of whom is gi i -
given a Latin name or title, A
ter of ceremonies calls out the Maria' i hat, "Ave
. aria's name by hailing her, "
Maria Dolorosa," and the Mari 4 it W
aria summoned up enters and, with
politeness, greets all the other Mari ol s
: arias present. The piece
;v::; :Ilgeﬁf;ehh;l:‘;las_rzre on th? stage and everyone has sha‘l)<en ev(::rﬂl)(ji
) e social aspect of his piece is perf
chanting, with all this greetin ivi Ry
_ g and arriving and all th
seeing each other. If Williams suff o
- her ers some from the extraordi
tl::lniltt'atlon qf hl_s pieces to the most elegant conceivable kind o;naag
b !fs, still his being able to attain such elegance is quite amazing
nd it accounts for a good part of his artistic personality. '

:)fe :?nly yveEhad something of the variety going on here that is hap-
o k?n:inofl;'}‘)a‘:ui. tls ti't th:t;}:zr soil is only capable of nourishing
at a time? ouldn't we allow ourselves no
; Lt on
fr :er:wd :f glavenck weeds but awhole forestful of differentkindz cl%
« shrubs, flowers, and strange growths? Are the reasons we
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have such slight variety economic? Or does it have to <_io with our
literary jingoism, with the unwillingness to accept all kinds of ec-
clectic materials without absorbing them?

Surely it's just because our literary scene is dull apd s_tupld, more
than at any time since the eighteen eighties and nineties, that li-
terary possibilities are ignored in all the other arts, that our‘theatzr
is done by painters and musicians rather than by our Columbia M.A.

Going Thing poets.

iv = moving and happening

So much has beengoing on, in the past fewmonths, among the peo-
ple | have been discussing, that all this activity seems more auto-
matic than done out of well considered decisions or even out of any
feeling of necessity. It seemsa sort of Brownian movement that_l?ap—
pens in order to conceal the vacuousness behind the .quantlly ?i'
activity. Itis difficultto be bothbusy and depressed or discouraged.

Or perhaps it is simply that fast winter was so very cold. People
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just sat around and thought a while. Then, one day, it was spring,
and one could get around a little more, so one did.

Performers had been squeezedup, and nowthey sprung, like so many
watch movements. There was theYam Festival, the dance concerts
at the Judson Memorial Church, YvonneRainer's great dance recital,
various Philip Corner activities, the Pocket Follies, the goings-on
at Hansen's Third Rail Gallery by Hansen, Vostell and others. It
was the only year | have ever experienced that had no summer. The
performances at the Gramercy Arts Theater, the Pocket Theater, and
Judson Hall kept on taking place. This fall there will be a lot of
events.

1 wonder, will there be so much activity in Europe? In a way | hope
so. Peopleseem to believe, more sothan |, in a concert way of life.
It is a harmless, though rather useless, belief, and,besides, it
keeps them out of trouble. Personally, | prefer occasional bursts
of activity, separated by long periods of time that are reserved for
daydreaming, planning, speculating. But also, one hates to miss
a marvelous moment. | go to many things that I doubt | will like,
looking for little things, like the clarinet player a couple of weeks
ago who was playing a very emminently undistinguished piece but
could never stop grinning while he played.

A lot of this activity is happenings and event pieces, and so | may
as well turn scholar a few moments so that what | say can be safe-
ly forgotten but a little clarity remain.

If you take a collage and add more and more diverse things to it,
you have something of the order of Rauschenburg's combines, which
are paintings-with-objects and, for me, violations of the spirit of
working with objects, but since he is avery good painter, he comes
out with very good paintings. As this collage develops, you add
more and more things to it, until it surrounds you. You penetrate it,
you are within it, That is an "environment." For a while, five or
six years ago, Allan Kaprow and Robert Whitman used to do envir=
onments. The movement of the environment is fascinating, both as
you move through it, and as itchanges. To speed up these changes
you may decide to motorizethis environment and/or to introduce live
performers (can you call them that?) into it. Then you have what is
called a"happening." Nowadays anything that happens deliberately
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is called a "happening,” hut this is more thanks to the stupidity of
the ladies at Time Magazine than to anything else. When!l say"hap-
pening," | am talking about a series of events designed totakeplace
in an environment, Other things | call event pieces or music-things
or performance pieces or just situations, according to what seems
the best phrase for the particular pieee.

Of course | have given these things in what seemed to be a sensi-
hle order, but it does not follow that they always happen in that
order. For example, Ay-o(Takao lijima) of Japan has done environ-
ments, but no happenings. Same with Addi Kgpcke in Denmark.
Bengt af Klintberg has done happenings but no environments.

It is said that just after World War | a friend of Bragaglia who had
been expelled from the futurist movement put up atent outside Lucca,
hung rags and strange tactile objects there, invited his audience to
come at night, and then chased them through the tent labyrinth on
a motorcycle. | have been unable to find out more than that, bhut if
this is what happened, then this was the first happening. Of course,
late futurism is contemporary with dada, but it is supremely dif-
ferent from it. Futurism of that period often is an attempt to stimu-
late a concrete aesthetic mentality. Dada, even inits French phase,
is still an outgrowth of expressionistic tendencies, and thus ex-
presses its mentality less in a work of art than in a gesture. There
is no denying that dada, perhaps because of.its inclusiveness and
its sense of change, is the more interesting of the two movements.

Somehody once suggested to me that the perfect dada objects are
Ilse Koch's lampshades, made of the tatooed skin of concentration
camp inmates.

After all, there is such confusion as to what the dadaists did. This
is really inevitable in a movement in which the spiritand the gesture
are more important than the physical productions.

Actually in Paris a sort of vaudeville was usually mounted, sim-
ilar to the Pocket Follies sort of show that our dancers produce.
With extraordinary international ballyhoo very elegant presentations
took place. Several people spoke simultaneously or threw things at
each other or made strange noise. The response of the public had
more to do with the spirit than the work. Eventually this taste for

r
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vaudeville disappeared into the modern ballet. It has come down to
us, through the dancers, and gives us the standard taste that we
find among dancers and International Style composers, for the re-
fined, the slapstick, the vaudeville, Duchampiana, and so on.

If only Paris had died a little more, and a touch of the Berlin dada
had survived. The Berlin dada, for all its fussiness, conventions,
and bombast, nevertheless seems less to deny its own existence.

In a sense our environment is the wotld and the most ambhitious hap-
penings are our lives. Works of art can be in the world or can fight
it, they can allow the world to come through them or they can trans-
cend their karmas . The conventionaltaste for Duchamp does not seem
to take this Into consideration. It is another instance of the myth
and hearsay and typing taking over from the work. One thinks of the
chevalier Duchamp, who painted a chevalier's moustache on the Mona
Lisa, who denied his own "Roue de Bicyclette" (was it too common
for his taste?) by putting it behindglass ina large piece, whose phial
of Paris air will surely not be thrown out even when it cracks and
there is only plain old Philadelphia air left, and so on. It is easy
to ignore the death-absorbed Duchamp, of the melted teeth, the
cover of the"First Papers of Surrealism," and the "Unhappy Ready-
made, "who intended that his largest work would destroy itself,
and whose pyramid, in"Aregarder d'un oeil" atthe New York Museum
of Mcdern Art, is cracked, In fact the work of Duchamp has a good
deal broader interest than the Duchamp of the smile. But it is this
conventional view which seems to have come down as our ideaof the
Paris dadaist. Rather than Tzara, idle in the cafes, hating America
as the "homeland of work}8 playing with communism and writing poems
for workers in limited editions costing fifty dollars a copy, - which
is, of course, more what dada was like. Duchamp is a highlight,
and did a good part of his "dada" output with Picabia before Dada
came to Paris. Still, to return to the Duchamp of the most elegant
pieces, it seems more lively to include one's envigonment in the
work than to try to shut it out hermetically by denying one's own
taste In favor of an impersonal one. Best to leave tracings inthe
sand for future people to come along, if they care to, and decipher,
until the waves have obliterated them.

[ am advocating a revolution of taste: let us accept what we find,
accept ourselves as we really are. More than anything else | miss
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into our magazines or concerts. | miss being able to say, this one
makes his living as a television repair man, this one is just nutty
about dancing on his knees, this one doesn't like blond people,
this one is afraid of the dark, and this one likes it when very fat
musicians play on little tiny instruments very softly. There is so
much mistrust of the eccentric, the exceptional, all the crazy lit-
tle things that go on, in and out of performances. There's a line in
Fitzgerald: "He wants me to be on an ivory pedestal, but all | want
to be is Mickey Mouse." Am 1 clear?

And so this is the environment in which the happenings have come
about. In the winter of 1959 Kaprow published the first text for a
happening, The Demiurge, in a student magazine at Rutgers Uni-
versity in New Jersey. It contains everything that he has used in
his happenings since, though it is too comprehensive, too expen-
sive to mount. A copy fell into my hands, and | liked it very much.
1 met him, and tried to help him puttogether his first NewYork hap-
pening, 18 Happenings in 6 Paits, to be done attheReuben Gallery
in the fall. In connection with this we went on television, for the
publicity, with a collage of a section of his 18 Happenings and two
of my 27 Episodes for the Aquarian Theater. This is the only hap-
pening | have ever done, although there is a text in 100 Plays that
| wrote at that time. | thus helped out in happenings from the be-
ginning in New York, and | did do the one, but! do not think of my-
self as closely involved with them, and my one was a small thing,
a reworking from an older play and performed not alone but simultan-
eously with Kaprow's work.
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Most happenings , whether by Kaprow or Oldenburg or Dine or Whit-
man or Hansen, have taken place in lofts or stores in industrial parts
of the city. Because of the environment structure, the happening is
very improbable in a confined area such as the proscenium stage.
The audience has to be in the midst of the action, and this, for the
most part, precludes the possibility of any seating arrangement being
good for more than one happening, in spite of the general usefulness
of the theater -~ whereyou have an audience that can see the show,
whereallkinds of lights can be used, and where thereis a prosceni-
um t9 whichallkinds ofthings can be attached. Grantedthat a stage
has its confines, it is a painterly prejudice that keeps the happening
away from the conventional theater, with the result that in many
cases theaudience is crowded away from the performance almost en-
tirely, and only the scholars, artists, and critics are able to obtain
access to the performance, with which they are not very deeply in-
volved. As a result, Kaprow and the others have made an art form
which is chiefly accessible to scholars, artists, and critics and
therefore only pertinent to them. Of course one might equally well
attach a value to the portability of the work (taking portability as
the opposite of an environment) and become fascinated by the dif-
ference between a performance here and one there. But if one likes
this concept of building an environment for your piece, it is simply
a limitation imposed by accepting the medium, and | doubt whether
there is any solution to this.

Another painterly hangover that became particularly striking for a
while was the interest in the temporary and the impermanent. This
was almost implicity in the abstract impressionist style, - slap,
dash, let your work grow while it can and it's too intense a situ-
ation to worry much about materials, Kaprow made mountains of
sculptures and environments out of newspaper. When one was through
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looking at this, it was thrown away. Oldenburg made some of the
most wonderful objects | have ever seen out of newspaper and cor-
rugated cardboard and chicken wire. They were not thrown away:
most of them simply took nature's course. It was implicit that un-
less one wanted to perform a happening in an environment and then
abandon the room, the environment would have to be destroyed. And
so these materials were particularly suitable for this kind of work,
for making environments. Why huild envitonments of fine carpen-
try and glass when chicken wire, rags, polyethylene, newspapers,
scraps of anything, in fact, would do as well? In fact, however,
in Kaprow's case, there is a complication. His work requires his
presence, at least most of the time, and, at performance, all the
time. This is so because when he isn't there, his work doesn't look
like it does when he works on it, a sort of violently out-of-kilter
Levittown slum. But this means he is limited by his own technique,
by the weight-load of the floor (no motors and machinery in this art
gallery please), by the mechanics of sure-l'd-like-to-use-that-but
I-haven 't-time-to-find~it-cheap-and-l-can 't-afford-it-expensive,
by the whim of the lighting man who doesn't understand howKaprow
wants his light set (or unset) and quits. As aresult, his work very
often has an improvised look that occasionally makes it seem ex-
tremely narrow in intent, as opposed to Robert Whitman, whose .en-
vironments are made at his own pace and usually serveto extend the
scope of the experience of his piece enormously, though he has noth-
ing like Kaprow's imagination. Theresult of allthisis that Kaprow's
work fails and has plenty of danger of failing any time: therefore it
is alive. You come, you have a sense of excitement in that what
you see may well be quite deadly or it may be wonderful. 18 Hap-
penings and Spring Happening are -or were (since they're over now
and will never happen again) -marvelous pieces. The pieces Kaprow
did at the Maidman Theater (in the furnace room there), at the Bleek-
er Street Hotel (up a patio forty-feet high), and at the Paris Bon
Marche, none of which | saw, sound like great Kaprow epics - for
he is a maker of epics, more than anything else, which limits his
scope a little. Onthe other hand, he did a piece on a beach at Long
Island and another one at George Segal's farm in'New Jersey, the
first with mermaids and torches at night, with yelling psychiatrists
drinking beerand a girlin polyethylene dragging herself to the sea,
and the other with a forest of people moving in howling masses at a
haystack, on which La Monte Young plays jazz, and automobiles
knocking down haystacks (so far so good) but then Siegfried Kaprow
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roars up the haystack, heroically "slays" the evil musician, drinks
allthe water from thebeerbottles on a tree, saws the tree down, co!-
lapses, and dies. Somebody shouldhide Kaprow's copy of the Golden
Bough. Still, who but he would take the risk of trying such a piece?
Nor is there any particular change in his work. Fragments of The
Demiurge might have been used at Segal's farm. From what | have
heard, the very first happenings Kaprow did, in New Jersey in the
spring of 1958 and the spring of 1959, were no different in spirit.
Is this a limitation of his? Or is it how things are? Or is it how
he likes them to he?

Dine and Whitman aren't in the air just now. Whitman is a virtu-
oso who has marvelous moments ~in his happening, A Flower, wo-
men walked around wearing multi-skirts that could be pulled up as
blouses or dropped as skirts, in the primary colors, blossoming and
b_lossoming. Again, shreds of cloth were hung from the ceiling and
tiedin bunches. When each tie was cut the shreds spread apart, and
we were in the woods. Still, most of the time we were watching a
movie of hisgirl waking up in the morning. AndWhitman allows him-
self to be seduced by the materials he works with. In The American
Moon there was a rag fight very similar to that in A Flower. He has
a bizarre affinity for rags. There's no question that his environments
profit from this: He always maneuvers marvelous surroundings into
existence. But what happens is sometimes surreal, and sometimes
too private,and only rarely do those wonderful moments take place.

James Dine's The Smiling Workman is a legend by now: it was a
rare thing, this humming man, writing, "I love my work. Help me,"
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with paint, then drinking the paint, dumping it over his head, and
leaping through his painting. | was listening to my tape recordmg
of it a couple of days ago: it is terrifically exciting, as a regular
vaudeville play and as an epitaph for abstract expressionism. But
it was not a happening. It was an independent play which used a
prop, just as his other famous happening, The Car Crash, was a
play that had nothingto do with the environment except totake place
in it - oh yes, the costumes and make-up were the same silvery
white as the environment. Dine's own make-up was metallic, and
he looked like a car. He and the other performers raced around,
stammering, while a lovely, chalk-white girl standing on a stool in
a matching white gown that stretched tothe floor. Suddenly the per-
formance became more inarticulate, and there was nothing the per-
formers could do, and they crashed. These were not goings-on in
an environment: They were afine, personal melodrama. It was struc-
turally not much different from Pinter or Kopit. So really, though
Dine did those two marvelous things, he never did a happening any
more than | did, and these two performance pieces, though marvel-
ous, areno more central to his work than thefine performance pieces
by Rauschenburg, Picasso, Kgpcke, Rousseau, etc. Shortly after-
wards he gave up this line of thinking altogether and went on to re-
vive Die Neue Sachlichkeit, though a handle was borrowed from
Pierre Restany for the occasion, The New Realism, which was much
more suitable as a term to describe what Hains, Spoerri, Klein,
Christo, Deschamps, and the rest had in common with each other.

Actually, | am trying to steer clear of talking about visual artists,
since to bring them up would break my circuit, since it involves
other kinds of thinking and being and doing that those | am going
through. So I will not talk about the marvelous work of Spoerri(ex-
cept briefly, later), Hains, Kgpcke, Vostell, or even the non-per=-
formance pieces of Brecht, Oldenburg, and Hansen, no matter how
much any of these people are in the air.

Oldenburg has a remarkable concentration in his pieces ~he directs
the attention so that a particular kind of mood appears. In Shap-
shots from the City he suggested streets and a crazy kind of card-
board dance that looked pretty painful. It was very dirty, it was il-
[uminated only by flashes of light so that you caught only phases of
the activity. Something very simple was going on, this shifting and
changing and flashing of lights. It was very basic and realistic,

T
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but there's really no more you can say about it, That is true of most
of the Oldenburg happenings. I've seen plenty of them by now, just
not enough. And they are impossible to talk about, even to describe
what went on. He only uses one or two kinds of things atatime -
for example, in Injun, he used the traditional images of Tobacco
Road and an indian. First two gitls slept on a pile of rags, a man
cameby and, a little suggestively, put stickers on their thighs. Then
Oldenburg, in a loin-cloth, appeared, "killed" the man, "scalped"
first one girl, chased the other up the wall, and "scalped" her and
went away. However all this went on a long time, and it was ab-
solutely unclear if there was any sort of narrative line. | only figured
that part outmuch later. As a result, the piece behaved like a dance
environment, Another happening, in the same series, had a typical
Oldenburg egnima: a lovely gitl, high over the place where the aud-
jence was jammed, sorted fish onto a window made of heavy poly-
ethylene, so that we saw her through the fish. In the meantime, a
[ittle girlin a party dress walked among some display tree-branches.
It was a fine moment, just fine. The relationship it has, experi-
mentally was as if you drove down a street and sawall this happen,
then recalled it: it would then be happening simultaneously and it
would seem to go together since you had seen it all together. But
| really do not know Oldenburg's intentions., Sometimes, when [see
pictures of his famous giant hamburger, | think of it as a fat man's
dream (| have never seen that hamburger). And that seems natural,
And again, when most artists decide to "do" a store, | think they
would paint a picture of it. Oldenburg, very characteristically,
rented a store, filled it with plaster imitations of things (sometimes
wildly out of scale ot distorted), and, for a while, sold these things
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as the objects in a store, thereby recreating the situation of the
store and concentrating on the situation (by not selling real hams,
Just plaster hams). | have still a bright blue and yellow candy bar
(in plaster) that | bought for a nickle., But what he means to do, and
what | see him as doing, | think are probably quite different. His
only large statement that | have seen, in the catalogue for a show
two years ago, "Environments, Situations, Spaces," gives as a
clue a list of common, urban obJects which he says he's for the art
of. But why he does one thing rather than another remains an enigma.
Perhaps it is not important. Perhaps he just wants the innocent eye,
to see and to notice and to do. Very hard to tell, But this | know:
[ haven't any idea what he's up to but I'm all for it, whatever it is.

v - towards musical activity

It's always seemed to me thatmusic is more a matter of activity than
anything else. What is done is done. When the sound is gone, the
string ceases to vibrate, the bell stops its resonating, and the ac-
tivity is over. Unlike a poem or a painting it has no life without a
constant activity taking place.

OFf course one could debate that paintings have their identity when
they are not being looked at.

Butmusical activity takes place intime, and it seemsto methat any-
thing that just breaksup time by happening in it, absorbing it , is
musical.

It is when we come to analyze what is going on in time, and when
we find that what is happening is not just going on, for its own sake,
but being usedto indicate a static entity, in its essence, that other
kinds of thinking become more prominent and seem more suitable.
When a static, verbal point becomes particularly prominent, in the
sense that the idea is more prominent than the fact that something
is happening, that a literary element has entered. Whenthis is com-
hined with purposeful activities and impersonations and recreations

?’-

43 PosTFACE

of what is going on as drama. Or if there is an all-inclusive stress
on breaking up time with the consciousness of one's body (which
may ot may not be a movement between points) that once considers
dance elements.

It would seem then thata piece, a notation, a score all these things
belong to a situation inwhich the maker of the thing provokes some
sort of activity. Suppose there is more than one maker?

Can a work provoke itself?
Do we need a provoker?

These are essentially logical questions, and | do not propose to an-
swer them, since the answer does not affect music butonly the meta-
physics of the mind. It mightalso be noted, however, that all kinds
of questions of this sort mightbe used as provocation notations (like,
for example, some of my Danger Musics) in which one answers the
question or follows the principle, any way, and by doing something
that seems relevant to this, the performance takes place.

So when | say that any emphasis on things simply happening is the-
atrical, this concept that | have just described should be added to
it. Then the semantic identity of what is going on is seen in its
perspective as a qualification,

| propose that in approaching any work of art one consider these
things and form any conclusions about a work according to its es-
sential appropriateness (or relevance).

One might profitably spend one's days considering the essence of
any goings on, in or out of art or one's life (is there a consistent
distinction?).

The situation in what is being done in music today is perhaps more
complex and has more potential interest than in any other of the arts,
in spite of the extraordinarily tight control that the International
Style composers have over musical institutions.

Asyou look at a book, the letters form words. You back up, and the
letters dissolve into a blotch, and, continuing to recede, they form
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paragraphs and finally merely discolorations on the page. Itis only
to be expected that to a flea on one leg of a "V" the difference be-
tween the leg of the "V" and the other is significant.

But to the eye, the only significance is that both legs exist. The
eye notes that a "V" is formed, within a word. Of course, if one
looks from too great a distance, the word seems vague, and so one
must choose a proper distance. This is precisely the situation in
which one must examine the International Style in order to see the
geography and clear the air.

Ineffect, itisallonestyle, whether it is the Official Swedish (Ham-
braeus-Nilsson-Welin) or German (Stockhausen-Kagel-Kolnchen)
ot American (Feldman-Carter-Babbitt) or English (Cardew-Von Biel)
or ltalian or what-have-you. No matter how diverse the notations
look, the performance always comes out the same: dry, contrasting
volumes, timbres, and effects with amathematically alternating pulse
of as many kinds as possible. Of these people | have mentioned the
number of roads they take to get to the same place is perfectly in-
credible. Hambraeus's, Stockhausen's, Feldman's and Babbit's
ways of getting where they go, ie., their notations and methods of
provoking musical activity vary enormously. But why does Feldman
use a graph-paper score to write something that sounds like Stock-
hausen (albeit softer)? And why the great shadow-boxing between
Babbitt's computers and Feldman's brand of indeterminancy? lIsn't
It like the competition between two beer companies, the same final
from Boulez and Stockhausento Feldman and Pousseur and Nilsson,
The number of IMPORTANT avant-garde festivals in Adenauer's
Germany is greater than in socially-conscious Italy, in France than
in social-democrat Sweden. There is no question thatthe concerns
of the International Stylists are considered the most harmless and
therefore the most worthy of patronage by those forces who know
best and have the most to fear from any real artistic ferment. When
the International Stylists evoke Webern, it is the many shadows in-
voking the body in the name of the light that produces them.

This reduction of the situation to the personal level is, | think, in
the same manner as the excessive concern with form and technique
as ends in themselves, a defense mechanism established by the In-
ternational Stylistto ward off uncomfortabie attacks onthe real con-
tent of the work. It is for this reason that, in such a serious com-
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posers' organ as Die Reihe, which is the main rostrum for the In-
ternational Stylist, the attacksare neveron the essence of the work,
always on their mathematics ortheir methodology. In all the copious
quotes in Die Reihe, in all the precise analyses of Stockhausen and
Pousseur (et al, et al, et al) nobody ever questions the situational
or philosophical basis of anything or any piece. All attacks, or the
critiques, or the praises , are always on the basis of thermeans used
to reach an ignored end.

Or, alternately, one becomes very excited about irrelevant matters,
and indulges in useless ranting that avoids any real issues, but
which appeals to the exponents of military monopolism who sup-
port this kind of International Stylism, as in this quote from It Is:

"Recently I heard news from Europe that Boulez is adopt-
ing the chance techniques of John Cage and perhaps my-
self (Feldman). Like Mathieu, he is going to show us
Katzenjammer kids how an ambitious Frenchman can really
do it. It was easy for Napolean to reach Moscow. And
it will be curious to observe Boulez straggling home to
Darmstadt."

This is a good display of jingoism of the cheapest kind, as if all
Europe did not knowthat Cage was American but accepted him mostly
as Cage. The assumption isthatall Europeans are oriented towards
Darmstadt and all americans towards Cage and Feldman, that devi-
ations are not only condemned but doomed to failure. It is a mon-
opolistic division of the world into zones of fashion design, mostly
out of wishful thinking, and partly out of a desire to form a united
front against anyone who might hit on the real question, how do you
stop worrying so much about the techniques of producing events and
start concerning yourself a little more about what is going on,

It ought to be clear to anybody that any of the things that happen
whensuch a piece as "Projection 4" (by Feldman) is performed might
with equal judiciousness and economy have been achieved using con-
ventional notation. The tworeasons that | can see for going tosuch
a generalized notation as is used in this piece are, 1., that such a
notation requires very little effort, knowledge, or exertion to com-
pose, which means that practically from whole cloth the possibility
of a marvelous experience arises, and this is therefore a betterrea-
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son than 2., that the use of this sort of notation, because of gen-
eral placements of sound, over a number of performances tends to
emphasize the general composition as frequency in time. This last
| find not so interesting because one cannot listen to all these per-
formances overtime simultaneously:eachtime one is hearing some=
thing thatis the same, variation -replete sortof thing that has been
going on since 1909, Plus ca change, plus ca meme chose. The
fact that Feldman's pieces are played softly is no less a mannerism
than Boulez's skyward gestures. The idealor spiritual values which
Feldman seems to be intending to suggest in his music are 1., not
musical values and are therefore difficultto attributeto (or to involve
in) music, and 2., are not so simple as to be achieved merely by
scoring all pieces mp or pp or, like his enemy Boulez to whom he
is so similar, by pointing all the movements upwards.

Essentially the problem with such pieces as "ProJection 4" is that
the analogy between quietness and a state of grace has been mis-
taken for an equation. The a priori, idealistic approach has led to
a new situation wheve the main spiritual value required is therestraint
on the part of the audience to keep from being annoyed by the piece,
Naturally there will be many people also to whom quiet sounds are
the only beautiful ones, and to them the music will be soothing, a
sort of good liguor to go with one's after-dinner benevolence. But
if one likes all sounds and goings on that don't actually hurt, if one
considers the possibility that any sound can be lovely, then the
piece is conventionalized and standardized, no more or less mar-
velous than any other International Style piece.

With Stockhausen's kind of International Style a slightly different
situation often prevails, in which the mathematical relationship (it
is usually a static form of mathematics, never a procedure, progres=-
sion, array, or operation) is the determining factor in the piece.
However two things can be noted: 1., the mathematical exemplifi-
cation may be important to the composer, but it is by no means ap-
prehensive to the listener, who is conscious only of the constantly
changing, dessicated sound, the groupings of which are slightly less
clear than in Feldman's work , and therefore suggest a more complex
version of the same thing, which is, in fact, the case. Mathematics
is used tooobtain material, no more, no less. The logic of the be-
havior of frogs may be subject tobasic principles of psychology but
it is not subject to theories about mass hysteria. The mathematics
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which is used is of too complexan order to be perceived i

mathem-agical way. The result is that the piege aslitegplg;]egrglri:tr;'
b_e Ju_stl_fled in mathematics butone does not see mathematics Justi-
fled in it: the sound is usually identical to that in such a random-
ized piece as Cage's Music of Changes, except that the Cage piece
occasionally appears to crystallize for a moment while Stockhausen
m'er_ely gets going a little faster or slower, higher or lower for a while
giving the effectof a constant itrational stream decorated by chahge:

2., one begins to wonder if the search for mathemati i

shlps'does not blind one to the possibilities ofmusic?atilgg\llerleolr?rtr:zzt.
T_hat is to_say, if the time that were spent investigating mathema-
tlcs‘were instead devoted to developing new procedures for provoking
mqsmali events, conceivably mathematical ones, the overall situ-
ghon might develop into something quite rewarding. Of course there
is always the question of whether one is so responsible for what one
does not do as for what one does; after all, not~doing is merely an-
9the'r aspect of doing. But even so, | think that part of the unimag-
mgtlvgness of the music of Stockhausen (and Kagel and the rest) is
primarily due to their assumption that the musical event is thoroughly
e-xplo'red an-d completely subject to the usual methods of mathema-
ticalinvestigation. The question of whether the mathematical know-
_ledgg of_the composer is drawn on to disguise an inferior acoustical
imagination [willnot raise: | am assuming that technique is not more
nor less than the ability to realize one's intentions, and that one
knows enough to intend anything that seems suitable at the moment,

In any case, the problem is th i
12 : at the mathematical approach is not
giving a noticeably dissimilar result from the graphic orFl)e, and tha?
taken in aggregate, Feldman and Babbitt,, Byrd and Nilsson, Pousseux"
and Cardew, Stockhausen and Berio all sound the same, all arrive
7

by any number of di
ab[e?y of different routes, at the same place. Is this desir-

There are very fewindependents, very few who Ju i

course, sn'xch as Earle Brown (who, as Cage on{:es:efrzzlilriv;dth?il?lgv?:
a ttme—ymt_the way a painter fills a canvas, with the re,sult that
evafyt!\mg in his work is a clear, aural presence and no more) or
Chrls_tlan Wolff (who makes listening very hard and therefore re-
warding, usually by separating his sounds with incredibly long si-
lences, whose music seems to be all about listening and not at all
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about composing) or Philip Corner (who works , usually through graph-
ics, with relative momentums and weights, sculpting his sounds, so
that an extraordinary varlety of things become possible at any time:
one day | would like to detail his work more fully).

The International Stylists, however, dominate our avant-garde con-
certs and musical life to the exclusionof everybody else; it has been
like that for some years now, and perhaps it should continue, since
the result has been to encourage all tendencies that emphasize ac-
tivities rather than Just sound, and has led to the present situation.
The only difference between what prevails now and what went on be-
fore is that now their dominance is more accepted,, whilethen, though
their days of being open were over and the style was formed, the
generation of composers of the 1920's still seemed dominant.

At that time Al Hansen, George Brecht, and myself met inJohn Cage' s
composition class at the New School for Social Research. The year
was 1958, Kaprow had studied with him the previous year. For
us, it was an odd coming together from many ways of many very dif~

ferent people.

Hansen was - and is - a most striking individual, | think of him as
a soldier for whom the wars will never end until everyman is articu-
late. He sometimesis the soldieron leave and sometimes the sold=
fer fighting. But the only reason | can find evidence of in his work
is his love of articulateness. This gives him a great deal in com=
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mon with all non-artists. But it is the real core of his work, as |
see it. In fact he got into the army at the tag end of World W’ar Il
saw duty overseas, came home, and had a good many adventures'
in the course of which he began his drift into art and acquired hig
lovely little daughter Bibbe for whom "Bibbe's Tao" and"Car Bibbe"
are named, He reentered the armed forces, this time the Air Force
and'becgme an exhibition paratrooper, When Hansen becomes nos:
talgic, it is parachute Jumping that he talks about. When he came
out he went to Pratt Institute, married, and began to be not merely
a_n'artist but a very serious artist., When | first knew him he was
living In a loathesome middle-class housing project, one of those
Pa!aces of Poverty, in Queens, making a living as a commercial
al_'tlst-, and trying hard to enjoy it. Of course it could not last, con-
sidering the personality of the people involved, One day at'Pratt
somebody played hima Cage composition, Its anarchy appealed, "It
was Just a mess, aracket. It made no sense. | loved it," and
totally.undeterred by the fact that to this day he cannot read a noté
of music, he serlously took up musical composition with Cage.

Brecht, at that time, still described himself as " i

as "you might say, a
painter," _though most of his work was already marvelous obJect's,
usually with moving parts, things for adults to play with. He made
a living as a scientist in the suburbs in New Jersey, in Metuchen,
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and his life and his aesthetic seemed connected with that, Forhours
in class he would talk with Cage about the need for spiritual virtu-

osity and abdication from technical virtuosity, both of which were
very attractive to Cage,

| was a skeptic from New England, fat and nervous. | had fled the
north in order to see what goes on down on €arth. |wanted to make
a career in musical theater, whichwas to be based on calypso. For
the moment | was working for a Public Relations firm which | felt
was a little immoral, | could write my quadruple fugues with any
textures or affections desired. | wanted to synthesize within my-
self all the techniques | couldmaster to make an art form along the
lines of Brecht-Elsler or Brecht-Weill, but based, as | have men-
tioned, on more indigenous materials fromcalypso to rock-and-roll.
My own ideas bored even me, so | became restless. | had, a few
years before, experimented with hoisting many many hunks of iron
and metal up in the trees on either side of a valley in Vermont and
raising one hell of a ruckus at five o'clock one afternoon. Once |
had put on a crazy set of goings-on in a barn, amid a mess of hung
cloth and animals (it would be called a happening today). But these
were essentially entertainments and | felt no great urgency about
them, However | had begun my habitof taking notes and developing
them into pieces, compressing them back into notes, expanding these,
and so on. My whole output consists of workings of a mass that is
constantly on the back of my stove. | had discovered the old Galli-
mard edition of Artaud, -not the translation (which is excellent but
not Artaud) - and had, as a result, begun a play about people with
horrible diseases wearing diving costumes, and some surrealistic
farces that consisted of collaged fragments. Some of this stuff wound
up in Stacked Deck, The Ladder to the Moon, and 27 Episodes for
the Aquarian Theater.11 | came to take Cage's course because |
couldn't think what else to do. What | got from it was a sense of general
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activity and a taste for my own direction, to which previously my own
skepticism had been very unkind. | agreed with much of Cage's ae-
sthetic, but not with his taste., When he and Brecht took off for
spirit and nobilities yet uncharted, | made wisecracks that there was
no difference between spiritual virtuosity and any other kind of vir-
tuosity.

But Cage used to talk about a lot of things going on at once and
having nothing to do with each other. He called it the autonomous
behavior of simultaneous events: | called it independence.

In fact, the beauty about studying with Cage was that he brought
out what you already knew and helped you become conscious of the
essence of what you were doing, whether or not it was noble (and,
thus, acceptible to him). Though my own inclinations were always
rather antithetical to Cage, | was able, through him, to become con-
scious of my love of autonomy, variety, some sorts of inconsistency,
rationalism, etc.

In the same way Brecht picked up from Cagean understanding of his
love of complete anonymity, simplicity, and non-involvement with
what he does. And Hansen got his anarchy enforced and accepted
his own love of letting people be Just as they are. [s Hansen the
ultimate in philanthropists?

To us, Cage's ideas about indeterminancy and allthat seemed very
democratic and just fine, because we had each other andallofus
seemed to think a little the same way. We even took indeterminacy
farther than Cage without his ever having told us about it. About
the second meeting of class Cage, who had previously written down
all aspects of performances he could think of, passed out pencils
and paper and asked us to write pieces, since none of us had done
our homework and brought pieces to class. The pieces we wrote were
done with words. Perhaps they were about thefirst notationless non-
improvisatory music. They were all different and all left something
unsaid except me, | was not indeterminate. | lined up adjectives
opposite Cage's list of aspects of performances, which made him
tell me that nothing had any inherent qualities other than physical
ones and that therefore psychology was an illusion: this led to my
17th-century~cum~-Artaud book of characters, Stacked Deck.
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Cage had to go ontour, so he turned over his class for two meetings
to Feldman, who said taste was everything, and Maxfield, who had
Just completed his first electronic pieces. Maxfield was then very
lively - he was interested in really using all aspects of the elec~
tronic media. Laterhe wentmetaphysical, and became obsessed by
the idea of notationless music per se; but first he just did what he
made, mixed his cut pieces of tape in a salad bowl, spliced them
together, and did any superimposing that seemed necessary. I thought
it was a very natural way to do things, and so | invited Maxfield to
do Stacked Deck with me. It was to be the first electronic opera,
and | think it was, though | wouldn't swear to it. Maxfield liked to
be an electronic composer because there was no separation between
the composer and the performance. The original score was the most
gorgeous electronic music | have ever heard. In later scores he al-
lowed theoretical notions to win out - besides, he was suspicious
of the beautiful aspects of the early score - so he mixed them all
up together and got a piece with too much unity and universality and
compromiseto it. He wound up with a Justification rather than a man-
ifestation. But nobody else has ever done such interesting electron-~
ic music. Only Maxfield has succeeded in doing electronic music
in which one is conscious of the latter word rather than the former.
In such more recent music as Night Music and Italian Folk Music
he Just suggests sounds with sounds, and he rapes the very ba-
sis of the Feldman-Stockhausen International Style. If only there
were more of his pieces! But the economics of electronic compo-
sition are very harsh, and such resources as are available in the
field are taken up by those who specialize in getting them rather
than by composers,

‘Y’
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In that fall of '58 not much seemed to be going on. In the theater
one hopedthatthe Living Theater wouldopen (it opened many months
late). | had so much hope forthe operation that | painted the ladies'
room myselfto help speed things up. Hansen did some obscene geo~-
metrical items and a portrait in which he worked weeks painting each
hair but never did paint in the face. Brecht stayed in New Jersey.
But we were all up to doing things. | wrote six hours a day and be-
ganmost of the thingsin 100 Plays. Also there was my unpublished
novel, Orpheus Snorts, and a series of graphic notations for theater
and music (or either) called Graphis, each a separate work, which
by now numbers nearly 120, | also filled up two notebooks with
ideas andnotions which have since turnedout to be lectures, praph-
isses, poems, constellations, concertos, and the like. Hansen,
late that fall, cutout a bunch of holes in pieces of card stock , wrote
numbers on them in verticle and horizontal lines, and did his first
really Hansen-ish piece by handing the performers these cards and
Just telling them to use them as notations for events. A week or so
later he did Alice Denham in 48 Seconds whichwas theresult of an
interesting accident: he found three or four sets of numbers on the
street all of which happened to add up to 48. He wrote them on a
piece of paper in a square. In his hand he had a magazine. It had
a pretty nude in it, a red-head by the name of Alice Denham. It al-
so had avery fine short story in it by her. This piece has been done
a good many times now, forty orfifty. Once | answered the phone: it
was Alice Denham. She'd read that this piece was being performed
and wanted to know what was going on, had Hansen used her name
or was it a coincidence? Poor girl. But she finally did catch up
with Hansen, they got along fine, and I've never met her but | under-
stand she comes to his things from time to time. The whole affair,
the titling of this piece, is itself a Hansen composition.

Hansen wrote the numbers on the wall, and he wrote an arbitrary set
of numbers on the diagonal. He gave everybody toys to use as in-
struments - guns, battleships, whirlers, helicopters, etc. It was
one of the good things, this first Alice Denham.

But that winter Hansen began his way of life that he has since held
to and it seems very appropriate to his work.

Every winter when the rich go to Florida, Hansen lives in the sub-
ways for a month. It is his vacation., He knows which latrines he




54

POSTFACE

can be locked into, and what places will give him something to eat.
In the spring there is a knock on the door, and you open it, and there
is this vile~smelling, unshaven man, and you say, "Hello, AL"
He shaves and he showers, and he goes and gets some clothes, and
he looks great. He gets a Job, and there are any number of places
that will hire him since he's a wonderful worker. But then, spring
ends. He does his pieces, they don't interfere with his activities,
which in turn don't interfere with his job, but when summer comes,
Hansen takes one look at the blue sky and one breath in the hot air,
and it is time for the beach. So he goes to the beach from time to
time till he loses his Job. When he has lost his Job it is fall, and
he has done his performing for the year. He writes some newpieces,
but mostly he Just takes apart whatever studio he has acquired,
leaves his things here and there, and, when the snow falls, Al dis=~
appears. And you know that somewhere undet the city Al Hansen is
riding, dreaming about his new activities and maybe smiling alittle.

The way | am writing this might be mentioned at this point. 1 have
over a hundred and fifty pages of notes, indexed by number, tore-
late to an outline. | have a quart of beer. And everything | write,
| say out loud. | don't mind using lots of jargon and slang, be-
cause the written language of tomorrow will probably have more to
do with our spoken language than with our written one. And this is
a well-outlined conversational ramble. If only the typewriter were
a taperecorder and there would be no separation betweenthe intoned
sentence and the odd-looking sentences that appear. | go on swig-
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That winter the Epitome coffee shop opened
the painter, took care of it, though Ee Il:ad twgpn.ud‘r;ialr:;?:rferpsoor}l\slll
three were painters, but Poons was the rough diamond of the lot. and
they;ll did a sort.of geometric iconoclasm, but the other two w'ound
?P?esn &v;/;:gogxz;sdtf;a:‘suin Gr_creﬁnwicI;fVillageMile Poons developed
inting. This coffee shopbe
place for work tl]at was not the Going Thing,paltlf::;i ?ogzgglgli:r’::liaa):
reasons the Epitome had Joel Oppenheimer, Allen Ginsberg, and
others.to attract tourists - Ray Bremser, Ted Joans, etc Ha’nsen
reac{hns poem, "A Requiem for W,C. Fields," there ’and .a Hansen
gl.ovu}e1 that Inc!uded lots of W.C. Fields materials wa’s projected on
N;S c.est._l didvarious concertos andread from Orpheus Snorts and
achines in 'the Wind and various of my poems. We gave a concert
there atfive inthe morning and others atnight. We did lectures and
l"\lead $ada ; lettriste, and lliazd texts. In the spring | gave my first
thi‘:—ve (z;k performances; Al Hansen did my last instrumental piece
e th‘s only appearance, so far as | know, as a conductor) To
: y Amg Its Season,12 and we didAlice Denham, along with some
oCagZ's m:;;;znoprcﬁodes.llM David Tudor did a Wolff piece and
f Changes. My pieces were very badl
:)‘T(t thefrlnuslc c.ntics said nothing about that, oneJ{lst sa?dpiirsfgg:xé
Ll :‘a a flea typnpg the col!ected works of Macrobius and Paul Henry
b:gIg:lar[r’l‘z;rgfs&ré%x;rliyshsail(éitwaHs a re]?ctlon of all music since the
ra. Hansen's piece w i
BBC (Broken Bottle Chorus) Orchestra an(? we werzssztl't;:?::ggh?t 'v:v:




POSTFACE 56

didn'tget an irate letter from London. Also that Spring we did a tel-
evision performance for Henry Morgan on which I, who climbed out
of a bathtub and stomped ink on rolls of paper, was compared to
Charles Chaplin, which was very nice but very incongruous flattery.
All summer long things were quiet. In the fall the Happenings be-
gan, and in December Hansen exhibited his "Hep Amazon,"a 200 Ib.
monster of tiny motors that slowly got cued in and out, provoking
blinking lights, turning wheels, even a vaccuum that seemed like
a fellatio machine. That was the end of Hansen's geometric and
neoplastic work. Brecht had his Toward Events show, where he
displayed medicine chests, card games, pingpong ball drop-boxes,
and so on. That was very exciting. And in February the Judson
Church had its Ray=Gun happenings, presented by Oldenburg with
Dine helping, at which Dine's Smiling Workman, Oldenburg's Snap-
shots from the City, Hansen's multiple projector collage movie of
parachutes and pursuits, a Kaprow happening about football, a
Whitman rag-happening, and my own Cabarets, Contributions, Ein-
schlusz,11 and a collaboration intermission piece all were done.
That was the end of something: it made the people involved well-
known in a young-man -to-watch-sense, and for two of us it started
a success syndrome that drove their work away from any danger,
experiment, or imagination.

Shortly afterwards |1 did Saint Joan at Beaurevoir at a little theater
on MacDougall Street, which | still think of as Beaurevoir. The
play is about almostnothing, it avoids anything relevant to the per-
formance situation, any articulate sequence of sentences, words, or,
occasionally, phonemes, any purposeful activity, anything in its
usual context. It suggests that history is non-sequential when it is
considered at any moment in an orderly way, and that random exam-
ination of the pastgives sufficient understanding of the present. Ex-
cept for this historicism itwas an experiment ingratuitousness. But
| was not interested in historicism so | went on and wrote Design
Plays, which is alarge mechanical nothing, about nothing, for noth-
ing, andgood for nothing, although rather attractive to look at in an
innocuous way. Therefore it is my favorite of the pieces | wrote of
that sort, I'd sure like to see it, That spring Stacked Deck was
finally done, but as a very messy melodrama, which raised issues
| had not intended. Atthe endof the Spring I married Alison Knowles,
who did wonderful paintings, silk screen work of all kinds, and,
more recently, extremely concrete performance pieces.
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Aro_ur}d_ May of 19601 began to be conscious of La Monte Young's
activities out on the west coast. He sent copies of A Vision and
Poem _for Tables, Chairs, and Benches. A Visjon was very techni-
cally involved, but easy to hear. I liked his lengthiness, and sug-
g'ested he expand the piece enormously. | would like to s'ee it pub-
llshgd burned into sheets of lead. However, La Monte complained
that' |twas.boring: this suggests something very interesting in him

He is fascinated by a lot coming from a little. The Poem is ver)./
concrete. One drags the objects over the performance area at given
ra_tes, as described in the text. La Monte answered a remark | sent
him, that everybody ought to dothe Poem pretty often, withthe reply
that eve_rybody was doing the Poem, did | know anyc;ne who wasn't
butthat it was too entertaining and so he wasn't interested any more.
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These pieces were followed by the best-known pieces, clear-cut
sentences that are simply provocations for events, usually reflecting
a taste for the most poetic sorts of imagery and almost always im-
plying an orientation towards either useless or extraordinary activ-
ities. Throughout 1961 the same piece, "Draw a straight line and
follow it," was written sver and over twenty-nine times, and also a
sort of jazz that he liked, indian ornaments and modal effects over
extremely monotonous rhythmic patterns, usually a triple time of
some kind, and a drone; this sort of jazz has almost completely
taken over his attention. Except for new ways of looking at the ear-
lier pieces and the "Death Chant" | do not know of anything new he
has been doing for a couple of years now. He cooks, and he plays
his jazz with a droneand a drum-player and a sopranino saxophone.
This music seems part of his life, which is deliberately alienated,
if not outside, the social environment of our times. My only objection
to his work is thatit makes a body feel insulated against the world,
which is a sensation | do not care for.

Thete is just enough of his work to give you a taste for it. Then it
stops.

We in the states didn't knowthat already at that time Benjamin Pat-
terson was beginning to do marvelous pieces in Koln, such as the
“Paper Piece for Five Performers," the "Sextet" from Lemons, and
the pieces in Methods and Processes. Patterson's pieces are the
most concrete of dissociated pieces, the most dissociated of con-
crete pieces. You get nothing out of doing any of them that doesn't
disappear afterwards. While they happen, they are a Joy to do, but
afterwards, who knows why ? | remember liking a piece called"Stand
Erect," doing it several times, writing to Patterson that it made me
feelreligious, and then | forgot about it. Last winter! wrotea piece
called"G&ngsdng." It turnedout to benearly a duplication of " Stand
Erect." Occasionally Patterson makes pieces thatare simply enter-
taining, such as the "Variations for Contrabass Viol," in which the
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performer, working with a bass viol, attaches things (eg. clothes-
pins) to it, shoots with it, and writes a letter, among sther things.
A piece like this has some appeal to one's sense of the fantastic,
but since it depends primarily on the visual aspects of the actions,
no matter how short, it always seems too long, since the ideal length
of time for any of the particular events would be no longer than it
takes to recegnize what is going on, and any longer amount of time
is not very economical.,

Appeals to surprise, shock value, the audience's sense of amaze-
ment, or of iconoclasm, these are not things which endure. If there
is any weak aspect in Patterson's work, it is this kind of appeal.
So much depends on surprises, and the effect is sometimes like a
joke told in too many words. Often it is not necessary to see or
perform the piece, merely to hear about it suffices.

But Patterson, more than hardly any other composer, seems to under-
stand that for a composer to divide activities into musical and non-
musical, what-l-do and what-l-do-not-do is to accept the dualism
of good and evil, of black and white, and, ultimately, to place one's
work on a level of purely theoretical relevance. Patterson goes for
the grey, and he seems to accept, even to encourage, the non-mem-
orable, disappearing aspect of hiswork. In pieces such as "A Law-
ful Dance," where you follow the directions of a traffic light from
corner to corner, back and forth, ad lib, till you are through per-
forming, Pattersen gets somewhere that nobody else is. Marvel-
ous things happen to you while you cross the street. The last time
| performed this piece at Times Square | met and was, briefly, joined
by Bea, Lindy, and Shirley, three overdeveloped young ladies with
colossal hairdoes. They sawme (anda group of others) crossing back
and forth, and it occurred to them that it would be fun to join in. So
they did, no questions asked.

And a_fterw_ards the piece blurs, crossing the street is remembered as
crossmngmes Square, it is inexorably connected with Bea, Lindy,
and Sh‘;rley4 Or was Lindy really Jackie? Have | forgotten their
names?

So far we are from Germany. Patterson did these things for maybe
two_ years before any of us heard about them. Cage and Brown made
their trips there, and | asked them what was going on, but it was
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always officially Stockhausen and the International Styllst§ : Cﬁge
never told about Paik till ] had read abouthim and asked specnflca. y.
And very few people had any idea at all what Patterson was_dgmg(.j
Only Paik and Vostell really cared. And so Patterson marrnz;1 ?‘d
went to France, as he had gone from the U.S. before, where he (li

not want to be a'"negro artist" but just one Hell of a good one an i,
among other things, a negro. Only James Baldwin and Ben]amlln
Patterson have ever attained that proportion. Actlfally Pattgrson s
way of using periodic repeats and the blues feeling that this p;]'o-
duced being so ingrained and natural struck me so much tha@ w eré
he first sent me a copy of methods and processes | wrote to him an

guessed he was a negro. But considering this doe‘s not get one very
far with what he does. The main thing is t_hat his work‘ acquires a
remarkable unity with our lives as we absorb it andforget it. It seems
oddly ethical, oddly concrete.

Paik and Patterson: Faust and Schweik. F_’aik is the legitimate
schoo! of Schoenberg and Artaud. For him hls: wclnrk.see?m§ to f:ﬂmet
as a revelation. When it is not being expressionistic, it is still a
least expressing him, in a most personal way.

19590r 1960 Paikbegan to dothose pieces wherehe cho.ps
ﬁcl;?ll:lngage's necktie off or knocks the piano over gmd operates on'tt-.
In 1961 he began to think about moving .the audience aroung, ;lSt
iting this or that display of sounds. He did - or began to tgl "g ou~
(which for him, like Spoerri, is about tl}e same thmg) - hln's. th
phony for Twenty Rooms " and his “0mml3us Music No. 1" inwhic
the sounds sit down and the audience visits them.

These things have to do with the phenomenon. that fascinates ha
Monte Young too- that you can really get_insnde a sou‘nd. Int i
same way, | used to say, when | played bridge, thaF l_llked to geh
inside the cards. Itis all the same phenomenon, andit is very muc

in the air.

id his last big performance piece, ”Simple,“.for Stogk-
Ll&feﬁ'lsh(e)r?gnale. Here he peeps, covers himself with si&avmg
cream, works with an ancient Norwegian phonograpﬁ ¢ an-d umps
water over himself in an old tin bathtub. l_\ls_o he.dld a plecei - ;s
it called "Solo for Violin?" - where a violin is raised very s (:]wty
above his head ~then it is suddenly smashed onto a table and shat-
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tered. In 1962 he worked on "Bagatelles Americaines" which were
a set of pieces in what he thought of as the american spirit, impli-
citly unimpressive, uninspiring, unentertaining, perhaps very boring,
and with specificrelationships to the work of Brecht, Young, Patter~
son, and myself. Hansen, of course, is not known in Europe.

The only two examples | have of this series are these, his impres-
sion of what | was doing: "Danger Music No. 1 for Dick Higgins " -
"Creep into the VAGINA of a living WHALE!" and (written when |
remarked that there was no real danger when there was no risk that
| mightbe able to do this) "Danger Music No. 2 for Dick Higgins " -
"Walk the Metro-Tunnel of PARIS from Franklin Roosevelt till
Stalingrad. Ifyou feel suffocated, think of WARSAWA -Resistance. "
What he has done since these pieces, or, more accurately, since
Fluxus, | will get to later.

Actually what he has done is to achieve a lot of the spirit of action
painting in the medium of performance. The work is almost the ex-
act opposite of Patterson. For Paik, art is a gnostic mystery that
is revealed, the complete antithesis of daily activities. He tells a
story that is very revealing: he saw Cage's Music Walk, which is
a dancerly event-piece, and he loved it and began to think about
indeterminacy. Then, taking this very seriously, he decided to
meet Cage. He visited Cage at his hotel room. Cage was polishing
his shoes, Paik was shocked that Cage was not above such things.
And from that moment he has been opposed to indeterminacy and
dailiness which, for him, is the source of the best of current ac-
tivities, and the intellectual pool from which all our ideas are sup~
posed to some. Most European critics, of course, feel that way -
they do not see that only Hansen and Brecht have anything at all to
do 'with indeterminacy, that | am a moralist in the school of Bunyan
and perhaps Genet and that my techniques have nothing to do with
indeterminacy , that Patterson's medium is experience and his style
is, like his message, disappearance, that Young takes things aes-
thetically and avoids anything at all mechanistic. As an observer
and thinker Paik is totally commonplace with a bizarre style and a
joy in the perverse, a German outlook on the current scene and a
fascination for himself, the Artist, imposing Platonic ideals on im-
plicitly hostile (or is the word "philistine"?) society.

If you assume to impress and assume shock, secrecy, and hostil-
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ity as your tools what do you do when your au_d:ent(:’i u[r;derzhaﬂ?lsi
you? And, horrors, when it approves and is dellghted t os)(Ner =
yourself or pretend you didn't hear? There is no need to an
question, all answers come out the same.

i that he was

Paik knows all this. Once he wrote to me |
oolfditf):;ifo'ned inasmuch as he felt like Schiller and DeIacroux,th:t
his ideal was the same, that he liked Beethoven more than anybody

else, (and, incidentally, hated Schubert).

In Paik, as in abstract art, art (or anti-art) becorr}es not J#stta:hwg)é
of life b’ut a form of suggestion, necessarg‘ tg brtmta‘uptsmosrpeoc:)le
i i t t bes is tu
ho might otherwise be very complacent. : e
\:n Atg worst it makes enemies of those who might have be‘e:n p(te;
su::tded by other means. In the middle bet}:veentthtzsz: er;cis sLisckej
i i ¢ which pretend to
typical, - newspaper articles appea ! ; i
gets around,
(even when the reporter knows bette_r , Wwor _ i
i to what is actu
 activity becomes typed (thus blinding obseryers_ s ac
:h;cggingy on), - and so the artist who does this kind of thing finds
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himself merely being exploited in his most bizarre aspects for his
newspaper-selling ability.

Nevertheless it is a very strong tendency and might almost be said
to characterize many of the best artists of this day, many of the
Fluxus people, and certainly Paik. Everything in art which sug-
gests this tendency - or function -is viewed almost exclusively this
way. For example, an ideal is created of disorder, deliberately op-
posedtorational order. This led Paik, in building his great Wuppertal
exhibition, to break up and renail objects which had, as a matter
of economy or speed, been nailed too symmetrically, too thriftilly,
or too strongly. It is thistendency which leads some observers, such
as Hans Helms, a semantic letterist in Cologne who is the poet laur-
eate ofthe International Stylists, to feel that this kind of work tends
to fascism, through its love of violence for its own sake and through
its implicit hostility towards daily chores and the earning of daily
bread. Of course, a critique like that is like the blind man's de-
scription of an elephant as a kind of large snake with a hollow head.
Nevertheless, the necessity to view this tendency in perspective
is very great.

Another little story, as an example of something or other: once when
I worte Paik a letter that didn't mean much but which | thought was
pretty funny, Paik wrote back that | was very Platonic. Perhaps |
had implied some of the above~-describedtendencies. But Paik's re-
mark was very surprising to me,

Once somebody, Jackson Mac Low, | think, explained that "Plato"
means "broad one" in Greek, while my name, "Dick," means "fat"
in German - and therefore | sometimes like to become very fat and
really be Dick. So | have this one thing in common with Plato any-
way. But my point is that because of Paik's concern with this ten-
dency, he sees it whether it is present or not.

And so one sits in the audience, and one observes. One may or may
not be annoyed by the self-consciousness of the presentation, by its
slickness (they are the same thing). For all his messiness, is Paik
any different from Tudor? There is somuch ballyhoo, so many people
writing down what is going on, there are so many photographers,
big-wig Herr Doktors, document-makers, etc. But the orthodox will
be denied, possibly without useful implications, but surely in an in-
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spiring way. Something ordinarily secret will be revealed. A new
way of looking at something may be suggested.. The presentation
will be at least unorthodox, and possibly cathartic.

But we didn't know much about Paik or Patterson. Starting in 19-611
we knewonly of their existence, and descriptions we knew of Paik's
performance which Earle Brown used to tell us. La I\/!(l)nte You_ng
contacted Paik for his Anthology. 1knew about Spoerri's Material
and put Young in touch with Rot, Williams, and Bremer. But none
of us knew, as yet, anything about Spoerri. That came later.

na this time, Al Hansen composed his Bibbe's Tao and his
ﬁ;:gegwi& a thirt)"-word name known as "Hi-Ho J.ack Paar Moon."
These are completely simultaneous pieces in which t_he petformers
just do what they can with the physical materials availlable and the
environment. Since Hansen does not write out his pieces | am not
sure what the difference is, although | have seen both twu_:e._ They
are super-duper Hellzapoppin hlow-ups of life ‘in a busy city inhab-
ited by cruel and lovable perverts. Aspecia‘l piece of thl:_s sor_t was
performed in Brooklyn, where Hansen was living for awhile, in the
back yards of the ring of houses on Hansen's bhlock.

Hansen hung the back yard of his particular ho_use with hugg sheets
of polyethylene. He built a throne, and set pieces of furmture‘be—
hind some of the sheets of polyethylene. Once these preparations
were made he went looking for performers and rehearsed them, When
they were ready, the performance was annon{nced: Al?out a thous~-
and people were sitting on their roofs and in the{r windows , many
swigging away at a bottle, some playing cards while tf\ey wat.ched,
and so on. During the performance, a very pretty chlr!ese girl sat
on her throne reading aloud from time to time from a chlne§e news-
paper. A couple of girls made leshian love on a sofa while a man
yelled Maoist slogans. A gir! tried to get the audiepce to eat .dll‘t
and grass, offering it as very good for one. Occasionally 2 light
flashed on the roof of Hansen's studio, a sort of shed behind the
audience's backs, and agirl danceda peculiarly violeptbelly danc:e.
Phonographs flicked on and off. A group painted \.:nth sEray paln:
on the polyethylene sheets from both sides - "Zap" and "Zowee,

the traditional sounds of childrens' space-man ray guns, were the
most frequently written words. The solvents in the palr_lt dissolved
the polyethylene, which tore and hung in shreds, exposing the les-
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bians and the maoist, who stopped their activities and indulged in
an extraordinary Pepsi-Cola fest. Finally, when the polyethylene
artists had retreated about as far as they could go, with a loud clat-
ter the belly dancer fell through the skylight of Hansen's studio. "I'm
hurt, 1I'm hurt," she screamed, but nobody believed her. We all
thought it was part of the piece, till Hansen, looking in his win-
dow, saw the girl was lying in a pool of blood. He called an am-
bulance, which came, together with the police. The audience could
not leave, since we would have to go through the studio. To keep
us quiet, Lawrence Poons began to yell, "Roar! Roar! Roar!,"
Tzara's best piece. The people in the windows and on the roofs
took up the cry and roared back. The end of the piece - after one
hundred seventy-six roars, one asks, "Who still considers himself
quite charming," a characteristically Narcissid statement for Tzara
the Pseudo-anything-ist, was completely drowned out. When we
left, nearly an hour later, the children were still roaring "Roar" at
each othet over the fences. My own feeling about this piece, |
might add, is that it was the most exciting expression of nihilism
| have ever seen, ltwas very actual, concrete, even moving, though
| felt it was a little thin on hope, and therefore it struck me that for
all its excellence, its total effect was notquite salutory. But | can-
not deny that this was unquestionably the most brilliant happening
that has ever been done, that it came perilously close to going to
pieces, and thereforerisked all, and thus was ableto succeed where
the more facile venturers crack their noggins open in falling.

Another Hansen happeiing might be described here, a less baroque
piececalled"Car Bibbe." A hundredcars came to the beach at twi-
light, when people might well be going home. They filled up the
beach parking lot. They flashed lights, and honked horns, drove
forward and back again rapidly and Jerkily, now ten feet forward,
now five feet back, nowten feet forward, now twenty-five feet back,
wherever there was room to go. To one puppeteer, a teacher whom
| know, it was the most maddening thing he had ever seen, He ran
up and down the dunes screaming. In the midst of the cars there was
a single car with twenty-five people on and in it, all singing and
having a fine old time. On the roof one of the people had a broken
leg. He feel off and cracked his cast and rebroke his leg. Thereis
almost always plenty of physical danger in a Hansen piece as well
as intellectual danger. | love his riskiness. Perhaps fools walk
in where angels fear to tread, but | think not. "Nothing ventured,

D e
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nothing gained." | have heard that attributed to everyone from Ben-
Jamin Franklinto J. Rockefeller Sr. to the brothers Gracchi to Maxim
Gorki. All | know about the line is that more and more as I live |
find it to be true. It is our only answer to the intellectual critics of
our own activities , from Raoul Hausmann to Morton Feldman to Hen-
vy F lynt. We cannot answer them directly, since we do not think so fast
and cannot match their subtlety. But there is no question that lim-
iting the risk limits also the potential. Better to come up with a
magnificent flub than a charming nothing.

And that is why one prefers a Hansen, none of whose things will ever
be perfect, to a Robert Sheff, to name one who is no International
Stylist but who still plays it safe, and who is all with but no wits.

In the spring of 1961 George Maciunas turned up. He had an art
gallery on Madison Avenue, where terrible modern art was shown,
but he wanted a good series of goings-on, and people put him in
touch with other people, who put him in touch with still others, till
he wound up presenting the most interesting performances | have
ever heard of, and he has never stopped. Eventually he got stuck
with the debts from his gallery and fled to Europe, which is why
Fluxus began there. As | will tell in a while, Fluxus was quite an
interesting and wonderful experiencethere, and | like it that it devel-
oped out of economic necessity.

At the AG Gallery, Maciunas did concerts of Maxfield, Mac Low,
Flynt, myself, and Ray Johnson, among others.

RayJohnson | haven't yettalked about. He is the thoughtful collag-
ist, also he does synthetic dramas and some poems, which very often
make use of the mails. He knows all about things like knives and
poisons, rats and clocks, air and packages, glue and ink, Brooklyn
and belly-dancers. For his "Nothing" concert at the AG, Johnson
covered the stair-case up to the gallery with cut-up dowels, and he
turned the lights off. People came, tried to climb the stairs, and
were rolled down. It was unlikely, that anyone would stay at thetop,
once he fought his way up, since the gallery was shut, there was no
light, no anything to do, and only one way to go - down. It was a
parable, Just as most of Ray Johnson's things, no matter how care-
lessly tossed-off they seem (he meticulously hides his earnestness)
are really parables or at least ironic comments on something. Many
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of his collages were once brightly colored, but he has ripped the
colored materials, the paint, the words off, till only a half-rough
grey sheet remains. He has nothing left to sell. And many of his
pieces are blank. Not one, a four minute thirty-two second hymn

as in Cage's case, but many many, many of them pre-dating Cagé
and there is some possibility that is was he who first taught Cage
about empty things. Johnson is conscious thata hole in the ground

a hole in the doughnut, and a hole between the walls of a room art'a
not the same thing. He is actively conscious that the emptiness of
a sﬁeet of paper makes it useful for writing on. He is conscious that
it is stupid to say something when you don't want to or when you have
nothing to say, and some of his blank pieces seem to he memos to

th?.t teffect. Perhaps Ray Johnson runs deeper than any other living
artist,

Around that same time Young was invited to guest edit an issue of
a maga_lzine, in which he decided to collect those in New York plus
those in Europe who were moving along allied lines. The magazine
went broke, but Young had recruited lots of material, which he de-
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cided to turn into An Anthology. Maciunas was interested in pub=
lishing it. He worked very hard on the Anthology, but he did not
want to see it all end there. So he began to think about butlding a
magazine, to be called Fluxus, to appear irreqularly. Notlong af-
terwards, Maciunas had to flee the country. The structure that he
left behind for performances collapsed. He went to Wieshaden,
Germany. Here he planned the first of the various F luxus Festivals,
or more properly, Festa Fluxorum. His idea was of a collective,
doing festivals and publications. The basis of the collective was
that the work had to be realistic and concrete. On both these grounds
it was implicitly opposed to the International Style in music, the
Going Thing in poetry, Abstract Expressionism in painting, and so
on. There was no creed, no possibility of a"Fluxus Group" - which
would probably have driven every one of us away - nothing but the
rostrum and the material. We were very excited about this.

Brecht's work had changed very much by now. He was no longer us-
ing directions andmaking spiritual processes. He had begun to mere-
ly isolate things that appealed to him or particularly occurred to him.
These were usually very daily things, and they took a very simple
form. | used to say, a propos of some of my more involved direc-
tions, that lots of things looked complicated on paper but were sim-
ple in practice. But Brecht said that depended on what you meant.
If you meant something simple, it was simple, in every respect. |
liked that, and since thenl don't do things that look complicated very

much, even on papet.

| wanted to get out of New York, mostly to see what was going on.
| had done a lot of performing and hadfinishedmy movie, The Flam-
ing City. | wanted to perform in Europe, and also [ was a little a~
fraid of what performers with "professional instincts" might do to my
pieces (and Brecht's, Young's, etc.). So AlisonKnowles and [ went.

Alison Knowles and | got to Germany , met Patterson, Williams, Paik,
and Vostell; and the Wiesbaden F luxus had already begun. The pre-
vious week-end, in line with his ideal of Fluxusbeing aunited front,
Maciunas had invited a bunch of International Stylists to perform:
Von Biel, Rose, and a couple of others. But they did not like some
of the pieces Maciunas was doing and quarrelled with him, and they
had a style of living that was too self-indulgent to be concrete with
the lively aspects of Fluxus. So he kickedVon Biel's crowd out and

Rose left,
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The Wies_baden Fluxus was the most ambitious of all. It lasted a
month, Wl.th three, four, or five performances wach week-end. The
other festivals were smaller. The beauty of the Wieshaden fe.stival
was that we had no worry for time - we could do many terrific long
pieces thlat could not be fitted into other festivals. We did Emmett
Williams's german opera, "Ja, es war noch da" in English: it was
the longest _three-quarters of an hour | have ever spent, s[née it is
mostly tappl_ng on a pan in regular rhythms a prescrived number of
times, We dl.d a one-hour version of La Monte Young's B-F sharp
held, unvarying, sung and accompanied by BenJamin Patterson's
bass viol. We invented a piece by a mythical Japanese and impro-~
vised it fo( an hour (on the same program as the Young) - it became
very beautiful. Vostell came down from KéIn - a gigantic blond po~
tato, three hundred pounds, with the tiniest feet in the world, so
that he glided lightly. He said, "Arghh," hammered some toy's to
pieces, erased a magazine, broke some light bulbs on a piece of
glass, and heaved ca'ke at the glass. Finis Sahnetortis, and he
went right back to Koln, It was a beautiful mess. We dlr,i lots of
old things of mine - | avoided the new ones mostly, for no particu-~
lar reason -and we did Brecht, Watts, Patterson, Young, Williams
Corner, a.ll galore. We did Danger Music No. 3 by shavi;g my hea('i
and heaving political pamphlets into the audience and Danger Music
No. 16 by "working with butter and eggs for a while" so as to make
an Inedible waste instead of an omelette, [ feltthat was what Wies-
haden needgd . For a while eggs were flying through the air every
couple of minutes. A very smartalec sculptor named Viebig reached
out his har]d to dare me to throw egg -1 did (splat) up his arm to his
face. During Emmett Williams' opera some college boys came up
out of the audience and stood, holding pine bows, singing college
(s)(}ngs ” XVe did Maciunas' metronome-rhythmic "In Memoriam Adriano
d ivetti byraislng hats, popping fingers, gasping, sitting up and
own , waving heads, and so on. For three weeks this went on. We
did Corner's "Pjano Activities" by taking apart a grand piant; and
auctioning off the parts. Most of my "Requiem for Wagner the Ctim-
!nal Mayor" was done, to the delight of the house super, who left
;r';l:f;eszri‘dgi’emam}i] caI;ne back Iwlth his whole family, theylllked the
PSR W :
90lnsvan Contrl:!:)a;s.?'lk did"Simple" and Patterson did his "Vari-

Because fo its scope, diffic

' ultto duplicate elsewhere since Maciunas'
. N . as
facilities were at Wiesbhaden, the Wiesbaden Fluxus was all that
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i i ied from enor-~
might be hoped for such a series. Our aud_lences varie Ly
mo?xs to tiny, from explosive (we had two tiots) to docile and indif
ferent to sympathetic.

There was talk about other Fluxus festivals happefling immediately
after Wiesbhaden, but they did not seem very promising. Vostell was
invited to have a showat Amsterdam of his Decollages, anq the. te=
sulting situation, while not done by Fluxus, was televantto it, since
it included so many Fluxus people.

tell's work is mostly decollages. These arethe opposite _of col~
\Ilaogse:.l They involve ripping off or erasing, they suglgest _dy!ng and
metamorphosis. Their quality is dependenton Vostell's al’tlS.l'.lC eye,
which is excellent. The result is not disslmulqrto' good pamtiln}g |lr:
the sense that Rauschenberg's combines are paintings. Voste ad
so edits Decollage magazine, which is the best forum for _avant ;_;arl e
ideas in Europe- by default, in the world, l.t appears irregu atrhy,t
is ordinarily given away ratherthan sold, and is a newsletter 12. a
Vostell likes to keep Decollage appearing and on the move, Since
Fluxus is organized on an international basis put egch lssulel is a
national anthology, there is no real basis for confhct.wnh Dfeco age,
which is International in every issue and much more limited in ;cc;;')e1
even though Vostell publishes some of the same people. The firs
issue of Fluxus, for example, has been in the works for two yfars,
contains only Americanmaterials, is about fqur hundred pages long,
and is notyet in circulation. No Decollage is more than flftyhpagei
long, andnoreally major works are included. Howgve}',a fight glm_
mered between Vostell and Maciunas from the beg'mmng, occamﬁnd
ally breaking out into the open (for example, a crisis was pro[;/lq e_
when Henry Flynt, whose complete works were planned for_ pu ltc;]at
tion by Fluxus, submitted an essay to Decpllage, npt realizing tt?
Fluxus does notreprintanything), angleadmg to a final rupture, the
details of which I do not know, at Diisseldorf.

At Amsterdam, in connection with Vostell's shoyv,the gallery owner
invited Vostell to arrange a program of happenings, so V;sttell an-
nounced performances of Busotti, Cage, Brecht, Caspari, ét ers‘on ’
Paik, Williams, Riley, himself, Maciunas, myself,Young.,hdnow fes:
Hulsmann, and Gosewitz, Maciunas and Patterson w:it re(;;v m;

mediately, Cage, Brecht, and Riley were not consulte ,"ag only
Cage was performed, of these: | did his "Solo for Volce." Caspari

T | |
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was at Amsterdam, but he seems to have been frightened away.
Gerd Stahl and a couple more Germans were added to the program
to make up the lacks. And Tomas Schmit appeared for the first
time, not to do a piece of his own, because so far as | know he had
not yet written any, but to perform Paik's "Moving Theater No, 1."
Willem de Ridder and Jac K. Spek were listed on the program , from
Holland, but | do notrememberthat either did anything. First Jean-
Pierre Wilhelm introduced us all. Then | sang the Cage, and next
Diter Hiilsmann began to read some shove-it-into-him pornography .
The audience was all Jammed into a little tiny art gallery, with Ger-
man art on the walls, and with all this blatant pornography they be~
gan to get a little restless. It was all so German. Then Alison
Knowles came and did Paik's "Serenade for Alison," a melodrama~
tic striptease for amateurs only, which relieved the air. But when
Stahl dragged in a bed, and began a very very very very long meta—
physical-erotic tape played on the bed, the dutchmen became very
upset. "How can you do this in Holland?" one asked me. The Jit-
tery room was too much, by now. The remaining pieces that were
to be done inside were cancelled, and the audience went outside,
where | did my american-accent french cabarets, "Cabarets Exo-
tiques et Sentimentaux. While this was going on a man showed up
with a small crane for Vostell's piece -a Juke box playing rock-and-
roll was to be listed high into the air and dropped. This was too
much forthe audience. A large pile of papers that someone had brought
were Ignited. Alison Knowles tried to do her street paintings, The
head of the gallery became very upset and retired to nurse his poor
little nerves, while his wife, who was the brains of the outfit, tried
to get the fire putout. The juke box was hoisted up, but it wouldn't
come detached from the crane: Vostell kept yelling "Arghh!" but
the jukebox was only slowly lowered. | tried to get the audience to
stop feeding the bonfire, but a group of students had decided this
was a demonstration against German art and they would not stop.
A qirl shoved a burning paper at me, | slugged her, and was told
that in Holland men don't hit ladies (I suppose they get their mous-
taches burned off instead?), that | should go back to Germany (to
Berlinin 1933 perhaps? there are parallels), and if | hadn't gotten
rough there would have been real trouble, But | did, and Paik and
two others backed me up, so we kept the students at bay. Now the
cops showed up. They cancelled the rest of the performance. Our
m.c., whose name | don't recall, was drunk and tried to measure the
angles of the cop's head with a protractor. He was Jailed and then
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giventwelve hours to leave Holland. Vostellhad planned to make a
large decollage: he hadbrought a twenty-foot billboard from Germany
with posters, thirty deep on it. The cops told him to remove it im=
mediately to wherever he had found it. All the while the gallery di-
rector was wiping his forehead while his wife tried to calm every=
body. At last we took off across the back streets, chanting something
a little Tibetan. Whenwe crossedone canal, Paik floated a flaming
violin with a radio on it down the canal. At another canal, Tomas
Schmit took a swim. Later on, Emmett Willians measured the
bridge that | mentioned before with inflationary marks in such a
way as to simultaneously perform his composition for millionaire
and one-eyed poet (Filliou has only one eye). Williams was the:
millionaire and Jed Curtis was the one-eyed poet (wearing an eye-
patch). | did"Danger Music No. 17." Allin all, it was an amazing
collage of pieces and alltoo concrete with Dutch nationalism. How-
ever, it started me thinking about nationalism and how | hated its
blindness: therefore | wrote my series.of Vanity Fair, Germania
Unveiled, and the rest.

In London Williams, Spoerri, Kgpcke, Filliou, Page, Metzger, and
Ben Vautier were cooperating on the show where Filliou did the pieces
[ described. Ben (he does not use the Vautier) exhibited himself as
a work of art. He is the master of the Nice Academy, whose members
are thelr work. They do not produce objects or aesthetic interest ex-
cept by interesting (to them) viological processes. A baby might be
considered a masterpiece of Ben, especially if the baby dies.

And so, in London, and in Mayfair in particular, where the Down-
With-The~Bombers marched (since it was not made in Her Majestie's
Angellonde) and the Rolls Royces purred and the overdressed Elite
ran galleries of pornography, Ben showed himself, Kgpcke set up
things to steal (called "presents") , Spoerrimade a labyrinth in which
you stumbled among textures in the dark, Page did some moveable
Junk pieces, Metzger made objections (he is a dogmatist for auto-
destructive art) and slowly withdrew, Kgpcke glued books together
and sprinkled pigment around, Williams attached rubber stamps to a
white wall (by means of chains) and, instead of stamping on the wall
himself,, invited the spectator to do so, leaving stamp pads of colored
ink around -1 was interested that he assumed that people would not
tie up the chains or write with lipstick on the walls (which they did
do) ~perhaps he thought such noble thoughts about what people might
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do reflected well on him (which they did) and hated to appeal to any-
thing but the best in people (which he did). Spoerri arranged for a
series of performances to happen, and everyone, even Metzger, did
something. Metzger made things fluoresce, dissolvednylon with hy-
drochloric acid while wearing a gas mask, and removed items with
magnets that would have been more easily removed by hand. | per-
formedmy "Fourth Symphony." Spoerti had a sculpture contest. Em-
mett Williams did his Alphabet Symphony. Kgpcke put Scotch Tape
on a record, played it, and cleaned up the mess left over from Pat-
terson's Paper Piece.”" Every time the needle hit the tape, Kgpcke
stopped picking up, began the record again, and then went back to
work, When the stage was all clean, the piece was over. Outside,
the Cuba crisis wason, Peace Marchers ran up and downthe street,
chased by bobbies with clubs who knocked them down with theoreti-
cally un-English violence. Inside, Alison Knowles performed her
Proposition, in which she made a salad for two hundred people,
Schweik. Robin Page kicked a guitar around the block.,

| did a performance of some of my pieces at Koln not long afterwards.
Tomas Schmit performed, with Jed Curtis, Frank Trowbridge,Agna
Redemann, and Paik and Vostell. Schmit mentioned writing pieces
but he did not show me any. In London [ had bought a notebook, in
which | began to write down coplous notes on pleces to put together
when | got back to the USA. Pieces in Jefferson's Birthday written
before September 1962 were written outright, while | was working
on the movie. | simplythought along and when | came to something
that seemed Important | wrote it down. But the ones written after
September were written Into this notebook, usually with supplemen-
tary notes, then collected and organized when | came home., That
was March, Now it is September, and | have yet to finish the [ast
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of these note-organizings. Because | travelled so much it seemed
like the thing to do to sit and ride and think and speculate. Ordin-
arily 1 do not think so much, and so | don't come up with so many
pieces in so little time.

The next big thingthat happened was the Fluxus Festival at Copen~
pagen. lttook place in the Nikolaikirke, a sixteenth century church,
As it happened, the Danes were very glad to have us there, and we
had audiences of four and five hundred every night. Resources:
seemed to be unlimited: - we were given fine rooms in fine hotels.
When items needed for performance were difficult to get, one of our
danish friends went and helped us. The result was that the Copen~
hagen F luxus was extraordinarily smooth and well-organized. We
did La Monte's Piece for Henry Flynt - 566 slow crashes on the
piano - and his fifths piece on the organ. We did the Knowles'
"Proposition," and a wonderful thing happened. An impatient Dane
cameto snitchacarrot. | banged himonthe head with a salad spoon.
The bow! of the spoon flew off, hit a lady who had been making a
lot of noise, and settled into the hands of a man who had dozed off.
[ laughed and the Dane ate his carrot. Another thing: there was an
Ichiyanagli piece that was Just form: things happened now, now and
now, and they had to do with a piano, (it was called "Piano Piece
No. 5"). Rather than play a nowand then note, we thought of hold-
ing the pedal down and throwing things. Patterson suggested the
darts for his "Sextet." The result was very beautiful: the upright
plano was alone on the stage, pedal deptessed, side to the audience
Fromthe wings darts flew in and struck the sounding board, producing
a considerable variety of vibrations. Another beautiful thing: we
did my second of Two Contributions for the Theater, in which you
pick something to happen, wait for it to happen, and go away. A
young man named Eric Andersen, then a refugee from Darmstadt
and the International Stylists, now writing process pieces with a
decidedly philosophical bent, this guy chose to wait till everyone
else had left the stage., Emmett Williams sat down behind a lecturn
and chose the same, Neither knewof the other's choice. For forty-
five minutes they waited. Then someone told them that there would
be an intermission in five minutes, assuming that they would stay
there for the rest of the concert and perhaps beyond. But they un-
derstood that they were to leave infive minutes and did. So the on-
ly reason they left was because of a misunderstanding. But that was
a marvelous fifty minutes, because what was happening was very
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interesting, the relationships between the two men waiting and the
audience was alwayschanging, it could be seen and figured out and
even anticipated. Patterson did his Frog Pond, where you make
one, two, or three syllable squeeking answers, questions, or ex=
clamations when a mechanical frog, released by another system,
hops into one of the three columns given each performer of eight in
a square divided into thirty-six squares. Williams didhis Litany for
which | wrote a piano piece, Kgpcke did "Music while you work,"
Williams did his Alphabet Symphony and the Ave Maria piece |
described before, and so on. One performance was in a baroque
theater. Alison Knowles did Patterson's "Solo for Dancer" - a rope
was strung over the proscenium arch lighting bar. Knowles tied her
foot up with the rope and pulled herself up the arch all the way to
the top. She did Paik's "Serenade for Alison" and Patterson did his
"Variations." | did a couple of walky pieces, Graphis 118 was de-
signed for this stage. And we did some goodJapanese pieces, alas,
no Shiomi (isn't it interesting that Japan's best composer should be
a girl, when Oriental girls have been given a raw deal for so many
hundreds of years), but we did do Tone's Anagram, as sort of chronic
Bartok glissando for double basses, Kosugi's Micto | and Anima |
(where youtoolup arope onthe floor till you mummify yourself in it),
and some Ichiyanagi things. We did my Requiem for Wagner the
Criminal Mayor which very much surprised the Danes and produced
some interesting situations.,

All in all, it was probably the most interesting Fluxus that we did.

It was followed by the Paris F luxus, which was a very poetic fiasco.
This began just a couple of days after the Copenhagen one, so most
of us had to rush down from Copenhagen and we were very tired. /A
dilletante poet who is the common bank roll for a large number of
Paris poets and artists had been entrusted with the publicity and
arrangements, although people whose basisof existence is challenged
by a project should not be trusted at all. This dilletante was given
5,000 posters to mail and an evening of himself and his friends to
arrange. Of course, he did a mailing of his own evening, and ig-
nored the 5,000 posters. The hall was almost empty every night
but his, when it was full. The result was that we had to cope with
the problem of howto handle a nearlyempty house. Emmett Williams'
"Counting Piece," in which he counts the audience, came into its
own and took on an extraordinary irony and majesty. We tried lots
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of long slowpieces. There was a very fine surrealist poet, not well-
known in this country, by the name of Gherasim Luca, who said
some of the most beautiful things we had ever heard about some pieces-
mine, La Monte's, Maxfield's seemed toappeal to him particularly.
In spite of our loathing of surrealists and their fascistic "ism" we
were deeply moved by the old man's enthusiasm. I, for one, felt
that the Paris Fluxus was worthall its financial catastrophe and its
tidiculousness Just because of this wonderful old man.

And so it came to pass that we lost most of what money Maciunas had
left for Fluxus magazine in Paris, where many things have fallen
before us, later to be accepted even there. But it was not all loss.

For one thing we got to know Daniel Spoerri, who is a real magician.
He has never done a painting, yet he is a visual artist. He has
glued things onto tables and hung the tables on the walls. He has
devised any number of theatrical notions (alas, he feels that to de-
vise a thing is enough, that it is not absolutely necessary to exe-
cute it in order to show what canbe done. We most emphatically dis-
agree, but each of his ideas is almost unbelievably relevant and
concrete). These days he is particularly interested in the cullinary
arts, although, unlike Edward Lear andmyself, he is not at all hung
up on the fantastic element in cookery.

Is there anything more glorious than a cool breeze on a hot day?

Too bad that we lost our shirts, but we made it up in experience.
Alison had many times received marvelous Christmas cards, so we
decided to spend Christmas in Germany. This resulted in midnight
coffees and bad performances of the J.S. Bach Christmas Oratorio,
with none of the Christmas trees and processions that we hoped for.
If only we had had the good sense to spend Christmas in a muslim
country!

So Alison and | were glad not to have to see too many of the won-
derful people we love at Christmas, but Germany was just like I say
it was in Germania Unveiled. So we fled to Turkey. Now Turkey
is something else.

For two hundred years we smug westetners have laughed at the turks,
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because they were not as rich as we were. But today, only Turkey,
Japan, and Malaya are industrial powers in the whole of Asia. Tur-
key, more than Isreal (which Turkey, | hear, was the first country
in the world to recognize) belongs to the twentieth century.

So we went to Turkey, the land of a great people, who if they ever
forget the wrongs that have been done them by the english, the
greeks, and, before 1917, the russians, will be numbered among
the few great peoples of the world, Wetravelled 1800 milesin Tur-
key, I grew to love those dour, sincere people, ungiven to witty or
tactful wise-cracks., We went to big towns, to little sehirs, to wild
mountains and to gentle hills. The greater part of Jefferson's Birth-
day, my present work, dates from this trip through Turkey. | loved
Hgmi, Nevzat, Samil, Mehmet, Mr, Naki, Sayram, Suat, Ali, Kemal,
Sinan, the twenty or so Turks that we got to know well. No matter

what they do, Turks are honest, proud ecclectics. What goes on at
Mersin is not their fault,

One village we visited was so small that the local school was let
out to examine us honest-to-goodness flesh-and-blood yanks. We
found it very inspiring that in little villages where, ten years ago,
nobody could read, today everybody can, and does - they read at
least two things, treatises on thermodynamics and Mickey Mouse.

I'could go on for great length about our visits to wonderful little
wllagt?s, and probably | will, one day. This is, after all, a people
who did geometrical abstraction 1350 years ago, and who did
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Duchamp 700 years ago. However, having gone by .devious routes
via Ankara, Konya, Akgehir, Selifke, Mersin, Yemge, Uluky§la,
Nigde, Kayseri, Orallp, the Goreme, Sultanhysar, Sivas, various
towns in Paphlagonia, Samsun, Trabzon, along theBlack Sea (whose
sands really are black) to Istanbul.

Istanbul depressed us. It had no sense of breakneck progress,‘like
Ankara and Sivas do. Itwas a seedy, European provincial capltql.
But all the other cities in Turkey -except Mersin, which was a lit-
tle too wild - we loved. In Istanbul we received atelegrarln from
Vostell, telling us to come at once to Germany, since thg Dussel-
dorf Fluxus was about to happen. So we brought someturkish pastry
and -

We went. There we found that the concerts consisted only of small
pieces. Whatbig pieces there were were collagedinto simultangities.
This represented a step backwards, in that it was a concession to
faciletasteratherthan a tactical progression, even though the Dus~
seldorf concerts were programatically the most successful we ever
did.

After Dusseldorf we did a showin Cologne,Knowles,Kﬂpck_e,Vos_—
tell, and I. Knowles did an environment that included a quiet cnalnr
away from any fuss. | did three see-saws, called "trogbles, in
that their implications were troublesome - one was painful, one
squeaked but had little else to distinguishit, andthe third had enough
flowers so that it couldnot be used as asee-saw. |also stuck a shoe
in front of an easel on a wire with the caption, "The subject matter
that an artist uses is always more interesting than what he dqes
withit." 1 wasmuch criticised (perhaps correctly?) for my poor dis-
play of technique and my disinterestin anything but wha't | was say-
ing. Kgpckeused whatever was inthe place where we did the sll?oyv,
mostly glueing things down and spraying themacolor he called S.ll-
ver - it's stupid." He did well. Vostell hung fish and sugg.estlve
items and toys in front of white canvasses, and lungs and chickens
in front of two pieces. These last, naturally decollaged tllen!sglves,
so that the gallery stank and could not allow the usual publicity ac~
tivities, let alone any prolonged viewing and savoring of the show.

From Germany we fled, via Hamburg (with Kgpcke) and Copenhagen
to Stockholm. There we worked with Bengt af Klintberg, Stafan
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Olzon, Lars Gunnar Bodin and Svante Bodin and Miecke Heybroek,
and others, on a preview of a hypothetical Fluxus festival, which
turned out to be not Fluxus concerts but two of the best concerts -
or was it four? -along those lines that! have ever seen. The lang-
uage of the swedes made Emmett Williams's Tag come alive. It is
a very dancy language. And | did my Graphis 118 and Graphis 117

in a theater borrowed from Mr. Ingemar Bergman, which was a pretty
glamorous situation. Alison did Patterson's "Solo for Dancer" and
| wrote - and did - my "Gangsang," not realizing, as | think [ men-
tioned before, how close it was to Patterson's "Stand Erect." .But
one of the great things that happened was this. When we got to
Stockholm, the Baltic Seawas frozen over, even the river that flows
through Stockholm was frozen solid, so that the newspapers were
full of worries for the ducks that live in the river. But the day after
we arrived it began tothaw. It was the coldest winter in forty years,
but the spring came. And a few minutes before one of the concerts
we found the Ffirst balloon man of the year. In Sweden you know it
is Spring when there are men selling balloons. So we bought up
most of his balloons, and did Bob Watts'"Event 13" in which balls
are rolled down a ramp, and every time a ball hits the bottom, a
balloonisreleased. It was awonderful way to welcome in the spring,
and every time one of the balloons flew up, the swedes cheered.

But one cannot remain out of one's country forever. So we came
back to the states from Sweden.

It was colder here than in Sweden. And we had to visit and see peop-
le. Sotherate at which | madenotes and filled in my notebook dropped
abruptly. Inthe month after our return we did only one concert, and in
the sixmonths since then we have doneonly one. So thereis anatural
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separation betweenmy activities inc luded in Jefferson's Birthqay and
those which 1 will start into the works soon. We did some things at
Douglass College in April, we did some things at the Yam Show,
| did some things at Segal's Farm in May. Since then | havg been
working over the Jefferson's Birthday stuff, making some newpieces -
including two movies, and being a good -husband and hopefully a
good printer. You can only be a good artist .?nd a gooc'i worker too
if you are as much agood workeras a good artist. Of this | am con-
vinced.

e
27 o
ORI
)
v,

vi = all kinds of conclusions

Now| have described where many of us came from and where we are.
We do not want the same things, that is clear.

The remaining thing for me to do is to try and extend my observa-
tions on my own activities.

Since the emphasis in my work is on simple things thgt happen or
on moral and philosophical notions that catch my attention, there is
no reason for me to emphasize one kind of work more than another.
| am as much a composer as a poet or dramatist or, for that matter,

printer.
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Naturally when something takesone's attention,oneordinarily keeps
on thinking about it till one is through with it, Therefore, it seems
natural for me to make awhole string of works along the same lines.
There is a series of constellations, of concretions, of musical pro-
cess, of contributions, of suspension plays, of danger musics, of
lectures, and so on. These are not necessarily forms - my forms
arise from my - or occasionally from my performer's - intentions.
My names for each series are of no importance whatsoever except to
signal that this piece probably has something to do with that, But
since something of my orientation might be clarified by explaining
them, | think | will. A constellation is simply my image of a group
of things happening simultaneously - whether or not they begin or
end together, at some pointtheyoverlap. A concretion is a physical
manifestation of an intellectual structure, concept, or point of view.
| used to just think about ways of things happening, in the abstract,
and so I did a lot of constellations and concretions. But | do not
think like that much any more, and so | do not call pieces "constel-
lations" ot "concretions" any more. | picked up the terms from com-
mon parlance, used them for my own purposes, and now they don't
seem relevant any more.

My notion of a'contribution" was of something that neither opposed
nor directly derived from the structure of and simultaneous events in
its vicinity. Thisrelationship was precisely thatof butter and bread.
I have digestedthis relationship pretty much, and no longer do pieces
that emphasize it exclusively.

A lecture, taken aesthetically, seemed to me to be any didactic
statement of a point or point of view in which there was a distinct
difference between the teacher, the person being taught, and the
material being taught. For me it was an unattractive situation, to
be used only if none other seemed capable of making one's point,
Therefore | have done very few lectures. Even an essay is too close
to lecturing, so I do very few essays. But there is no question that
it is an effective way of putting ideas into the air, so perhaps it is
best not to avoid it entirely.

A musical process is simply any way of putting events into time ab-
stractly -ie., with the narrative and/or causal structure concealed,
It is implicitly where | began, and is at the basis of so much of the
things that are going on. However when the emphasis is no longer
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on the system being used but on the particulars of what happens,
then the musical process aspect of the activity may be assumed but
it is less important to note it than something more specific.

A suspension play for me is one in which causation and sequence
are suspended. | usually do this by setting the events which take
place into correspondence with lighting or other environmental cues.
A performer takes his cues not from something someone else says
but from the change of light, from the fact of someone's asking him
a question, from the warmth of the air, or from how well he likes
something he smells. These events may take place over and over,
and they take their context from proximity. The result is that rather
obstruse intellectual points can be made very striking. The quality
of the piece, as in any other sort of manutacture, artistic or other-
wise, depends on the quality of the material used and on the work-
manship withwhich it is used. In a didactic piece written this way,
for example most of the longer pieces in Jefferson's Birthday, the
method of working is to select fragments which, 1., seem to exem-
plify the points one wants to make, and 2., are capable of adding
up cumulatively into an effective statement of one's point. [ seri-
ously question whether this is any different from the method used in
writing any other kind of didactic piece. However the peculiar suit-
ability of the suspension play for didactic use does not mean at all
that it cannot be used for any other kind of theater piece. My first
work in the form was Stacked Deck, a sort of procession out of a
seventeenth century book of characters. My second, the Tiger Lady
episode inthe Ladder to the Moon is simply poetic and cumulative,
without any particular end in goal - thus emphasizing the musical
process aspect of the form. It is only with The Tart or Miss Ameri-
ca that | began to develop the didactic potential of the form. There
| first started to suggest people as presences, to insist that a man
is as he does, that he has not the slightest existantial being. One
thing | like best about The Tart is that the people we see change
their being almost completely every time they are in a new situation
or persona. They aremore likethe peoplethat| know than the people
in any sort of narrative drama. Sincethattime | have used the sus-
pension play principle to makecritiques of perversions of love (Van-
ity Fair or Yezhovchina), heroic interpretations of history and rugged
individualism (Tamerlane | andll), various national characteristics,
the cultural effect of war (Nicopolis 1396), urbanism (City of the
Dead), and so on.
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All the same, there exist, side by side with these didactic suspen-
sion plays in Jefferson's Birthday pieces such as Lavender Blue or
the middle section of Adam and Eve, equally based on my insistence
that if you add people up they become factions while if you take them
apart theybecome lies, and yet less anti-psychological than deliber-
ately structured, cool, and autonomous, no more purposeful and no

- less than a Bach fugue.

The nature of purposelessness interests me very much. [t is a great
source of mental refreshment to do something for no particular rea-
son, especially when it is not interesting or refreshing. One sim-
ply becomes very conscious of nothing in particular. That phen-
omenon is implicit in alot of my work. | am not so interested in the
possibility of doing something gratuitous, like Paik, or in the "pur-
pose - "that comes before the " -lessness" (without which the concept
is impossible, as | am in finding a fish somewhere.

Somewhere in his Magnalia Christi Cotton Mather complains that
when he preaches to his congregation about how they had come to
this continent to begin a land of righteousness and to found the king~
dom of god on earth, someone in the back piped up, "Nonsense, we
came to catch fish."

That brings me to my danger musics. The first tells how | began
doing them. But of course, it was Just the accident of my think-
ing aboutthekinds of danger in the arts and in our times at the point
when | was hoisted up that determined the entire series. "The series
is mostly finished now. | am not so interested in doing more pieces
as | was.

But the danger musics are a sort of arbitrary group - a choice was
made, to think about danger, and it happened, the pieces became
thought up, and after a while they weren't thought up so much any
more. They are, then, a sort of extension of my older idea of con-
cretions.

"Concrete" means: "Real, no ideal; Of or pertaining to immediate
experience; physical, not abstract or general." If one wants one's
work to be immediately striking and to avoid any of the dichotomy of
an extraordinary situation, such as goingto an expensive concert, as
opposed to a daily sort of situation, such as walking aroundthe house,

I
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if one wants this, onemight welltry to dothe most concrete possible
work,

Whether ornot such work is or is not art is a purely academic ques-
tion; it is surely something. Nor is it, as one sometimes. he?rs', anti-
art, since it is not an attack on art but a simple entity in its own
right. It is, perhaps, non-art just as a baker is a non-welder ora
shoeis a non-vegetable, but to call suchwork non-artis not particu-
tarly relevant. Whenl make a piece; such as"Danger Music Number
Twenty-One (Comb Music)' which consists solely of the one w_or.d,
"Colored," | am suggesting a great many associations anfi possibil-~
ities, even the possibility of provoking perhaps a beaut_lful vaude-
ville, so that we are back in the situation where beaut_lful art may
be provoked by my non-art, which is the traditional relat|0n§h|p be-
tween a painter and his subject matter, to choose an obvious ex-
ample.

Since the point of many other pieces is not aesthetic but intellec-
tual, these might be described best as non-art producing mote non-art
using means conventionally associated with art. But more to the
point is Just not to pay much attention to the art-ness ot non-art-
ness of work. I think art is as art does, and that's that so far as
I'm concerned. Thereis no relationship hetween the degree of con-
creteness of work and its quality or its effectiveness. On the one
hand, one project!| havegoing at the moment is a collection of gam?s
that are suggestive of social points of view - Tag, in Jefferson's
Birthday, is one of these - | have as another project a large set of
fugal textures for the theater called just that, Fugal Textures. |
am not sufficiently interested in formal consistency to allow any
technical considerationto keep me from doing whatever seems appro-
priate ata given time. [ donot care deeply whatl do so long it seems
constructive, or, even more, suitable,

That is why [ like to think of what | do as just sort of generally a
folk-cultural activity, like the songs we all have sung and the games
that we have played.

One very warm April day in 1959, | was sitting, scarcely even
thinking. Over the rooftops the smoke came slowly up from the fa'c-
tory chimneys. Thetewasn't much sense to it, but it was very quiet
and hot and nice. | was reflecting that not all axioms apply to art
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all the time. In art the whole does not have to be greater than any
of its parts or equal to their sum. | began to think about doing a
piece which, by its directions, was independent of the numbers of
people doing it, of its duration, even of its own quantities of ma-
terial. It should be free to grow and to shrink and to use its own
life for its own suggestions, [ did the piece very simply. | wrote
simple material on cards, and | wrote directions separately. If a
lot of performers want to do a long performance, they can look over
the cards on which the material is written, see what kind of things
are used, and do more of the same. Or the pack can be divided a-
mong a large number of people and repeated extensively, On the
other hand, one perfomer might like to do a very short performance,
So he can perform Just onecard. Eitheris equally a good way to do

the piece. | was thinking about all this, and my idea split. One
half later became the very boisterous theater piece, Clown's Way,

The other half, Some Quiet Chimneys, turned out to be a poem that
simply reflected the quiet of the day and the rooftops and the smoke.

I know what | want to do next -more movies. Movies are complete~
ly untapped as yet. The narrative movie begins to become increas-
ingly hackneyed, no matter how fine the acting or how gorgeous the
color. The art movie is isolated fromits society because it assumes
an ethic that is hostile to any socially productive activities. | have:
in mind a whole slew of people from Jack Smith to Truffaut, from
Stan Brackhage to Resnais. The violence of universal sexuality,
of a life devoted to poetic activity, and of the severance of person-
al feelings is both the underlying tie between these people and the
reason why this work seems rather limited in its scope, more suit-
able to those who advocate a life of violence for its own sake -
leading perhaps to a march on Rome - than to any sort of devotion
to the end of giving all men meaningful lives through meaningful
and rewarding work. The art movie has come to wear a black shirt,
its philosophy is Nietsche. So standardized this is that any film
which does not insist on the sublime,, the universal sexuality and
poetic violence is stigmatized as an anti-film. It is very easy to
run around waving a camera, shooting the dead, the destroyed, -and
all kinds of exhibitions of emotionalism short-circuiting. The re~
sulting kind of apocalypse seems more vital than it is because of its
nervous energy. But when the resultis not charming or titillating or
raucously funny (fine qualities, | think,, but rare) it is socially nau-
seating. There is nothing revolutionary in refusing to say no (or yes
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either), in denying that the sky is blue because one claims to speak
a different language. This is, in fact, precisely what the makers of
the art films are doing, and it is precisely what the Goldwaters and
Welches, like the Hitlers and Mussolinis before them, would like
them to do. There is no challenge to the mind in boasting of one's
social impotence. The Smiths and Brakhages | predict will wind up
supported vigorously by the Fords and Rockefellers for a while, un-
til the fashions change.

The result is that the film has yet to begin. The film, as an art,
is not a mauled and scorched, chemically and physically altered
raped object, so much as it is a means of documenting what can be
seen by asingle, objective-by-definition eye-lens. One shows the
eye what one loves, what one hopes and dreams, what is terrible or
beautiful, anything, anything at all. A camera is innocent. It just
keeps on looking, so long as one winds it up or flicks its power
switch, while the film maker just notices and thinks and considers.

Therefore | am going to do lots and lots of film work,, among other
things.

One hopes to draw the mud, somehow, from the water.
But a century which began with the end of the US Civil War and the

supremacy of a kind of culture suitableto another age is fast ending.
This is the time our fathers hoped for. We flowers thrive on compost

heaps. And some of us may turnoutto betrees. The more trees , the:

bigger the forest.

We have many lives to live, among us,

FOOTNOTES
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