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I had no choice. That's what irked me. Fourteen years old, and the product of a Good
Christian Home during the early 1960s, I did what I was told. Being me, I grumbled the whole
time, but I did ft.

1961 was the year in which I fell in love yet again, and really discovered Roy Orbison's
music. 'Falling in love' meant worshipping from afar. Once my eyes were filled with the
image of the beloved, I thought of 1ittle else. But I did nothing about it. Instead 1 walked
moonily around schoolgrounds singing in my head 'she walked away with m-e-e-e-e'. I pedalled
down the edge of Blackburn Road, disregarding the stream of traffic bent on pushing me off
the curb, while within my head I wandered lonely lanes, 'crying in the rain' with the Everly
Brothers.

My 1ife seemed a series of sad songs, which might have been happier if I had ever let the
girl know that I doted on her. But I didn't, because 1 had no idea what to do next. What do
you say to a glorious goddess you worship eternally? Especially when you are the merest worm
of the earth, with no muscles, no ability at sport, no smart conversation, and no money? 1
couldn't actually ask her out, as my weekly pocket money did not even stretch as far as the
price of one cinema ticket. Maybe I could declare myself in song. Perhaps I could get over
the message, the tale of my breaking heart, by singing Roy Orbison songs. But I couldn't
sing. I still can't sing.

How did I survive this heartrending situation? By getting on with being fourteen --
listening to the radio; collecting and writing up hit parades, which was my main hobby then;
buying the few science fiction magazines I could afford; and publishing my first fanzine.

I owe a great deal to Ron Sheldon. I haven't seen him for more than 20 years, and have no
idea where he lives, but someday I'd 1ike to thank him for introducing me to two lifelong
obsessions -~ publishing magazines and collecting the records of Roy Orbison.

At the beginning of 1961 Ron Sheldon volunteered to do all the donkey work for a magazine
that I would edit. Yes, Ron Sheldon was the first Carey Handfield. Ron and I typed the
Fordigraph ('ditto') stencils, and Ron duplicated the four- or six-page magazine on his
father's machine. During 1961 we published 26 issues, which were sold to kids and staff at
Oakleigh High School, and made 7 shillings profit for the year. That was the last time I
made a profit on a fanzine. In 1962 Ron's parents told him he had too much homework to
continue the magazine, so it stopped.

Sometime in 1960, Ron said that his favourite singer was Roy Orbison, and his favourite song
'Only the Lonely'. I said 'Uh?' I liked 'Uptown' well enough. That had been Roy Orbison's
first hit in Australia. 'Only the Lonely' was nice, but I hadn't really listened to it.
After Ron mentioned it, I listened to it. One day, when I was riding my bike from Syndal
with the transistor radio buckled to my belt, I had a road-to-Damascus (road-to-0akleigh?)
experience. At the end of 'Only the Lonely' Roy repeats the verse, but sings ever-higher
notes, finishing with the word 'take'. For the first time, I heard that 'k' explode at the
end of the song, echoed cavernously and gloriously in that wonderfully epic sound of the
early Orbison records. From then on I was an Orbison fanatic.

The standard biographies tell me that Roy Orbison was born in Wink, Texas, in 1936, that he
became a country singer at an early age, but for a while became a rock 'n' roll singer when
Johnny Cash sugested that he send a tape of 'Ooby Dooby' to Sam Phillips of Sun Records. He
made quite a few records for Sun, but had no success. Later he was employed as a song-
writer; his most notable success was the million-selling 'Claudette’ for the Everly
Brothers. Joe Tanner of Monument Records signed a recording contract with him in 1959.
Orbison's first record for the company was 'Paper Boy', a light, even hesitant rockabilly
ballad that had no success. On 'Uptown', in late 1959, Orbison sounds more confident, but
the song still gives no hint of his later style. 'Uptown' succeeded nowhere but in
Australia. It was followed by 'Only the Lonely', which became very successful in America and
Australia in 1960. From then on, Orbison had a string of hits that lasted until he changed
record companies from Monument to MGM in 1965. In 1966 his wife was killed in a motorcycle









1968 his songs sounded cheap and scrappy? Nothing fades 1ike information about popular art,
because usually it's not written down until after the popular art itself becomes decadent.

Orbison was already losing his musical way in 1963, but he had one last season of success.
In 1964, when the Beatles sound had already displaced the other veterans of the early 1960s,
Roy Orbison gained a worldwide hit with '0Oh, Pretty Woman'. He toured England, Europe and
Australia with both the Beatles and the Rolling Stones. His records suddenly became hits in
places where they had been ignored. All that ended when in 1965 he changed record companies
(from Monument to MGM) and in 1966 when his personal life was destroyed. I waited for his
return.

111 The surmmer of 1987-88

The summer of 1987-88 was the longest and hottest since the series of horror summers that I
remember at Melton and Bacchus Marsh during the 1960s. The cool changes didn't cool down the
house; each hot spell was more vicious than the one before. I turned 41 years old. Some time
between 1962 and 1988 I ventured to speak to girls, and even got around to kissing (et
cetera) a few. One woman, Elaine, consented to marry me, although not until after a
complicated romance that might just as easily have left us both as bachelor people. I live
in a house which we own. It has a small garden that we don't need to water with a hand-held
hose. I earn money. I publish fanzines occasionally. In a manner of speaking, I have
achieved all the ambitions -- except writing a novel -- that I had in 1962, plus many that I
could not have imagined.

Why 1ook back to the pop music of 19627 Journalists say that we keep enjoying popular music
of particular periods for the instant nostalgia it provides. That can't be right. I have no
desire to relive periods of my childhood or adolescence. Enjoyable personal experience
started with first year at university (1965) and, more poignantly, my first year in fandom
{1968). I would reverse the old saw. The only reason to enjoy remembering the age of
fourteen is to recall the music itself. It contained an unrepeatable simple integrity, a
concentration of material into two-minute epics, and a sharp sense of the ludicrous comi-
tragedy of teenage emotional life. I can't go back again. I don't need to. The music is
still here, preserved on vinyl, tape, and CD.

Playing Roy Orbison records today remj nds me that I might have done much, but didn't. If I
have nostalgia for 1962, it's for a sense of having the rest of my life ahead of me. Life in
1988 brings no choices. There seem to be no great second chances after you turn forty.

Or is that also a delusion? In 1962 I could never have imagined the future that lay before
me. In 1988 I can't imagine any future except a gradual downward slide of the life I'm
leading now. Perhaps it's time to play those Roy Orbison records again -- anthems for an
unknown future, not merely tunes from a lost youth.

IV The summer of 1988-89

In 1987 1 was startled to see a video clip for 'In Dreams'. The song was the same as Roy
Orbison's great hit from 1962. The black-¢lad, dark-spectacled figure was the same. But the
newly recorded version was inferior to the original. Same arrangement; same voice; different
recording engineer. Later I bought the new version by mistake. It was on the well-publicized
CD from Virgin Records: In Dreams: The Greatest Hits, complete with cover note by Bruce
Springsteen, saying that he always wanted to sing like Roy Orbison. All the songs were re-
recorded, not the originals. Virgin Records became interested in Orbison because the

original version of 'In Dreams' sparked a lot of interest among the people who saw the film
Blue Yelvet.

Blue Yelvet began the revival of interest in Orbison. In early 1987 Orbison was inducted

into the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame. At a later special concert to celebrate Orbison's
career, Springsteen, Elvis Costello, Dave Edmunds, k. d. lang and many others played with

him, and he was singing as well as ever. There were rumours of an album of new songs.
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that the McGarrigles might make an appearance with Fairport, as they were due to play the
Dallas Brooks the next two nights, but that didn't happen either. I had had to choose
between Fairport and the McGarrigles. Sigh. It never rains but it pours.)

When 1'd booked my seat, I'd been told that it was in the front row. That sounded pretty
good. What I hadn't been told was that it was carefully shielded from the stage by a huge
great bank of speakers. I like loud music, but am no longer tempted to sit with my head in
the speakers. The seat was not the best. Fortunately the concert wasn't booked out, and an
usher moved the three of us in that predicament into seats with a better view, albeit a
touch further from the stage. This saved me a little embarrassment as, from where I was
sitting, to see any portion of the stage I had to gaze across the front of the two people
seated to my left. It was a hot night, and the woman immediately to my left had left quite a
bit of her frontage uncovered. I'm sure her boyfriend wasn't impressed by my direction of
gaze. Okay. You know I'm a happily married man; I know I'm a happily married man; but they
didn't.

The first act was the lead singer of the now-defunct Goanna -- Shane Howard, I think. He was
average; not the worst support act I've ever seen, but not the best either. He did a couple
of numbers solo, and then brought out two backing vocalists for a couple of Goanna songs.
They looked as though they were just out of music school, and were doing the gig rather than
the sort of coffee lounge/cabaret circuit on which you usually find young female singers.
They had good voices, and the sense not to giggle too much when Howard hit the bum notes and
had to tune his guitar in the middle of the last song of the bracket. )

You would have thought that there wouldn't be any need to reset the stage for the second
band if the first act was simply one bloke with an acoustic guitar and two backup vocalists.
You would have been wrong. The roadies obviously had a clause in their contracts allowing
themselves at least as much stage time as the headlining band. They spent twenty minutes
setting up the Bushwackers' kit. Since I was sitting in a seat for which I did not, strictly
speaking, have a ticket, I sat through the set up.

The Bushwackers were a band I knew by reputation but not from personal experience. They
started off with an old Australian folk tune done 3 la Bill Haley and the Comets. I was
amused. It seemed 1ike a nice silly touch. It wasn't until they did another in the same
manner that I realized that they were serious. All in all, I found them too much like a rock
band and not enough like a folk-rock band. Their lead guitarist looked as though he'd be
more at home in AC/DC, and their lead singer was just a touch too brash for my liking. Both
impressed me at different times during the bracket -- the guitarist when he swapped his
guitar for a violin for a string trio with the other two violinists (it became a duo when
one of the regular violinists broke a string); and the lead singer impressed me with his
manic antics with a lagerphone during some of the better dance songs. They are an
interesting band, but not one I'd ever pay to see as headliners.

There was another equipment change, and this time I wandered out for a beer. I noted a bloke
who I think is an MSFC member. I wasn't feeling particularly communicative though, and,
throat lubricated, I regained my seat for the main feature.

The band were a bit of a shock. Dave Pegg had, in the ten years since I'd seen the band,
changed from a long-haired muso to the type of character you'd expect to see sipping a pint
in the Red Lion of a Friday night. (I noted that, when they played on Channel Nine's
'Sunday' program, Peggy was wearing a hat to disguise his bald patch.) Simon Nicol, in
shorts, looked rather Tike an overgrown English schoolboy. Of the old band members, only
drummer Dave Mattacks looked anything 1ike he used to, and he hadn't been with the band the
first time I saw them.

The new members were a mixed couple. Ric Sanders did the impossible. He filled the gap left
by Swarbrick. The band started off with an old Fairport instrumental and, if I closed my
eyes, 1 could imagine that it was Swarb on fiddle. As the bracket continued, though, Sanders
stamped his own sound on the band and, if not an improvement, it was certainly not worse
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than the Swarbrick sound. Meet on the Ledge, a history of Fairport Convention, compiled by
Patrick Humphries, includes in a bogus advertisement for new members of Fairport Convention:

The long-established pop group Fairport Prevention have the following situations vacant
(yes, folks, you have to be vacant to apply}:-

AN EVIL-LOOKING SPACED-OUT FIDDLER {No, this is not an advert for a manager). No
applicants over 3'6" need apply. Wages: 26 ounces of duff grass per week.

WHIZZ-KID LEAD GUITARIST. Must be capable of wheedly-wheeping at 140 miles an hour and
chasing spotlights around the stage at the same time.

Sanders fills the violinist's part to perfection, except that he is a little tall. Martin
Allcock fails abysmally to fill the guitarist's role. He and Simon Nicol played the
Thompson/Swarbrick classic 'Sloth' as though performing at the Richard Thompson Guitar
Academy end-of-term concert. Most of the notes were right, but the song got lost, except
when Ric Sanders was playing.

Otherwise the band played very nicely indeed. It was a comfortable sort of a concert. Simon
Nicol's vocals fitted some tunes, though not all. I suppose what they were really missing
was a good lead vocalist and a ]ead guitarist.

Of course patter is an important part of any live performance, and Pegg and Nicol provided
Jjust the right amount, with Sanders adding the on-stage gymnastics. I got the feeling,
though, that the audience were never really all Fairport's, and the fact that half left
before the encore confirmed that. (I was on my feet to go, thinking that they wouldn't do an
encore. They did 'Matty Groves', which was worth missing the last tram home for.)

To add to the atmosphere, the band were out in the foyer after the concert selling and
autographing their new album. Had I had the money, I'd have bought a copy there and then.
Nicol and Pegg made excellent salesmen. However, I wasn't sure how much the taxi home was
going to slug me.

Review: Fiddlestix -~ a Fairport Convention fanzine

Although 1'd known about music fanzines for a while, Fiddlestix is the first I've bought. If
1 had to compare it to anything, it would be with Paul Kennedy's Time Loop. However, in the
place of the six Dr Who Icons, there is a new pantheon, with spaces one and two occupied
respectively by Sandy Denny and Richard Thompson: Sandy, because she's dead, and so is ideal
for canonization, and Thompson, because he's the enigmatic ex-member. The only current
member of the band who gets much of a mention in the first two issues is Dave Pegg, making
the zine's subheading, ‘The fanzine of the Australian Friends of Fairport', somewhat
misleading. It seems more a fanzine for those interested in ex-Convention members.

The cover for the first issue is a rather necrophiliac montage of Sandy Denny references.
The cover for Number Two is a cartoon of Dave Pegg as he looked umpty-one years ago. The
contents include discographies, particularly for Richard Thompson, photocopied press
clippings about the band and its members/ex-members, drawings of the band, and bad
photocopies of photographs of the band. Snuck in there are also brief descriptions of the
meetings of Friends of Fairport, which consist of going to someone's place to listen to
Fairport-related albums. 1 guess it's all very well, if you like that sort of thing.

-- Marc Ortlieb, March 1986
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at centre stage, dwarfing the stacks of amps which flanked it -- the amps themselves looming
over the musos' heads.

Over all, the astonishing vocals of RJD, wailing, throaty, piercing, urgent, punctuated by
high volcano gushes of sparks from Roman candles at front of stage. And, occasionally,
synchronized explosions of fire, 1ight, and sound! 'Next time we'll bring the dragons and
all the stuff you've read about in magazines!' Sure, but even without the dragons it was
enough.

BRG, forget the Satanist trappings, forget the repetitive lyrics -- hymns in praise of
desire, energy, rock music itself, laid over with the iconography of Heaven and Hell
produced by some kind of archetype-to-cliche sausage machine. Forget that. Here was rock 'n'
roll, and here was a vocalist with no need of a hi-tech recording studio to give him voice,
give him a voice -- and backed up by one Hell of a band (sorry...}. They did songs from
Dio’s three albums to date, plus some old Rainbow songs -- 'Long Live Rock 'n' Rol1' and
'Man on the Silver Mountain' -- from RJD's days heading up that group. Their last encore was
the headbanger Aid-for-Africa song, 'Stars’.

The night had plenty of humorous moments. Humorous to my eyes. Image 1: We were standing on
our plastic orange chairs behind an adolescent bunch that consisted of a vaguely seedy-
looking thirteen-year-old couple and their friend -- a blonde girl, angelic, dolled up in
blue denim. They were trying to teach angelface the Dio-concert equivalent of dancing:
banging heads and feverishly flinging arms, throwing them forward or outward past heads,
fingers stretched -- horns of the Devil, heavy rock signature. She seemed to find this
slightly embarrassing, tended to dissolve into helplessness and giggles.

Image 2: Behind us, standing on their chairs like the rest, a young man and what appeared to
be his mother, Mum getting into the music, the two of them surrounded by the crowd around
them, hands of the crowd raised in the horned fingersign, dark power salute -- gesture of
obeisance and act of participation in the band's magic and the magic of rock 'n' roll
itself. Not that a one-time sword-and-sorcery writer, slave to verbal logic, could so
abandon the boundaries of self and knowledge as to understand truly, much less join in...

And what the small contingent of police who turned up in the last encore to watch over the
sinister, good-clean-fun-loving crowd made of it all I'm damned if I know (sorry again!).

For the next instalment of this article, I'11 report on real Top 40 stuff -- the hugely
publicized Cyndi Lauper concert that came up two weeks later at Melbourne's Sports and
Entertainment Centre. Hell and Heaven, kiddies; Heaven and Hell.
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Two nights ago as I write Part II, I made it to the Cyndi Lauper concert with Jenny
Blackford and Lucy Sussex, good company and -- while it would give this piece rhetorical
tension if I could say otherwise -- a great show. I'm not gullible, kiddo. I've seen some
disappointing shows in my time. The big Police concert at the Showgrounds when that group
was supposed to be number one in the world was a case in point. And supporting Cyndi Lauper
was Wa Wa Nee, pretty close to the most popular Australian band still doing time confined to
the Australian scene... at least according to the charts; but, apart from some very snappy
choonkah! choonkah! guitar work, the band had little going for it live. The lead vocals were
gutless, undistinguished, tending to get lost amidst the music of a not particularly
overpowering band. In fact this could lead me to some melancholy reflections on the state of
Australian music: in the last few weeks I've seen two astonishing overseas vocalists touring
this country, Ronnie James Dio and Cyndi Lauper, and I wonder whether any Australian popular
vocalist has a voice to compete on this level of power, distinction anﬁersati]ity. Yeah,
yeah, give 'em the same equipment and then judge, I know. But there's still bloody few
obvious candidates,.BRG... whaddya think?

This essay at music criticism deserves to have more binary snap and crunch about it, and,
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THE BEST OF JOHN BANGSUND, No. 3

This episode of 'The Best of John Bangsund' is more recent than last issue's. It comes from
a 1984 issue of The Society of Editors Newsletter, John's fanzine best known among non-fans.
John showed in the Newsletter his own blend of personal journalism and attention to serious
matters -- in this case, matters of concern to editors. The Society of Editors honoured John
with a 1ife membership in 1987.

A FEW BARS OF CAGE

by John Bangsund

(Reprinted with permission from the 'Threepenny Planet’ column, Society of Editors
Newsletter, March 1984.)

There's a book -- well, three actually -- that I should be working on at this moment, but
instead I am enjoying a quiet morning with John Cage. Right now I am listening to Joshua
Pierce playing two Pastorales for prepared piano. Not long after he started I thought That's
odd: I wonder how he gets that effect. It was almost as though someone were standing about
six feet behind the piano and banging a dustbin 1id. The rhythm was fascinating, the sound
interesting, but I couldn't work out how you could do it on a piano, however prepared. So I
went and put my ear to the speakers, then walked into the next room, and sure enough, one of
my neighbours is enjoying a quiet morning banging a dustbin 1id or a drainpipe or something.
It would betray total ignorance of all that John Cage stands for to get annoyed about this
aleatoric accompaniment, but I was pleased that my neighbour was in tune, and am pleased
that he has now stopped.

One day in 1958 I preached a sermon at the Newmarket Church of Christ -- someone else's
sermon probably, but never mind -- on a text from Acts 12:16. You will recall that Herod had
thrown Peter in prison, but an angel sprung him, and after he'd considered the thing he went
to hole-up at his friend Mary's place, where his mates were having a prayer meeting. Well,
he knocketh at the door, and this sheila Rhoda came to hearken unto who might be calling at
this hour of night, and she was so tickled pink when she recognized Peter's voice that she
rushed back to the meeting and said Hey, youse blokes, guess who's outside! And they said
unto her, Thou art mad. Well, you can imagine the scene: a real barney, on for young and old,
with chapter and verse flying about and Amen and Thus saith the Lord, you know how these
Christians carry on. And all this time Peter is out in the cold, probably thinking there's
something wrong with the organization when it's easier to get out of Herod's prison than
into your cobbers' house. But did he despair? Not a bit of it. Verse 16: 'But Peter
continued knocking: and when they had opened the door, and saw him, they were astonished.'
Mind you, in the very next verse, after he'd told them his amazing story, he decided to
hole-up somewhere else -- 'And he departed, and went into another place' -- and you couldn't
blame him after the treatment he'd had from these nongs. Anyway, there I am, preaching about
steadfastness or something, illustrated by 'But Peter continued knocking!' And about the
third or fourth time I said it -- you're way ahead of me, aren't you -- there's this bloke
up on his roof, next door to the church, and right on cue he starts hammering. 'Better let
him in,' says some wag in the congregation, and everyone packs up laughing and the entire
homiletical effect is ruined. A few months after that I left theological college and
returned to civilian life, but that's another story.

I never thought I would enjoy John Cage's music. But there was a time when I thought I would
never enjoy Schoenberg's music, or Monteverdi's. I gather there are still a few people
around who don't like Bartok, or Stravinksy, or even Rameau. It's easy enough these days to
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decide whether you like these older composers, because their music is readily available on
records, and if you listen long enough to the 'classical music’ FM stations you'll
eventually hear enough to form some sort of opinion. But the music of John Cage (who is only
71, younger than the President of the USA, and therefore still dangerously active) is not
easily come by. I do not know, for example, how long we might have to wait before any of us
hears his Branches for amplified cacti and other plant material. So what I am really saying
is that I like most of the music of John Cage that I have heard.

1 have about four hours of his music on tape, scattered here and there throughout the
collection, and what I'm doing today is bringing it together on cassettes so I can listen to
it more often. I must remember to leave 4 minutes 33 seconds blank somewhere: that's one
piece of modern music that I can perform, and anyone can perform -- and as Stravinksy is
supposed to have said (Harry Warner, too, probably), there should be a lot more of it.

This is not the view of the Brunswick City Council. Cage's ideas about chance, environment
and indeterminacy in (and as) music lead you to, among other things, sound-sculpture; and
among the composers and musicians who live in Brunswick is one of Australia’'s more inventive
experimenters with sound and environment, Ros Bandt. I understand that she received a grant
to create a sound-sculpture in one of the local parks, and that there was such a fuss made
by the ratepayers about the unsightly and dangerous junk she erected that it was very
quickly dismantled. Luckily, one supposes, no child fell off it or was mutilated by it,
physically or spiritually. It says something about my relative awareness of musical and
municipal affairs that I knew of Ros Bandt long before this sculpture went up but didn't
realize that she was involved until after it came down, so I missed all the fun. Unless
someone recorded it, but that seems unlikely.

Ros Bandt is not yet a household name in Australia. Apart from her work with acoustic
environments (and the fact that she lives about three blocks from here), all I know about
her is that she is a member of the group La Romanesca, which is based at the University of
Melbourne, and which quite recently made a superb recording of the Seven Songs of Love by
the thirteenth- or fourteenth-century Galician composer Martin Codax. No-one knows who
'Martin Codax' was. The edition of Grove I have says he was a Spanish or Portuguese
thirteenth-century troubadour, probably a native of Vigo; his seven songs were discovered in
1914 in the binding of a fourteenth-century manuscript of Cicero's De Officiis. It is
possible even that 'Martin Codax' is a mistake for 'Martin Codex' -- or ‘Martin's Book'. But
there is no mistake about the music: it is glorious. I don't know anything quite like it. It
reaches out over all those centuries and says You aren't alone, friend: we felt as you do,
here in Vigo, in our time. You don't have to know the language to know this: the music says
it.

There are two other things 1 know about Ros Bandt. She was one of the composers chosen to
represent Australia at the Autumn Festival in Paris last year. And she is not mentioned in
James Murdoch's A Handbook of Australian Music (Macmillan, 1983; paperback, 166 pp.,
$A14.95). I must resist the urge to comment at length on this strange, absurdly overpriced,
indispensable book. Therese Radic has been more than kind to it in the February-March 1984
issue of Australian Book Review. It's one of those many books that promise to give us so
much that we need, and fall short by a mile. Most of what's in it is useful, but it isn't
the book of that title we wanted. Since at least three members of the Society of Editors
were involved in it, and are as sad about it as I am, 1'11 say no more about it.

What strikes me about the activities of people like Ros Bandt and John Cage, and so many
other contemporary composers and musicians, is that while they are reaching out for the new
and not-so-precisely-articulated-before they are also going back to the roots of our music,
to discover and re-experience what it was about before, say, Sir Thomas Beecham, or Mahler,
or Liszt, or Beethoven, or Handel, or Rameau, or Lully, tuned our ears toward their new,
away from our collective old.

There are dangers in this attempt to get back to the old (and rewards, of course: how I envy
those people who are only now encountering the music of Rameau, now almost universally
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LIVES OF THE COMPOSERS (2)

For Ros Bandt

Chance
Cage on for seconds will
page had it minutes thought
considered which nothing then love
a he observed 4 this
John written closely 33 Stravinsky

Silence
considered on closely minutes this
a which for 33 thought
John had observed then will
page he nothing seconds Stravinsky
Cage written it 4 love

Most
aon it th?n_—Strav'insky
considered written observed seconds thought
Cage had nothing 33 this
John he for minutes love
page which closely 4 will

Reveals
page on observed 33 love
John which it seconds this
a written nothing minutes will
Cage he closely then thought
considered had for 4 Stravinsky

Sound
John on nothing 4 thought
Cage which observed minutes Stravinsky
considered he it 33 will
a had closely seconds love
page written for then this

Punctuation
John Cage considered a page
on which he had written
nothing, observed it closely for
4 minutes 33 seconds, then
thought: Stravinsky will love this.

-- John Bangsund, 7 April 1988
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* SHOSTAKOYICH

ROBERT DAY, who describes himself as a 'defrocked librarian', currently holds a minor
clerical post in the British Civil Service. Once a more active fan than he is today (he was
once a member of the Tyneside Gannets), 'I now live in splendid isolation in a small cottage
in the heart of rural Warwickshire, where I build model aircraft, listen to powerful music
and receive fanzines from Bruce Gillespie’.

NOW THE GREAT WORK IS ENDED...:
Thoughts on Completing a Cycle of
Shostakovich Symphonies

by ROBERT DAY

Ask anyone who knows, 'Name the greatest Soviet composers', and one name most likely to be
mentioned is that of Dmitri Shostakovich. He lived and worked completely in post-

Revolutionary Russia, and his composing career reflected many of the changing fortunes-in
Soviet artistic life.

At the time of the Revolutfon, Shostakovich was already composing, although only eleven
years old. His rapid rise to pre-eminence amongst the composers of his day was followed by
official disapproval, rehabilitation, and wartime artistic service that gained him the
highest accolades. Indeed, during the war, Shostakovich was seen as the official music
laureate of the Stalinist regime; another period of official displeasure started in 1948
and, though eased after Stalin's death, never really ended. Although never branded as a
'dissident’, Shostakovich was nonetheless critical of the Soviet regime, and this caused his
later falls from favour. After his death, his posthumously published memoirs were branded by
the Soviets as forgeries, and his son Maxim (himself an accomplished pianist and conductor),
defected to the West.

Despite working amongst, firstly, the artistic ferment of the Futurist era that followed the
Revolution, and then under the more formal strictures of the later, repressive years,
Shostakovich stayed with familiar musical forms -- symphonies, string quartets, concertos,
sonatas, operas, and so on. The chamber and instrumental music belongs mainly to his middle
and later years; his operas are mainly from his earlier years (indeed, it was his second
opera, Lady Macbeth of the Mtensk District, that caused his first clash with officialdom).
Throughout his career, Shostakovich was called upon to produce film scores (e.g. New
Babylon, The Gadfly) and 'patriotic’' works (e.g. The Execution of Stepan Razin). Even the
works that might, at first sight, be regarded as politically derived 'potboilers' are valid
pieces of composition over which Shostakovich took proper care.

It is, however, with Shostakovich's symphonies that I am concerned. Twentieth-century
symphonists of any stature are few and far between, and the cycle of fifteen symphonies by
Shostakovich (a sixteenth was being sketched by him when he died) are arguably some of the
finest music of this century, being rooted as they are in a society whose shifting fortunes
could be said to be a microcosm of modern industrial and political life.

This is not to say, however, that all the symphonies are perfect. The first three are very
obviously experimental in nature, the work of a young man. The Eleventh and Twelfth
Symphonies are, at least at face value, merely political exhortations. Yet, taken as a
whole, the symphonies of Shostakovich extended the symphonic tradition from the work of
Mahler into the second half of the twentieth century; this alone makes them worthy of study.

This article arose out of my own interest in Shostakovich, an interest that started when I
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whilst a drum roll and tremolo strings from the orchestra softly underline this peroraﬁion.

The Third Symphony was composed two years later, and follows much the same pattern. The
initial orchestral section is, if anything, more episodic. Snatches of melody occur in rapid
succession; Michael Oliver in The Gramophone wrote:

repeated attempts to build a nobly affirmative theme of orthodox symphonic cast are
savagely suppressed, culminating in the almost visible battering to death of a huge,
writhing, serpentine melody...

Here the words are by Semyon Kirsanov, and they proclaim the importance of May Day to the
proletariat:

Our May Day --

In the future there will be sails --
Unfurled over the sea of corn,

And the resounding steps of the corps.

New corps --

The new ranks of May,

Their eyes like fires looking to the future,
Factories and workers march in the May Day parade.

May Day is the march of armed miners,
Into the squares,

Revolution,

March with a million feet!

The first three symphonies, whilst not in any way immature, are nonetheless works of youth.
Phrases occur briefly in them, especially in the Second and Third Symphonies, which

Shos takovich requotes in later life; in particular, in the Twelfth. These works are
essential for an understanding of Shostakovich's later development as well as the spirit of
the times, and as such cannot be dismissed.

As for recordings, the recent Decca recordings under Haitink are recommended; in the case of
the Second and the Third, Haitink's remains the only single-disc version.

* * *

The Fourth Symphony is generally seen as Shostakovich's most complex and possibly most
introspective work, and also the work that owes most to Mahler. It is, in my opinion, his
first fully mature work: for the first time, Shostakovich produced a work of sustained
symphonic development of about an hour's duration. It is divided into three movements, the
first of which recalls the orchestral movements of the previous two symphonies but in a
freer and more rhapsodic form. Again, snatches of themes and ideas arise and die away, some
never to be heard again. It is a movement that requires repeated hearings to allow the
listener to resolve out of the kaleidoscopic mass of sound various recognizable episodes.

The second movement is sometimes described as a scherzo, though the marking for it is
Moderato con modo. It is shorter and somewhat more orderly than a scherzo; indeed, in places
it seems almost to quote directly a Mahlerian Landler dance. This theme, and the one that
follows, is subjected to a certain amount of exposition before being made the subject of an
extended fugue. A final, simple coda using percussion instruments finishes the movement:
this is the theme quoted again in Shostakovich's last symphony.

The third and final movement, though marked Largo, in fact consists of six different
sections that succeed each other in much the same way as in the first movement. There is,
however, a sense of progression in it, from the opening section, which is darkly scored,
through sections of ever-rising elation to the final section, the climax of the work,
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*brg* You can't keep me out of this discussion. The editor gets to put in his bit before the
readers get a chance.

I've picked up my copies of Shostakovich symphonies in a haphazard vay (mainly through
the now-defunct World Record Club) and have usually found that Ru551§n conductors and
orchestras do better with Shostakovich than anybody else. The b?st F1th I've h?arq'
though, is on a set of records that DG put out 20 years ago. It's by Witold Rowicki
and the Warsaw Philharmonic Orchestra, and might someday bg re-released on CD3
although I wouldn't bet on it. Some of the Melodiya recordings are now appearing on
CD... one day, one day.

Re. the quote from William Tell Overture. Isn't it possible that Shostakovich knew the
Western connection with the piece of music, and rather fancied himself as 'the Lone
Ranger of Russian music'?

Thanks, Bob. This is just the key to the Shostakovich symphonies that we've never had.
Now Elaine suggests a grand project of playing them in order from 1 to 15. What about
a sequel on the string quartets? *

YES-MEN TO A MADMAN

Once Stalin called the Radio Committee, where the administration was, and asked if they had
a record of Mozart's Piano Concerto No. 23, which had been heard on the radio the day
before. 'Played by Yudina,' he added. They told Stalin that of course they had. Actually,
there was no record, the concert had been live. But they were afraid to say no to Stalinm, no
one ever knew what the consequences might be. A human 1ife meant nothing to him. All you
could do was agree, submit, be a yes-man, a yes-man to a madman.

Stalin demanded that they send the record with Yudina's performance of the Mozart to his
dacha. The committee panicked, but they had to do something. They called in Yudina and an
orchestra and recorded that night. Everyone was shaking with fright, except for Yudina,
naturally. But she was a special case, that one, the ocean was only knee-deep for her.

Yudina later told me that they had to send the conductor home, he was so scared he couldn't
think. They called another conductor, who trembled and got everything mixed up, confusing
the orchestra. Only a third conductor was in any shape to finish the recording.

I think this is a unique event in the history of recording -- I mean, changing conductors

three times in one night. Anyway, the record was ready by morning. They made one single copy

in record time and sent it to Stalin. Now that was a record. A record in yes-ing.

-- Dmitri Shostakovich, as told to Solomon Volkov,
Testimony (1979), p. 148









