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Avant Garde Festival

‘Down to his last mouse

by Fred W. McDarrah
AT exactly noon on Friday, November 19, at the 69th | g0 upstairs?”’ 1 replied, “1 always
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white suit. Wild applause greeted
him as he entered the building
with his friends. One minute later,
arriving in a tiny red Datsun,
John Lennon and Yoko Ono, both
in dirty dungarees, quickly
slipped into the building, unan-

{| nounced and unnoticed.

These Enfrance Events marked

1| the opening of the 12-hour mara-

One artist fulfilled the Cin-
onel’s wishes. He was sitting on a
high mound of dirt protected by
a velvet rope that entirely sur-
rounded him and the dirt. It was
Geoff Hendricks in white tie and
tails. He passed the time by writ-
ing in his diary. His relatives Bici
and Jon stood by watching him
while they ate chopped liver

other closed. When I looked inside
there were two feet where the
head should have been. The artist
inside was Dave Martin. A radio
antenna stuck out of the closed
end and Dave was listening to
WPLJ. He stayed in for six hours
and then his partner Dennis
Brennan took over. It was an un-
usual contribution.

989-8925 A VISIT TO SPAIN. IN NY. tbon Avant Garde Festival, the | sandwiches with pickles. What| The afternoon drifted by. When
~LUNCH « COCKTAILS « DINNER |§ eighth and most spectacular of all | yas Hendricks up to? I went outside to get some air, six
! Charlotte Moorman’s wild events. Robert Breer’s piece crawled | Cooper Union art students were
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marched up Central Park West,

taken over a ferry boat, and
camped on Ward’s Island in the
East River. Hundreds of artists
representing every art persuasfon
have been in these festivals.

But none have included all this-

—multi-video art, instant paint-
ings, documentations, environ-
ments and happenings, earth and

air art, kinetic light and film art,
electromc music, synthesizer and'

by, a huge rug of mylar that pul-
sated and quivered on the floor as
though it were a square stingray.
Fred Stern computerized the
whole thing on a typewriter that
rat-a-tat-tatted away but printed
nothing on the paper as it rolled
out of the machine. The afternoon
dragged on.

Somebody was offering a feast
at a table set with oysters, olives,
.canteloupes, eggplant, and mixed
fruit. The food whistled when I

holding frozen poses for 30
minutes at a time. They were
“using this site to activate a
space.” Soldiers stationed at the
Armory showed no interest, and -
passed by.

I looked at my watch and
decided it was time to ask the sol-
diers the standard what-do-you-
thing-of-this-stuff question. The
answers were predictable. One
said it looked weird. Another
made a vomit gesture. And a vet-

Jus%—'?r—————zmlf‘;xecg?mit_ ORGAN,C FOOD computer art pr0]ect10ns infla- touched it with my fork. Elizabeth | eran of all the wars who W?S cov-

5:30 P.M.- 11:00 TEL 929-9675 RESTAURANT tables, and life tableaus. Phillips had created an Elec-| ered with stars, badges, ribbons,

__— o | The Armory looked like a com- | ronic Banquet where the os-| buttons, and braid summarized

PAILY 1 1AM - MIDNTTE bination trade show, circus, and | ¢ijjator frequency was changed|his feelings: “It’s ridiculous,

149 SPRING St. high school Christmas fair. There by body presence. Charlotte] stupid, the whole damn thing. All

—~ " Live Entertainment Nitely was a rgal f_errls wheel, a glider | aiked by loaded down with her | those ‘people smoking marijuana

l1 o l'r - ;’3 o «; ’1 FEATURING plane, giant inflatable palm trees, | cliphoard directions and said, | back there. I saw them. And using
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dozen out-of-focus, out-of-tune,

out-of-sight television receivers.

There was no delay in starting.
John and Yoko went to a blank
screen and drew body outlines of
each other. They proceeded to
inspect Yoko’s ‘“Coin Music” con-

-1 traption. Each dropped pennies
into a standing plastic container

criss-crossed with lead pipes. The

| coins made a tinkle as they
‘| dropped to the bottom.

John then described his “Wind
Peace” for full orchestra. The

I| musicians, on the Armory bal-

cony, he explained, play from
pages that are randomly flipped
by a battery of fans. It was a
chaotic score. .

Alice Neel walked by, very ex-
cited at the.sight of the super-
stars. ‘I wanna paint your pic-
ture,” she said. But neither
responded. John and Yoko then
left.

Les . Levine, in a flaming red
jacke: and pants, came from
behind a booth where he was
making voice prints. I stepped up
to his microphune, struck the
tuning fork, croaked a lon® note,
and then Les took my picture with
his Polaroid. He said I now had
the ultimate in identification.

A gallery of lost mixed-media
souls showed up. The Late John
Brockman, Aldo Tambellini,
Richard Kostelanetz, Tiger
Morse. She told me she was going
to Hong Kong to become a disc

the cake.” Could I last ghat long?
It was only 2 o’clock.

Lil Picard drifted by in her
paper cape and hat. David
Numemaker was getting ready to
present his surrealistic life tab-
leau, a dream-like womb environ-
ment with lots of candelabra,
veils and lemons all over the
floor.

I heard “The Star Spangled
Banner.” It was the one and only
ultra-sophisticated Tosun Bayrak
in absentia. His contribution was
sprawled out on a Rinso-white ta-
blecloth—a loaf of Sicilian,
chunks of tripe, skinned and
bloody lamb heads with popping
eyeballs, a piss-filled urinal and
bedpan full of fresh, stinking shit.
Not very many could get close to
his historic avant garde contribu-
tion.

Ken Dewey nearby protected
his section with a huge canvas
cnaopy. His simulated glider fight
had a line-up of would-be pllots
waiting for a ride.

Some Pulsa people went by with
a child’s tinkling pull-toy. The Col-

refused to give them a phone so
they could do their ‘“Local Loop.”
Dick Higgins handed me a poem,

with tiny white mice, and wanted
me to fill out a boring question-
naire. He asked me, ‘“How do you

onel in charge of the Armory|=

furtively opened a valise filled||

kooks. I could blow them bastards

to hell. I'd go up in the balcony

with a machine gun. 1 even saw

some naked. I'm glad I'm being
transferred out.” The soldier

disappeared into the middle of the

afternoon. ‘

Shirley Clarke started up her
fantastic ferris wheel. It glowed
in the dark Armory. Shirley said
her piece was the Ultimate Trip.
Each seat has a tv monitor hook-
up. One. open camera was sta-
tionary on the ferris wheel and
another was operated by a camer-
aman who created instant replay
sensations of falling, flying, and
rotating in the air. The spin-in-
space was seen on the individual
monitor by each rider as the
ferris wheel turned. “You get

Continued on next page
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Lebanese Arak;
Stutied Grape Leaves
Stush Kebab « Baklawa
Open daily—incl. Sun.
L.$150 - D.81.9083.25
Amer_Exp. & Diners’
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{of Lebanon

1 39 East 30th St{VH et ,
3 e Middle East Cusine |
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Boss Soul Food & Fine Drinks

Monday Thru Friday 8:00 A.M. - 2:00 AM.
Saturday and Sunday
3:00P.M.-2:.00 AM,

Located at 5 Front Street -
Just off Cadman Plaza West
Sunday Brunch - 12:00 - 4:00 P.M.
with Live Entertainment
12:00 - 3:00 P.M.
Thursday - Friday - Saturday

8:00 P.M.- 2:00 AM.

jockey. Where was Kusama? No-
body knew.

Barbara and Howard Wise
came with their film-maker son
Dayid. Howard told me he helped Finest Spanish Cu
raise the money to put on the fes- (L);’:‘c;'d' 2'91!‘;5%,'.2‘2812 2';'&‘3;
tival this year. Charlotte got the .XED”' CARDS
Armory directly from the Colonel
in charge after she agreed to no
nudes, no sex, no politics, no dope,
no nothing.

CRAIG CLAIBORNE SAYS,
“~One of the Best
Spanish Kitchens in the city.”

226 Thompson
(1 Bl So Wash. 5q.)
Call 475-9891
or 260-4950

Wmcon D Espana

SEVILLA

.62 Charles St. at W. 4th

; RESTAURANT
BANQUETS & PRIVATE PARTIES

307 SIXTH AVENUE (212) 242-8838
AT THIRD ST IN THE VILLAGEJH
Phebe’s

Bowery at E. 4thsy,

Thanksgiving Dinner: Roast Vermont Turkey with ltalian Dressing

f(.()&nd Vtalian Restawrant

Lunche Dinnere CocktailseCl. Mon.
216 Thompson, below Wash. Sq. Call Romano GR5-9816 .

V.I-I i bAC |-|i 404 6th Avenue
jAPANESE New York City |
: 228-3440 :

. |-I J 5%%: Off 8th Street
Steak prepared

J
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PILAW: NUNS: RICETAFEL ‘TANDURI CHICKEN

EVERYDAY « LUNCHEON - TEAS - DINNER

N\ 1501111100

Crodl( Cavds SIXTY SECOND AVE. (bet. 3rd & 4th Sts.)

In the very heart of the East Village's
Broadwuy theatres.

Cocktuails and dining before and after curtain.

1 at your table
Lunch: $2.25 to $3.50
Dinner: $3.50 to $6.75
-
Dress as you like
Free Parking

GR3-9008, 4:30pm - 4am

Reservations
GR 5-9704
SP 7-9897
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stoned up there,” she said.

Lots of familiar faces showed
up—Edith Stephen, Larry Cal-
gano, Rose Slivka, Bridgit Mur-
naghan, Irving Sandler, Ruth San-
segundo, Calvin Tomplins, Lenny

Horowitz. Lots of new faces too— |

Carey Fisher, Jo-Ann Cross,
Frank Gillette, Leonard Dworkin,:
Elien Thomas Michael Cooper.
'But where ‘were Tom Hoving,
Doris Freedman, Leonard Harris,

Tom Hess, Andv Warhol, Ivan‘

Karp, and John Canaday" Oh,”

well, they couldn’t be every-
where,

Anyway, Howard Smith came’

.with his entourage: a pho-
tographer, a writer, a sound engi-
neer, a wardrobe mistress, an art
interpreter, and Cass, a 10-year-
old inventor. Howard looked
around and said the festival
needed a frankfurter stand.
“They could call them Art Dogs.”

Charles Henri Ford invited me
to Greece. He didn’t have a film
or even a poem in the festival this
year. Rosalind Constable inter-
viewed me and then I interviewed'
her. It was only fair. Nam June
Paik called me over and put me
on color tv. I stood there and
stared at myself. Everybody was
on tv.

Gregory Battcock was in his ex-
pensive cashmere suit from Jean
Roll of Paris. He put on a demen-
stration of mayonnaise making.-
Gregory cracked an egg and slid
it into the mixing bowl. He wiped
his hands immediately. Then he
.poured the olive oil, wiped his
hands again, stirred, wiped, cut
and squeezed the lemon, wiped
again, stirred, wiped, more stir-
ring, more wiping, and then

AT TABLE e
The Inca

A CROSS BETWEEN MAX'S
KANSAS  CITY and  FElaine's
(minux the pretensions). the Inca
Bar & Restaurant at 399 West 12th
Street is the new hangout for West-
beth residents and other artist and
writer types.

A former longshoremen’s bar. the
Inca has authentic dock-of-the-bay
atmosphere and decor. Sandwiched
between the Sixth Precinet. gay
bars and meat packing houses, it's
open seven days a week for dinner
from 6 p.m. until 2 a.m. and special-
izes in reasonably priced fish and
meat dishes, prepared by a cook
from Thailand.

Entrees at $2.95 to $3.93 include
Fast Indian curry. ham and aspara-
gus mornay and shrimp a la Tu
The house favorites are Inca salad.
which guests are invited to have
seconds-of by getting it themselves
from the communal salad bowl. and
homemade ice creams like grape-
(ruit and quince.

Owned by Bili Gottlicb. a neigh-
borhood real estate entrepreneur.
the Inca is considered by patrons
and the friendly waiters and bar-
maids to be more of a family dining
room than a restaurant. Lingering
over dinner is encouraged at the
Inca and the jukebox doesnt dam-
age vour cardrums.

‘presto—Avant * Garde Instant

Mayonnaise.

It was 5 o’clock. I thought
maybe when Metropolitan Life
got out the place would fill up. The
East Village Theatre group put on
its show. They were all in mime
costumes and clown make-up.
They bowed heads, meditated,
huddled together with the audi-
ence, did acrobatics, and filled in

the gaps with Love, Peace, Touch, §
Liquid Theatre bullshit, a great |

group if you were deep into 1964.
I smelled that unbearable five-

and-dime incense coming from

Jeni Engels’s teepee in the middle

of the Armory. 1t didn’t bother }
Geoff Hendricks, who seemed |
stoned on silence on top of his §
mound of dirt. It was 6 p. m. and |
he still hadn’t moved, hadn’t eaten, ‘
hadn’t gone to the toilet. How [&
could he endure such self-torture? f

Finally Jill Johnston and David
Bourdon of Life arrived. The fes-
tival was then declared an official

event. The orchestra in the bal- |

cony struck up “Hail to the

Chiefs,”” but the fan flipped the §

pages to “My Funny Valentine.”
David cleared his throat and

spoke. “I'll have to look into this
more carefully. Life is not a frivo- |
lous publication. We don’t do |
stories on just anything. We're |

serious.”

Everything was in full swing by §
8. The place was jammed. §
Neighbors from my building
showed up with their kids for a |
free ride on Shirley’s ferris wheel. §

Alex Gross, ‘with a telephone
dial around his neck, greeted ev-
erybody at the.entrance with a
copy. of the Art Workers News-
letter. Ely Raman handed out
money qfrom an orange crate.
Gary Rieveschl watched his ice
melt. Woody and Steina Vasulka
twirled the controls of their 15 tv
monitors. Jackson MacLow
shouted his word event. Jud
Yalkut stared at his propane
flame through the looking glass.
Dominic Capebianco stuek his
head into a silver-covered Box 4iid | ¢

-fisteried to alt the AM stations at

once. Steve Reich sat cross-
legged in the corner and mixed
his ‘““ohms” into the abysmal hum
and drone of 1000 sounds. Geoff
Hendricks, joined by all of
Higgins’s wh1te mice, continued
his painful plight into numbsvﬂle

. And Willoughby ‘Sharp walked in-

visible,

Time passed and tension
mounted. It was the Second
Coming of Charlotte Moorman,
her great big birthday party. Ev-
eryone gathered around a 20-foot
plywood cake decorated with real
frosting and a few real cakes on
top for the ceremony. I went up on
the balcony and stood directly
over the cake. Here was the ideal
picture. It would be a master-
piece. I stood, I waited, I prac-
ticed aim. Had I waited only 10
hours for the picture, 1 asked
myself? What could go wrong?
The film would jam. The pictures
would be blank. The film wouldn’t
advance. I would forget the lens
cap. I began to sweat.

A split second later it was all
over. Like a jack-in-the-box,
Charlotte had popped up and out
of the cake just as the cake lights

CHARLOTTE MOORMAN eme;ging from birthday cake.’

and we'll tempt you with some
... of the finest. .
% [talian Cookmg in
town Fr 5 t0 10 P.M.
* LIVE MUSIC
" TOUCH DANCING

put your
head
ina

| groovy placsg KITCHEN 'tilt 4 AM.

227 E. 67 St. Ci 9-1250
$2.50 Min.fr. 10 P.M. Weekends

BE AN
AMERICAN
IN PARIS;

HAVE
DINNERAT |
THE
BRASSERIE.

BRASSERIE
100 East 53rd Street

PLaza 1-4840

Another Restaurant Assotiates Great Place

red W. McDarra

Daytime it sparkies ‘And at mght it glows. Come for
breakfast, lunchi nner, pizza after the theatre,
or for gelah any old time. Onen very late every night. |.

fusion, cake was flying, screams
of “lights, where arethe lights?” 1
panicked. Cake flew everywherg.

t“Charlotte » 1 shouted, “‘stop,

bagifon’t go back into the
cakef. .WaZ, I'll be disgraced.”
People were climbing all over the
cake by then. The air was filled
with fuchsia day-glo icing. I ran
downstairs, yelling ‘‘Charlotte,
it’s me, Fred, wait, the picture.
Have sympathy.”

It was 11.30 p. m. Everybody
was leaving. The floor was cover-
ed with chunks of cake and paper
and wire and dirt and lemons and
egg shells and coat hangers and
broken electrical gadgets. I found
a cap from one of my lenses. It
was all covered with icing. Billy
Kluver walked out with his EAT
chairs under his arms. Al Hansen
left with his silver-coated zoot
suit.

The clock struck midnight and 1 |;
thought I saw the Colonel. I think |:
he was in his best dress uniform |
smothered with rewards of his |

heroic past. He marched briskly
out onto the balcony, stood front
and center, .clicked his heels,
saluted a mythical flag, looked

skyward, and pleaded in his
loudest bellow to all who would .

“Oh, Lord, forgive them
all, for they knpw not what they:

‘ “WHERE STRONG APPETITES ARE MET

]l DINNER AND AFTER-THEATER SUPPER«(

# 230 W.48TH ST. JU 6-5151

y
shotild hol
those peace
conferences

over
my dmner

table )

MAMMA
LEONE'’S |

AND CONQUERED.” OPEN DAILY FOR

WHAT A PLACE FOR PRIVATE PARTIES.

My Back

144h St. & 8th Ave,, NYC
redit Cards WA 99421

PAPPAS .

—DAPHNE DAVIS |l blew out. There was turmoil, con- Pages
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A’T&_ Of ’ / Gordon Chase took over responsi-
" bility for prison health from the
f& "A FEAST FOR THE EYE AND THE STOMACH Correction Department. Since
>

OUR TRADITIONAL THANKSGIVING DAY MENU:

RELISH
Celery and Olives
APPETIZERS (Choice)
Cherr, stone or Little Neck Clam Cocktail Fresh Fruit Cup
omato Juice Filet of Herring in Cream Sauce
QOyster Cocktail Shrimp Cocktail
Chopped Chlcken Liver

PS N )
Consomme Vermicelli

Cream of Turkey

ENTREES (Choice)
Roast Young Tom Turkey, Chestnut Stuffing, Giblet Gravy. 6.00
Fresh Cranberry SAUCE ........cocruierriiiareiiiieinirinanestoessarernsersseeranscosnns -

Tastefully Prepared Delicacies of Japaa then he has been slowly im-

TO 11 PM; FRI. & SAT TILL MIDNITE . €
DlNNERCT()G:ELLXAO‘NDAY‘S/RESERVATIONS 691-8666 proving thg medical system, one
54 WEST 13th ST. (Between 5th & 6th Aves.) jail at a tim:e. He has already

£S Lamb au Jus, Mint Jell 6.00
“greened” the Tombs and the gggzl:;ﬁ%gr:eh}ziqs"?f fBaégf aud S“usls"";;l'r'l"'l'f"'yg'"t't““ %
. S| et o emon Sole arsley butter 8
M k R t N ow For BrOOklyn and Queens Houses of B?g:lgd theole leve Maine Lobster, Drawn Butter. - 8,50 4
are neservaiions Detention. By all accounts, Chase Broiled Prime Sirloifl SEEAK ... ... ...luuocrecuseissrnrriesacere ez sasnins 8.50

(CHILDREN’S DINNER: Roast Turkey or Roast Lamb - 4.40)

has moved in competent doctors
and nurses, improved the physi-
cal examinations all incoming in-
mates receive, and recruited
much better psychological staff.
But he has not yet had a chance to
reform Rikers Island, or the new

A Traditional
THANKSGIVING DINNER AT

Villa Marbona
' women’s prison. They are next on

55 EAST 10 STREET @ FREE DINNER PARKING @ 477-0740 Chase's agenda.
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VEGETABLES (Choice of Two)
Broccoli, Supreme Sauce New String Beans
Mashed Turnips Creamed White Onions

POTATOES (Choice)
‘Baked Idaho, Frénch Fried, Mashed or Candied Sweet Potato

DESSERTS (Choice) ) .
Nesselrode Pie  Pumpkin Pie Hot Mince Pie
Apple Pie  “Plum Pudding Bisquit Tortoni
Sherbet Ice Cream Baked Apple C "
offee

Tea or Milk




