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Music on the West Coas

by DOMINIC GILL

When Zubin Mehta took over
the musical directorship of the
Angeles Philbarmonic
Orchestra dn 1962 at the sge of
26, he also took hiy place as the
youngest permanent condoclor
of any orchestra in the USA.
The appoimiment was intention-
ally a provocative one. Melta
was young: if he did not have
yoars of experience. be had
emthusiasm, and plenty of young,
istrong ideas. Enwhusiasm at that
time was badly needed.
(fortunes of the Philharmonic
were al their lowest obb: pro-
grammes were dull, audfences
waning, standards generally
decayed.

1{ enthusiasm can somelimes
accomplish the impossible
straight away, miracles, and in
particular archostral miracles, do
ususlly take a little longer. A
bad conductor may be able to
ruin a good orchestra in six
months; but a good conductor,
working full time, may take five
years or more to bring u falled
orchestra back 1o strength. In

Angeles, the process of
regeneration has been a long and
complicated one. There have
been finances to establish; desks
1o reorganise; concert halls to
bulid. Eurcpeans should re-
member, too. that though the
West Coast of America is 2,000
miles from Cleveland, Philadel
gg:n and Chicago, and 3,000 from

ton and New York, the
|musical gap between the coasts
has traditionally been measured
in years, not miles. Even today,
{in West Coast copeert pro-
‘gramuotes, there s frequently
moted that curiously self-con.
scious, selfdeprecatory category
of "West Coast premiere”—
another place (like dear, near
Ireland), another land

But the ?p is closing fast
The musical scenery of Cali
fornia bas changed, in ten years,
gut of all recognition: what is
remarkahle to-day about ™ 'West
Coast premieres * in Los Angeles

under Mehta is. not apy par
tcular degree (or otherwise) of
self-consciousness, but the fact

that they happen almost every
week, And of the decade, the
most exciting years have prob-
ably been the past three, since
the arrival “in 1969 of Ernest
Flelschmann (late of London
and the LSO) to work with
Mehta as the Philbarmonic's
Executive Director: a time,
everyone agrees, of success and
fallure, of chances taken and
missed, but always of wvitality,
of forward movement and
experiment.

e orchestra’s year is typic-
ally more than 200 concerts long:
a winter season of six months
at the mew LA Music Center,
followed by eleven weeks of the
summer at the Hollywood Bowl;
a tour of the campuses during
October and May; and for the
remaining two months, 40 te 50
conceris around the State—a
gruelling but challenging
schedule, within which Mehta
and Fleischmann have been
able to experiment in a variety
of ways.

In  bome-county ~ Hollywood
style, there have been Mammoth
evenls: a six-hour avant-garde
programme in the Bowl, and a
12-hour Beethoven bicentenary
celebration. There have been
trips to give free copcerts for
black and Mexican-American
communities, and programmes
for the Chicano community at
the Music Center; concerts for
schoolchildren; workshops for
young «composers and con-
ductors; and two Contempo
series, which presented wsuch
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widely different of
20th century as Zappa's
Comcerto  for Mothers
Orchestra and the first US.
formance of Webern's op.
arrangement of the Five
ep. 5 But a leck at the staple
programme for the 197273
winter subscription season Is
llkely to impress a Londoger,
used to the samo revamping
year after year ol
routine, most of all: only two
programmes can be found in
the whole series of 80 concerts
without a 20th-century work—
one of these The Messiak, and
the other an unusual all-
Beethoven evening whick com-
bives the triple concerto with
scenes from Egmont. A standard
“provincial * repertory list for
one season—mark you, London!
—that includes music by
Xenakis, Hiller, Pendereckl,
Ruggles, Shostakovich, Bloch,
Erb, Schoenberg, Messiaen, Niel

Frank

sen, Nordhelm, Chibara, Mar-
tirano, Stravinsky, Copland,
Henze. . . .

In place of Contempo this
year, a new LAPO series called
Music for the Seventies offers
three different themes: * Music
of Black America,” “ Women in
Music * (Women's Lib aghast!),
and the first of the series, whi
I heard last week, somewhat
ominously entitled *Look For-
ward—Look Bach™ Happily,
coyness was only in the name:
the reality was a tough, iIn-
vigorating event some five bours
long, which might better bave
been called *Plano and Wind,”
beld on campus at the University
of California LA,

At first sight, campus or
garden city? Physically one of
the largest in America, the
campus of UCLA s a MT
estate on the edge of Beverly
Hills, set out on a broad 1§th-
century plan, with treelined
drives, lawns, villages, b e
stone bdulldings—and inevitably
{in this City of the Car) car-

arks: acres of them, to cater
or studenis, nearly all car-
owners, for whom the average
commuting journey may be any-
thing from 20 to 60 miles a day.
It has the atmosphere of a
friendly, spacious, hard-working
place—more gentle, less anxious,
than the sister campuses of
Berkeley or Santa Barbara, and
with fewer of their radical
militant traditions.
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But this week-end was differ
. Squads of blacksuited,
blackebooted riot police, rtfud
in their riot bardware of knives,
whistles, guns, gasgrenades,
heavy nighwticks swinging,
stood around the driveways,
ready lo charge from time . to
time—{or no other perceplible

resson than an impluse of sheer p

boredom—into whichever group
nearcst at hand.
My arrival on campus coincided
neatly with one such charge: the
cab driver who had brought me
gave one look at the crowd bear-
ing down on us, and drove away
fast without bis fare. A peace
ful ocutdoor assembly gathered
to protest® against the war n
Vietnam: | ran with the rest
“When UCLA starts to demon-
strate,” a student remarked in a
brief minute before we were
chased round another corner,
“man, it shows bow deep this
thing goes.”
In Royce Hall, at the centre
of the campus, Mehia and the
Philbarmonic were  already
rehearsing—3lehta also nursing
a back bruised as he had come
in by a glancing blow from one
of the eager nightsticks outside,
Musically, too, it was a pro-
gramme of fierce contrasts: a
full-length preconcert plano
recital of three modern works
and Beethoven's Hommerkiavier
sonata, followed by an orches-
tral concert that began with
Venetian brass music, moved
through Aurelio de la Vega and
Xenakis back to Bach, and ended
with Messiaen's Etf Expetto
Resurrectionem Mortuorum,
Messiaen himself, on holiday
recording birds in Utah, heard
of the programme and attended
every arsal as well as the
concert: a quiet presence, quietly
commanding, another ingredient
of the paradoex of the day.
the next evening the
wds and the cops had gone;
Royce Hall was packed. The
two stars of ~Look Forward—
Look Bach™ were the young
Australian planist Roger Wood
ward, now living in London,
making his American debut; and
the section that !s currently the
lory of the LAPO, the wind,
th wood and brass. Wood-
ward's pre-concert recital was,
by any standards, a spectacular
success three modern
works he bad already played In
London: these performances
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were finer still, more finely
wrought, brilliantly coloured.
Richard Meale's ons

highly articulated, very fast,
littered with energy and light.

e three sweet, sad pieces of
Takemitsu's Undisturbed Rest
made a grave prelude, time
suspended, to the Cuban com-
oser Brouwer's strong,
wilful (and alse powerlully
nnslalgic) graphic score, Somata
Pum' ¢ Forte. And finally ihe
Hommerklavier: steel on stone.
a flerce driving edge that marked

every counterpoint. every
dramatic  turn,  with ulmost
clarity. You could disagree pas-

sionately, as I did, with Weod-
\ugﬂ'l adagio: yet be drawn in,
co rliec to admire. The
whole was consistent, the
authority undoubted.

After the Beethoven, four
short canzonas by Guaml, Fres-
cobaldi, Lappi and Gabriell
cleared the alr, sung out boldly
by two brass cholrs in either
balcony of the ball. * The
premiere followed of Inirata for
full orchestra, by the expatriate
Cuban Aurclio de ia Vega: a
usoful, stralghtforward essay In
orchestral colour, well - organ-
ised, meat and attractive, Wood
ward returned to complete his
Marathon with two more works,
Xenekis's Eonta for plano and
brass—a whirlwind of energy
marvellously released and con-
sumed—and Bach's ¥ minor
barpsichord concerto with a
ripieno only of double bass and
twe quartets of strings., a
moment of calm recollection.
And at the last, Messiaen's Et
Expecto: Mehkta's templ were
fast but not hurried. The music
unfolded In good time, the
woodwind - superbly tuned, the
brass clean and bright, the
single tuba, like a deep bell
tolling the edge of abyss: as the
final chorale, énorme, unanime.




