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NOTE: Portions of this work have been previously published.

1. Basic Concepts.

NOTE: This section contains much philosophizing, speculation, and narrative and may be 

             skipped if the reader is pressed for time, or simply interested only reportage and 

             fromage.

One of the most important lessons that I have learned this semester is the idea about the space into which sound is actually introduced. In previous work that I had done, I had “tailored” my installation/performance to the space, but most of this was done visually and not aurally. 

Note: I had the opportunity to participate in two separate events this semester (which would explain probably why I’m so exhausted ;). The first of these was a role that I played in the experimental theatre piece called “There is Never a Reference Point” (referred to henceforth as NARP). The second even was a live performance/installation project as part of Dr. Thomas Riccio’s on-going efforts as part of UTD’s Story Lab.

UTD’s Story Lab project is an “on-going” effort to explore the concepts of narrative in all of is possible meanings. By on-going is meant that the participants will continue to contribute to the project even if they are not currently enrolled in a specific course. This is in keeping with the ATEC (Arts & Technologies) idea of establishing a pool of Subject-Matter Experts from which different expertises can be drawn upon to enhance the various projects underway. Also, part of the charter is to publish the notes and results of the various projects underway. This makes these ideas available to the community of the world (via the internet). Or as the H2G2 (HitchHiker’s Guide to the Galaxy) puts it: “Share and Enjoy!”.

1.1 Exploration of the Space.

This consisted of exploring several rooms in the SouthSide on Lamar main residential building, part of the basement of which has been set aside as an art/theatre area. In addition other areas near-by were available to explore in terms of their potential for performance/installation. There were three spaces that we as a class examined: A workroom (in the basement of the SouthSide building), the so-called “Coffin Factory” building (across the street on a back street from the SouthSide building), and the primary space was in the area commonly called “The Dungeon”, but more formally known as “Theatre-X”. This leads to some confusion since part the on-going project (hosted by the Urban Arts Centre and the SouthSide on Lamar renovation project) is referred to as “Project-X” and the theatre portion of its activities is referred to as “Theatre-X”; ie, the project, as well as a specific location are both referred to as Theatre-X. 

The techniques that I used for exploring the space is to first simply enter the space, close my eyes and listen to it. (Since this was a group effort, this proved unworkable. In normal practice you enter into the space and simply listen to its ambient (back/ground) sounds. The next stage is to use a variety of “sound tricks” to explore how sound plays in that space. This begins with me just clapping my hands: First with both palms as flat and rigid as possible (which makes a very sharp, slightly high-pitched sound), then followed by cupped hands (which makes a much lower pitched sound, with a sort of “chuffing” sound). In each case a single clap is given and the heard sound (from the walls, ceiling, objects) is listened to. This is done for several locations within the space, usually starting in the middle of the room. The next “trick” is to use stomping sounds from my feet. I have found that if the floor is concrete the trick isn’t needed. It doesn’t contribute much on heavily carpeted floors as well – but, on hard-wood floors: Ah, divine! The next series of tricks involve my voice and include singing low or high pitched short sounds, clicks and pops made with my tongue, loud whispering noises, fingers snapping. And finally ending with spoken sentences; favs include:  “Walking along the bottom of the sea, as though I had died long, long ago” and the old chestnut “Hark! I hear the cannon’s roar. Is it the King approaching?”

Next of course the “feel” of the room is “measured”. I walk around trying to sense the flow of energy in the room. Which walls are cool/warm? Is there any air flow? When I’m near a wall, how does it feel? Far away? And so forth. The final stage is to simply walking around the room and looking at the space, how light falls, where the light comes from, etc.

It is pointless to try to describe each of the spaces other than in general terms (after all, how we perceive a space (or anything for that matter), very much depends upon our exact mental/physical/spiritual state at a particular time. This frustrating reason is why we are often filled with such self-doubt. At times the “work in progress” seems like pure genius, later (or earlier), it seems like a hopeless muddle. As Lou Jacobi (playing the part of Kurt Gödel in the film “I.Q.”) said, “What is it? Are you feeling sick to your stomach, like you don’t know what you’re doing here? Forget it, half the world wakes up every day feeling like that!” Or as I puts it: “An artisk’s gotta do, what an artisk’s gotta do”. 

Generally, the work room seemed a bit oppressive to begin with, but as I got used the even seemingly more oppressive “dungeon”, the work room became like an old friend. The dungeon was definitely much more humid, and dusty than any of the other spaces. The Coffin Factory gave the most airy feeling of freedom and light (it has many windows up near the top of the walls, there are almost no windows in the dungeon, and none at all in the work room.

The final stage is to think about the space and begin to not just envision how the space might be used in an art work, but to begin culling back from the infinite myriad of possibilities. Of course we are again at the mercy of the quantum/chaotic universe. One of the Chinese philosophers put it: You can not step twice into the same river. In the case of art, this is especially true (and can get pretty nastily insistent). Each time you even think about a work of art (let alone begin work on it), things change and this turn causes you change your thinking about what/how the artwork is to be. And this isn’t even beginning to address the internal mental/physical/spiritual state of the artist – this is just all of the external events going on. A particularly nasty experience comes to mind. Whilst taking my final course in drawing (“final” as in the last required course in the associates program; doubtless I shall take more drawing classes ;), I had assembled a large quantity (about 27 or 30 to be exact) pieces of collaged paper. These had been accumulated and worked on over a period of several years. I had them out on a table and “somehow” they either were thrown out or stolen; you never know! Anyway, the art project (a final project for the semester) was obviously scuttled (as we’s sailorsk sey). I was then “called to task” as to why my work wasn’t installed and ready to be critiqued. I felt a bit like Shostakovich being called to task as to why what should have been his glorious 9th Symphony was a scant 25 minutes long. He was forced (in front of the entire Central Soviet Committee – hundreds of people) to denounce his own work, withdraw it and then create his 10th symphony (which officially was numbered as the 9th). The grilling I underwent about my non-art work went on for some time, the worst question was “So, what are you going to do?” – that is, what is your art work going to be? Of course, since the conversation kept going on, I could not answer at all. I was ground up in time and spit out onto the pavement of a frozen intellectual plane surrounded by the vacuum of infinite possibilities. In short: Step as I might I could not step out of the river of change. That the professor did not understand this only served to remind me of the cultural and intellectual gulf between the two of us: He:  A strict structuralist almost in the Renaissance tradition and from a culture which was even more male-dominated that American culture – a culture that derogated and denigrated women (where “all men are created equal” is exactly not the philosophy of the culture), and Me: Odd ball that I am. At one point he actually said “Well, you know you’re not Marcel Duchamp!” The first thing I thought was: “Thank god I’m not, after all Duchamp’s dead”. The next thing that I thought was “Well, if I’m not Marcel Duchamp then who is? I’m most Marcelest Duchamp that ever was other than the prototype”. In the end he left me for two hours (during lunch time) to create something (probably expecting a half-assed job). In the meantime, taking one of the well known “thinking laps” (walking and thinking – oddly enough much as Kurt Gödel is reported to have done much of his creative work). And whilst walking thru the music building I happened upon a notice that one of the young students had been killed in a car wreck on LBJ (not more than 2 miles from the campus). Thunderstruck. Dumbed. Hurled down from Parnassus into the very shores of the Styx. (I weep even now as I recall the events.) Somehow in the infinity of time and space, with that resolve (possibly borrowed from Picasso and a certain Basque city in Spain). I created a funerary tribute using black yarn as the “line element”:  A tribute to this young student whom I had often passed (he was a guitar student) in the hallways. The only colour in the picture was from three pieces of coloured hemp (blue, red, yellow – the primary colours). Ah, but such is the life of the artist. I made a film. The professor liked it. He gave me an A. (There was much threatening before he left for lunch that “Well, I can’t give you an “A” if the work isn’t complete.” – such is the mis-understanding that causes so much grief upon our small, blue-green planet – see map).

More to the point, the space spoke not only differently to me each time I saw it, but each time I even thought about it. 

1.2 Expectation and Resolution.

I now wish to address an important aspect of my own work (not that it is by any means unique to me (as indeed we will see) and that is: Expectation and Resolution. When we enter into a museum, we expect to see art – art on the walls, maybe a statue here and there on the floor (probably on a pedestal), and of course any number of small museum labels pasted next to the art-work that not only tell us about the art (it’s size, who did it, the date, and a bit of history about the piece and/or the artist), but to indicate that the “thing” is art. All of this is part of the expectation of the art world.

To begin, we begin with: Nick Kaye's  "Site-specific art - Performance, Place, and Documentation", LCN #####???####, ISBN 0.415.18559.9 (sRoutledge Press, 2000, London, Eng G.B.)):

          This book is concerned with the practices which, in one way or 

          another, articulate exchanges between the work of art and the

          places in which its meanings are defined. Indeed,  a definition

          of site-specificity might begin quite simply by describing

          the basis of such an exchange. If one accepts the proposition

          that the meaning of utterances, actions and  [the] events [that]

          are affected by their "local position", by the *situation*

          of which they are a part, then a work of art, too, will be defined

          in relations to its place and position. To 'read' the sign is

          to *have located* the signfier, to have recognised its place within

          the semiotic system. One can go on from this to argue that the

          location, in reading, of a image, object, or event, its positioning,

          in relation to political, aesthetic, geographical, institutional,

          or other discourses, all inform what 'it' can be said to *be*.

                   [OpCit, P. 1]

An important point here is that the place into which the art is installed automatically creates in the (potential) viewer an expectation of art to be there. For example, if we walk into a room (say the waiting area of an apt complex; eg, SouthSide at Lamar, Dallas, Terra), then we see painted walls. And there is automatically an expectation that "things hung on a wall" are *paintings* (or other art). But, imagine if there is a mop hung on the wall (or just sitting in the middle of a blank wall, either laying down, or leaning up against the wall -- what then?

Now, if the viewer is aware of a certain artist's reputation for using mundane objects (readymades, etc) as part of the art, then viewer may view the mop as art, even though to the casual viewer/passer-by the mop is hardly noticed at all.

Thus, regardless of some (i would say) nebulous "meaning", the art or even just the expectation of art, creates even more of a presence than the place itself. That is, by knowing that we are in a place where art is going to be, we expect to see art. And if our mind is a bit more than just prehensile, we will find the art. (This of course begs the question of non-art and anti-art, but I will leave that discussion for another time entirely).

Indeed as Kay points out in discussing Bernard Tschumi's ideas, [OpCit, P. 42]

       ... While drawing on the work of artists and theorists

       emphasizing post-structuralist concepts of the sign 

       and the text [Tschumi 1985:24; La Case Vide, London,  

       Architectural Association], Tschumi has also defined his practice

       in relation to the work of 'early "concept performance" artists'

      and their emphasis upon the phenomenology of space. Thus, in

       "The Architectural Paradox", Tschumi positioned his work in relation 

       to the post-minimalists installation art of Bruce Nauman, Doug Wheeler,   

      Robert Irwin, and Michael Asher, where:

                 By restricting visual and physical perception to the 

                 faintest of all stimulations, they turn the expected

                 experience of the space into something all-together

                 different. The almost totally removed sensory definition

                 in-evitabley throws the viewers back on [P.43] themselves. 

                 In 'deprived space' [...] the materiality of the body   [elision in Kay's work]

                 coincides with the materiality of the space [and] the   

                 subject’s only 'experience their own experience'. 

                                                   -- (Tchumi 1994a: 41-42; as quoted by Kay)

                 [Tschumi 1994a [1975] 'The Architectural Paradox' in Bernard

                  Tschumi Archtecture and Disjunction, London: MIT Press, 27-52]
But, i would maintain that this is what *any* art does. When we see the Mona Lisa we are inevitably "thrown back on ourselves". Every human event has at its core our own feelings about ourselves; eg, a funeral, a football match, etc. 

Falling back on our "mop on the wall" example, consider the "useless tools" art of Margaret McDowell. When we first encounter one of these tools (eg, a gardening trowel will all manner of nails and screws inserted into the handle -- thus making the tool not only useless but literally un-usable), we say "how interesting" We reflect momentarily on the object and what it mean, later after encountering her "un-friendly jewelry box" or a similar nature, we open the top and look inside, and find that indeed there are several expectations:

1) That the inside will be completely filled with plastic resin, thus affording no storage space within. Hence our expectations are now adjutsted to the context of her work. We no longer expect the normal things, if we open an elegant wardrobe and open it to find it filled with (say) rubbish or completely useless things (eg, discharged batteries, expired bus tickets, etc), then this becomes the expected.

2) That the inside, might actually have some beautiful gem or a nice little photograph in it.

Thus, the artist can not create the space, without creating the expectation by the viewer. Thus, once the viewer becomes educated, the separation (or joining) or meaning, thing, and space goes out the window. Only, at the very first (the first time) does the object, space, and ultimately meaning have as part of its nature un-bounded-ness.

By this, i mean both in the sense that the object/space/meaning  (OSM) is wide open, and that the triad are indeed un-bound to each other. I would go so far as to assert, that at the first instance, the object, space, and meaning could be bound not only in an infinite (or nearly so) number of ways, but that the object, space and meaning could be bound to anything in the universe. The connection is made by the viewer and thus they own the experience -- no matter how minimal or maximal it is. 

Ultimately this goes back to QM and the observer/observed effect. (Again of which I shall speak of more about at a later date than now.)

This concludes the “entertainment” section of our presentation. 

2. Project: Initial Installation.

Brief description: Clear (tinted, translucent), plastic cups are installed on a wall and slightly in front of it. There are two primary components: A “line” of cups is arranged in an arc that then curves upward at one end (in this case upward to the right). The number of cups can vary, depending upon the size of the wall. In front of the wall, a “tower” of cups is stacked: The first cup is set normally (ie, small end on the floor), the next cup is placed wide-mouth on top, this pattern is repeated upward as far as can be safely done. Note that since the cups are translucent, glue would not be recommended since it could be seen – but as good Dadaists, we could certain live the imperfection of visible blobs of glue. The final element is a “museum label” attached to wall, beside the work to indicate title, author, etc.

                                ^

                     __  etc |

                    /    \           

                   /___\       

                   \      /         

                    \__/                    

                    /    \           

                   /___\       

                   \      /         

  _________\__/__________

The primary focus of this work was in the consideration of contrasts as well as the concept of “breaking expectations”. On the one hand, if we see a thematic work of art (eg, the “academic style” – a portrait of a famous person, an historical event, an artwork based on a religious story/event, or upon some element in the “great western civilisation tradition of great art”, etc), we expect a certain progression of the images; ie, a progression of the narrative – a beginning, middle, and end (and with a climax or two thrown in there somewhere for good measure).

This piece is about a knowledge of sculpture, light and the white-ness of the wall. (It should be noted that of the many things that I might be, a sculptor is not likely to be in the list. But of course, I study the cannon of art history/literature). Ostensibly it is about both line and space. The cups are all translucent and thus will reflect/transmit light according to their orientation, the lighting, etc. The simple, minimalist nature of the work is in keeping with Flavin’s work; added to this is my own sense of line. (I am after all (among other things) a cartoonist, so I “live in line”.) Next the very obvious re-creation of Brancusi’s “Infinite Column” is simply “icing on the cake”. The reference to Judd is a bit more obscure: The blankness of the wall (other than the “line” of cups), reminded me of many of his works – especially some of the ones at Marfa, Texas. (I have not made the pilgrimage, but hope to go on sojourn there one day.) 

That’s pretty much “it” for this work. Obviously, since it is such a simple, minimalist work (I would like to go so far as to say elegant as well), I could wax poetic and linguistic for some time on how it occupies space, etc. For example, I could for example quote Karl Jung:

                           “… we could say that aesthetic formulation needs 

                            understanding of the meaning, and understanding 

                            needs aesthetic formulation. The two supplement each 

                           other to form the transcendent function”.

                                 [“The Transcendent Function”, Penguin/Viking Press: 

                                   The Portable Jung, Kingsport, Tennessee 1971, Page293.]

but I won’t. Oh, yes. About the “gallery label”: It’s just an old Dadaist magic trick.

3. Project: Exploration of a Space.

This portion of the course dealt with exploring a space and its specific possibilities for an installation. In this case, the class visited the “Coffin Factory”. I have covered this to some extent in section 1 (the entertainment section of this paper). A few other notes are in order. As I walked around the space, one particular thing struck me as superbly beautiful: As you walk along the axis of the main room that is parallel to the wall with all of the windows in it. You will note that some of the (presumed) original frosted windows have been replaced with clear glass. As you walk along, out of these you can see the almost fire-engine-red walls of the SouthSide apartment building. It is a treasure to watch the parade of line and surface as you walk with a very constrained view through these windows. One is reminded of Marcel’s Duchamp’s “What the butler saw” (I believe that’s the title). The viewer actually gets to peep thru a small aperture and view a drawing/photo of a young, naked woman laying on a sofa in the classic odalisque style. The primary element of the space (during the daytime that we were there), was light. The interplay of the light thru the windows (again: some frosted, a few not) gave the place a very spiritual feeling. Of course this is “simply” an impression. Potentially we could install into the space things that would obviate this lightness –or– we could use this property and enhance and magnify it. I could see the space carefully lit with subdued lighting (indirect, or through filters of soft white or beige), as well as with mirrors.    

I suppose if I had to theorise, I would clearly (again) have to quote Karl Jung (or else Werner Heisenberg):

                           “… Here the essence of the heavenly Sol descends into 

                            the flower – earth’s answer to the sun’s countenance.”

                                 [“Dream Symbolism in Relation to Alchemy” 

                                   (Dream #16 from “The Initial Dreams”), 

                                   Penguin/Viking Press, The Portable Jung, 

                                   Kingsport, Tennessee 1971, Page347.]

Note that I’m taking this quote slightly out of context, since the essence of Dream #16 (“An ace of clubs lies before the dreamer. A seven appears beside it.”), is the “club” as symbol for the Christian cross, as well as (according to Jung) having connections to the Rosicrucians. 

4. Project: Self-Portrait (“Chaos…Order…Chaos”).

Brief description: The “portrait” consists of a series of “words” spelled out with scrabble letters. The content can vary, and space is provided between each “word”.

To a certain extent, I “live in line and text”. As such the “line” of letters essentially represents the “line of time”. The work starts at the beginning of our universe (as currently understood) with the Big Bang. Actually, it starts before that since one idea of the universe is the idea of a “Quantum Singularity” (QS). This is supposed to be a “bubble” in a universe of pure quantum fields (no matter, nor even energy), and one of these bubbles pulled away from the mass (they are apparently doing this all of the time), and in this one case the bubble pulled away and separated – forming the QS that then proceeded to “big bang” and thus our entire universe was born. In the first few fractions of a second, from an essentially infinitely-dimensional “bubble”, it cooled and lost dimensions until it formed what scientists believe is our 11-dimensional universe. (Note that some theories postulate that our universe actually has 26 dimensions. That the dimensions other than the normal 3 (height, width, breadth) and the specious 4th dimension (time) can’t be “seen” is due to the smallness of them; ie, one “inch” along one of these other dimensions might only be 100 quin-tillionth (0.000 000 000 000 000 000 100) of an inch long. In a brief discussion that I got the chance to have with Wolfgang Rindler (who studied with Einstein), I asked “So, before there was anything at all, the universe formed mathematics right?” to which he responded “Yes! Exactly!” – unfortunately the potential for this conversation was lost since students wanted to “get his autograph” – alas. 

Next in the “line of time” is the creation H (Hydrogen), then of course HE (Helium), then finally C (Carbon). As Carl Sagan (refer to my print: “Billions and Billions” for my tribute to that great man – he was the one that had them put the solid gold LP record on the Voyager spacecraft that has (among other things) recordings of children saying “Hello” in every language of the earth, as well as recorded Whale Song, and (at the behest of a Musicologist at Harvard) “You have to have this John Coltrane quintet piece!). Anyway, as Carl put it “We are star stuff.” The idea is that until the first star went nova, there was no carbon (nor any other elements besides Hydrogen and Helium, and possibly Lithium; ie, elements 1 thru 3. 

Of course once Carbon exists there can be life, as we know it. It’s interesting to note that some exobiologists (scientists who specialize in the possibilities of life on other planets) have speculated that it is possible that life could exist on Pluto in the form of helium-based life forms. 

And then we arrive at “me” (see map). That all of these billions of years of cosmic and biological evolution has come to form a thing that is self-aware (most of the time) and seems to have an infinite curiosity about the universe (see map) within which it finds itself boggles the mind (well, at least my mind). And of course, I represented myself as just a jumble of letters that “just happen” to spell out words like “art” and “science”, etc. 

 Then after this brief spark of “ego” (the only letter standing up is the letter “i” – which is how I usually refer to myself (it’s an ee cummings thing), we return again to the quantum – specifically “QM” (Quantum Mechanics). 

–fin–

5. Project: Music, Sound, etc.

Unfortunately, I missed a cog here and didn’t do this part of the required work. Oddly enough my on-going part with David McCullough (hanging out in the Hippy Van, natch), we are completely consumed with music (mostly Jazz), and of course creativity, imagination, quantum reality/consciousness, etc. Much of my painting is inter-worked/inspired by music. I usually turn on a piece of music (often on infinite track-repeat), then use this to go into an almost shamanistic trance and produce the final parts of a painting that has been previously prepared/painting. 

6. Project: Magic Act.

Brief description:  Dressed in a black turtle-neck shirt, black pants, a black derby hat, and a pair of dark blue tinted sunglasses, I pulled various objects out of a box. Specific to the act was a recapitulation of the “scotch tape sound”.

This consisted of a “magic act”. In reality the only magic is the expectation of magic. Pulling objects out of a box, showing, and then returning them to the box is hardly magic in the “show biz” sense. 

My own view is that the less said about this, the better. Essentially, it plays off of the expectation of the audience that “something”: will happen. Obviously, we disappoint the audience by not doing “enough” (whatever that is). However, in keeping with the idea of being entertaining – in this case with a “theme” – we simply try to pull out things of interest. That’s pretty much it. (I could of course quote again from Jung (or at least Houdini or Blackstone, Penn & Teller, etc ;), but I’ll resist the attempt to do so.

An interesting idea of “conceptual” magic would be to pull words out of the box. If they are on a card, this soon grows tiring – unless of course the “narrative” of the words tells a story. If we imagine that we are telling a story (like Sleeping Beauty), then we (as magician) can be the one that breaks the spell, or rescues the hero/ine –or–  we can act as Devil and prevent the happy ending, etc. 

Of course at a deeper level, the role of magician goes back the to ideas of both the shaman and the witch doctor. (It should be noted that I use the term witch and witch-doctor without bias. The reason that I use the term witch doctor is to re-emphasise the un-kind fact of all of the (usually) old women who were burned as witches. In many cases they had profound knowledge of herbal science (sic) and potions and stuff. The most interesting case that comes to mind is that of Johannes Kepler who discovered the laws of planetary motion. In order to get across his message he wrote a story of how he traveled in space. In the story, he says that his mother mixed a potion that allowed him to fly. Later, during the 30-years’ war, his mother was brought up on charges of witchcraft. 

Also, note that I distinguish between the idea of shaman and witch doctor. The shaman is an intercessor (as many would maintain that Jesus is/was) between this world and the “next”; ie, either the existant spiritual world and/or the world of the after-life. On the other hand, the witch doctor is more of an herbalist and a healer of the person. Of course the terms (healer, shaman, guru, witch, witch doctor, sri, herbalist, etc) have all gotten terribly confused – perhaps only the words “impressionist” and “impressionistic” are the only close contenders in terms of confusion. Finally, in speaking of the idea of healer one should always mention the context. For example, in the case of the Navajo shamans they are responsible (as healer) for not only helping to alleviate physical (medical) suffering of a person, but for bringing balance to the universe. In the Navajo system of thought, even the gods (with the possible exception of the “first gods” (the yeii) are considered to be imperfect – contrast this with the “Big Three” (Judaism, Christianity, Islam) – and it falls to the shaman to restore the balance in the universe (ostensibly the world). 

Since, I have brought up the Navajo tribe, it is interesting to note their attitude towards completing a work of art.  In the Navajo Way, the intention of a work is often regarded as more important than whether the piece is finished or not:

              “Because Western values are so much more object oriented 

                than those of the Navajo society, it may seem odd that so 

                little emphasis is apparently placed on the finished product; 

                [eg, Pottery]. Never-the-less, the Navajo often attribute far 

                greater significance to the thoughts and processes in making 

                an object than they do to the object itself.” 

                          [Russell P. Hartman, Navajo Pottery: Traditions and Innovations, 

                           Northland Publishing, Flagstaff, 1987, P. 10]

Thus, if a particular design is creative and executed to the extent that the intent is clear in many cases the work would be left un-finished. This would indicate the pottery work and the idea of how it might be finished. Of course when the tourist trade began in earnest in the 1950’s, the idea of finished work became much more important. Note that in some ways this concept of the un-finished-ness of things is consistent with the way that earth (indeed, the universe and even the gods) is not perfect and must continually be brought back into balance and harmony. 

Compare this idea with the show-biz concept of “always leave them wanting more”. This goes back to a very basic and central tenet of my own work in general: Possibly just leaving it un-finished. One important work that has much influenced me (as much of his life and work in toto) is that of Arshile Gorky. In his “Portrait of the Artist and his Mother” shows the work appears un-finished (indeed it can be clearly argued from the Academic Tradition, that it is un-finished). However, he actually worked on it over a number of years, adding a bit here and there – indeed this was his way; eventually, he would have to sell or simply to give a work away so that he would leave it alone (feeling that it was “done” – whatever that means). Regardless, as his primary biographer “Moguuch” (Nouritza Matossian: “Dark Angel”) put it: “[the work] is left un-finished, as if the painter was called away by some important event and never managed to return to it.” [not an exact quote]. 

This goes back to the un-finished work as keeping the viewer “wanting more” as well as the entire concept of the un-finished work: If presented in the space and/or context of an “art place” the very nature of the un-finished-ness can be expected regardless of our “normal” view of what art is or should be. This leads of course to the “un-finished joke” (of which Monty Python was famous for; ie, no punch line), or the “un-finished” sentence (as in the case of many horror movies; eg, the protagonists starts to say “What the hell..”, and of course they never get to finish the line since they are then promptly eaten by the blob or whatever). 

Regardless, if we do choose to present “un-finished” works, there must be (as in my magic act which is not really a magic act) some kind of closure (unless we are as bold as the Python crew was). In the case of my act, the very stiffly performed closing of the box, taking off the glasses and hat, and even the semi-formal bow provides the closure (thru the mechanism of custom (bowing when the act is over) and the expectation of how a “normal” performance should end). Whether this satisfies the need for resolution (tension vs relaxation) for each viewer remains to be seen. (We can only do so much).

7. Final project:  Is that Jazz?

The specific event was held on Saturday, 2006.04.22 and Sunday, 2006.04.23 during the day. The event consisted of about 10 individual areas that the audience could walk through or simply watch.  

The basic idea of this piece is this: We sit and listen to some Jazz, talk about music, art, philosophy, history, etc – and we do some collage art work. That’s it. Nothing complicated!

Actually there’s more to the “Is that Jazz?” story. First off it’s really the brain child of fellow artist and friend David McCullough (also in the ATEC program). And is based on a song by Gil Scott Heron. The main words of the song are the punch-line: “Is that Jazz?” This is an on-going project that we have been working on outside of class and consists of playing jazz pieces, doing readings over them (eg, Thomas Merton, Alan Ginsberg, writings of various artists, musicians, philosophers, historians, etc). We also have started doing this as a video as well which includes various activities; eg, David (as “Lightening Man” ) doing his shaman act, me (as “Shadow Man”) doing my “shadow dances”, and just often the two of sitting and talking about, about, about … well you know: Jazz, history, philosophy, art, the life, universe, and pretty much everything! And remember folks: Jazz isn’t just for breakfast anymore!

7.1 Space the Final Fromage.

My work (since it’s pretty much self-contained) can work pretty much in any space. As such, my work wasn’t really very site specific. It was more sort of a “hanger on”. Of course the presence of the wall allowed me to install my “The 25 Marilyns” which I have been wanting to do for some time; next time: even better.

7.2 Lights, …

As with any work, lighting is always a problem. As such, in preparation (anticipation;) I brought with me a small desk lamp. Of course this assumes power – which as it turns out was quite a bit more of a problem than I expected – alas, only hindsight is 20-20.

Regardless, I think that there was sufficient light for the work to be viewed and the performance to be seen. Oddly enough, I spent much more time worrying about the sound qualities of the space rather then electrical power problems, which (even more oddly enough), brings us to…

7.3 … Sound, ….

In the case of the Theatre-X event, the sounds involved were much more varied and there were more of them. In the case of NARP, essentially only one person was talking at one time – and these were carefully choreographed. (Later in the performance, when the audience was encouraged to walk around and talk/interact with the various actors at the various stations, the same problems occurred as with the Theatre-X event). In the case of the Theatre-X event, each “station” had a completely different look and feel – and in many cases the sub-events going on at each station was in no way compatible with the sub-event that might be going on right next door. Thus, the problem of conflict was much more of a problem in the Theatre-X event. In the case where I was working (my project was called “Is that Jazz?”), I had sound on three different sides (front, right, and left). As my project dealt directly with music, sound was essential. To say the least, the reproductive quality of the sound that I was able to provide to the listener was less than ideal – this ain’t no Carnegie Hall!

In front of my station, one performer essentially roller-skated around while making indecipherable “chirping” sounds. Behind her was a rough concrete wall; the floor was smooth concrete. Thus, some of the sound that normally would have been reflected from the wall were thus abated to some extent. This is important since the height of here mouth (the sound source) determines how far the sound can travel before hitting any objects on the floor (chairs, tables, etc). The performer is already quite tall, and the roller-blades gave her extra height as well: This would tend to help the sounds carry further in the space. Note that the sounds that she was making were essential to her project and it simply would be in-appropriate to ask her to be quiet; ie, it would very much lessen the impact of her project.

Another source of interference came from “stage right” (to the left from the POV of a listener stopping by my station). This consisted of a woman playing an electronic keyboard with b/g recorded music. Again, these sounds were essential to the success/impact of their project. To help decrease the impact, two panels were installed behind her, against the wall. These panels consisted of open-faced fibre-glass insulation (as used in the walls and ceilings of houses to help insulate them) with a cloth covering them. Thus, the appearance of a “backdrop” of these two large black panels was in fact more then “just” window-dressing. They significantly reduced echo for her own work, as well as limited the reflection of sound that would have poured directly (in addition to the direct-source sound of the keyboard’s speakers) into my space. 

The work to “stage left” (to the right from the POV of a listener at my station), did not present any problem since it didn’t involve sound. The only consideration was that my sound (jazz music, very modern) would interfere with the project going on there. Their piece consisted of a kind of totem pole and was of a much more spiritual/tribal nature than mine – the contrast could not have been greater. This problem was addressed by my keeping in mind how loud the music that I was playing was at all times.


7.4 … Action!

Overall, the piece went quite well. Fortunately, thanks to a few very useful suggestions from Dr. Riccio, the work was tweaked to a very nice extent by the addition of a sign “Complaint Department” as a “draw” to bring the audience in. I would say that the work worked well, and bears repeating. (Paraphrase of on of Mark Twain’s comments about beautiful words in the vocabulary).

8. Bonus Track:  NARP.

NARP was an experimental form of participatory theatre which consisted of “stations” installed into a space (eg, a traditional theatre stage), then various actors portray their parts, and spectators are given the opportunity to interact directly with the actors. In the specific case of NARP, the narrative/text/script was based on the real-life experiences of Jamie Dekas ??sp?? and her journals. Ms. Dekas suffers from multiple-personality disorder. The journals consisted of e-mails (memos) sent to Dr. Thomas Riccio with whom she had studied theatre while in Alaska. The journals were adapted by Dr. Riccio into a series off “scrip-lets” (loops) which each actor would perform. This allowed the various actors to act out in various parts of a character and to be able to modify the part as required to interact with the other actors as well as the public. Note that the “audience” can sit over to the side (in keeping with the traditional form of theatre (ie, viewer/performer). However, several of the characters are charged with the task of getting these people to get up walk around and directly interact with the actors as well as the space itself.

8.1 Lights, …

Again, lighting was problematic, but probably sufficient. Of course much of this was very carefully designed by the support staff and tech crew of the production. (I just tried to hit my mark – and with that great lighting, I could see where it was ;). Mainly each “station” was individually lit to stand-alone. Thus, other than the over-head lighting there was not any tie-in of lighting from one to the next. Note how this differs from traditional theatre in that many times the light that is on an actor very carefully queued to inter-work with the light on another actor or stage item – and all of this is often done very dynamically. In the case of the performance, the opening introduction had all of the stage lights down except those where the audience was brought into.

In addition, many of the stations have their own DVD player with a given look and feel in terms of the story told on the screens of their TV screens. This supplements the action and provides background “colour”. For example, in Marta’s kitchen (which that character keeps obsessively clean), there is a “glory hole” thru which people can watch a mini vid resembling an S&M or B&D session. The station on the stairs (where Patricia was raped as a child) shows someone cutting up a raw fish with very disturbing sounds and music in the b/g. Thus, each station is given a certain look and feel, augmented with video and/or sound where deemed necessary.

8.2 … Sound, …!

In the case of NARP, there were two separate performance areas: A traditional theatre stage (the UTD Theatre), and the Theatre-X space (SouthSide on Lamar). In the first case (UTD), the sound was much less “live”. That is, there was little if any echo other than from the hard-wood floor. Part of this was due to the fact that the vast audience area had the traditional cloth-covered folding seats. The other (more-important) factor was the presence of a very thick back-drop curtain which absorbed almost all sound sent toward it. 

As part of the exploration of the space, each of us took turns taking a partner (with eyes closed) around the space and mainly listening to the space. When I took my partner around, I led her on a “sound journey”. I took her by the curtain (her eyes closed) and let her simply be aware of the sound of my voice and how it reflected (or rather didn’t) off 

the curtain – but, I didn’t let her touch the curtain (or any other “sound” object). I used a variety sounds; eg, singing low or high pitched, clicks and pops made with my tongue, loud whispering noises, fingers snapping, etc. Later I took her (eyes still closed) into areas where the floor was either hard-wood, or close-knit carpeting. We also walked along a hallway with storage lockers the doors of which were metal grills, I strummed these as if they were a guitar. Other spaces included a piano, music stands, the open area in front of elevators. Again, all during the first part of the journey her eyes were closed and I didn’t allow her to touch the things that were making the sounds. As part of the return part of the journey, I guided her hand to touch the various sound-producing objects/surfaces. Unfortunately, due to time constraints, we were not able to perform this exploration exercise at the SouthSide Theatre-X location. However, I did explore the space using the “simply stand quietly and listen to the ambient sound of the space”, as well as using the hand-clapping method, as well as using my usual repertoire of sounds. It should be noted that I would not have even have thought to do this before taking the sound design class.  

One notable item concerning the Theater-X space was the liveness of it; ie, the large amount of echo off the concrete walls and floor. Additionally, the space was much, much larger. As a result of this, we had to project our voices much more than in the UTD space. Also, many of the actors had to consciously clip their voices to get their voice to carry across the space; ie, to shorten their words, chopping off the end of each word in a quite hard and forced manner. 

8.3 … Action!

Note: The following provides a brief synopsis of the content of the play.

The performance consisted of three distinct phases (one could call them “acts” or “scenes”, but that might lead one to the idea of traditional theatre – hardly the case in this instance. The audience (about 15-50 people) is brought into the “front” of the theatre area and in front of them is a white scrim (diaphanous curtain) onto which is projected a film. 

They listen to this introductory film for a while. The actress portraying Jamie Dakis explains about her (Dakis) having Multiple Personality Dis-order and introduces the names of the various personae. At the same time she attempts to imitate the speaking style of each person; eg, Rita (the scholar) has deep voice and speaks in a some-what affected (scholarly) manner, Cleopatra (the powerful woman figure – almost to the extent of Athena and/or a strong-willed feminist) speaks in precise and clipped words with a slight European, bass accent, etc. Finally, in this introductory phase, the actress says “Come on. I’ll show you around.” She leads them from the projection side of the scrim to the other side, and the lights are brought up.

The next phase is the “hosted” part of the play. The actress playing Jamie has everyone sit down. (She is assisted in this by a very strong male character Bobby (the club owner – ostensibly we are now located in a night club/strip joint). They pretty much coerce everyone to sit down (either along a set of chairs at the front of the theatre – located directly in front of the scrim – thus allowing them the maximum distance from the various stations and affording them the closest thing to a traditional theatre seating arrangement. Note that this effect of the sat (the audience) and the standing (the actors) creates a certain mental effect that allows for the distancing of the viewer from the action. At this point the first stages of the performance are built up; slowly. At first the audience is introduced to a small segment of the possible characters. Many of the characters are dormant; eg, the “Shadow Men” (various men in Jamie’s past: Uncles, Lovers, Psychologists, etc), “James” (the cowboy ladies’ man), “Pappi” (the father), as well as Chica (the cartoon/artist spirit). As the action begins the pace allows each personality to introduce themselves: Cleopatra, Magik, Patty, etc. Note that these are all female aspects of Jamie’s personality). These tell a bit of their background. Next the real Jamie Dakis is brought out and introduced by the actress playing her. The entire cast stands visibly and claps. Action resumes and finally, at the first climax of this phase, Marta (the dominatrix/mother-figure) emerges and accuses all of these women of being whores. At this point, Jamie herself mouths the words (in Spanish) “puta” (whore). Marta screams “You’re all nothing but fucking whores”. To which Chica responds (cartoon like) “Ahem. I am a-sexual” and she retreats to her room until needed. And Patty, having given in to Marta, becomes completely quiet and Marta then begins to dominate – literally coming un-glued. She then begins chasing Patty (now acting as Patricia) into Patricia’s room. This personality is Jamie as a little girl – the age at which she was first raped by her uncles and her older brother. The action becomes unbelievably intense (as well imagined) – Marta yelling (from behind the closed door of Patricia’s room “Come here you little brat so I can slap you. You can’t get away from me!” At this point (at the very end of endurability of the scene – so intense has it become), Jamie goes to the “Bar” (a minimal mock-up of a saloon bar). And pleads with James to come to her rescue – he is passed out drunk. This action/dialog is echoed by Jamie noting her passed-out drunkard father (played by your humble narrator) and announces “James is a mirror image of my Pappi: A man who killed himself with alcohol.” At this point Bobbie comes to her rescue, waking up James with the phrase “Wake up you molloka!” (goat fucker). This begins the end of Phase 1, all characters are now awake, present and active in the area. The phase ends with Jamie announcing “There will be no more lies” where-upon she goes and locks herself out of sight in a large box located centre stage.

Phase 2, consists of the exploration by the audience which is now encouraged (quite forcefully) by Bobby to get up and walk around. At this point, the real Jamie Dakis acts as hostess and leads everyone into Patricia’s room (which has been painted by Ms. Dakis and members of the cast). When the audience emerges they can then interact with the various stations. This is when each person goes through their loops, telling the story in bits and pieces – often action will pass from one end of the theatre space to the other (eg, Magik to Cleopatra, then back to Misty, etc). Some stations are provided as refuges for those whom the action is just too much; eg, Papi’s poker table, James’ bar, etc. – that is: Familiar environs in this almost reference-point-less surreal domain..

Phase 3 begins with the re-emergence of Jamie (the actress) from the box, people can then explore that space as well. The action builds as the child-hood rapes of Patricia are re-enacted (mainly on the staircase which serves as Patty’s main station). At this point the action resembles more of the traditional paradé of  theatre – with many of the actors leaving their stations and acting into the audience. The intensity of the scene is relieved by Patty saying that she wants to be Chica. Chica (the only a-sexual character in the play) emerges from her room and she and Patty skip around the set together. Her character is best thought as “Casper the Friendly Ghost” – she is a cartoon character and thus immune all of the “thousand natural shocks that flesh is heir to”. The climax is reached when entire cast surrounds Marta (who has been playing the part of a witch with a capital “b” to the hilt and now cries – she is comforted by singing, and finally Magik uses her powers in-toning “I have life giving powers. I don’t have to die. It’s ok to live” (even Pappi – who for the most part is passed out drunk – is vitalised and tries to reach out to Patty, failing to do this, he returns to his table. The rape of Patricia/Patty continues (right under his nose as he is oblivious to the world). The play ends with one final moment of rationality and compassion when Pappi pleads with Patty “Don’t end up like me. Make something of yourself. Get an education.” He passes out and Patty pleads, “Pappi? Pappi? Are you alive? You’re just drunk!” and she two passes out leaning against his leg, sobbing. James then gathers his entourage of ladies together and directs Bobby to close up. Bobby then announces, “That it folks, thanks for coming. Tell everyone that the Stork Club has the most beautiful women in the world. Thank you for coming, this way out.”

Audience exunt, stage rear.  

The audience then has an opportunity to talk with the real Jamie Dakis and to even buy some her superb water colour paintings. (She did indeed get an education and is a published poet, water colourist, as well as a treuly fab theatre person!)

I found the most stimulating part of the work was the way in which the performance was i. I had noticed this before as an observer when I acted as usher for a local production of Neil Simon’s Plaza Suite. The couple who performed the first act slowly perfected the timing, mood, and essence of the performance, so that by closing night, it was absolutely tops. Natch, I told them (again acting as usher, after they had come out to “meet and greet” the public):  “You two have nailed that part! Absolutely perfect!”. Kudos are always welcome, now aren’t they. 

Of the performance all I can say: Thank Zarquon’s Singing Fish it’s over! And, that we got applause every night – can’t ask for much more than that!

9. Conclusions.

This course has been very enlightening – and of course tiring (it’s really a challenge to try and tote props across town on the bus, but hey: An artisk’s gotta do what an artisk’s gotta do). It has been particularly transcendent for me since my b/g already included a lot of things inspired by music (all kinds:  From Bach to Pop, From Techno to Jazz, From Rap to Country Western – it’s all good!). And having already been exposed to a very varied b/g of music (eg, John Cage, Phillip Glass, Black Star, and of course Ludwig van), it supplied many elements of not only knowledge but appreciation of not just art, but theatre. (I’ll never look at a play in the same away again). It is almost a fore-gone conclusion the that the work will have an impact on my musical arrangements/collages (alas, the only music that I can play is on a boom box ;), as well as my stomp and other performance work. On a scale of 1-to-10, I’d have to give it a 14 (that’s 6/8 time, ya’ll).

-- Frank Leeding, 2006.05.01.

**** SUPER-SPECIAL BONUS TRACKS ****

And now for something completely different….

WHY SHOULD YOU CONSIDER A CAREER

WITH

DADA FIRE INSURANCE COMPANY ?
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DFIC is a world leader, innovator, and the 7th largest insurance agency in the world. Our teams of fire insurance specialists lead the way in customer satisfaction, on-site safety inspections, and innovative sprinkler head design.  Join the best; let them have the rest.


VISIT US ON THE WEB AT:        http://www.dadafireinsurancecompany.com
Remember:  You’re in good company with DADA!

YOUR MEDICAL CAREER STARTS

WITH

DAJA GENETIC RESEARCH
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DAJA Genetic Research leads the world in genetically altered foods, hair implants, nasally inhaleable fire products, and bioengineering. At DAJA we do it all:  Even genetically altered dust mites that can actually help to eliminate free radicals in society! Join the best; lose the rest!  And remember:  We care.


VISIT US ON THE WEB AT:  http://www.daja-changing-the-way-people-are.com
YOUR LEGAL CAREER STARTS

WITH

IDEGAS, ALBERS, DEWASNE, AVANTE & ASSOCIATES
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DADAetA handles more utility and petroleum litigation than any other law firm in North America. We were recently hired to defend a major US corporation from charges of price-fixing, overcharging on government contracts, and violation of basic human rights. We not only expect to win the case, but we are looking forward to it! Join the best; leave the rest.


VISIT US ON THE WEB AT:  http://www.degas-albers-dewasne-avante.com
Benefits include:





Salary consistent with expectations.


Full Medical, Dental, PPO/PPE/HBO/CVE


Employee Employment Reduction Plan (no waiting period)


Profit Sharing (subject to selection, after 90 days)


Reduced Travel Benefits for Qualifying Individuals


Clean, well-lit restrooms, chat rooms, and saunas.


Customized Persiflage Service Plan (CPSP)


Early Retirement Plan (no waiting period)


Free Parking (Valet service available)


Free Volumizing Content (after 90 days)











Benefits include:





Salary consistent with expectations.


Full Medical, Dental, PPO/PPE/HBO/CVE


Employee Employment Reduction Plan (no waiting period)


Profit Sharing (subject to selection, after 90 days)


Free Gene Profiling and Restructuring


Clean, well-lit restrooms, chat rooms, and saunas.


Customized Persiflage Service Plan (CPSP)


Early Retirement Plan (no waiting period)


Free Parking (Valet service available)


Fully equipped self-mutate recreation facility.











Benefits include:





Salary consistent with expectations.


Full Medical, Dental, PPO/PPE/HBO/CVE


Employee Employment Reduction Plan (no waiting period)


Profit Sharing (subject to selection, after 90 days)


Reactionary Attitude to Equality of Individuals Act


Clean, well-lit restrooms, chat rooms, and saunas.


Customized Persiflage Service Plan (CPSP)


Early Retirement Plan (no waiting period)


Free Parking (Valet service available)


Free Live Chat Line Access (after 90 days)














