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LOne af the most beautiful concerts | attended in the 1900s was at Spacefand,
on Silverlaoke Blvd. near where | once lived. The place was packed full of
people | knew from Cal Arts. Without introduction, Tony Conrad appeared
T already poised with electric violin on shoulder and for the next hour the
drone fram the pulling and pushing of the bow made the room and
everything in it an instrument of sonic reverberation. | often say to people
you don’t listen to opera with your ears because opera must be listened
, to with your entire body. Well, this was like that, except there was no
proscenium, no sel. only us=we were the room and the sound, in
essence an opera of just one musician and seemingly just ane note
B and ane instrument, but an instrament that was also us. It was one
r of those times when you realized that individual emotions, like
those yvou might summaon at the repetition of o melodic refrain, say
the Internationale or Young Gifted and Black or As Time Goes By,
I connot be political in the same way as when you feel the multitude of

emotions in one haptic chord. | imagined things moving in me: somewhere

between molecules tolking to each other and the anarchic potentiol of
the collective hum. I am reaching for o metaphor, | know... I won't find it.
I should just remember that there were, actually, for that hiour, no words.”
Simon Leung
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