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-----Intro-----

If I am able to complete this description, it may at least go down on record as history's 
longest suicide-note; a dubious honor perhaps, its pages flipped through briefly in 
summation.  But before I even begin, I'd like to comment simply on how foreign it is for 
me, to rely on the written word.  I am a composer.  And in that sense accustomed to the 
ways in which a sequence of pitches and rhythms will transcend assertions words, which 
on their own, are required to defend.  But words are what are left here now.  And so, I am 
defensive.  That's a joke, son.

You know who I think about a lot? Rod Serling. He considered himself a contemptible 
failure, by the end of his life.  At about my age, when his heart finally exploded, the 
surgeon was said to have remarked, 'It was in so many pieces, there wasn't anything for 
us to put together again.'  And in obvious ways, he was a failure.  His shows were off the 
air.  His last show (a moralist western, which attempted to tackle racism) never made it 
out of pilots, and he found himself no longer respected by an industry which, in many 
ways, he'd helped to create. Unaccompanied by former colleagues, he was forced to 
finish, in fact; a peculiar state which is hard to relate to without having experienced it 
firsthand.  I am haunted by the quotation of an interviewed friend: "To look back and feel 
that the best times of your life are behind you, while still in your 40's...", the statement 
punctuated by a pause at its own suggestion.  Teaching at some small town university, his 
wife described him as severely depressed, and I tend to believe her account.  It is sort of 
easy to envision that living next to a depressed Rod Serling would be indelible.

But at the same time, he is the 'The Twilight Zone'; an icon in the American experience, 
not unlike a Marilyn or Elvis.  And if that matters I don't know.  But millions of people 
have referenced his work to describe an experience uniquely personal for themselves. In 
this way, he added conceptual basics to our language as Americans, which do not rely on 
a particular work, or notable award.  Mere seconds of its theme song, as our camera pans 
to locate Mr. Serling residing out of frame, commenting from that distance on our 
inclusion; as an 'idea man', I feel he was successful.  And yet, he didn't know it.

In the view that his humanity would afford him, he had suffered a humiliation. Mr. 
Serling developed a fascination with the concept of 'home' then; the frightening and 
hallucinatory effects this notion will have on a grasping mind at the end of its life.  And I 
can say I share this melancholy.  A word of daily necessity which in the end reveals to 
have merely defined an illusion.  Mr. Serling's life does not exemplify that if we are 
forgotten as artists, then we are somehow destined to be iconic, either.  Such is the thread 
of mythology woven into consciousness - this desire to have journeyed and to be 
remembered for this - impervious to culture or technological advance.  Whenever 
consciousness finds a degree of separation it is, in that instant, cast to play the role of 
hero.  

Pursuing this thought, I spend my time observing the details of what feels to be a timeless 
neighborhood, of Bangkok; a place that I've hallucinated to be a home, though at this 
moment under martial law, and my facing sure imprisonment if detected by the military 
junta; I am in danger, again.  Having overstayed my visa during a military coup (as others 
wisely fled) I found myself financially unable, emotionally unwilling, to relocate yet 
again; after moving through locations at the pace of falling dominos over a decade.  
Finally feeling home again, and for the first time.  And here protected by the very poor.  
Verbal skills are nil between us, still.  But the routines of daily need have since traversed 
us far past introductions; I know you.  Paths described in terms of common destination; 
shattered and so believed.  The gentle pauses in acknowledgment to this, amid the 



laughter and slow pace of balmy evenings, crescent eyes and smiles; you have become 
familiar to us here, farang.

Bangkok, Thailand
http://youtu.be/TKiI-e1YvtM

There is a shrine near my apartment, out of many I look forward to in my routine.  And I 
go daily to this miniaturized portrait of eternity, to contemplate the way a 'spirit tree' has 
woven patient path around its corners; over decades tucked between two buildings, so 
that if you didn't know to look, you wouldn't notice.  Tied with colored ribbons and small 
amulets which defy my understanding; each day an unseen few have brought fresh 
garlands and cool sodas, to present to it as offerings.  As it is dear, this object.  To be 
maintained as a reminder that loss and letting go are soon ahead.  It represents a reality 
which transcends the fairytale of our material world, really.  And feelings such as this are 
so removed from western thought, that they isolate me further than burnt bridges ever 
could. This is where careening quest for home has led an artist; who now holds key to 
oblivion.  An understanding that, when pressed, one could describe in words.  But which 
speaks most clearly when left unspoken.

I feel I am unaccompanied by the western world.  And my heart is in so many pieces.  
This is my inclusion.

http://youtu.be/TKiI-e1YvtM


-------1-------

In the late 1960's through the early 80's, Lincoln had a newly constructed, cosmopolitan 
feel. Sparkling concrete sidewalks, a plan for sensible development, and a towering, beige 
monument at its center; 'The Penis of the Planes'.  For all the world a huge and jutting 
erection, capped by golden dome of slightly different circumference; municipal genitalia. 
And erupting from it's tip a squiggly figure wrought in slathered steel spewed forth; he 
having scooped his palm into a bag of seeds upon his waist, now hurls them out across the 
thirsting fields at his horizon. The farmer. Ever sowing from that (true) center of America 
across an expanse which when experienced first hand, was overwhelming; the flatness of 
this environment. So vast you'd sense the curvature of earth. Underneath your feet the low 
perspective of the prairies.  But casting your glance upward you would plunge into a 
sunrise, or were falling through the stars, like swimming.

And Lincoln was a buoy floating there, anchored by it's bullet-point: State Capitol. For 
added weight a modern library, and respectable University. A small and quiet city, 
populated by intellectuals who would have surely found less of interest, had they ventured 
past its borders. And so, 'less interested' individuals populated farm-lands, and in 
increasingly smaller communities as one traveled further outward; Ogallala or Sioux City, 
all named for indian tribes.  Lonely, iron relics stood decayed and silhouetted twice a day 
in that expanse.  Nebraska.

Lincoln, Nebraska

A certain music quickly springs to mind for me, which is hardly characteristic of the 
region; Handel I was taught, was found by servants to be weeping and repeating, "I have 
heard the voice of God!" A bust of Beethoven scowled at us as we approached the piano in 
my home.  And my adopted father - Assistant Dean of Arts & Sciences at the University of 
Nebraska - nurtured in himself a peculiar passion, for madrigal.  Each week he'd curate 
sombre odes which dwelt not on a Jesus of the so-called Christian-right today, but a 
Renaissance portrayal of The Christ.  If The Cathedral of Our Risen Lord had sought to 
put more emphasis on the work of German composers - instead of molesting altar boys - I 
think that I might still be there in awe.

My father was John Paul Moran the second, and I was named the third, upon my adoption 
through Irish Catholic Social Services of Nebraska. And I, in turn, adopted this man's 
commitment to music and internal frustrations; facilitated by what I assume to be an Irish 
DNA. But I would come to hear calling from a different branch of faith; The church of 
Disneyland.

If I may drift nostalgic, Disneyland - most specifically, that which resides in Anaheim, 
California, and it's attractions born from the 1950's through 70's - contains true 
masterworks of environmental creation. Forget it's thematic idioms. Encompassing worlds, 
where any and every detail is so utterly purposeful and well positioned, participant is 
seamlessly transported. The facade of 'The Blue Bayou Restaurant' is adjacent to The 
Pirates of The Caribbean, and so shares it's New Orleans ornamentation. And stepping 



through this faux exterior, and through a hurried interior, one finds oneself at the rear of 
the building, at night (where in reality, you've entered). It's always night time here; 
overhead are brooding clouds and one finds their perceptions bathed in humidity and 
crickets. Tables on it's spacious terrace overlook the passing boats which traverse an early 
point of the Pirates ride - a pleasant realization, here from this side, now - and fireflies are 
points of light at tips of unseen wires, mechanically puppeteer'ed.  In the distance tilted 
shack where lazy robot gently plucks an old banjo. Breathtaking attention to detail, which 
experience now tells me could only have come about as the result of true obsession; not 
found in the budgeted knock-offs put up later in Florida and Asia. The work of artists who 
still showed up when their checks had bounced, again; Disney having gone bankrupt 
something like 5 times throughout his lifetime, in pursuit of this delusion.

Disneyland's 'The Haunted Mansion' © Disney, All Rights

I could wax eternal on the stage-craft of each ride, but suffice it to a google search: Classic 
Disneyland. And at young age, and into young adulthood, I believed myself specially 
anointed by this relationship; my homeland. One of the spiritual advantages of a childhood 
before the internet; the world as private as parent.

Every day I would attempt again, to be as formal as a 10 year old could be: "Dear 
Disneyland," followed by an accounting of my plight to someday build such things. And 
always receiving answer, on official letterhead; "Dear Mr. Moran, thank you for writing, 
again. We are very happy to hear that you would like to work with us, and look forward to 
meeting you some day. In the meantime, here are some courses of study which we might 
recommend..." Whoever took the time to answer all those letters, was an angel, and in the 
years just after Walt's death, the park and it's 'imagineers' still clung to ideals now 
antiquated.  This was a period before the company's corporate presence was what it was to 
be someday; or any company's corporate presence, for that matter. So when I wrote to ask 
if I could re-create for them the soundtrack for their 'Haunted Mansion' ride, imagine my 
delight to receive not only a xerox copy of the original, handwritten sheet music, but an 
elegant card which stated simply, "Compliments of Disneyland Music Dept." - someone 
had gone to the trouble to go to the music department in other building, pull those original 
files, xerox them, and send them to me.  I'm still in shock.  And imagine that happening 
today, instead of receiving an ominous warning, "Compliments of Disney Legal Dept." 
Things have a natural life-span it seems, and over shooting boundaries does not result in 
furthered beauty.

In childhood we have these moments which speak of who we are. And one of mine was 
having studied the fire effect in The Pirates of The Caribbean ride; a window frame and 
orange cellophane to fill it's border; hung at 90 degrees; a colored light focused in such a 
way, that angled fan sends flame-like patterns dancing into ascension. When The Fire 
Department arrived that evening - the house engulfed in semi-believable flames - the 
firemen and those concerned stood about in compliment, as I explained how it was made.  
Most in our pajamas. "It really had us fooled a second, kid. But next time warn your 
neighbors."

Those neighbors were an elderly couple, the Taylor's, across from us on Winthrop Road. 
And whether I'd re-created one of the mechanical birds of 'The Enchanted Tiki Room', or 



loftier (certainly unfinished) efforts like a scene from 'The Haunted Mansion', the Taylor's 
were both a captive and appreciative audience. Slightly less appreciative was the man who 
had adopted me, expressing dismay when I'd attempt again to turn his well maintained 
lawn into a spooky graveyard, or lay tracks throughout the house for dark-ride cars; which 
I believed could be powered by the motor of the family's record player, now dismantled 
for that purpose. Melancholic times, reminiscent of a childhood that Tim Burton would 
later buy all rights to.  I spent my childhood in a state of emotional befuddlement, at the 
realization that those around me would not prefer to live in a theatrical environment.  I felt 
it was life's natural course, and they seemed to me in a state of denial.  Even in my later 
years I found it of comfort to telescope my palms so that all I would see was blue and 
white above, "This is the sky over Disneyland."

I'm boringly obliged - as a composer - to note the beginning of a personal fascination with 
recorded sound. In the 1970's, small items of portable technology were suddenly and 
readily available to the average household. Heavily plugged, 'paperless calculators'[ were 
front and center of display cases now - a necessity for any business - and this inspired 
people to repeat the phrase, 'what'll they think of next?'  And for the first time, tape 
recorders did not involve complicated reels of tape to be threaded delicately, and were a 
little smaller than your lunch box, including familiar handle. The power I felt on the go 
with one of these black and silver trimmed devices. There is a particular muscle memory 
in the finger tips, that a person of this era can revisit; hurriedly throwing too many digits at 
a button, and accidentally starting to record; and the effects of that on something you had 
cherished. And by that your memory altered.  We can recall that the door of the cassette 
compartment would sometimes be missing after mistreatment, and how a cassette in such 
an instance would fall sloppily into position, held firmly then by playhead once engaged.  
The core of these devices constructed to long outlive their sleek veneers, they would often 
resemble the repurposed technology of a post-war wasteland.  And became so plentiful in 
the environment that it seemed for several decades that a modern society was built upon 
them.

When you are a child attempting to draw up blue-prints for encompassing environments, 
in which no detail can be left to chance, you often run up against obstacles. Like the 
amount of space allotted you inside your parents home. Or your mother asking if she may 
use the garage again.  But the recorded soundtrack of an environment; this was an aspect 
which saw immediate result.  The illusion of near or far, the sensation of moving through. 
The absolute darkness of there being no visual, allowed for absolute slight of hand. 
Whereas physical construction allowed a viewer to pause in discrimination, sound rushes 
past them at your schedule.  And if you are someone willing to spend a lot of time on the 
construction, you learn the subtle touches which create a believability.  A need for relief 
the mother of skill, I reckon.

Over the years ahead, I sought to create a new type of music which defined the 
architecture of the drama that it housed, as its music. And, I know that you won't 
understand that statement yet.  But it makes me feel imaginative to draw science fiction 
parallels here, to a composer of virtual reality - there in distant future, tuning the pitch of a 
doorknob perhaps, concerned with its timbre and rhythm, amid endless layers of detail 
which combine to create the illusion of a physical world, and yet are composition.  Here 
we have threaded a needle with this, and now prepare to dig in.

Being able to draw, led me also to find interest in a heavy volume entitled 'The Illusion of 
Life' - penned and illustrated by the founders of Disney animation. And I fancied myself 
an insider to them, for possessing this.  Exhaustive accounts of how to create a 
believability in animated characters; a how-to encyclopedia of their trade-secrets, which 
assumed that anyone was free to learn; like sending original sheet-music.  And, I'd find in 
later years, that all the technical information it had originally contained, had been edited 
out for its re-edition; then quite wanting.

To make it shorter business I will often say, 'I never went to school'. But the longer way to 



phrase that is, 'I was this troubled kid'. School had been so decidedly unfocused on any 
subject of interest for me, that I had started refusing to attend. Instead I wanted to work. 
And this seemed an entirely responsible effort, in my view. After all some years earlier, 
entranced by the bust which brooded over my childhood, I'd taken an oath before what I 
believed to be God and Beethoven.

And youth ripples outward across ones lifetime; the strength and duration of disturbance 
determined by the weight of event.  And for whatever reason, this particular experience 
fell into my pool like an anvil: "Please", I was imploring, "...let me be a real artist. I'm 
willing to starve and suffer. I'm willing to be alone.  And to do anything it takes to be 
worthy of the look that Beethoven or Van Gogh are shown to wear. For I can see, that they 
could see, exactly where you are, and their gaze is now transfixed there. They'd found 
their home, in you.  And if it not possible for mine to find you likewise, then please just 
end this now." So many times the ripples that commotion caused have traversed their way 
to slap across my face again, and at whatever moment most ironic.

Ending things instead, did seem a viable option. Once about that age, I had hung myself in 
the basement laundry room. And while I don't know how I'd managed to escape after 
blacking out, it wasn't meant to be. Other more comical attempts included a full scale 
version of the game 'Mouse-Trap', wherein a series of complicated gears, repurposed from 
household objects and 'Hot Wheel' tracks, set in motion, would eventuate in the 
catapultion of a knife, aimed so as to pierce my heart. I stood bravely in prayer as I flipped 
that switch, only to become aware of my own 'Ow!', as the blade ricocheted off my nipple; 
smarting just enough that I would shy from another attempt.

As a child who often walked to one edge of the sidewalk, so that my angel would have a 
place beside me, I discovered a few years later that my angel was also in full support of 
skipping school, smoking pot and listening to whatever was the most cartoonish'ly 
frightening music available. And one notable Sunday evening before what was to be our 
first day of high school, my friend Joel Lamson and I decided that we would see what 
would 'happen' if we dropped acid for the first time at about 8:00pm. Being that our 
curfews weren't for another hour yet, we determined we'd have time to note it's effects, 
briefly, before heading back to our respective homes and calling it a summer.  As we sat 
there in the park's band-shelter, anxiously awaiting what might 'happen', one of us 
suggested we pass the time by listening to a one such recording, purchased that afternoon:
   

Audio:
Chrome: New Age

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=x0S5Ziz1RVU

Basically, what 'happened' is that I never went to high school.

Those houses look SO much like houses that this whole social construct is in question at 
the moment.  ALL of this - or at least so much it - is simply to avoid the elephant in the 
room here, people: KNEES!  They only bend in one direction, and now you're all running 
around on stairs all day to make up for it!  You've never thought about that?  The question 
is, if a bunch of freaky worm-creatures started telling you what to do all the time, would 
you listen?  Don't stand there with mouths leading directly to your anuses and act like you 
don't know what I'm talking about.

Music likewise, was unshackled. You could say my interest shifted from learning to play 
'Walk This Way' on the guitar, to wondering what that guitar might sound like when tuned 
down several octaves and approached with a meat-hook.

And, Sara Kovanda - something of a star in the midwest's punk-scene of the 1980's, seven 
years my elder - had taken me on as a means of breaking an engagement with her band's 
guitarist. That evening we met, I was mummified with duct-tape to my guitar, and she 
painted like a checkerboard and two dresses sewn together, sat down to face me on the 
floor in front of the stage, as if the depth of our communion made us impervious to slam-

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=x0S5Ziz1RVU


dancing.  And segue'd from this trance by whispering, "This one is for you.", whereupon 
she overturned a trashcan onto the stage and rolled around in broken glass.

Sara Kovanda and 'The Click', circa 1980

Sara had once cut her wrists open so deeply that she was never again to feel the fingers of 
her left hand. And this contributed to a percussive sensibility as she banged out catchy riffs 
on her Farfisa, the neighbors banging likewise as the hours slipped away. Sara used to call 
in hungover most days to her waitressing gig at Jax Shack, and my own truancy became a 
given after about the 2nd time she'd roared up to the far end of the school's parking lot, to 
rescue me.  "I shouldn't be a bad influence!" she'd mince, pushing at the bridge of her 
sunglasses.  "But if you promise you won't get in trouble for it, maybe you could fuck me 
in the ass all day."

LSD, Sara and one year later, I found myself in Juvenile Court for the charge of habitual 
truancy.  My adoptive father was in attendance that afternoon, to demand his satisfaction 
as if returning a defective item, and I'd elected to come tripping my brains out. I retain an 
image from that day, of a kindly judge who struggled upon withered legs (which I think 
would date him of depression era), his crutches leaning at the entrance to the bench, 
essentially saying, "Young man, we are concerned about you. You've shown up here 
covered in blood, after skipping school so often that you don't know where your classes 
are.  And..."

It was a tense scene.  Just the evening before I'd celebrated my 16th birthday, and at my 
insistence Sara had joined my family for cake and ice cream. After she mentioned to my 
father in passing, 'I just like to drink and fuck.' the evening had not played out well.  
Feeling that tension still hanging over us the next day, in juvenile court, I sought to break 
the ice by standing to remark, "Why don't you all just quit flapping your flappers?" The 
word 'flappers' I remember floating there suspended for extended moments, before a gavel 
slammed in punctuation of the word, "Kerney!" - a place where troubled boys became far 
more troubled than I could have imagined, at the time. He lightened then, "This court 
should take a recess, and return with cooler heads!"

When the judge did return, with cooler head, I was not sentenced to Kerney, as everyone 
knew I would not have survived there. Instead, I was transferred to 'The Saint Joseph 
Center for Mental Health', in nearby Omaha. Although not Kerney, it wasn't Disneyland, 
either. Nor was it a place which tolerated my shaving all the hair from half my body, or 
writing all over myself with magic markers, or seeing how deeply I could cut into my 
arms and chest. And there I was to remain under observation for the duration of high 
school career.  

The first month incarcerated, I'd passed their General Education Equivalency test, and so 
with high school out of the way, I was to wait there until being allowed to leave upon 
reaching the age of 18. We went bowling twice a day. Watched reruns of an old children's 
show called Captain Kangaroo.  I waited for letters from Sara.  Flashlights and bed checks 



and tough Mrs. Trotter at the end of the hall; teenagers institutionalized if only to reduce 
complication, really.  It did feature an honest-to-god 'rubber room', however. So on 
particularly boring days, one could opt to make such a scene over gluing macaroni, as to 
instead live out the classic rock fantasy: 'I'm insane!' Whenever observing since, this 
cliche'd image - straightjacketed rocker, huddled in the corner of a padded room, and 
spouting dramatic gibberish - I've been able to remark off-handedly, "yeah yeah, been 
there done that."

St. Joseph's Center for Mental Health - Omaha, Nebraska, circa. 1950

I think I would have always won this game too, were others compelled to play fair. But it 
seemed to have become a matter of public record that I had once gone to an REO 
Speedwagon concert, and there had faked a seizure in front of the arena. Faking a seizure 
was considered - by myself and my friend Rick Allen, at the time - the ultimate expression 
of our disillusionment with society. I don't really know why. But, through a game of 
hillbilly-telephone, the event was re-described. So after another student - a rectangular 
young man, by the name of Dick Bacon - hung me from the neck in the school's parking 
lot, using the dog-chain I'd worn as a necklace that day, I received harsh words of 
reprimand from the school's principle for having caused this commotion, including, "I hear 
you like to hump the sidewalk like a faggot!" I would hear this phrase repeated at me often 
by male authority over the years ahead.  As if it had been passed from one to the next, as a 
trump card to be kept up the sleeve; a last-ditch response to my then predictable, "What is 
your IQ then?" Frustrated professionals who had taken the job as a fall-back to golf and 
bourbon, now found themselves confronted for it. "Go ahead!" they'd nya-nya childishly, 
"Hump the ground like a faggot!"

I've always seemed to arouse extremes from others. Pleasant sometimes or not, states of 
heart which people would have otherwise hoped to conceal.  And I'll confess to having 
played with this, as a tool of observation; as when I've done so it's revealed.  Flowers 
become gardeners.  The mature resort to tantrums.  The outsider views a world behind the 
scenes, where staged illusions cease.  And I've seen the bonafide insane, too; so I have a 
little data to compare. A young man in Lincoln, who became convinced that the 
university's music faculty were plotting to blow up the sun. A particularly tortured painter 
in Manhattan, who believed that the birds were telling him who assassinated JFK (spoiler 
alert: 'you're Jesus').  These were not my struggles.  'You're crazy' is a phrase more likely 
to serve as convenient refuge, for those who thought themselves exempt for having worn a 
mask.  And as a bit of proof I'll point out that when we truly encounter individuals who 
cannot discern reality, we don't respond defensively. I've played the fool, and have 
encouraged condescension from others in life, as a way of demonstrating how little I 
respect the constructs behind which the very average are able to conceal their brutality; 
and aware that it works to my detriment.  But I've donned this role to see who would/could 
drop the act, when my life would be threatened then for my having doing so.  It's a trick, 
you see.  And my adoptive father failed these trials.

Many years later, while serving as Artist-in-Residence for Mairie de Paris, I was sitting on 
the Quai de Valmy with a rather restrictive young woman with whom nevertheless I'd 
hoped to have relations.  And thought to muse on these events in hopes that she might 
finally let her hair down. When at this point, she chided me, "Jean! You really mus... 
focooz on ze' pozeeteev!"  Irony is, I've always considered these events to have been that 



positive - I didn't have to go to school!  And if you accept me as the living incarnation of 
Huckleberry Finn - which y'oughta - then you get that this had been a craftiness.  I learned 
that playing author to my own troubles was a gateway to myth; and that myth is a trump 
card to boredoms. "This is the essence of hero," I stood to announce across moonlit canal, 
"they sprout from unlikely seed, embrace me!"  The girl rode off with some guy on his 
scooter then, to help illustrate.

Eventually they had to let me go from Saint Joseph's, having tested my will in battle for 
almost two years.  And I was a legal adult of 18 now, so they would need a more clinical 
diagnosis than my needing to straighten up.

Since my father wouldn't allow my return, I was transferred instead to a 'half-way house', 
which is a place in which one is free to come and go, but still under close supervision.  
And as if an answer to earlier prayer, every bit a haunted mansion; of Victorian ornament, 
candled sconces, secret doors and passage ways.  "Toad Hall" it was nicknamed, housing 
some 10 to 15 teenagers at a time, from various backgrounds, overseen by a rotating staff 
of surrogate aunts and uncles.  How does that make you feel?, they'd ask often.  And I 
liked them.  I decided to run with this vibe, in order to see what would happen.  And so as 
committed as I'd been to putting any drug I could find into my mouth earlier, I then 
adopted an equally fervent stance against such things.  Annoyingly so, in fact; even 
embarking on an AA lecture circuit as a featured speaker for 'today's youth'.  When I was 
10 or 12 years old, and a bugler, my job had been playing taps behind a tombstone for the 
Veterans of Foreign Wars as they counted remaining members on Memorial Days.  And 
this was a similar effort.  Older people like me, at the start of things.  But in what would be 
my final speaking engagement, I discussed the collected works of William S. Burroughs to 
a group of Native American Indians.

John Moran in 1984.  Photo by Colleen Gowin

Having no responsibilities, I would spend most afternoons at the University where my 
adoptive father was still assistant dean of arts and sciences, although by then very ill.  I 
barely knew of him at this point, but could invoke his name as a key to the university's 
library of scores and recordings. And at this time, a world of historical composers opened 
up to me in more realistic detail than the comic-book heroes I'd imagined in childhood.  
Wagner and Stravinsky were of particular interest to me.  And through studying the scores 
of Stravinsky I discovered his mentor, Nikolai Rimsky-Korsakov, and his wonderful book, 
'Principles of Orchestration'.  While I've never been an orchestral composer, Rimsky-
Korsakov's writing on the subject of orchestration had a profound effect on me, if in no 
other way than simply seeing a man had devoted his life to the study of timbre, and could 
be respected for such a thing.  This was a profound realization.

Can I also take a moment to highlight the idea, that Rimsky-Korsakov had been the 
'mentor' of Stravinsky?  The term ringing so ceremoniously to my ear.  Having by then a 
cemented hatred for public education and institutions, the idea of mentor and protege 
implied something more special in my view.  Something akin to destiny.  The family of 
composers surely outweighing any parental predicaments.  Family perhaps the operative 
there.  And so the notion of mentor would come to be something important to me.  As 
evidenced by authoring the following turn of event.



-------2-------

In later embellishments, I've sometimes described this house as having been surrounded 
by a moat. But in truth it wasn't. It was designed to feel as if it were. Fences are usually 
built with the intention of being able to see past them. Simple designations of modest 
privacy. So when a fence is raised to the level of a building's 2nd floor, it's disconcerting. 
Particularly if over the entrance is a rounded emblem designating it, 'The Empirical 
Society'.

This, I would come to know, was the home of Storm and Flame Alligator; 'Squire Sewing 
Alligator', as he was listed in the town's business listings, under 'A' for Alchemist (just 
beneath AAA automotive, if I remember). Storm heard a calling from the dramatic.

Having been drummed out of the Air-Force the decade prior, Storm had had a vision 
during his flight back to the States, of German psychologist Carl Jung - the more 
mythologically inclined protege of Sigmund Freud who coined such terms as "archetype", 
and "synchronicity".  And, this vision informed Storm - then still Larry Wilson - that the  
apocalypse drew near.  Not really in a Biblical sense, of course: Jung's work was the study 
of symbolism.  Society, according to Storms empirical study of the Doctor's findings, was 
in a state of psychological regression. "Regression" a term I would come to hear as a 
matter of course here, designating any person who had made a 'commitment to 
confrontation with the unconscious', and then had backed out of the deal. Regression 
presented in a gradual loss of mental and psychological faculties, marked by physical 
deterioration, as well; a state of uglied humiliation.  Storm's ex-wife was said to be in 
regression, for example.

After permanently inking the solid shape of a Lone-Ranger mask across his face - legend 
told by mounting needles into the handle of a screwdriver, and punching the ink into his 
skin (after no tattoo artist of the time would agree to such a thing) - Storm then created a 
uniform of sorts: old fashioned 'knickers' which ended below the knee designated him a 
'cyclist' (as well as proud inventor of a new form of peddled transportation, dubbed 'The 
Empiricycle'), polished shoes with shiny brass buckles, and the cap of a military drill 
sergeant atop his shaven head. Storm had been a mysterious figure in Lincoln, fabled from 
brief encounters.  Of stout and barreled appearance, his boxy, black framed glasses - 
reminiscent of a 60's nerd - were in stark cultural contrast to the mask he wore underneath 
them. Reptilian. We all know the image of 'the tattooed man' from somewhere, carnival 
men or prison life.  But this usually comes with the notion of drug use, hipsterism or some 
other form of haphazardness; 'This tattoo I got at that time, and then this other one on my 
ass.'  Storm had only one tattoo, across the center of his face; it's disarming intent 
inescapable: "I wear the mask.", he'd say.

Flame, on the other hand, had a feminine approach. In whatever spaces of the face where 
Storm did not have ink, Flame did. And in slightly more stylish fashion; they being Yin 
and Yang of a tag-team. Upon hearing her stories of having been a prostitute in Chicago in 
what I think would have been the late-70's, one wasn't so surprised to see her still sporting 
the afro of that culture. or her being in possession of a razored tongue. "Is that Moran?!" 
she'd call out unseen from floors above. "I could smell him when you opened the door!" 
And Storm would chuckle from a pose of military at-ease, as I'd find myself held at bay 
near the buildings entrance. For hours I would face him in this stance, unable to sit, or 
lean; "Are you tired?"

Confrontation with the unconscious, he explained, was the only means for a man to 
'individuate from the collective' - the 'collective' being an unpleasant term for those who 
enjoyed the safety of normality.  Likewise, describing someone as an 'individual' was both 
rare, and denoting of unquestioning respect.  I was not an individual, of course, but of the 
collective.  And the collective was in regression, exampled in all manner of media and 
current event; the psychological apocalypse within us simmering.  It was to be an 



armageddon of unconsciously motived, self-destruction from which few would find 
escape, and that meant serious business. "When you come to my home," he'd intimidate, 
"you don't pass by to say 'hello'. You don't show up here hungry, or needing to use the 
bathroom.  You are the enemy and in danger.  You didn't see these markings on my face?  
You thought I was some sort of clown to entertain you? In nature, this would tell you that I 
am venomous. And here you've walked right in." And indeed, I had. Into what would 
expectedly be a space for furniture, and televisions, here converted to machine shop; and 
not a trace of creature comforts to be found. Storm's Great Grandfather, he remarked once 
over yellowed photographs, had been the inventor of barbed-wire.

Legend told of local band 'The Decayed Willies' having 'confronted' Storm on his porch 
one summer evening, and having left eviscerated for it. Particularly poor Jake Ryan.  
Storm himself recounted tales wherein unsuspecting television repair-men, or 
representatives from social-services, had been reduced to a state of vomiting.  On the 'hot 
seat' as it were; a chair placed center of an inner office, where Storm and Flame would 
face from respective desks, surrounded by sculptures and objects: "No...they are not 'art'.", 
he'd grrrr.  Fidgeting there, one would eventually notice that these objects were each 
denoted by the adjectives of a labeling-gun: 'Shadow', 'Anima', 'The Collective', Jungian 
terminology all.  According to Jung, 'You cannot pass through a doorway without 
activating a corresponding archetype', and Storm had identified them all.

If I can add, Carl Gustav Jung was a fascinating individual, whose life's work was devoted 
to cataloging the symbolism of ancient and often disparate cultures as if something to be 
viewed at the genetic level: an instinctual function wherein our deepest level of self might 
at times employ images wholly unknown to ones experience.  His premise of there being 
not only a personal but collective unconscious shared by all humanity appears to me 
profound. And, I feel, a fitting rebuttal to both atheism and fundamentalists.  It's the 
disrespect of literalism which invalidates.  His works such as 'Alchemical Studies' and 
'Archetypes of the Collective Unconscious', are not for those with short attention spans.  
And really, if one were going to have a psychotic break characterized by paranoia, over 
reading and delusions of grandeur, Jung is a welcoming target for projection; as scientist, 
as outcast.

"Isolation animates the psychic environment", Jung once penned, and this quote remains 
ever applicable.  In Storm and Flame's isolation from the collective, animation - among 
other presentations - took the form of Storms eyes 'burning' in the presence of 
psychological repression, or 'dishonesty'. "My eyes are on FIRE!" he would say, while 
pressing his fingers into the bridge of his nose, or staring at Flame in mock-disbelief.  
What would start as his reaching for Visene to relieve an uncomfortable dryness, could 
escalate into furry if the external source of that distress were not quickly pulled screaming 
into consciousness. "I once went through that wall - literally, right through that wall over 
there - to strangle the liar who stood at the other side.", he reminisced: the old group.  
'Wearing the mask' was then explained to be an act of self-protection, being vulnerable to 
the psychology of others, after having removed his own 'persona'.

If you can see where I am going with this, the man was insane. But I believe rather 
purposefully so, and with a revelatory focus and attention to detail inspiring for this 
thespian-to-be.  An inspiration that if wise remained unstated, though, as my desire to be 
an artist would receive no empathy.  "I am the most diametrically opposed individual you 
are ever likely to meet" Storm had once stated succinctly, and certainly it was 
uncomfortable to be confronted so.  Enticing though; calamity as canvas.  A sacrifice on 
his part in some real ways, however questionable in motive.  His innate sense of timing, 
the cast of characters he'd assume in brutally mocking others, the seamless segue of 
emotions wherein levity would be employed as a distraction before comeuppance, and a 
daily roller-coastering of events which imbued the day to day with a gravity folkloric.  
From that time forward, I would never see the mundane as existing without meaning.  If a 
phrase on passing billboard seemed to comment on events, it was 'synchronicity' not 
happenstance: the illustrations of a level yet unconscious.  And, admittedly, a view which 



has continuously set me at odds with the world. When adversary's are determined to 
dismiss ones observations, the most unskillful tact is likewise making note of unrelated 
elements, no matter if distinctly apropos. Yet basic functions task unconscious, even our 
motivations.  I accept that this unknown may be attentive.

Jung had contributed a forward concerning synchronicity, for a notable re-edition of the I 
Ching; an ancient Chinese form of divination, in which sticks or coins are cast to 
determine hexagrams.  These hexagrams are created by combining two trigrams (earth, 
mountain, water, wind, thunder, fire, lake or heaven) each corresponding to poetic text.  64 
possibilities of leading text, with additional text for what are known as 'moving lines'; i.e., 
lines which change their 'gender' when at sufficient tension, thus resulting in a second 
hexagram: The book of changes.

Q: Is documenting these events a good thing for me to do?

A: Returning from a path.
How is this one's fault?
Good fortune.

Q: What if I just look foolish for it?

A: It is not I who seeks the young fool; the young fool seeks me.
At the first oracle I inform him.  It he asks two or three times,
it is importunity.  If he importunes, I give him no information.
Perseverance furthers.

Getting back on subject: Stravinsky had been the protege of Rimsky-Korsakov, Jung the 
protege of Freud, and I felt my own calling to have a mentor, now.  I felt a need to be 
acknowledged by the formality of family.  And going forward from House of Alligator, the 
term "My Work" took on the weight of mad-scientist.  Isolated and torturous.  A star was 
put on this for me one afternoon when mentioning my hope to be a composer, to which 
Storm ridiculed by demanding I demonstrate an education first, and identify a melody by 
Bach; I could not.  But was entranced by it's qualities nonetheless, which I attempted to 
identify when urged.  Firstly, it's phrases didn't repeat, but sought to extrapolate, traversing 
new terrain each turn.  Secondly, these phrases rarely closed.  Far from simplistic 
finalities, they were a series of open statements, requiring one's attention to follow each 
progression into the next. To an open mind knowledge comes from unlikely sources, and I 
learned more from the next 120 seconds with Storm, than I did from, say, my time at 
American Repertory Theater at Harvard, some years later.  What lacked in that latter 
location was need, it's spark long extinguished under the dust which had accumulated in 
the absence of upheaval.  I once saw the brain scans of various violinists, and they all had 
a similar crevice resulting from years of repeated gestures.  And I think that if they 
dissected mine, they'd find similar indication of all the times I've half-consciously 
hummed the intonations of Alligator's reply: "You mean, it's not children's music."

Indeed, while I've certainly loved me some innovative pop, I've noted that the majority of 
popular music is structured for younger minds, as if it's purpose were a deft, pep-talk: '1, 
2, 3, you're right, 1, 2, 3, assured'. And we're speaking here of melody construction, 
closing statements all. Bach's phrasings mirror the slippery gyrations of introspective 
questions, open and uncomfortably unsettled.  And in this way the antithesis of what youth 
seeks.

Entranced by Storm and Flame now, not allowed to describe them as such within earshot, 
but considering them to be living theater.  Flame remarking to a group of clucking mothers 
as we'd passed, 'You'll be eating those babies someday.'  Storm telling tale of being asked 
if the circus was in town, at the neighborhood Hinky Dinky, and responding to box boy, 
'You have the face of an angel, and that is a face of the devil.'  I'm so fucking there for this, 
friend.



So there I chose to remain, helping to animate the environment at House of Alligator over 
the next two years.  Not completely alone in isolation: 2 friends I'd known from earlier 
years, one closely, one acquaintance, had separately been undergoing analysis of their 
own. They studied Jungian terminologies, attempted to impress with humorless rigidity, 
bringing in the money and shedding their personalities. Myself, I bumbled about, 
perfecting imitations of Storm while waiting for dinner, and landing in the hot seat more 
often than I enjoyed. The interchange routined between compliments and abuse: exampled 
as superior or in abject humiliation.  And no detail was too small not to eventuate in this 
drama.

One evening as I walked away, I looked back to wave a nonchalant farewell, to which 
Flame called out, "Nice lines, Moran!" And the next day was treated to uncharacteristic 
pampering, "Come and sit by me, Moran.", she cooed. Storm feigned a sense of 
wonderment after several such displays, to which Flame responded, "Last night when 
Moran turned back to wave, he just really had nice lines!"  I passed the evening 
insufferable, attempting to repeat said gesture at any opportunity as if I'd been caught 
unaware.  The next day I arrived to scowls, though: "I can't believe you tricked me, 
Moran! I'll never trust you again."  Confused, I was then shown amateur-footage of the 
era, purporting to show Big-Foot lumbering through the forest, his right arm raising for a 
moment as he looked back toward the viewer. Originally misinterpreted as 'nice lines', it 
turned out to be a reporting that I was, in fact, more ape than man.  Big-Foot being the 
archetype of 'The Shadow' - that part of the human psyche which serves as vessel for all 
unimpressive qualities - and the unconscious never random, this was viewed as an 
indication that I suffered from 'shadow possession'.  You see, in a Jungian sense, each 
archetype corresponds to an aspect of the human psyche, and the term possession 
describes a state in which one aspect has become dominant, out of balance. In an 
Alligatorian sense, the results of psychoanalysis often resulted in horror.

A still from the infamous 'Big Foot' footage, circa. 1970

Or, in the alternation: One day came an announcement that Storm had had an 'important' 
dream concerning me, and that everyone was to hear it.  I braced.  "I dreamt last night that 
Moran was on the other side of a chain-link fence, separated from the others."  I braced.  "I 
understand you now, Moran.  You are 'the outsider'.  That is something you are either born 
to be, or not.  You will always be the outsider, Moran."  He seemed humbled in some brief 
way, it was surprising.

Storm would lighten a bit after this, and as the practicalities of daily life ensued.  I usually 
enjoyed my times alone with Storm, conversing atop mundane chores, as I would find that 
- however skewed by his abuse - these conversations would open a door onto a larger 
world for me.  We were still in Nebraska, after all.  In such moments his performance 
skills were in rare form, too.  One evening as we chewed the fat concerning the troubling 
implications of anthropomorphic characters, I remarked to the effect, 'You have to see 
[such and such a Disney movie], it's only the archetypes!' 'Oh,' he widened in surprise, 
'....only' the archetypes, you say!' Gesturing an introduction, 'Moran, I'd like you to meet 
God!'; he raised his fists above his head and, as if on cue, extended bursts of lightening 
silhouetted him and rumbled to his support (an image more arresting than said movie).  I 
came to believe that if I were to devote myself to a life with such intensity - although 
unique, my own - then synchronicity may punctuate my world as well one day. The 
archetypes an internal family.



Speaking of family, my adoptive father died.  'Congratulations.', Storm consoled.

The death of a parent being one of life's self-evident excuses, I found myself enjoying 
creature-comforts in the home that I'd grown up in, now without the weight of my father, 
and I detected in that quiet the soft melody of my mothers secret relief.  My father had 
been dying for the most part of my memory.  And carried ever closer to abyss clenched 
ever tighter at control.  He seemed to believe that our capitulation was a rope that we 
could hurl to him, and halt his going over; and he cursed at us for being only threads.  I 
had a haunting dream in which my father spoke his eulogy, wherein I was cast as sickly 
tree of which he'd overseen replanting.  As axes fell into my sides he felt each blow 
empathically, arresting, though confusing for me still.

What was understandable is that I enjoyed being at my parents home again, more than I 
did The House of Alligator, or any of the other places I'd lived over the years before.  I 
could actually be alone in a room; this was a shocking thing to experience. I could eat 
something without being called a parasite for each of it's ingredients; ponder my hopes of 
becoming an artist without being described as 'anima possessed'.  I could watch Tennessee 
Tuxedo.

So sensing this realization in me - perceptive as they were to their authority being 
questioned - things at Storm and Flame's began to turn more decidedly negative.  Forced 
to lift the axel and tires of a car one day, as if bench pressing, I passed out briefly from the 
strain, and while returning from unconsciousness, heard Storm's voice in the buzz, "Wait, 
let me in there. I want to be the first thing he sees when he opens his eyes." And he was, 
now as close to my face as possible; "You have an ugly, fucking body, Moran."

Increasingly, Storm began to speak of violence, regaling us with fantasies as to how he 
would 'deal with' evil, were it found to be in our midst.  And worse than that, the two my 
age were inspired to become a frightening presence in order to prove their worth there.  It 
was like the famous 'shock test' where otherwise mundane citizens were found to be 
capable of great cruelty, as long as they perceived they'd be rewarded for it; and they 
bullied for a chance to report things.  If one exhibited the gangly results typical of 
adolescence, "Clumsiness is due to inflation!" would be called out from behind a pointed 
finger, and without a trace of humor.  

As I slipped away more frequently to work on a new figure, play the piano or draw up a 
stage-design, I began to recognize for the first time what would become a lifetime pattern; 
the moment my work became subject, authority could go fuck itself.  Whether that be 
parent or guardian, counselor or judge, cult-leader, professor, lender or landlord: At first, 
I'm goofy and sheepish, sorry that I'm late.  Then maybe I forgot something, or didn't 
know you'd meant 'today'.  Then I'm heard to say 'I'll be right back.' and disappear.  Finally 
fortressed, get out my way at the threat of emotional weaponry: the work.  And every time 
I've been afforded space, since, it has become fortress where social event is forbidden as if 
a sombre gateway.  Impractical when having been granted only temporarily.  But thinking 
of you from that furthest distance, a changeling son now exiled; this is my theme 
presenting.

As the theme established, the results of my psychoanalysis were likewise hastened: after 
having turned my back on confrontation with the unconscious (i.e. not listening to them as 
much, anymore), I had entered a state of psychological regression, and - being in retreat 
from functional humanity that way - was told my best option would be to remain at House 
of Alligator, under increased supervision, to serve in the role of 'lab rat' for my colleagues 
to observe.  And was told that if I did attempt to leave, I wouldn't make it to the bus stop.  
I know how absurd this sounds in hindsight, but I was in terror.  This was my first venture 
into the larger world, and here I'd been consigned to eternal humiliation, and right out of 
the gate like that!

Not without compassion, they dropped formality to assure a young man that no one would 



blame him, should he choose suicide.  And then, over what remained of that year, this idea 
turned into badgering; wasn't it time I stopped playing games and got it over with?  'I 
would.'  Or maybe just, 'Storm said you owe him money, are you going there right now?  
When should I tell them you're coming?  What are you doing that you think is important 
instead?'

I haven't gone into much detail about my two contemporaries, there at House of Alligator, 
partly because remembering them - even from great distance - fills me with revulsion.  
One of them was an awkwardly neurotic fellow, who I'd barely known before then.  But, 
the other had been a close friend of over a decade; someone a few years older who had 
insisted on being a role-model.  And here he was threatening jackboot.  As we'd all sought 
whatever employment we could manage, in order to pay for things at the house, I'd only 
been able to find station as a dishwasher at the local country-club; a long hour'ed, 
minimum wage endeavor which netted about 300 bucks a month, and which Storm 
described as payment to him for services rendered.  My friend however, had secured a 
much more lucrative position among Lincoln's small fleet of taxicabs, and in that role 
could insert himself menacingly, at moments unexpected; he was just passing by.  If 
catching me in mid-happiness, he could taunt from his rear-view mirror that evidence of 
my regression was undeniable  Pausing too long at stop signs.  While I've always been 
able to look back on Storm and Flame with dual emotions - loving horror, perhaps - I've 
never forgiven this person.  He was something far uglier and far more abusive than 
Alligator: he was normal.  

Myself never having been accused of that particular offense, I did pick up traits from 
Alligator which have not been of much benefit to others.  To put it mildly.  I can find your 
weaknesses.  I did study there.  I feel disrespect for your decorums; not wholly perhaps, 
but enough to be antagonist.  I have menaced unfortunates.  As a fortune cookie once 
explained, 'It is better to be evil all of the time, than good only half of it.'  And even after 
years of seeking to disarm, sometimes in true humility, Alligators tools have hovered ever 
at my disposal since.  I've scarred, and very often people who didn't deserve it.



-------3-------

And so, this was dilemma.  I chose to return to my parent's house, and there set up a work-
room of tape-recorders and the earliest of sampling keyboards.  As planned I was now a 
composer.  Sharing the first name, middle name, surname and suffix of 'jr' with my father, 
I immediately maxed out the credit cards I found mistakenly sent to me that year, by 
purchasing all this equipment...as well as treating all concerned to the occasional 
'Volcano' (a drink with straws protruding from the crushed ice which erupted from it's 
mountainous container, at the local Chinese restaurant). A bill promptly forgotten by me, 
but never forgotten by creditors, which is why to this day I have never had credit again.

But it seemed with as little option that I would confuse the name I was searching for at the 
local record store one day, with that of Philip Glass. And the further synchronicity that he 
was scheduled to appear in Lincoln soon, on a midwestern tour with his ensemble. Seeing 
the black-and-white image of Glass, his cartoonish'ly sombre expression emerging from 
the shadows in obvious cognition, he immediately became a vessel for my projections of 
how a 'mentor' would appear, bolstered by a throwing of the 'I Ching' on the subject:

A senior man becomes a teacher.
Follow this person to any lengths.

This is great good fortune.

Perhaps, it was possible that I had not turned my back on individuation midstream, as 
Storm had accused, but was merely changing mentors; following my own occupation, I 
hoped.  In that naive urgency, I set about creating my first 'opera' as quickly as I could, as I 
needed new chapter started by the moment Glass was due to arrive; possessing at least a 
cursory understanding that he and I had never actually met before.  I simply held no doubt 
as to whether or not this man was going to save me.  He was said to write opera and so, I 
did too, misunderstanding the term to define any musical work of inherent theatricality.

My work has never been opera, but I always called it so.  And classical music reviewers 
responded as if I'd TP'ed their houses on Halloween.  My scores would call for performers 
to work in silence, against a soundtrack that I would create far in advance, from highly 
edited recordings of voices, amid layers and layers of small sound-effects, corresponding 
to the movements of performers on stage.  'Lip synching' is a term which people have 
come to use with disrespect, I find, as it brings to mind images of less than talented people 
trying to get away with something.  Or the corporate brutality of 'Barbie's Vacation on Ice'.

It always begged a different definition, my work, because it combined a number of 
elements in ways which one hadn't seen before.  Its words on the page didn't read like a 
play, as their stage-notes were so voluminous.  One was told it was a musical composition, 
but there were no singers, or musicians.  It called for performers to lip synch, but that was 
misleading, as it also encompassed ankle synch, and neck synch.  Stand up exactly here 
synch, and that's a wooden chair (which is audible but invisible) so I want to see its 
resistance show in your arm as you attempt to slide it on carpet, which is its timbre.  And 
then - wait wait wait - your line!  And waaaaaaait...NOW you start section B!  These 
would be phrases typical of rehearsal, if you threw in a few 'why don't you love me?'s, for 
flavor.

When I was a kid and one had nothing to do, one poked at things with a stick.  And the 
diversions we find on youtube today, were simply not available at the moment of ones 
choosing.  And for we, in this era, the idea of interaction with a computer was the stuff of 
fantasy.  Computers took a branch of government to create and were housed in bunkers at 
NASA.  They were reserved for the big questions, and were often depicted at the moment 
they first began to tire of us, 'Your human emotions do not compute!'  The idea of these 
newly-conscious overlords facilitating our creating 'a trippy video', for example, just 
would not have occurred to us. Cooking a big dinner someday, maybe, if fashioned to 
resemble a butler.  But in that computer'less environment, I longed to see virtual reality, 



before the term had been commonly minted.  I would meet the man who did so, in fact, 
some years later, and have a funny story about he and I in the back of a cab with a go go-
dancer I was involved with at the time.

My education having been the lengthy descriptions of early animation, it was painfully 
obvious that I wasn't capable of producing the googolplex of drawings required to 
replicate what I had learned to do there.  And so, in that absence, I asked humans to fill 
that role, with their bodies.  I long knew that recorded voices came first, whereupon the 
sound-wave would be transferred to the edge of a film-strip, in visual form; and from there 
be marked up as to where vowels landed in terms of frame number.  And how immediate it 
seemed to ask real people to assume the role of drawings, while observing the same 
principles.

Accustomed to dissecting audio which I'd recorded from the television, I became partial to 
the voices of the Jack Benny television series, very randomly, as it played in re-runs at 
midnight, and eventually amassed a box of cassettes to experiment with. Jack Benny and 
his cast had transversed to television from the era of radio, where vocal inflection had 
been king. And the musicality of their speech was, for me, infectious.

Eventually, I decided to create a new episode, including commercial breaks, opening/
outré, out of 50 or so separate episodes; splicing sentences from one to another, and 
creating abstracted scenarios. More importantly to me however, as a composer - and in 
clear imitation of my mentor to be - I created rhythmic/melodic loops from these 
refashioned events, appearing to the mind more musical each repetition. And in honesty, I 
was far more influenced by the early works of Steve Reich in this respect, with his 
invention of such techniques in works like, 'Come out to show you.' and 'It's gonna rain.', 
wherein one sentence would be repeated for what seemed an eternity.  In my case, I'd 
transferred this Reich'ian notion to dramatically choreographed settings which progressed 
into furthered events. And then underscored the assemblages with synthesizer tracks - 
groaning durges or ethereal ornament, to accentuate its structure, and the tempos of its 
detail; and, I've had the audacity to look heavenward in life, imploring answer as to why 
my work was never more commercially successful.  

Having no image to correspond to the soundtrack - and desiring to see one - I simply 
wrote it all down in stage directions, and asked that actors who looked like those 
performers fill their role on stage, and in detailed synch.  And, I completed the work just in 
time for when Glass was due to arrive.

Still clinging to the notion of uniform, and sporting a shaven head, I set about finding him. 
On the afternoon of his performance, I had methodically telephoned each hotel in town, 
asking for Mr. Glass, and describing myself as a colleague.  This was years before cellular 
phones would change our ideas about privacy, and in those days the telephone was 
something more shared; if not at the one which belonged to you, you might receive call at 
another.  So in that world, it wasn't uncommon to ask that a person be paged.  "Yes, 
hello?", Phil answered the phone of the hotel's restaurant.

Philip Glass



Reminiscent of my letters to Disneyland, I described myself in terms most destined, and 
explained I'd completed an opera.  He responded gently, that I could meet him after his 
performance, and said that I should come backstage if I hadn't seen him elsewhere. Having 
been abruptly halted in mid-step, though, over divisions of audience and performer, I was 
told by ushers that I would not be welcomed backstage, and to wait outside like the others 
(a contemptible notion to me), when Glass emerged from the bottom of the stairs, calling 
up, "Is that John? It's alright, I'm expecting him." There in the basement of the church 
they'd performed at, I showed Phil my work for the first time of many, and explained the 
requirements of it's production, accompanied by some drawings. Phil wrote down his 
home address on a blue index-card, and encouraged me to send more examples. He'd 
given me his home address.  I was insufferably proud regarding this, to the dismay of all I 
encountered over my time remaining in Nebraska. Sending a lengthy new dissertation of 
sorts each week, to the address written on that card, and then calling continually to ask if it 
had been received, always to more encouragement.  I'd found my mentor.

Theater / Innovative? For Sure. But What Is It?
By ALLAN KOZINN

Published: November 19, 2000

"As I remember it," Mr. Glass said, "this skinny kid came up and gave me a tape, like all the 
skinny kids with tapes do, and, believe it or not, I listen to them, at least in a haphazard 
way.  And I was struck right away.  This was a born theater creator, even at that age, which 
was about 20.  This is a rare thing.  When I think of born theater creators, I mean people 
like Robert Wilson, Meredith Monk and Richard Foreman, and John was young and in 
Nebraska.  I don't think of myself as his mentor, although he does and that's fine.  When he 
arrived in New York he was well beyond being a student.  He was so developed in 
articulating his vision of theater that it seemed to me that I had nothing to teach him."

I've long traversed past a belief that earthly events are very relevant to human beings.  We 
parachute from nowhere and through a dreamy subjectivity, these realities are viewed in 
passing.  But can you imagine my joy at the time, this ruffian; 'God helps those who break 
the rules', my motto.

I'd had some strange experiences like this before. Celebrities who aren't at the tip of many 
tongues today, who would have been thought of as unreachable at the time.  A rock star 
named, Rick Nielsen from the Top-10 band, 'Cheap Trick' - still known for his ode 
"Mommy's alright, Daddy's alright, they just seem a little weird". In Jr. High having 
obsessed on his bizarre showmanship, I'd been shattered when some long anticipated 
album had not met my expectations, and had written an angry letter, to tell him so. Time 
passed and I forgot, until I came home from school one afternoon, and observed by mother 
dumbstruck, telephone's receiver in her hand. Telephones again; "I just got back from 
Australia, I have a cold, and I'm depressed!" Mr. Nielsen snapped at me. "And I open 
some fan mail to cheer myself up, and this is what I read! I mean, first of all, you spelled 
my name wrong! And secondly...". When he finally paused, for me to answer his question, 
"What the fuck?", he realized that on the other end was nothing but an awestruck child, 
who suddenly had zero problem with anything he would ever do.

Some years later, I'd felt a calling to reach out to the front man of the obscure English, 
noise-band, 'Throbbing Gristle', enchanted by the idea that there were individuals out 
there, who would go so far as to risk blowing their own hands off for the sake of a 
performance. Running up massive telephone bills without understanding, I'd repeatedly 
hound anyone working at the addresses noted in the fine print of record albums. Day after 
day: "Is Genesis there? Do you think he might be there tomorrow?" Until finally one day, 
he was; "Do you work for Ronald Reagan, or the CIA?!" he asked in mock-paranoia, and 
declined my offer to tour together. 

These kind of experiences my friends would not believe me about, and I've sometimes 



been accused, by strangers, of making up stories.  But I never do.  Why on earth would 
anyone conclude a delicious meal with the taste of castor oil?, I'd ask.  Such is the effect of 
dishonesty on the tongue.  And yet, so many people seem hoping to describe their lives in 
different terms, it's baffling; insiders.  As if each scientist, at the end of their life, went 
back to change all their test results, to confuse the next generation.  It's just not helpful, is 
it?

A lot of people around me, before my leaving Nebraska, would try to talk some sense into 
my head, as to why - they imagined - this 'New Yorker' would be giving his address to 
young boys, "He's wearing a turtleneck!", was one memorable quotation. But, what they 
hoped to insinuate was never the case at all. This was about the work; and in all the 
caricatured intensity which I had hoped for.  A brief time later, I presented Phil with a set 
of Wagner scores I had stolen from the library, and in which I'd inscribed as a forward: 
"You and I are the same, because we both understand that it's about death."

The Cover of Wagner's 'Parsifal' © Dover Music

Over the limbo remaining in Nebraska, I was given several options: Harvard University 
and California Institute for the Arts both offered scholarships. But after Phil's remarking 
once, "People go to school to decide what they want to do, and you already know what 
that is, don't you?", the idea of bypassing school again was as bewitching to me as ever.

So when my employer at The Red Rooster Restaurant that month, 'loaned' me 200 dollars 
to augment the 100 I'd managed to save, I took the Amtrak to New York City one evening, 
without any plan other than to arrive a respected composer, at the age of 23.

En route I met a kindred spirit, outside of Chicago who, when offering me some weed, 
explained that the safest thing would be for him to wrap it up for me, in my money.  That 
way the cops wouldn't look, he said. My surprise a few stops later, when my hundred 
dollar bills had each morphed into singles, conveniently folded so that the numbers weren't 
visible, and housing a sprinkling of tobacco.  Having exited the train together, I found 
myself accompanying this man to a bar - and rather far from the station now - when a no-
nonsense bartender abruptly brought this to a halt: "Somethin' isn't right here,", she threw 
her rag down, "and I wanna' know what it is!".  My friend was ejected from the bar at that 
moment, and I was given safe passage back to the train.

Arriving at Port Authority in Manhattan, I thanked the young men there, for explaining to 
me that the 'real' cabs were down this alley, and for their offers to carry my luggage.  In 
those days, Yellow Cabs were a bit more 'off road' as they say, and as one came screeching 
to a sideways halt in the middle of 42nd street, the door was flung open, and the driver 
called out 'Get in!' as if in an action-movie.  I am Pinnochio, I'd recall later, guardian angel 
in tow.

And so arriving with basically nothing left but an opera, I went to Phil's address, 
announcing that his protege had arrived.  His jovial reaction, "Where do you plan to live, 
then?", was met with trusting stare. We stood there in the basement of his townhouse on 
2nd Avenue that afternoon, to listen to some new scene or something, when he finally 
asked me, "What would you like me to do for you, exactly?" And I replied, "Would you 
make me famous?"; to which he tilted his head in a sorrowful way, "Yes, I guess I could do 
that."  So that afternoon, I came to be referred to as 'protege of Philip Glass'.
 



John Moran, 1986.  Photo: Elizabeth Snuttjer

My soundtrack was now composed of voices, which spoke in terms surreally sure. "When 
you're rich someday..." was a turn of phrase I could predict at the starting-gate. And I still 
don't understand why Phil and his live-in girlfriend of years, Candy Jernigan, were so 
generous to me.   It wasn't normal, and nothing ever was, it seemed by now.  Phil provided 
an allowance of $350 a month over the next years, paid on the 1st of the month through 
his publishing company, and I was at their four-story brownstone, either directly or at 
times via proxy from a series of satellite-apartments, within a block or so; but coming and 
going at such unconcerned hours that these seemed an extension to the building.

That fateful statement, about 1 week in, "You don't have to ask if you can eat something, 
John, just open the cupboard and get it." To the obvious dismay of his daughter; 
"Daaaaaad!" she would stomp up the stairs on some occasion where I'd either passed out 
after masturbating in the living room, or had converted the dining room to rehearsal space. 
People often ask me in a cautious way, which projects I worked on for Mr. Glass, and the 
answer is none of them.  Absent-minded neighbors asked me, 'How's your Dad?'

That being said, I'd still take insult if not metaphysically included, in whatever credits 
were center-screen.  Phil would explain, though, "That might not be the best thing for you, 
John. If you were involved everyone would want to credit your ideas to me.", and this was 
a crafty enough use of reverse-psychology that I would be satisfied for the moment. I was 
simply cared for there by Phil and Candy, and their constant companion, Stokes; who 
Candy had nicknamed 'The Stork'.

Candy Jernigan, circa. 1985

Candy Jernigan was a broodingly fashioned artist and illustrator, with whom I quickly fell 
into kinship; adopting, then adapting our late-night schedules to include taking breaks for 
pierogies, or a walk down the street to score pot; always financed by Candy (my 
allowance having a way of evaporating by the second week of each month).  She had a 
quirky mannerism of entering quickly and stopping short, 'Good evening, sir.'  Candy 
seemed imploding in thought, at all times, evidenced even in ceremoniously crafted events 
of sleepwalking.



Maternally territorial, Candy's studio - and thus the entrance to the building - were 
guarded by screeching sentries; a pair of blue and gold McCaws, aggressive and to be 
dealt with before gaining further entrance; Jack and Mr. Thing.  When Candy was home, 
the birds were let out and allowed to rule a tangled roost; care-taking a vast collection of 
found and repurposed minutia; Candy's work.  Mr. Thing was a 'normal' bird, it seemed, a 
bit more scared of you all told.  But if ever a leading lady had come with symbolic 
accompaniment, then Jack embodied this archetype: 'a familiar'.  Observant, endowed and 
mischievous, this bird had been shaped by life into almost human condition; we estimated 
perhaps over 70 years old, and impossible to guess her origins, as McCaws have the habit 
of outliving owners; Jack found abandoned with broken wing, and shouting 'fuck you!'.  

This bird's insightful observances of intention would be trumpeted upon a persons arrival; 
often frustrating efforts to have put their best foot forward.  Unable to take to broken wing, 
Jack scuttled about in low laying paths, and jump out to frighten those she deemed 
unwelcome; or struggle to climb whatever object was nearest them and antagonize.  
Disarming was the notion that, if so inclined, this little pierrot could easily relieve you of 
serious flesh, and reduce you to blubbering baby; her chief tool of investigation as sharp as 
it was opinionated.

Jack, with me though, was gentle from hello.  And literally the word "Hello." Quiet coo's 
in intimate proximity, and eventually opening wide to push forth the tiny nub of her 
tongue, encouraging me to tap at it with my fingertip; an expression of real trust.  And this 
observed to the gasp of others.   Her eyes set wide on the sides of her head, Jack - in order 
to scope you out thoroughly - assumed the posture of knowing confidant in mid-humor.  

On the spacious floor below, dinners around a large table were a nightly invitation to a 
repetitious menu.  And helping Candy to cut things up or set the table - asking her each 
step in the process to define again, exactly how famous I might be one day - was greeted 
by her as if my valuable contribution.

'A Dead Rat', by Candy Jernigan

As expectant of it as I was, I was still surprised when Phil would frequently turn the 
subject of conversation to my work on social occasions; and I would note the chagrin of 
others, who'd planned to present their own.  It was a custom after dinners, that Phil would 
present a work, and I would present a work, as we sat around drinking coffee or wine in 
salon.  Honored guests could certainly trump my entitlements a bit.  One of them being 
filmmaker Godfrey Reggio, and he a generous soul.  Approaching 7 feet, Godfrey towered 
over everyone, and apparently sought to balance that awkward advantage through overtly 
supportive gestures. Another frequent guest was African musician, Foday Mussa Susso, 
who embodied these ideals himself, and supposedly had hundreds of traditional melodies 
within him, passed along through oral tradition.   Among many who passed through there.  
This was truly a gift to me; the chance to daily co-mingle with such interesting 
representatives of our era, and to be thought of by them as one to look after.

Not to be out-eccentric'ed, around this time I took to sleeping behind the couch, in the 
living-room where these dinners would occur; rising up disheveled finally at the smell of 
food. An infrequent guest's startled reaction would be handled tongue-in-cheek by Phil, 
muttering under his breath, "Oh...that's just John." The reality of this phenomena being, 



that I've always lived at night.  And in this house urged to sleep at sunrise, when the 
activities of rightful owners resumed.  And an active household, behind the couch was the 
place where I would not be noticed through afternoons.  And, this house repetitious.  Phil 
had a tradition'ed method for homemade mayonnaise - not for the uninitiated - which 
involved an exacting balance of pouring and stirring requiring years of practice.  And, he 
made quite the pronouncement that he sought to pass this mantle on to me; though most of 
my attempts were of flat and tasteless result.

This would be condiment to an italian menu, and on nights with intimate crew, we'd watch 
a video which Stokes and Candy had curated.  In one period, the theme was 'The UFO 
Conspiracy', and on each of these occasions Phil would be cajoled to retell the story of 
how he'd once seen a UFO, hovering in the distance over 2nd Avenue.

Stokes and Phil had been friends for over 20 years, by this time, originally meeting in 
Paris.  As Stoke relayed, he'd first been close friends with director Robert Wilson, while 
there.  And after they had finished Einstein On The Beach, Wilson demanded that Stokes 
choose who he'd be best friends with - either he or Phil - and Stokes chose Phil.  Stokes 
had forged an equal bond with Candy over the years thereafter, and the 2 of them seemed 
aware of all the things that one could know of another person.  Candy was often observed 
to be making lists on scraps of paper, such as 'The Stork's favorite movies', or 'The Stork's 
favorite dinners', just for the sake of doing so.  And he was a brilliant story-teller; his own 
journey having begun in a small town of Missouri, where dancing had been illegal, and 
where he'd once found a severed penis.  While Stokes had a work ethic unrivaled by any, I 
was continually befuddled as to how this man was not (at that time) published, and I had 
the arrogance to offer him advice.  He possessing a nobel character, actually.  This was a 
far cry from what I had known before.  These were people who loved each other.

I think in this way, a lack of an upbringing was clearly working in my favor, in ways that 
surely wouldn't had I been older, or a product of pedigreed graduations. A few years 
before, I'd fixated on Wagner's 'Parsifal'; the tale of an unseemly young man who had by 
fate came under the protection of King Arthur (and in some tellings, the unlikely recipient 
of the grail).  Having been shielded from the realities of the world in youth, he then had no 
inkling as to the possibility of failure; the force of naivety unhindered by doubt.   Here, I 
gradually began letting go of the fears instilled in me by Alligator, and the more I 
experienced of New York City, the less I accepted Storm's predictions of doom for me - 
although he'd continue to haunt me in waves of panic, or during some event over which I'd 
find myself enraged, which was not infrequent.

The opera I'd arrived with, 'The Jack Benny Program!' was the subject of many 
presentations, and I was directed towards curators and producers; including Jedediah 
Wheeler, Phil's manager and producer of the time.  And as I sat down with Jed he began to 
state, "Well, I listened to your thing, and...", I thanked him, feigning humility.  He bristled, 
"Why are you thanking me? I was going to say I didn't like it!" And then let me sit in this 
puddle of embarrassment, for good measure.

Jed was a man who showed his support for an artist, by utterly disrespecting them.  
Confronting them with as many harsh realities as he could lay out between them and their 
goal, in order to test their dexterity. He delighted in scoffing at one, for failing to budget 
some aspect like 'trucking fees', and '...are those union laborers?  Come back when you get 
your shit together.'  Artistic posters hung on the walls of office depicting examples of 
success.  But after setting all these ground rules, Jed added, "I still think it should be 
produced."

And so he referred me to Mark Russell, at a popular East Village venue, 'Performance 
Space 122'.  Through Mark I was pawned onto a struggling, performance troupe, named 
'Ridge Theater' after the drug infested Ridge Street below alphabet city, on which it's 
members resided.  I was told by Mark that, if Ridge agreed, I might see 10 minutes of my 
work presented as part of a festival of excerpts, called the 'Avant-Garde-O-Rama'.  I think 



- in cynicism - Mark had sold my work to them with a statement like, "We can talk about 
that other show, if you get this guy out of my way first." And, I doubt that enthusiasm over 
me was any motivation.  This was a currency, you see, and if he indulged Mr. Glass then 
Glass may be more conciliatory when asked to perform for free at their space, come 
fundraising time.  Or maybe they could finally talk about including PS122 in the pipeline 
of funding for Lincoln Center; as all were vying for position in these fiefdoms.

A common misconception, the result of myth and movies, is that a producer responds to 
fresh talent. In truth, presenting newcomers equates to breaking promises - the line 
heretofore long and anxious, already - and while hardly uncommon, to do so involves 
difficult phone calls and hurt feelings, and very real falling outs.  A requirement of 
electioneering, therefor, is a skin so thickened as to not be burdened by sensation.  The 
seasoned producer, in this way, sees an artist not for the talent but the politics they 
embody.  Successful artists are grateful, and so resentful artists are losers.  So says a logic 
of polity.  And Bob McGrath - artistic-director of a scantly opportun'ed group, at the time  
- was familiar to the approach.

Having Fun with Jack Benny, for Opera's Sake
By ALLAN KOZINN

Published: September 27, 1989

"When I heard John's tape," Mr. McGrath said, "I didn't get it at all. But I thought it was just 
the greatest sounding stuff, so I played it for the group and told them that it was the next 
thing we were doing.  They looked at me like I was out of my mind, and said, 'What is 
this?'  I said that I didn't know what it was, but I knew how we could do it."

In the New York world of art and theater - indeed throughout an older world before the 
internet - The New York Times advised the reins of destination with authority. To be 
absent from it's pages may at times have been a blessing. For after treading once into the 
open colosseum of it's pages, it's pronouncements from above the stands were not unlike 
the rulings of a Cesar.  Artists and producers all, would wait outside of newsstands for it's 
chariots to hurl their bundled dictum to the sidewalks after midnight, imploring late night 
vendor to release them.  Throwing away the world's events to locate it's Arts & Leisure, 
the seconds that would follow were akin to silent prayer.  A great review was evidenced by 
tables heaped with duplicates, still folded minus pages from their center, as the era was 
composed of ink and paper; and so a memory required this type of physicality; scissors, 
tape and glue.

While novices congratulated over feature article, insiders knew the difference between 
pre-show and review.  Politics providing it was standard fare to be set up for judgment yet 
forthcoming, through descriptions of an artist 'on their way'.  An amateur was flattered by 
obligatory praises, but reviews were not obliged, and poor review would nullify these then 
forgotten odes. Envisioning one's setting as if from hunched position atop a crystal-ball, 
antagonistic wordsmiths savored tensions, by initially elaborating on what had been great 
expectations.  The protocol of harsh critique deceitfully meandered, before beheading in 
third paragraph. Concluding came exonerations of a cast and crew if need be, as if to leave 
no doubt where blame should squarely lay; and judgement may be exile, certainly.

Whereas, a positive review was structured in the opposite, with fanfare at its outset, before 
elucidating further on details.  

Review: From Bits of Jack Benny, a Quasi Opera
By JOHN ROCKWELL
Published: September 30, 1989

"Some composers struggle for recognition, achieving it only after years or not at all.  Others 
seem to leap effortlessly to prominence.  This latter trajectory seems to be the happy fate of 



John Moran, a 24-year-old from Lincoln, Neb., who had the good fortune to be befriended 
by Philip Glass and other New Yorkers and who now finds his 'Jack Benny', an hourlong 
quasi opera, ensconced at the La Mama experimental theater.

Prior to this, our workshop-production (a term referring to a showing of a work on some 
level yet unfinished), had caused a stir at Performance Space 122, with Phil and entourage 
in conspicuous attendance, whereafter Mark passed on a full production.  Mark and I used 
to play a little game together wherein, privately, he would pretend to loathe me, and that 
he hoped to see me fail as soon as possible.  But in public view, would muster up a smile, 
if not tinged with what appeared to be abdominal pain.  So, instead, my work was invited 
to premiere at another famous venue in the neighborhood, La MaMa E.T.C.  And this was 
just around the corner from Phil's, and, stranger theater was presented there, I'd observed.  
And so, good.

Video:
An excerpt from the 1988 workshop production of

'The Jack Benny Program!'
Presented by Ridge Theater at Performance Space 122

http://youtu.be/vd8Y92Vljh0
 

What followed was a sold out run, extended several times, and more press than downtown 
theater was used to seeing, it seemed.  This was the reaction of others, anyway.   It seems 
like such a small dent to have made, now, by comparison to kids who trample on my lawn 
today; reported on for their millions by the age of 20.  But what was being competed for 
by artists, at this time, were grants from the NEA, or The Rockefeller Foundation. As these 
were an artists mainstay.  And the New York art world of the 1980's stood in strong 
defiance to commercialism.  Robert Wilson, for example, was a major star in this world, 
and for decades, but you would have never heard his name uttered on television. Paul 
McCarthy (not the pop-star) was ejaculating over piles of rotten meat, and Karen Finley 
was attempting to see how many yams she could stuff into her butt, using a squirt bottle of 
chocolate for lubricant.  Although I stood in contrast to these artists, we shared a trajectory 
in that we believed that if we first saw our work in a history book, then a living would fall 
into place; perhaps by magic.

People just weren't as connected at that time - before the internet - with what others were 
doing simultaneous; you weren't in by-the-minute competition within a google of media.  
If The New York times had thought to put you front and center one week, and you'd been 
on National Public Radio the next, and a who's-who list of a fashion rag, an artist was 
described as sensation.  Alternative to this, was Madonna's new hit 'like a virgin'.

And in that world, while colleagues responded with shock to my age, I was offered some 
amount of money to wear a pair of Japanese pants I could never have afforded, and 
stopped to sign autographs here and there. New York City seems quaint in this hindsight.  
And, as will only happen in such a circumstance, I was hastily offered a new commission 
for a work to premiere at Lincoln Center for the Performing Arts, the same year.  Their 
publicity called me the 'wünderkind'.

While afforded opportunity from intelligentsia - many of whom, ironically, asked that I 
remember them someday - regarding this theater company, Ridge, I would never feel at 
home among it's members.  They didn't like me at all, basically.  And more importantly, 
they resented me.  More importantly I say, because while thunderous, hatreds tend to find 
their balance in a calm after release; and can even be laughed at someday, that's important.  
Resentment, though, simmers in the background; it whispers its plans behind parties and 
cake, and a toast ingrained with such animus lays long upon that level just beneath our 
perception, and is never homeless again.

Over the process of rehearsal, I'd found myself in battle with a direction which - instead of 
its musicality or nuance - focused on aspects such as, how Jack Benny was 'probably a 

http://youtu.be/vd8Y92Vljh0


faggot'.  And all the hilarity which ensued from lambasting him as a generalized pervert - 
and for no discernible reason - was distraction to composition.  Ham handed, but described 
to me as exemplifying 'rock and roll'.  But stranger than this, to me, performers viewed 
their being asked to repeat actions with exactitude, and in loops of action, as an insult 
beyond measure.  'Trademark improvisation' was a term I heard several times.



----4----

Who I did feel at home with, were the people at Phil and Candy's.  And although I was not 
beloved by all who passed through there - and not deserving to be - it came to be the only 
sense of family I'd ever known.

Phil at the Kiev Restaurant on 2nd Ave., circa. 1990  © Allen Ginsberg Estate

And regarding the opera I've just referenced, it would never be seen again. 

Having trustingly described the full contents of my apartment to a local heroin-addict, on 
St. Mark's Avenue one day, I was promptly relieved of my recording studio in the amount 
of time it took for me to go to the store and back, that evening.  And along with it, all of 
the work I'd created to that point.  I'd never bothered to make backups of anything.

Despite the opera disappearing in physicality, the question, "Are we now to expect a 
generation of television operas?", remained, and became a zeitgeist of the era.  And as I've 
mentioned earlier, while Phil and other 'minilmalist' composers had well established the 
use of repetition in music, I'd extended the idea to dramatic events, and this became a 
spirit of the time, I'd notice - credited to me more by colleagues than by the artists who 
they were mentioning.  And, where Phil had been known for operatic works about famous 
historical figures - Gandhi, Einstein, Lincoln - I had created a (so called) opera about the 
medium of television, and it was difficult not to notice that then followed a slew of such 
subjects.  Someone else made an opera about Ed Sullivan, for example, and another about 
a television talk-show called Jerry Springer.  And so, it did fit snuggly into a narrative 
about 'television culture', which the editors of Art Forum, or The Village Voice fixated on 
in that era.

I'm gonna' get kind'a composer'y for a second, if you don't mind:

I didn't want to be tied to pre-recorded source material like a television show anymore.  Or 
to cater to the assumptions about what my next works would be - all television related.

So from my next work on, I would use the same techniques, without having to resort to 
sampling someone else's creations; finding it rather distasteful that other musicians were 
then routinely doing so, and owing to new technologies.  Musicians like Public Enemy 
certainly did this to brilliant effect while others, such as Vanilla Ice, were simply taking 
the work of others and adding occasional 'uh-huh-yeah!'s.  I found this gauche and an 
admittance to a lack of skill.  Not to mention, I had luckily avoided a major law suit just 
then, after the granddaughter of Jack Benny declared my opera to be 'delightful', and not a 
massive violation of copyright. I'd still received harsh words of reprimand from Phil's 
ancient attorney Harold Orenstein, however; who used to scream at his secretary for her 
use of punctuation, his adding up the overall costs of commas over the course of a year.

Regarding the flagrant violation of copyright in my first opera, some 20 years later, I was 
enthusiastically contacted by a person representing Mr. Benny's archive, hoping to acquire 
a recording of the opera for that purpose.  And I didn't have one for her.  This came after 



I'd happened to see a book about Benny's life on the shelf years later, and picked it up to 
read the forward and found myself mentioned there, inexplicably.  It's touching to me now, 
that this would be what remained.  Unobserved by others, resoundingly personal.  These 
kind of things seem, to me, similar in tone to speaking with ones creator.   It's been 
frequent for author, that tap on this; this type of experience in life, wherein otherwise 
other'ly things have responded to me, and very personally, and thereafter lay unnoticed.  
And while utterly irrelevant to a monied-history it is conscious, this recognition. It lay 
unnoticed for it having transcended in individuation; the outsider.

Instead of continuing to sample television - yeah, we'll talk about sudden changes of 
subject, later also - I started assembling a collection of sound-effects; I know that doesn't 
read as very exciting on the page, but this was a big, fucking deal for me: isolated sounds!

These were expensive collections - before piracy made all things free - for use in movies 
and professional soundtrack creation, and purchased for me by Phil's new recording label, 
'Point Music'; to which I'd been recently signed.   What I mean by isolated sounds is, if a 
telephone was called for in a scene, one could choose it's ring from any variety of timbres 
and pitches, along with a separate recording of receiver being lifted, and another of it 
being set down - I could construct situations sound by sound now, and of any description, 
and then apply my style of deconstruction to what I'd assembled. This freed me from being 
bound to someone else's material, while retaining the effect.  You follow this, right?  If the 
elements were separate, I could - as a composer - assure the alignment of their internal 
rhythms to an overarching tempo.  This is my obsession as a composer: the musicality of 
perception, memories align like harmony'ed phrases to tempo.  It's just a truth.

And I get that this part is boring, if you're not a composer, so hang on.

I would still use the method of repetition in the events, and more traditional underscoring 
to enhance it's structures, but no more use of any events which I hadn't scripted myself. 
For this reason, I came to find the term 'found sound' to be revolting, although reviewers 
would insist on describing it in such terms.  And, my works would always come with an 
insistence that performers provide the accompanying visual, in silence. The gestures 
notated for performers, after the Benny opera, called for more and more specific 
choreography to correspond with them, as not only providing an 'animated' visual, but as 
an integral aspect of composition; the performers role was to accentuate, in the viewers 
mind, the musicality of the soundtrack that accompanied their movement; and this was 
getting more subtle now.  After being commissioned for a new opera to premiere that 
summer, I chose as my subject, The Manson Family.

'The Manson Family (An Opera)', when it premiered at Alice Tully Hall at Lincoln Center 
in the summer of 1990, would absolutely eradicate any use of the word, 'delightful'. It also 
wasn't finished in time.  A very annoyed Jed Wheeler was heard to comment, "You have 
half an opera!"  Having had a copy of the book 'Helter Skelter' thrust into my hands by 
Bob that sweltering summer, I was struck not only by how much theatricality Charles 
Manson seemed possessed by, but also by how similar his psychological techniques were 
to Storm Alligator's - sans any drugs or orgies at The House of Alligator - the spirit of 
intimidation was consistent. The rhythmic cadence in which he recited his cosmic check-
list; the loose connection of subjects, interspersed with examples of the comically 
anecdotal. Also striking to me, was how very much Susan Atkins - one of the 3 girls 
eventually sentenced to death for the Tate/La Bianca murders, which Manson oversaw - 
looked like a woman I had fallen desperately in love with, during my first production, 
Paige.

Paige was not a 'nuanced' actress. But instead would simply vibrate with such psychotic 
intensity as to literally froth at the mouth. It certainly sent chills through anyone who 
would witness her. And she would repeatedly throw me into walls and furniture, as a way 
of expressing endearment. Whatever subtle peaks and valleys one had attempted to build 
into a section of dialogue, Paige couldn't help but scream each line at full intensity, 



through tears of rage at entrance.  But, she was magnetic. And this older girl would pull 
me into the most cliche'd bizarreness that one could expect to see in the Lower East Side 
of the early 1990's; a world where it wasn't uncommon to step over bodies on the street, 
and where walking home at night might easily get you hurt. And, a world where it seemed 
that every friend of a friend had AIDS, suddenly.

Public Enemy's 'Fight the Power' was the soundtrack to that summer, and it wasn't unheard 
of to be attacked by wilding gangs, or confronted by a person who believed themselves to 
be from Venus. As it truly was the wild west, the East Village of these years. And Paige 
was a more experienced hand, at finding the cheapest soup, or another place to crash 
(despite someone's cat having fallen out the window at the place before). And, she 
assumed the role of ardent ass-kicker: "Not good enough, Moran!", she would shout 
without pause, so as to block out any trace of the work she was supposedly critiquing.  
And, she was a film-maker.

Her current project, was a film of my penis being tickled by a large red feather, intercut 
with scenes of her seducing strangers who she'd encountered and then had asked into her 
apartment; all to a blistering soundtrack supplied by Elliot Sharp. This work, to my 
surprise, premiered at Anthology Film Archives - probably in repayment for a scene she'd 
described, wherein it's director had apparently chased her around a table wearing a 
monster-mask.  And in this new world, never needing a job, and seeing my penis projected 
on a 50 foot screen at the local cinema, I felt life to be surreal. Paige and I were constant 
companions, her living just a block down the street from Phil and Candy's, eventually, and 
across the street from the The Hells Angels headquarters.

The Hells Angels in the 1990's had a tradition of holding a 4th of July bash each year, and 
it was known throughout the neighborhood that the sensible left town. The police, at that 
time, were afraid of them, as the Angels made it no secret that behind the blazing skull 
which adorned the facade of their building, lay a fortress of weaponry. So during that 
year's celebration, when a coffee-can filled with gun powder had sent a shard of tin 
through the neck of a young bystander, beheading the boy in the process, and splashing 
blood across Paige's 2nd floor window, the police were finally called in to calm things 
down. Reluctant to knock on the door of that fortress, they lined up across the street  
instead, as if in a tense standoff.   How different the militarized East Village now, after 
gentrification and 911.  Indeed, there was a homeless shelter down the street at the time, 
and Phil would often recount that the reason he was able to afford this home, then still on a 
taxi-cab's wages, was because the neighborhood was so dangerous.

You're 41, you're tired. Your walking home from the office, or after picking up some dog 
food, and you are confronted by a young woman, barely dressed - thighs rippling with 
intensity and frothing at the mouth - stabbing a skinny young man in the stomach with an 
umbrella, shouting "Let's get fucking married! Let's...get...fucking...married!', while the 
pages of a Helter Skelter are dancing their way down the sidewalk; this would be Paige 
and John.

Or, perhaps you're annoyingly distracted from a piano recital which you had paid good 
money to attend - by the adolescent shenanigans of the duo behind you - and upon turning 
around to complain, found yourself shush'ed instead, by the composers girlfriend who 
protects them.  Candy Jernigan was our protector.



'Found Dope' by Candy Jernigan

Candy maintained a cataloguing of otherwise mundane items, having determined that art 
was a collection of evidence. Perhaps a series of detailed maps, to indicate the precise 
location of all the empty crack vials she'd observed on Houston Street that year, or the 
corpse of a dead rat.  As influenced as I am by Carl Jung in life, Candy was guided by 
Freud.  And if Candy cared about you, there was a file. A cataloging of everything which 
had somehow defined you in her mind. A list of your favorite soft drinks, or a note that 
you had left.

So when I would attach a suicide note to the banister of the house, before slamming the 
front door dramatically, I'd feel secretly assured that Candy somehow looked forward to 
the event. 'To the files!', you could sense her thinking, trying to appear more stern than she 
was able to be. She was a maternal figure; but more like a sister or an aunt, who had 
stepped into that role in replacement. "No more bong-hits until you've cleaned up that 
computer-room, Mister!" Candy was the guardian of a house of far too many coming's and 
going's to keep track of, and where I was considered by her to be the person most apt to be 
in charge, when she and Phil would spend months traveling.  Those summers left alone 
there, to live in the house and take care of the birds, subservient only and sometimes to 
Phil's actual children, seemed to me a lifetime at that point.

When Candy was home, and Phil was away - usually for a month or two at a time - Candy 
supported the notion that Phil's studio, adjacent to hers, was for my use. I could bang on 
that Steinway at 5am, blasting the loop of a car siren, while some poor soul tried to sleep 
above, and would never be made to feel I should have been doing anything else.  Can you 
imagine the generosity?

I know I appear quite flippant, about all this.  But I took the opportunity very seriously: I 
am a composer.  Phil would often give me assignments, such as, "John, I want you to have 
as your goal, writing at least one opera a year.  That way, if you work for 20 years, or 30 
years, you'll have 20 or 30 operas!"  So my careening through these rooms in wee hours 
that way, was my employ to cosmic assignment.

When he wasn't on tour, the premise of my working in his room was altered only in that, 
between 5am and 5pm, I would need to vacate and to gentle admonishment. Every 
morning at 5am, as I began to tire from a night of frantic B-lines, I would hear the short 
creaks of Phil stirring in the rooms above me; no doubt to begin meditation.  Then 6am, 
and the long squeak of the door to his studio, where I clung to remaining moments, a glass 
of peppermint tea in his hand; he'd walk towards the nook where I worked on my scripts, 
to look over the roll of faxes at my right, which had piled up on the floor like spaghetti.  
And repetitious as we both were, would peer over my shoulder to the screen, 'Good 
morning...Maestro. What is this you're working on, John?'

Confounded today by the safety he afforded me.  It got to be an inside joke between us 



that whenever I peered sheepishly through doorways, Phil would calmly remark without 
looking up, "No I'm not mad at you, John." That might include such scenarios as my 
having just spilled my bong over the score he was working on, or in whatever way 
careless in limb and speech.  Returning from one tour, I heard him enter the house above 
me, drop his luggage and sit down at the piano to begin a familiar ode; when he was 
apparently taken by a sudden burst of inspiration, to create a style of music abstract in 
structure, angry and utterly atonal.  I climbed the stairs from the basement - impressed, 
really - to ask what had inspired him; where it was revealed to be him standing with a rag 
in hand, "Is this pot in my piano keys, John?"

Over these years, Phil and Candy, Paige and Stokes and I could be seen going everywhere 
together.  Every one of Phil's performances, certainly: kicking at each other in front rows, 
a crew with little need for decorums.  And the months when Phil would be away with 
touring, we 4 remaining would behave like children, all manner of drama ensuing. 

Although Paige and I would be glued to each other for years, her constant refusal to define 
it as a relationship would send me into inconsolable rages, firing her, and moments later 
re-hiring her to star in a new production based on that very event.  We had traumatic 
breakups the way others order takeout.  And it was ridiculous, that we spent all of our time 
for years together, arguing about whether or not we were together.  Paige and I had a very 
bizarre sex life, competing over who could lure the other into masturbating, the moment 
others had left the room; this changed me, I will admit. But instead of dwelling on 
specifics, I'll just say that we were extremely childish individuals aspiring to live out 
Cowboy Mouth or Waiting for Godot.  I think, if you're a certain kind of artist, your first 
choice is always a stage, over sex.  It's just a given, like preference.  But after that, when 
you're not on stage, well.  You end up a total pervert.  And, the whole notion of perversion 
itself, covers a heck of a lot of ground, eventuating to levels of how that thing must look 
when sitting there.    

Here's a perversion; when I'd turn in new script to Paige, as a first order of business she'd 
count the number of words belonging to her character: "118 words, Moran! Give me 
something to work with!  I need words, Moran!"  Paige had another strange habit of 
always having a cigarette in her mouth, but refusing to ever light it.  Instead, she would 
chomp on them, twisting and smearing each one with lipstick, until it would fall apart, and 
had a pack-a-day habit in this manner.  Having no furniture in her apartment, she would sit 
over a typewriter on the wooden floor, echo'y and attempting to bang out a novel, counting 
the words as she typed.  There was one effort in which I was lead character, described as 
without emotion: 'The Ice Man'.  To this day, I find the description perplexing.

When you spend a lifetime being referred to by others as 'crazy', it can be a comforting 
respite to occasionally be able to point towards someone else's behavior, as intermission to 
your own.  And one such occasion was when Paige had broken into one of my apartments 
while I was away, and left a hundred notes on the walls and floor, each in her peculiar 
style of writing; endless streams of consciousness which spiraled inward towards their 
center. That week, Paige was the subject of concern by all concerned.  And, I enjoyed the 
rare opportunity to be able to feign an indignation; "I simply cannot be expected to tolerate 
this kind of behavior!"

A bit non sequitur, but as a valid definition of synchronicity, remember the following 
anecdote (for later): Paige and I en route to meet Candy one evening, heard a voice calling 
down to the street from above; "Are you guys lovers?", the young woman mocked we 
below to incite.  To which I responded, arrested in thought, "Sometimes....yeah!"  "Good 
answer!", came the reply.



Susan Atkins at Spahn's Movie-Ranch, 1969

Can we talk about music and theater for a moment? 'The Manson Family (An Opera)', was 
some trippy - assed - shit: 'Susan Atkins on Night Highway 2' finds our heroin lost on the 
highway of her mind, repeatedly flattened by oncoming traffic; her ghost speaks, and all 
this is punctuated by appendix pains at her side, to define it's musical interval.

Encouraged by such works as Robert Wilson's 'The Civil Wars', I felt modern-opera 
aspired  to be something utterly nonsensical. The artistic constructs of this zeitgeist said 
that portraying an actual 'story' would be trite. And when stuffier components of the art 
world complained that I'd '...dragged the name of Lincoln Center through the mud', I didn't 
understand why. My opera didn't 'glorify' Charles Manson; it simulated the horrors of an 
acid trip.

Right-wing politician Patrick Buchanan reached me by telephone that month, to ask if I'd 
received government funding for these efforts, and I didn't think twice about answering 
him; "Yes!" This resulted in my work being used as an example of government waste, on 
the floor of The United States Senate that month. And, Senator Jessie Helms had launched 
a campaign against any and all artists who'd received funding from the National 
Endowment for the Arts, to create anything which he found personally offensive; which 
meant everything.

Audio:
'Susan Atkins on Night Highway 2'

'The Manson Family (An Opera)'
http://youtu.be/xOeE1lr7ERk

And none of me was rendered less offensive to this view, by my having recently 
befriended former Family member, Susan Atkins, after arranging an interview with her by 
telephone, from where she served a life-sentence for the murder of actress Sharon Tate and 
numerous others, in 1969.  While I was, I believe, the only person she had granted an 
interview to from around 1970 forward, what began as a conversation in which she simply 
stated that she had little interest in (and zero love for) Charles Manson over her decades 
since - finally coming down from a 5 year acid trip, and realizing that she had been 
sentenced to death, for one of the most infamous murder sprees in American history - 
would live the rest of her life in The California Institute for Women.

Then 40 years old, and clearly shaped into different disposition by 20 of these in prison, 
Susan and I developed what would become a penpalship; and a friendship which rarely 
discussed Charles Manson. I do know what she did, of course.  And I don't think there is a 
way to sum up the horrors that were the Manson Family, in this account.  Except that the 
brutal and shocking murders of those they encountered were infamous, changed American 
culture forever, and seemed to me would not be elucidated by my comment.  Having 
become accustomed to daily overdose of LSD while living with Charles Manson on an 
abandoned movie-set in the center of Death Valley.  Can you imagine?

http://youtu.be/xOeE1lr7ERk


Susan Atkins (left), Patricia Krenwinkel and Leslie Van Houten

The photo above is of Susan, Patricia Krenwinkel and Leslie Van Houten, skipping their 
way from the courtroom, having just been sentenced to death.  From their posture, they are 
apparently still in belief that Charles Manson is Jesus, and that 'Helter Skelter is a'comin' 
down fast, as prophesied by the 4 horsemen of the apocalypse (aka The Beatles).  Despite 
all the horrible crimes we have come to be so accustomed to in the United States, since 
then, words cannot express the unrivaled insanity of The Manson Family.

Audio:
'Good Morning, it's The Beatles!'

'The Manson Family (An Opera)'
http://youtu.be/1VNpv4dHlng

I could never say with certainty, what Susan's thoughts could have possibly been.  If you 
know what happened, I mean, come on.  That ones life could spin that far out of control at 
the age of 19.  I could just 'almost' relate to a certain point; and after that not at all.  I only 
knew that the first thing she'd asked me, after hello's was, 'I don't usually give interviews.  
But I needed to ask you, how did you know so much what it felt like to be there?'

What was a stunning coincidence, to me, was how very much Susan Atkins resembled 
Paige.  And this had been jumping off point for many a fantasy, tinged by horrors too 
distant to seem real.  And yet here now, iconic subject is sending me Christmas cards each 
year.

One person in full support of my writing about The Manson Family, was Allen Ginsberg. 
After I'd attempted to tattoo my face (employing the method which Storm had) while I 
was with Ridge performing 'Jack Benny' in Baltimore - Phil having remarked, earlier, 
"Can't you wear the cross of suffering in magic-marker, John?" - I was rushed back to 
Phil's, again, after collapsing during a performance in the fever of hepatitis.  And that 
evening I found Laurie Anderson and Allen over for dinner, and me unable to sit upright.

Laurie Anderson was never particularly warm and would lift her nose to me.  But Allen, 
seeing that I was very ill that evening, thought to sit me down and give me a comforting 
back rub and a cup of tea, before leaning in to whisper, "I just came from a meeting of the 
man-boy love association." After vomiting all over Phil's couch for a month (due only to 
the hepatitis), I would come to adore Allen Ginsberg.

Allen took a professorial role in my life, immediately; and berated me for not knowing the 
work of artists which he admired most. "How can you move forward if you don't know 
your history!" Long lists of names - which he certainly knew I'd never heard of before - 
each accompanied by perfunctory outrage, as we moved further down the list. "We have a 
young man here who doesn't know his history!", he would call out.  But Allen could really 
blast someone, by this time in his life.

http://youtu.be/1VNpv4dHlng


Allen Ginsberg, circa. 1990 © Allen Ginsberg Estate

He and I sitting in King Tut's WaWa Hut - a junky hangout and coffee shop on Avenue A 
of these days - when someone thought to interrupt briefly, to compliment Allen on fame. 
Unlike most celebrities, who would end it with a 'thank you very much', Allen was 
enraged. "How dare you interrupt us in the middle of a conversation!", he cut loudly at 
halt of room. "I'm so sorry!" came the meek response from a man trying to inch himself 
away now, at which Allen leaned in for the kill; 10, painful minutes in real-time followed, 
wherein Allen ripped this person to shreds, before finally releasing the poor man from his 
mental talons.

"I'm not showing a picture of your asshole!", Jed Wheeler shouted during a car ride back 
from Philadelphia, where they'd been rehearsing Phil's 'Hydrogen Jukebox' which had 
featured Allen's texts, and myself in tow for the education. "Show a picture of my 
asshole!",  Allen demanded indignantly, "Why not?!"  "Because no one wants to see your 
asshole!", Jed replied.  "It's the asshole of a human being, Jed!  You do know you have an 
one, don't you?" - he was always pit-bull to your embarrassments, Allen.  

One dreamy fall afternoon, whilst strolling together - and just after a colleague of Allen's 
had died (I'm a fool not to remember who it was) trying to wax philosophic, I stated, 
"Well, he was pretty old. Maybe he was ready to die." Over the remainder of that day I 
was lectured at full volume, on how little a brat like myself could possibly comprehend an 
older human being, let alone a subject like their mortality. And he was right.

While in some ways, these descriptions of Allen may sound a bit abusive in my telling, I 
would say that the effects of having been bitched out by Allen, over the years ahead for 
one, were always a positive.  He was 'the destroyer', and changed the way I viewed 
mortality.  He had transformed his life into an archetype which Jung would call, 'The Mad 
Monk'; a very particular form of transcendence which cannot be faked.

Allen and I would come to do several projects together in the future, including his voicing 
a character for my opera 'Mathew in the School of Life'.  But for now, he was simply a guy 
who enjoyed testing my medal, yelling at me a lot, and telling everyone else to look at me.  
I would say, that while some would scoff from the environment, Allen took my 
apprenticeship to Phil as seriously as I did, and would frequently reference this in the most 
formal of terms.   He understood me, Allen.
 



-------5-------

After The Manson production at Lincoln Center, I wanted to get away from the group 
which had been presenting my works of the last 2 seasons.  Even though I did enjoy some 
of their personal friendships, they wouldn't allow me to be at the stage, myself; this was a 
confusing dynamic, and ever growing in resentment.

And while Phil and I would rarely discuss 'how to compose', or something so base, we 
spent daily hours in tutelage of career.  Phil would startle buoyantly in these days, and say 
'Oh yes, John, I was thinking of you!  There's something important we need to discuss. So 
let's say...[insert strangely, exacting time here; like 2:20 to 2:45].", in which he'd advise the 
steps of career.  And, would often point out to me, that this group had attempted to 
overstep what he called the boundaries of 'professional crediting' - asserting a blanket 
crediting for things which they simply hadn't done.  And on these occasions, in the past, 
Phil had gone into battle mode, in order to see this corrected.  And each time that occurred, 
the resentment had grown more palpable.  So, I wanted to be away from it.

An example of scoring technique

My being unvetted and crazy, though, there were questions among producers as to whether 
I actually understood the processes of production, apart from having ideas.  So, I went to 
Ellen Stewart, around the corner from Phil's, and implored her for my own production, at 
last.

Ellen Stewart (La MaMa), circa. 1990

Ellen Stewart was, and remains, an Icon of New York City.  Having moved to Manhattan 
in 1950, Ellen had found employment at Sax Fifth Avenue as a seamstress, before going 
on to forge a path as a fashion-designer through the 1960's and 70's and, finally, opening 
the legendary (and faithfully avant-garde) 'La MaMa Experimental Theater Company' on 
East 4th Street between 2nd Avenue and Bowery.  If there was a famous actor or theater-
artist who arose in New York City between the 1970's and 90's, each of them would 
probably claim to owe Ellen Stewart their eternal gratitude. Aside from various movie-
stars, this list would include original premiers by figures like Samuel Beckett, and - dear 
reader perhaps not appreciating the fleeting reference here - the photo above, alone, of her 



standing in front of humble poster announcing Kantor's 'The Dead Class' would bring 
artists across Eastern Europe to their knees in tears, today.  This was a brilliant woman.

As legendary as La MaMa was, it was always broke.  And so, when I went to Ellen, asking 
if she might produce my third piece - unable to apply for funding myself, not having the 
non-profit organization required to receive funding - she agreed, as long as I could create a 
production without needing any money.  And, I could; because from somewhere - and I 
have never known from where - I found $5,000 had been donated as a budget for my first 
solo-effort.  Phil always swore it wasn't him; Candy knew, and refused to reveal who this 
patron was, despite my begging for months.  Whoever this person was; I loved you, and 
we sat together long evenings overlooking those twilights.  I asked Paige, and the young 
fellow who had originally played Manson at Lincoln Center, Daniel Harnett to join me, 
and began a chamber work for the 3 of us to perform.  And, I would be a performer, as 
well.  Lighting would be by Howard Thies, who was head lighting-designer and technical-
director at La MaMa, and who was, like me, obsessed with The Haunted Mansion, plus 
Paige's friend Robin Ford helped to construct a set of foam-core and paint.

'The Hospital' premiered at 'The Club' at La MaMa, in 1991.  And while there were very 
few artistic rules at La MaMa; there were in fact, 3; and these 3 rules were as serious and 
wildly eccentric as Ellen Stewart herself:

1) Absolutely no green could be used in a production. I cannot comment as to the origins of 
this rule, but she really meant it; as I learned when she threatened to cancel the show on 
opening night, upon seeing that our hospital scrubs were brightly so.  I think she felt truly 
hurt that I had ignored her warning.

2) A work needed to be repeatable - and I adored her for this aesthetic.  Ellen would often 
interrupt a rehearsal, as she ghosted about these caverns, to lecture on the need for 
repeatability and exactitude.

3) Finally, before any performance could begin, Ellen must stand center-stage, to ring a 
small hand-bell; a tradition strictly observed.  In these days, the idea of 'Pre-Show' (as we 
called it) was very important to me, stemming from my love of Disneyland, where an 
audience walks into an environment well begun, and from there a seamless transition into 
performance.  And while I now, in hindsight, adore the idea of Ellen - inching her aching 
frame to the stage over the course of long minutes and long years - and ringing that bell 
dramatically - at the time, I found it frustrating and bewildering.  Nevertheless, this was 
Ellen's home; as she lived above these stages.

Review: Hospital, by Protege of Glass
By JOHN ROCKWELL
Published: April 7, 1991

Mr. Moran has now formed his own ensemble, and serves as his own director. He is also 
appearing onstage for the first time here, which is good, because like so many modern-
dance choreographers (Merce Cunningham, Twyla Tharp, Mark Morris), he is far and 
away his own best performer -- engaging, sexy and scary.

They had this understated style, The New York Times - most notably my hero of the age, 
John Rockwell - but if you translate its speak, review had forged for me a key; and made 
knock on former colleagues for good measure.

It is my device here, employing The New York Times to define landmarks for reader.  But 
nevertheless, here is call and there is response again.  Dreaming in Nebraska on these 
words, 'The New York Times'; I'd repeated its name in longing, piano'ed phrase.  Without 
content, for me and in blocks of black and grey, but chalked in the run of a rainy day 
pastel; the grey lady.  'New York Times', you have been elevated to lofty position in 
melancholia aside the likes of yellow school bus.



The Village Voice, by contrast was cast in black and blue, and routinely relied on 
hipsterism, and offered as its elucidations, 'If you have to ask, then you won't understand'; 
and all of us, in turns, would find ourselves annoyed or bemused by The Village Voice on 
various Wednesdays. But it had it's purposes; and an invaluable resource for those wishing 
to procure the services of transsexual-prostitute.  

The New York Times had a more inclusive view of the art-world, though, and this 
elevated, in my view (apart from yellow school bus).  Your review in it's pages would find 
home next door to artists quite different from yourself, and by consequence you would 
learn things.  Or you could.  Aging conductor co-mingled there with jazz musicians and 
painters; and The Times would review one's work for itself, each artist an individual.  In 
this way, The Village Voice seemed more invested in matters of lunch-room, and 
militarizing seniorities.

John Rockwell
Head critic and editor of The New York Times arts section, circa. 1990

Not everyone enjoyed reading Mr. Rockwell's critiques as much as I, of course; he could 
present as antagonist. Phil had an oft' told anecdote wherein the two of them inadvertently 
shared a long plane ride home, from a premiere of Phil's overseas. Rockwell apparently 
waxed poetic throughout the journey, before ruthlessly panning the opera the next day in 
his 'Arts & Leisure' section. This equated to a production losing money, you see.  So, from 
that point on, every time I would childishly exclaim Rockwell to be 'the greatest', I could 
observe Phil at corner of my ear, mumbling a grumpy, 'hmm'.  Another review, towards a 
composer who - without naming names - I felt was probably a little 'too influenced' by 
Phil myself, was nevertheless was so merciless that, I believe, the man would give up 
composing.  John Rockwell could be a wild card.

'The Hospital', in terms of a dramatic work, had absolutely no meaning whatsoever. But 
it's small number of performers, allowed me to concentrate, undistracted, on complex 
patterns and structures, in a way that the chaos of earlier productions had not. Despite the 
positive attention it received, I never saved a copy, as it was, in essence, an exercise of 
perception.

If Paige positions this cart in front of herself, facing towards the audience, so that it 
obscures our view of her from the waist down, and she moves her hips in just the right 
way, while slightly realigning the cart as she does, to the pre-recorded sounds of these 
wheels and her walking and the events which she is passing, she will appear for all the 
world to be moving forward through an endless hallway, while remaining center-stage. 
The power of suggestion that comes from the use of well mixed sound-effects combined 
with gesture is startling.  I felt I was back at home in my parents house again, creating 
such illusions, but with better equipment and the steady hands of Howard Thies next to 
mine.  He was brilliant, this man.

These types of illusions, which primarily relied on sound and movement - and intricate 
lighting by Howard - entranced me so, that entire scenes were in reliance upon illusion. 
The scripts for this work, and those that would follow, looked more like overhead dance-
charts now. For, to know how many steps there were, between this and that position, and 
where in space they occurred, was essential for the sounds to appear as if they were 
emerging from that object or performer, as they moved about in front of you. I would close 
my eyes between the stereo speakers at Phil's, and imagine in advance a small stage 



floating there. The meaning was in the musicality of the actions setting; how much this 
could mess with your mind (especially in person).  The hospital being a place that was 
forefront in our minds, also, and which I imagined quite often, late at nights as I was 
working there at Phil's.

'Reckless Head', by Candy Jernigan

"No one is ready to die!", Allen had shouted at me on the street that afternoon, after my 
childish remark.  And he was right.

When Candy Jernigan died that year, no one was ready for it. Having complained of 
feeling tired and depressed - confusing changes in temperament - Candy was sure that she 
suffered from what was an oft' referenced illness of the day; Chronic Fatigue Syndrome. 
And after numerous doctors had tried to assure her that these problems were in her head - 
probably half in argument over whether Chronic Fatigue Syndrome existed or not - a later 
examination showed the problem to be a grapefruit-sized tumor, in her liver.  Amazing that 
experts can miss such things.

Rapidly, over the next weeks, Candy's complexion turned a hue of dark gold, and her 
stomach swelled to the proportions of a full-term pregnancy; she was in enormous pain. 
This happened so quickly, that most other people, at the time, were away. Phil was on tour 
in Italy, and other friends recoiled; New Yorker's have a way becoming quite 'busy' at 
emotionally awkward moments, truly, and will whisper they'll 'call you later.'  Indeed, 
while her stomach had stretched to these tensions, the rest of her body had withered, and if 
not prepared she was a sight most concerning.

I was confronted by how while in countless late night sessions, Candy and I had 
pontificated philosophic on the notion that we 'might die...someday' - our predictions 
usually involving scenarios of reefer, or some kind of wild party - when suddenly faced 
with reality, it wasn't the time at all for such things.   She was terrified.  And far younger 
than my age, now.  This woman who had cared for me so, and protected me, now needed 
me to walk down the street as distraction, or sit there beside her and not say anything. Or 
else say anything.  And I didn't know what to do.  The most vivid memory of this time 
being that the two of us would not sleep for weeks; and the resentment I'd feel towards my 
body when finally overtaken.  She waking me up with coffee at 3am to continue.

Perfect timing: This was the moment that my cab-driving colleague from House of 
Alligator, announced himself at the doorway in New York.  Some time prior, 2 friends, 
unrelated, had stayed an evening with me at the house, when Phil and Candy had been 
away, and word of this had circulated.  And so this young fellow from Alligator's group 
surmised himself to be owed the same hospitality.

Allowing some moments on the porch, for him to assess the effects in me of Storm's 
diagnosis, it quickly became tiring; hillbilly mysticism, overwhelmed by new buildings, 
yet trying to puff in authority...it just couldn't hold here now.  Candy asserted herself then - 



our sleepless days in progress - at which point this young man, noting her condition, 
offered to serve as her 'spiritual guide'.  She declined his attentions, and when he insisted, 
he found himself promptly ejected.  While I will continue to, on some levels, marvel at 
Alligator's lifestyle of theatricality, seeing this follower then so grotesquely out of his 
element, and trying to assert himself into situations where he had nothing of value to offer: 
a cult-mentality really requires one to stay close at home.

Candy had learned these lessons in her own life, I know; her father a cult-leader, himself, 
she'd spent her youth among individuals who believed themselves to be 'waiting for 
UFOs'.  And, when this did not pan out, the next step, in her father's mind, was 'jamming 
his tongue down [Candy's] throat', before blowing his brains out across the driveway of 
the home he'd grown up in, on Mother's Day.  In this way, it was easy to understand her 
motivations in having wanted to provide me with a family. We were outsiders.

When Phil rushed back - her condition worsening faster than anyone would have imagined 
- he was not ready, either.  The two were married, over the course of some days, and 
Candy focused the rest of the attention she could muster on a panicked series of 
illustrations, depicting empty containers, revealed as lonely and on a small stage.

Phil and I, in a taxi-cab; the first of only 3 occasions he would ever shout at me, "I don't 
need more kids, John! I've already got a family!", held impatiently in the tight confines of 
a traffic jam, our cadence influenced by the squealing of windshield-wipers. Later that 
evening, returning home, and his asking to look over a score together; the phrasing of 
these violins.  Just help me to focus on a distraction, please.  And I did.   And, how little 
else I had done for this man - I would note to myself in future - in the absence of any 
demand.

It was extremely unfortunate that, in a literal sense, the ceiling would fall in this week; the 
kids having too rambunctious of a party, on the floor above; which furthered a sensation 
that all we had known was crumbling. Repairmen having come to replace it, Candy and I 
set about its repainting; she was determined to not sit idle, yet so distracted that each effort 
needed to be distracted from in turn.  To paint another in the series of containers, or paint 
the bedroom, or to simply stop and formulate all of those things one would have wanted to 
say; each decision a moral dilemma.  "I would miss you guys.", she paused with brush in 
hand.  "I would miss you, too.", we stared.  A short time later, she was in such pain, that 
she wanted to go to the hospital.  I'd printed a drawing I'd made for her, of constellations 
in deep space, and they taped it to the wall at her center of vision, in that new location. 
"Great haircut", were the last words to me.

After that, I was not allowed in the room again, as the adults had taken over. And, while I 
do think Candy would have wanted me to be - had she been more conscious - I can 
understand how inappropriate that seemed to others. I would have sat there talking about 
Disneyland.  And she would have tried to listen.

I remember feeling numbed by this 3rd confrontation with death. The first being my 
adoptive father, which also left me numb, but in that case for how he'd hated me.  The 
second being a young woman who'd committed suicide at Toad Hall, in the room next to 
mine. I remember complaining to the wall when I'd heard her thuds and thinking her 
inconsiderate; the next morning awoken by the sound of people breaking down her 



bedroom door.  Candy's aroused in me a numbness for different reasons.

I couldn't make myself go to her funeral, for fear I would lose the experience at the hands 
of grabbing strangers, who hadn't been there.  I stayed with the birds, instead.  As humans 
will swoop after having scattered, once the coast is clear.  And I was angry at them, for 
this.  While friends would claim their hadn't been time to say the things they'd wanted to, 
Candy and I we were able to talk through a lot of them; over the weeks of hours to fill.  
And I can advise you now, in confidence, that when envisioning how your death may 
unfold, concerning friends and connections, you should expect the opposite, outsider.  A 
scrap of paper on Candy's desk; 'All of them are against me'.  I don't know what she meant 
by this.

And, some of the people in Phil's enormous circle of association, do play pretty rough; 
chiming 'Nice to see you!', before turning their chairs to define their objects of ambition 
more clearly.  I do often wonder where the line is, between social convention and standing 
up to people when they are blatantly false.  And, with age, do we come to understand that 
they were afraid.  I don't know whether to put a question mark on that one.

There were other observances I'd be expected to re-punctuate as if unsure: Phil rushing 
home in a panic, and tossing a bag so unconcerned as to spill forth photos of himself and a 
woman, writing 'I love you' in the sand; I'm grateful that these aspects remained, for 
Candy, the stuff of intuition.

The birds would need to be cared for.  And I would need to be cared for, too; and Phil and 
the others would do their bests, over the years ahead; I recognize this.  I loved them.  Yet, I 
am the outsider; and that is no tame or harmless construct.  Outsiders do not view you at a 
distance from the sidelines but, in truth, from far too close. So threatening my proximity, 
that many ahead would wish for my non-existence.  I encountered you when off-stage; 
your illusions ceased.  You will someday resent me, for the archetype I am.



-----6-----

It was somewhere around this time, that - suddenly having a little more money in my 
pocket than I did a sense of future - I realized, in a moment of stunned awe, that I could 
actually go to Disneyland, instead of just thinking about it.  In fact, as opposed to being on 
vacation with family, I could stay for weeks on end; living in a hotel across the street, so 
that the park was my daily routine.  And what's more, during the off season - indeed at a 
time before some much needed revitalization took place - the park would be practically 
empty, and still running at full operation.  No longer the hour-long lines of my childhood - 
which I am sure have returned today - I could exit a ride, and then run to it's entrance 
unhindered; looping a ride for days.

Any solo adult, exhibiting this kind of behavior in the park - amplified by their taking 
exhaustive notes on the details around them - is a cause for concern, for employees.  After 
a few days, they will make their plain-clothed presence known, by sidling up nonchalantly 
to comment; "That candelabra has five candles.", or "Which department is it you're 
working for?"  Employees there are in hierarchy, and will not find themselves stationed at 
a beloved ride - such as The Pirates of the Caribbean or The Haunted Mansion - 
randomly. These are coveted positions, and have to be worked up to, both through time 
served and appreciative knowledge.  So, if I chose wisely, and stopped to explain my 
plight to the right employee - always careful not to impede the experience of an innocent 
family or child, overtly subservient to others; yet lagging behind, and testing the limits of 
how long I could just....'hang out' - I got away with a lot.  Not the least of which included 
learning where I could go, to get completely baked.  I don't think you could do this, today; 
it would result in a back-stage tour of which nearest exit would be highlight.

Disneyland, circa. 1990

I am a man of repeated viewings; when I like something, or am working, I will listen to or 
view the same thing hundreds, if not thousands of times.  In this way, constructions which 
otherwise gloss, break open - and this became my approach to Disneyland upon 
adulthood.  After countless rides through the Haunted Mansion, I'd come into habit of 
standing up to view those things behind and above, instead.  And, was often so close to 
stepping off cars that the ride would halt as teenagers implored by intercom, 'Please sit 
down, Sir!'  I had such enormous respect for these creations, though, that my intention was 
never to disturb.  I learned everything from this place.  And would simply wish to explain 
to them that I'd been offered carte blanche as a child.

The Haunted Mansion © Disney    

I had just returned from such a month, pulling into Manhattan's Greyhound bus-terminal, 



very late at night.  And at Disneyland had experienced the catharsis that Paige and I must 
be married, despite the fact that we'd just broken up, again. I had a trick-photography 
image of myself amid The Mad Tea Party, and felt it important that Paige view this image, 
ASAP.  Shouting back and forth over her doorway's intercom as the rain poured down, a 
Hell's Angels member finally added to the exchange, from his window above and across 
the street, "She doesn't fucking want it!". To which I suggested that he shut the fuck up, 
and may have added that he was a pussy. The next moments happened rather quickly, but 
basically, the man was going to kill me.  Phil was running towards me through the rain 
now, his robe and pajamas flailing. "John! I heard you all the way up the street!", and 
hauling me away at breakneck speed. I think we had a 'chat' then, back at the house, but I 
don't remember. What I do remember, is having to perform a peculiar series of diagonals 
each day, to avoid being in view of those headquarters again; they having the reputation of 
breaking skulls for much less.

I don't know if Phil, ultimately, saw the humor in these events, as I did; this was my sense 
of intimacy.  To go all the way in a drama, until it became rendered of the gods; it's 
nuances and moments eternal then; mythologic.  And one wouldn't be there, if they didn't 
care.  To others, though, exhausting.  What I never considered comical, was the work.  
And at this time, I had my 'first' album to prepare for - which was by contract to be the 
first of 4 releases over the next years.  I was so excited, having dreamed of such a moment 
since my first awareness of the world.  And I'd decided, as my first attempt, to completely 
rework the Manson opera.

Originally wishing the part of the prosecutor to go to David Bowie (having been truly 
enamored by Bowie in earlier times), I was informed by Phil that this may not be a wise 
decision. "The problem with some people, John, is that they begin to believe their own 
publicity!" And I took this on faith from him, as I always did; partly due to his having 
worked with Bowie just before, on their re-orchestration of the album 'Low'. Bowie I was 
told, might agree, and then likely not show up, having heard the word 'yes' too many times 
in his life.  And don't shoot the messenger here.  Frankly, I have no idea if that would have 
been true, or not. Maybe they'd had an argument.  Maybe it was among Phil's crafty 
techniques of letting me down easy. But whatever the reason, I was informed by another of 
the labels producers, Rory Johnston, that an interesting alternative might, in fact, be Iggy 
Pop.  Rory had tour-managed the infamous Sex Pistols' tour of the United States years 
earlier, and met Iggy in those circles, and so set up a meeting between us.

Jim (aka Iggy Pop)

Treading to Iggy's apartment on Avenue B, which was known to lurch over Tompkin's 
Square Park - Paige throwing me into fences along the way - I was struck when arriving 
by his well-meaning nature: Jim. His wife at the time, Suchi, whispered for him to 
remember his coat, or snapped with her eyes when he'd revert to the old days.  A line of 
this day has haunted me so, each day I've spent in Asia, of he and I looking at a 
photograph he'd once taken from the stage; a mob of beaming, Asian faces. "Is that...a boy 
or a girl, there?", concerning one cute individual.  And leaning in to widen his eyes, "Some 
of them ones, man, it gets pretty fuckin' hard to tell!"  The voice is everything in these 
memories.  And my point is that, yes, it has proven difficult.



After a few recording sessions for the album in 1991, we then became buddies over the 
next several years who, basically, had nothing to do. Hanging around with guitars, or 
going to get a burrito. Iggy became a childhood friend with notably grander moments; like 
when he would strut up onto the stage after small performances of mine, or dinners at 
fancy restaurants.  But mostly of the every day.  Jim would call up, and the first several 
minutes were in dedication to, "Shiiiiit, maaaan....fuckin' A, maaaan!": and this meant, let's 
kick around.  

Iggy used to say that the reason he liked the Manson album, was that it described for him 
the way he'd felt as a teenager. And in my own life of the time, I had recently rented a 
small and further-divided apartment which was by then of criminal proportions - so thin in 
fact, that I couldn't purchase a large container of milk, as the refrigerator was so close to 
the wall that the door couldn't open wide enough - and Iggy would come to hang out there 
in close quarters.

I'd attempted to make it my dream-home - by painting the ceiling gold, the walls deep red, 
and laying down black-and-white tile - and Iggy would remark that it felt like 'bein' inside 
a pack'a Marlboro's!' His heart-felt response to my arrogant assertion, that Bowie had 'lost 
his edge'; popping his eyes while exclaiming, "I think he's a pretty talented guy!  And a 
pretty nice guy, too! He let me stay on his couch once, when I didn't have any money, 
and...you know...." I realized in that moment, how little I knew about the figures I'd spent 
my youth mimicking, and was embarrassed to have simply repeated a heartless cliche 
which I'd overheard somewhere else that week.  Imagine palling around with your 
afternoon chum, and suddenly hearing the stuff of rock-and-roll legend being talked about 
in the first person, as we swung ourselves around the iron posts outside of Phil's, like kids 
playing hooky from school.

The thing that immediately comes to mind, however, in remembrance of Jim - despite our 
best attempts - was not being able to exit from somewhere, without being mobbed and 
finding myself excluded by strangers. And in this way, whatever we had been talking 
about, was immediately trampled over.  And, I could understand Allen being angry when it 
would happen.  Jim, on the other hand, would always (always) stop to greet each person, 
and this could play out for hours. Everyone had a story about meeting sometime in Philly, 
or Berlin, or after a concert anywhere. And Iggy would claim to remember them all; and, I 
wondered how he could.  It was as if he wanted everyone who had ever identified with 
him, to know that he had identified with them, as well.  As if he were afraid to be accused 
of snobbery, when in fact he never could be.  So, as frustrating as it could be to suddenly 
be outside of a circle in mid-conversation that way, one couldn't help but admire him for 
the effort.

Iggy seemed unsettled. "Yer spinnin' yer wheels again, Jim!", he'd say. And while my 
identity at this age was centered around a constant devotion to work, Iggy would remark in 
frustration, "I'm not doin' nuthin'!" "I'm forty! I'm fuckin' forty!", he'd complain to the 
buildings on Avenue C. And nothing did not satisfy. He exemplified to me a sadness, that 
I've come to understand can be further pronounced by the hope to be a good man.  For 
that, at times, seems a condition almost more impossible to maintain than stardom.

Being Iggy Pop afforded Jim means to take leave from New York for extended times, 
while changing his phone number monthly; so in this way his whims of friendship would 
enforce it's circumstance; but with enough reappearances to be observed as steady over the 
years ahead.



The Manson Family (An Opera), Point Music 1991

Initially received with great enthusiasm - featured in publications like Time Magazine and 
the like - the album received one poor review from (of all boring places) 'The Wall Street 
Journal'; wherein music critic, Mark Swed, complained that the work had, "refused to 
show Manson as the creep he really is."  This small, and otherwise insignificant review, 
would set off a chain of events so absurd, they still prove difficult to believe.

Charles Manson - unbeknownst to me (we having never communicated) - apparently read 
this review, from where he was serving a life-sentence at San Quentin, and took offense at 
having been called a 'creep' (I know, you'd think he'd be used to it).  Manson then took it 
upon himself to pen a letter of complaint to Mr. Swed; a long and rambling retort, 
containing such notable quotations as, "Moran is leveling the moon-karma over your cities 
at night!", and, "I have a friend named Crazy Horse."

Now, while most would have chalked this up to comical anecdote - for retelling at dinner 
parties, or the like - Mr. Swed was not of this proclivity.  Instead, in a panic, he ran to his 
colleague, Lisa Altman - who in a game of musical-chairs, had found herself head of A&R 
at Phillips Classic/Polygram, and was thus overseeing my contract - Mr. Swed exclaiming 
to her (as it was phrased to me, at least), 'The Manson Family is after me!'

Having been primarily concerned with her new fur coat and redecorated office, Ms. 
Altman was shocked to learn that a 'member of The Manson Family' (as she referred to 
me, thereafter) had been allowed to put out a recording under her authority.  The drama 
was further escalated when she attempted to call me on the telephone that day, to find that 
the number she dialed had since been re-assigned; so that what she encountered, instead, 
was the pre-recorded message of a professional dominatrix, including a list of services.

Ms. Altman was inconsolable. 

Over the months ahead, well meaning people tried to convince Lisa to appreciate the 
humor of all this; that Charles Manson - firstly - was in no position to be 'after' anyone.  
And that the number she had called had not even belonged to me; my wife was (perhaps 
sadly) not a professional dominatrix.  But Lisa would hear none of it.

Part of the Manson opera's reputation at the time, was that it was among the first few 
albums to have had loud parental warning label plastered over its plastic, along with 
Public Enemy that year.  

So after a few months of trying to thwart its publicity, Lisa decided that the best thing to 
do, would be to pull the album from stores, internationally. And then pointed to the 
'disappointing numbers' which resulted, to bolster her explanations.  It was 'not even 
music', she'd said.
 



-------7-------

The day that Paige and I broke up, I was distraught.  I couldn't eat that day, or socialize, or 
speak of much anything else.  And it was a day which was characterized by off-putting 
extremes of emotion.  And, Paige and I broke up every day, for years and years. Finally, in 
pursuit of finding commercial work in Hollywood - although I never understood how she 
thought this possible, considering her peculiar talents - she moved to Hollywood after we 
recorded The Manson Family.

In the meantime, Ridge Theater had presented a new production, titled 'Jungle Movie'. I'd 
been married for a couple of months at the moment, to a woman I'd just met from Tokyo - 
a crazy story, that - and Mizuho was most vocal in complaint that evening, 'They totally 
ripped you off!'  Even more awkward for it being friends; here they were, lip-synch'ing 
and looping about the stage now. Ideas they'd hated originally, here they'd sought to 
appropriate.  There was, separately, a beautiful film created for the work, which was not in 
imitation that way.  But the bald-faced'ness of the attempt in its main offering; this man, its 
director, had tried to pass off a cheap imitation of my techniques.  But soothing to this, 
was that it hadn't worked very well.

It's 1992 now.  And were I alive, the character ahead would kill me for breathing this.  And 
I'm sorry.  Rebecca's father had been Peter Moore, a famed performance-photographer of 
the East Village, and she and I had been introduced earlier by members of the Fluxus 
group.  She took Paige's place on stage now, plus Daniel and Howard again and myself; 
we would perform 'The (Haunted) House' at La MaMa; another etude.

Rebecca Moore

Before this could happen, I would run to supporters in terror, though; "Ellen has banished 
me from La MaMa! And now she's dying! She banished me from La MaMa and she's 
dying!"

Indeed, after an argument over budgets with a struggling Meryl, in the offices below 
Ellen's, I was called to climb the long stairs to Ellen's floor the next day which oversaw 
the building; and there, was greeted by sombre image: Ellen, on her death-bed in the 
shadows of the room, surrounded by the fevered vigil of a trusted few, who parted then for 
Ellen to view, for herself, this vile betrayer.  And as one of her final decrees as Mama, 
extended with effort her shaking finger, there spotlighted in a stray beam of light which 
had found it's way through the heavy curtains; "I hereby...BANISH YOU...from La 
MaMa!"  To the shaming glances of former admirers, my descent through the floors below 
was long and arduous, capped by the realization upon reaching the exit that I had, in fact, 
lost everything.

Ellen Stewart
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"John!", Phil laughed unconcerned, upon hearing all this; "Ellen's been dying for 20 
years!" And truly, Ellen Stewart turned out to be more than active, for decades to follow; 
decades later receiving a lifetime-achievement award from the Emperor of Japan, of all 
people. And so, sure enough, it was arranged that I await Ellen by telephone at a 
designated time, some days later; nervous dialer fumbling the receiver to Ellen's ear, 
"I....am La MaMa.", she imparted, bypassing perfunctory greetings. "Yes. I know that, 
Ellen." "Everything...that is anything....I....am it's Mama.", she continued. "....yes." That 
was it; and I was back in, and had agreed to smaller budget.

'The (Haunted) House' was not to be benefitted by much in terms of publicity or budget, in 
fact; another exercise, then discarded, but which people seemed to enjoy.  Somewhere 
along the course of the production, I had created for Howard a scale model of the Haunted 
Mansion's exterior, which he would display atop his rickety computer, in his cluttered 
office below Ellen's, flanked by stacks of coffee cups and ashtrays.  Howard became dear 
friend, and a lighting-designer who implicitly seemed to understand the intentions of my 
works and would enhance the nuances he observed in them through hundreds of subtle 
light-cues; always perfectly timed to accentuate the cues in their soundtrack; it doesn't 
matter who Howard was, in that sense.  It matters who Howard 'was'.  He and I, alone in a 
theater at 3am more nights than I could recount here.  I would speak of Howard in vigil 
with technicians all over the world.  That is who he was for me.

The Village Voice had refused to attend, in pattern of those years, and John Rockwell - to 
my bereft expectations - had taken a position for the Times, in Paris.  And so, the review in 
the Times, saw edition a week or so after closing, authored by critic Allan Kozinn:

Review: Opera Without Singing, But With Scary Sounds
By ALLAN KOZINN

Published: April 16, 1992

There are many ways one might describe Mr. Moran's operas, but operatic, in the word's traditional 
usage, is not a description that leaps to mind. They are unquestionably theatrical. They are also 
musical, though they shun such central operatic elements as showy vocal acrobatics and, more 
fundamentally, the creation of characters through the shaping of vocal lines.

There is no singing in "The (Haunted) House." All the dialogue is spoken. Some might argue that 
there is no music, either. Mr. Moran's sound track, after all, is made largely of horror house sound 
effects: evil, resonant male laughter, female screams, squeaking floorboards, animal howls, thunder, 
wind, torrential rain and tolling bells. His musical overlays tend to be referential rather than original. 
There is a touch of the Chopin "Funeral March" and fleeting slivers of Rossini and Verdi. The 
references, in fact, were not so much to the quoted works as to their use in cartoons and television 
programs.

But it would be wrong to overlook the clever musicality with which Mr. Moran has stitched together 
these materials to make a functional and cohesive electronic work. The sections of the score that 
accompany the three characters' soliloquys paint different kinds of madness. Yet the effects also 
create the sense of a close but unhealthy bond among the three.

It's not a 'bad' review, certainly.  Reading it today, it's not half as uncomplimentary as I 
perceived it to be at the time. And Mr. Kozinn, I have observed to be an intelligent man.  
Incidentally, I would be skipping over all of these reviews in your shoes, as well.  

I often found, among 'music' reviewers, that they were ill-equipped to comment on my 
work - particularly beginning at this time, and increasingly over years ahead - in their not 
knowing what to listen for; it's musical events glossed over, deceptively mundane, and the 
underscoring I provided to enhance it's structures, was perceived by them to be the music, 
in it's totality. They make references to 'sounds', of course, but are unable to elucidate 
much on their structure or intent the way a reviewer would a work of 'music', normally. 

http://goo.gl/Irbh12


And that was a frustration for me as composer.  These reviewers often seemed to me, like 
younger minds who picked at exotic foods and determined which aspects were edible by 
comparison to what they had known before; quelled in the end with orders of cola and 
cheeseburgers.  In fairness, I enjoyed writing that line far more than it is deserved to be 
said of Mr. Kozinn; it is my critique, rather, of music reviews describing only the action it 
was designed to coincide with; the use of 'sounds' after all, being commonplace in modern 
composition.  It's that we lacked a language for new music.

I felt this obvious - and to my visible frustration - when a generation (deemed 'real' 
composers, owing to instrumentation) undeniably beholden to Glass and Reich; other 
elements perhaps laid on thin, but not so much as to disturb them as regurgitation - were 
described, in turn, as the 'next step in minimalism'; owing to the baby steps they took, with 
all the sureness of a toddler who still reached for the hand of mother.  The tried and true, 
slightly elaborated, described by them as 'groundbreaking'.

My music had become too subtle for the music world to recognize; things like entering a 
room or walking down a hallway were the music being scored and poured over, at that 
point.  Phil of perceptive encouragement, also.  But, ironically, if I hoped for reviews 
which spoke of me as a composer, it would have to come from dance or theater now.

Speaking of people not understanding, I was given an opportunity that year - after the 
debacle which had been the Manson album - to record another album, which Ms. Altman 
begrudgingly stated - were it to have a chance of release - must contain 'real music'.  And 
so, I set about recording an album of songs, which I titled 'Meet The Locusts'.

Arthur Russell

Allen and I recorded our version of a song by (genius musician and composer) Arthur 
Russell, for starters. Arthur had lived down stairs from Allen, in a typical Lower East Side 
walk-up, and the two were known to be fast friends. If you don't know who Arthur Russell 
was, you should. On one of my first evenings in New York City, Phil had stated to me in 
faux-seriousness, "John, if you're going to be my protege, then the first thing you need to 
do, is come with me to hear Arthur Russell!"

After a dinner, Phil and I journeyed to an empty loft in Soho, which had been converted to 
empty theater; itself a remnant of a city's chapter closing. Phil, myself, and Arthur's 
boyfriend, Tom, comprised the entire audience that evening, as Arthur banged at a cello, 
re-amplified through effects-devices, accompanied by a projection of a bunny playing with 
a baby chick; and, producing some of the most haunting and etherial music I had ever 
heard.  Arthur was known throughout the Lower East Side for being impenitrably shy. And 
when confronted in the Kiev, or walking alone on 1st Avenue, would appear in agony if 
sensing himself required to respond; usually with statements that whatever he was 
working on 'wasn't finished yet'; whereupon inquirer was reduced to begging, sure that it 
was lovely, still.

Audio:
John Moran w/ Allen Ginsberg: 'Innocent Fun' by Arthur Russell

https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/soon-to-be-innocent-fun

But within short years of this, despite my plans to tell Arthur 'someday' how he had 
enhanced my world, he was diagnosed with AIDS. And when finally he lay dying in the 

https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/soon-to-be-innocent-fun


apartment underneath Allen's, Allen was on the telephone to me; "Come over here right 
now and say goodbye to Arthur Russell! He thinks his life is a failure!" But, I felt I 
shouldn't.  Allen had told me that Arthur's feet had swollen up so, and I was afraid to 
impose in such an intimate circumstance; myself a mere acquaintance.  But I was a 
hypocrite, in light of the anger I had felt towards Candy's admirers, in similar dynamics; 
I'll guess from here that Allen and Arthur were awake through many evenings.  I kept 
imploring, "Please, tell him he's my favorite composer!", to which Allen demanded, 
"Come over here and tell him that yourself!"  And, I didn't. The gravity of my cowardice 
coming to weigh more heavily upon me each year thereafter. I'd had a chance to help 
Arthur Russell not think of himself as a failure, at the moment of his death, and I failed 
him.  I've failed so many people, honestly.  When I met a young man after a performance 
in Oxford, England a couple of years ago, who asked me if I'd ever heard of 'a guy named 
Arthur Russell', I felt a sense of triumph for our fraternity of composers. For so many 
years, I'd carried an image of Arthur in my mind, as an example of how genius could be 
forgotten, when not in monied hands. And then a small documentary. And then another. 
And then youtube. And now he has proven my depressive view to have been untrue...at 
least in regards to Arthur.

Around this time I'd reached for a guitar, inspired by Arthur and reminiscing, on a 
statement Flame had once made, that '...when the Animus speaks to a woman, it is in an 
inhuman language' - and this song would be on 'Meet The Locusts', as well.

Video:
'For Rebecca'

http://youtu.be/pO-oqGlM75Q

I'd never been more taken by a projection of my own Anima, than I was by that which I'd 
projected onto Rebecca Moore.  And my goodness, haunting, heroin Rebecca Moore; who 
still shared an apartment with Jeff Buckley at this moment, just before he was recognized 
as an icon.  And there would be confused and childish dramas afoot soon.

For myself, I had no reason not to believe that I was going to be releasing 4 more albums 
over the remaining years of my contract with Point Music, as was evidenced by my having 
received a 2nd recording budget, and a personal advance (which seemed a fortune at the 
time; Disneyland here I come); and Phil's well equipped Looking Glass Studio became for 
me, again, a nightly haven of bong hits, coffee and Chinese take-out, perched in my nest 
over the twinkling currents of Manhattan.  Blazingly stoned; while an exceedingly stern 
portrait of Phil hung in the hallway outside of Studio B, serving in his stead at 3am as 
supervisor; please clean up your dishes.

This album was never to be released; but at the time we had unquestioned hopes.  Here is 
Rebecca Moore, on a track called 'Cathy's Overdose':

Audio:
Cathy's Overdose

https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/cathys-overdose

And others of a rambling musicality which knew no boundaries of genre, other than the 
eccentric mood of the day:

Audio:
'Herbert, the Saddening Clown (Sings the Love Song of Industry)'

https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/herbert-the-saddening-clown

Walking in Memory
(w/ Rebecca Moore)

https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/walking-in-memory

A Sailor's Warning
https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/a-sailors-warning

http://youtu.be/pO-oqGlM75Q
https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/cathys-overdose
https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/herbert-the-saddening-clown
https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/walking-in-memory
https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/a-sailors-warning


-----8-----

Having huge, theatrical ambitions now, for a (childishly called) 'mega-opera' - building a 
piece at a time over the last 2 seasons at La MaMa, as I had been - all of this had been well 
received; I was reviewed as my own artist now, and to compliment, and it was just so 
much easier this way; nothing to hide or fight over, and with people I barely knew, as 
before.  And so, I'd call it an honest living, if it had paid anything.

If you remember, my first solo turn at La MaMa had been bankrolled by Secret Santa, 
anonymous gift of 5,000 bucks.  And while going well, my second time out had not had 
had benefit of anonymous angel, and we were struggling with its finance; this was normal 
for La MaMa, they didn't have any money. 

And so surprisingly, I received an excited phone from Meryl Vladimer at La MaMa one 
afternoon; in which she stated excitedly - and inexplicably - that she had 'plenty of money' 
for my next show, as long as I could get to her office immediately.  And this required a 
double-take, as just earlier we'd been arguing over the cost of paperclips.  She 
strengthened her statement, "I'm saying...that if you want fifty thousand dollars for your 
next show, then get over here, right, now!"  Fifty thousand dollars, I thought!

Hurdling around that corner from Phil's to La MaMa, and bursting, I was then deflated by 
the sight of a sheepish Bob McGrath, sitting opposite.  It felt like a trick of some kind.  
And here comes some normal people junk, I'm afraid.

You need a 501(c)3 to get funded - this an insiders term for a non-profit organization, 
registered with the government to receive that funding, from sources such as The National 
Endowment for the Arts - a complex and time-consuming endeavor, truly.  'One' needs to 
have 12 board-members - or something like that - who meet quarterly to discuss bylaws, 
vote on things, and make financial reportings.  A lot of paper work, basically, and a real 
group effort.  And you will never find significant funding, initially.  Or even any.  Starting 
from small municipalities though - like The New York State Council of the Arts - and the 
right attention (ie, The New York Times), one may climb the ladder of increase; and 
eventually be in conversation with the likes of The Rockefeller Foundation.  There was 
large money for a few, you understand.   

Myself, I've never been of the nature to organize such things.  Oh sure, maybe wild eye'd 
at 3am, I'd resolve to turn over a whole new leaf somehow.  But in daily life, a dramatic 
tenet would turn over cart instead, and retreat into the artistic animation which always 
beckons; I'm just born this way.  Never propelled by strategy, I'd say, but on waves of 
inspiration; I am truly helpless to their throw.  And I see cloud of dread form, simultaneous 
now to any shiny, new idea, as it's going to mean such loss in the end. I know it.

And, I am sorry loved ones.  I'm sorry for the times you've regrouped to root as I was 
catapulted again by that sea and thrown against hard drop which is your border.  Covered 
in blood and cursing all, by end.  You insider to homes, and friends and all your unspoken 
understandings.  All of these things are the benefits of you having been born with mud 
under your feet.  Not integrity, it's your fraternity.  Whereas I was born afloat.

So in the mud are Bob and financial mechanism, and in need of the material source which 
they were based around now; me.  And their fraternity is so crass: Beer and the traditions 
of game day; earthly norms, which are snoozville for me, but the bloodline business of 
alma mater everywhere. That, ritual'ed, unison'ed, shouting at sports, it is, so, important to 
them, isn't it?  Impetus to army, if you ask me.  But...I don't have anything against such 
people.  It's just the way they seem to arise from a sour and poisoned earth, and that armies 
equal corruption, and brutality.



And so, I was told that if I wanted more funding - for the 'next' one - I would first need to 
work with Bob and his group 'one more time'; a coup d'etat.  Meryl and Bob both set into a 
sequence of rapturous flatteries at that moment, prepared for this, such as 'You're the 
boss!', and 'Everyone knows these are your works', and such went to my head.  And, they 
did have resources, it was true.  And so, in weakness of pull to the flash of a new idea, I 
looked at their resources, and I had an idea:

'Everyday, Newt Burman'
(The Trilogy of Cyclic Existence)

Jon Hayden, Jack Godwin and Kaethe Fine, in a scene from Ridge Theater's
production of 'Everyday, Newt Burman', at the La MaMa Annex, 1993.

The small photo above, is all which remains for me now, from the production at the La 
MaMa Annex that year, of a work I'd loved so.  This captured moment is from the first 
act's story, which I'd created to express my (by then fervent) passions for Rebecca, whom 
I'd implored to be its star.  Ridge would, in essence, confiscate all documentation related to 
productions of my works from this decade, rewriting their history at its close (and describe 
all of these works to have not existed); and thus no one would ever have a chance to view 
these operas again.

I found this small photo in an internet-search once, by accident - a stray image which had 
eluded their effort - and hung on to it as a small memento: my Newt.  And to the credit of 
those involved, it did have a beautiful design, which this closely-cropped photo does not 
encompass.

Here is a photo from a different moment in the same act, re-designed by myself for a 
remount of the work, at Staadt-Theater Darmstadt, Germany:

'Everyday, Newt Burman' (2001)

The opera I'd created, consisted of 3 separate stories, related by (deceptively presented) 
Buddhist themes, and which had an unusual structure; wherein instead of beginning small 
and graduating into elaborate climax, the stories were scaled in the opposite.

This next section is of interest to playwrights, perhaps, so if not inclined you might skip 
ahead.

______



Act 1: 'Everyday, Newt Burman'

Entering the theater, the audience finds themselves at climax, and are seated inside an 
environmental, fun-house world populated by cartoonish, animatronic-figures in a state of 
looping revelry; it is a huge and complex scene, characterized by blaring nightclub music, 
champagne and cheers: 'Thanks for the eternities!' it says.

Gradually, we come to notice 2 characters who are not of an animatronic nature here, 
however: a hobo clown, frantically pushing his way through these figures, and in terror; 
pursued by a young woman, who seems to be annoyed with him.  Suddenly, this 
environment stops, isolating our disheveled clown (Newt) at center-stage, who is now 
imploring these figures to leave him alone, and let him sleep; whereupon our heroin 
(Hillary) cautiously approaches the paranoid clown, asking him to remember who she is, 
before finally, in a calculated gesture, releases a yellow balloon to the heavens; 'Catch the 
sun, Newt.'  The sweetness of this action is devastating for our hero, who collapses now 
into submission, sobbing as he turns to dust, 'I'll do it...just, stop this now.  I'll do it.'  Newt 
awakens to this repeated phrase, as this had been a dream.

Over the course of this hour, we come to understand that our hero is tortured in his waking-
state, as well; by both an unrequited love, and a fear of nonexistence; Hillary a figure in his 
memory, always threatening to abandon, and demanding that he 'remember'.  Now, she 
demonstrates her power over Newt, by turning to walk away, while singing a sentimental 
(and manipulative) ode to rain-clouds, clad in yellow slicker with umbrella; and then 
duplicating, surrounds him with images of herself, portrayed as unconcerned.  Our narrator 
speaks, as a choreographed number ensues:

Narrator: As Hillary turns to walk away, she is cataloged, and saved.
As if every fleeting moment were each a separate page,
that could be turned, or read again.

How different is my world now.
Now that I can always change some awkward turn of phrase,
into something more melodious...or safe.

For, in turning away, Hillary is equivalent to memory.
And all these 'extra' days can find a meaning in a haze
of what has always been this way, but that will never come again.

Aren't these lonely days?  Aren't these though our only days.
We might as well fill them with a field full of Hillary's;
Each to jump and shoo another truth away.

March her over here: Let her stomp her way down memory-lane,
until a cleaner path has been created, for me to trace into the grave.

Things will change today in his determination; Newt has been gnawed at over the 
course of events by a sense of deja vu, and his frustrations will eventuate into a 
desperate, alcohol laden rebellion, not standing any longer for humiliation.  Bursting 
through the doors of a cartoon saloon, Newt is no longer perceived as a gentle 
character, as he announces now to his empty world, 'Bartender...I'm the only person 
on the planet! And I need a round of drinks for me...and all of my imaginary friends!'

Disparate settings previous now woven, we understand that this encompassing environment 
is, in fact, an assembly-line; forever producing copies of Newt, each in turn bursting 
through its saloon doors, to drink at a small, nightclub table as singer croons and a Hillary 
glowers atop him, before punching his boss Mr. Johnson and crashing to center-stage, 
whereupon each repetition in turn spirals down a cosmic-drain: 'I, am the eternal clown', 
adds our narrator overseeing.  These environments, first viewed separately, are then shown 
to work in musical counterpoint together, multiple copies of characters inhabiting 
simultaneously; like Disneyland.

His having drowned here center-stage, Hillary now cradles this entitled repetition, lashing 
out at the others here, to leave him alone; 'Can't you see he's got problems?' Whispering in 
his ear then, she reveals her secret feelings, if only he had known; 'Don't you also wish that 
things were different, Newt?  I only want for...there to be some way, that we could...start 



again, and this time do things differently.  Don't you wish that we could have that chance?'   
Him uttering a timid agreement, Hillary then drops his head to the floor, and announces to 
this environment, 'He said yes.'  At which point the room mechanically reactivates, in a  
state of celebration: 'Thanks for the eternities' it says.

Realizing the gravity of his error, our Newt now frantically pushes his way through these 
grotesque figures, in a state of terror; pursued by Hillary, who is annoyed to observe him 
protesting.  The environment suddenly stops, isolating our disheveled clown at center-stage, 
as he implores these figures to leave him alone, and let him sleep; whereupon one of the 
Hillarys cautiously approaches him, asking him to remember who she is, and then, in  a 
calculated gesture, releases a yellow balloon to the heavens; 'Catch the sun, Newt.'  The 
sweetness of this action is devastating for our hero, who collapses now into submission, 
sobbing as he turns to dust, 'I'll do it...just, stop this now.  I'll do it.'

Act 2: 'The Death-Train'

After an intermission, we re-enter to find ourselves in a decidedly smaller 
environment; a Gothic horror film, with brooding strings accompanying: 'The 
monster is coming!', a frightened child is calling, running from the sound of a 
crossing-bell; it is a Train approaching.  nMatronly Mrs. Frumpington now makes a 
dramatic entrance onto the platform of this station, to locate her servant, Carlos.

Now aboard this speeding train, we encounter Dr. Frankenstein (sans creation), alone in a 
cramped compartment; frantically penning his journal, and attempting to identify a pattern 
of disconcerting events before they can overtake him.  A puzzling series of tunnels, in 
particular, seem to progressively strip away The Doctor's memories, after his having 
awoken to find himself passenger here.  He then is joined by Mrs. Frumpington, lost in 
revery and a distraction to his efforts, requesting to share his compartment.

The claustrophobic tension intensifies, periodically interrupted by events such as a 
conductor entering to ring a bell, or perhaps finding themselves in different arrangements 
after another perplexing tunnel, forgetful of what they were previously on the cusp of 
realizing, or inexplicably transported to other areas of the train whereupon they must 
journey back to where they began in hopes of elucidation.

Alas, by conclusion, The Doctor's intellect has not won out; Mrs. Frumpington having 
fallen asleep, the Doctor resigns himself, in the end, to staring out the window of the train as 
it barrels into oblivion, gently now; the two of them in vegetative condition.

As opposed to Newt, where the theme is hanging on, the message here is that in the end, a 
life is torn away, regardless of will.

Act 3: 'The Little Retarded Boy'

In stark contrast to the lavish spectacle to which we first entered - then reduced to 
smaller ensemble of 2nd act - now isolated at center-stage, is a 13 minute solo; the 
climax of this monstrosity having gradually pulled one inward into focused attention; 
vulnerable here.  Probably more succinct than a written description of this act, I will 
leave one in the hands of a video, which presents (the stunning, brilliant) Eva Müller, 
performing the 3rd act of 'Everyday, Newt Burman', in Darmstadt, Germany in 2001 
- and exemplifying perfectly my original, choreographic hopes for the act:

Video:
Eva Müller performs Act 3: 'The Little Retarded Boy'

(Vocals by Mimi Goese / Recorded at On The Boards, Seattle, WA. in 2003)
http://youtu.be/WgfxNwVp9zM

With 'Newt' - as it would come to be nicknamed - the compositional and staging 
experiments I'd been able to focus on in intimate productions, previous, now found their 
place in a large-scale work - less distracted than before by the social complexities 
surrounding - my sea legs now beneath me.  The scripting for Newt was decidedly more 
specific than either Benny or Manson had been; here employing overhead maps of the 

http://youtu.be/WgfxNwVp9zM


staging, a classic dance-chart to action, and noting the positions of important objects, and 
paths which performers traversed in relation - their scripts were becoming voluminous in 
technical description, is the point; overwhelming to many.  

With Newt, and specifically the first story, I began a technique wherein I would score for 
multiple, 'look-a-like' performers - clad in identical, clearly identifiable costumes, 
completed by thematic gestures particular to that character - to perform a single role; this 
enabled me to begin scoring cinematic-style editing in scenes; for example, a cinematic-
montage which otherwise would not be possible outside of film, or nonchalantly editing 
between 'close-ups' and 'long-shots'.  These types of moments, for them to work 
cohesively, not only demanded a very tight direction of lighting cues and choreography 
from their inception - impossible to 'add on later' in fact, as the changes were reflected in 
the soundtrack at the outset - as a part of the composition.  And so - for these effects to 
work, at this moment still misunderstood by group - I became tyrant to the steps of their 
production.

Now I'm gonna' get really composer'y, for a second:

In Act 3: the Little Retarded Boy, I further developed a technique - which had debuted in 
The Hospital - which would come to feel, for me, a rather perfect metaphor to memory.   
And a technique I would obsess on over years ahead. In this technique, separate moments 
of reality - each defined through distinctive (simplified) gestures accompanying equally 
deliberate sound-cues - are then excerpted from longer scenarios (moments created to 
appear as if excerpted from a larger scene); these seconds, a brief and telling 'essence' of a 
scenario, very brief in length.  The way one sets down a cup, for example, or turning to 
respond to event; mundane moments, which - triggering a sensation of muscle/auditory 
memory in the viewer - are 'relatable' then on a level which feels inexplicably personal to 
viewer.  Especially upon repetitions.  Ah ha, I'd say to myself at this time; the musical 
interplay of perception and memory.

These brief moments of separate realities - separate characterizations - then become 
compositional building blocks, strung together and transitioning rapidly from one to the 
next - as if flipping through channels, in a rhythmic fashion - creating chained patterns. 
These short building blocks not only share a common tempo and harmonic relationship to 
the underscoring (which provides their musical cohesion), but together form a type of 
'overall theatrical picture' in their thematics. It is not only a matter of triggering personal 
memory sensations in the viewer through relatable gesture and sound-cue, but a 
compositional and choreographic ideal inseparable from it's theatrics.

That's the composer stuff for now.

____

Have you ever found yourself holding reverenced the events of an autumn past; and 
suddenly encountered an image from that casting, incongruous to the melancholia?  It's 
jarring.  And in my case - a rather successful artist that year, heaped in praise, and - sitting 
alone backstage, and thinking it not possible to feel more alone.  Everyone in showbiz 
knows the dynamic - at one point in their lives - of being vilified by a group who then fix 
their hair and pose at opportune moments, giving impression for brief illusion, that you are 
beloved to them.  It's sour, the vibration of embarrassment their smiles emit in that 
tension'ed frame. And then someone says 'ok', and they purse their lips and tremble 
embittered chin.  They resent you, these people.

Outside of Phil's paternal realm, I'd found myself utterly lost in the complexities of normal 
relations; I'm just not able to have them.  I'm a man - autistic, really - who didn't go to 
school, and instead thrashed about in a straight jacket; whose most recent involvement 
before this, had been a Jungian suicide-cult, and who ran away with 300 bucks to move 



into Philip Glass' house; and this is the young man you're using to climb the ladder of 
success?  Really?

Let me tell you, a man which experiences like mine will forge, appreciates isolation.  I 
don't know if you relate to the unnoticed ease with which I can traverse in tandem to spirit 
extended months with only grocery-clerk or coffee, waiter and work as friend. It is a kind 
and caring company this - far kinder than yours - and overflows, its animation.  Layered 
like the private tour of seeing eye; I have the space to observe you from there, while to you 
I blend in routine.

The routine between Bob and myself had become troubling, to me, though; he would force 
himself.  By routine now, he would insist on visiting me in strict private afternoons, to find 
me frantically working over all parts, simultaneous; and in exhaustive binges of detailing; 
I still awake from the night before.  'Did you bring me some money?', I'd ask, this being 
the only contribution I was particularly interested in from him most days.  And it was 
never very much, either; my commission for the work in question was $3,000; spread out 
in small hand-outs over the year.

And in trade to this, Bob would cajole me again, into acting out all the different parts of 
the work for him to memorize; repeated acting out of the characters for him, and their 
gestures, describing when the light-cues occurred, and always in reference to the 
soundtrack, which it adhered to.  I would, essentially, teach Bob everything he needed to 
know, to see the work directed in a very specific way; in order that the illusions work 
finally, when all the elements eventually came together.  He would add small elements 
here and there, but primarily, what he'd receive from me in these private teachings, was 
the majority of staging and the cues related to director.  And often, it seemed to go over 
his head, I'd note.  Yet, it had become part of the dynamic between us, that if he trusted 
me, and repeated my actions faithfully, that staging - often appearing quite strange in an 
empty rehearsal space, unlit and without illusion - would come together in ways that were 
surprising to him as well, in their finality.

While all this information had been notated, in the voluminous scripting I've described, no 
one really enjoys pouring over a technical-manual (except me).  But a person who can act 
all these characters out in front of you, putting elements together for you in explanation; 
well, 'How magical', in such a case.

The troubling thing to this new dynamic, was that after memorizing all this information 
from me, in private, Bob was the only one allowed to act these parts out again, for others.  
They called this 'professional protocol'.  And I took this at the time, to be insecurity.  But, 
while newcomers would ooh and ahh over Bob's creativity, I would still have to correct 
him a great deal.  And in these moments he'd pout, as if this were an act of generosity on 
his part, while his closest friends shot daggers to intimidate.  But, then the scenes and the 
ideas would work again, so I actually needed to.  

And yet, after months of this, when the publicity for Newt was finally unveiled and just 
before opening - to my disbelief - I couldn't find my own name in its crediting.  Atop the 
title was this company's logo, larger than the title itself.  And directly under that it read, 
'Directed by Bob McGrath' in a type so bold as to be inescapable.  And finally, I found it - 
buried in the lower, left corner of design, so that you wouldn't notice - 'music by'.

Of course, I couldn't count the evenings I'd poured my heart into the details of what was 
seen on that stage.  And while others were sleeping, at that.  Months on end over this: 
Exactly the way that Hillary turned to look from beneath her umbrella, her relationship of 
lighting-cues and costuming and pauses; the precision of her turn to look at you in that 
setting. Its new performance styles, and its structures, and my use of doubling actors to 
create the cinematic-style editing on stage; all that was described by them as 'music by'?  It 
had been knife to me.  It wasn't honest.



Bob was the director of my works, they'd explain in bursts of resentment, because he 
deserved to be.  Because it had been his theater company for 10 years before I showed up.  
Because they liked him more.  Because he'd talked about baseball instead of work, and 
would go through rehearsals with an earphone to the game and would update you to its 
events (and that was, in fact, considered far more important by these men, than the work 
they now took credit for).  And where John was all confrontation, Bob was the quick 
deluge into BBQ's, beer and vaguely traded promises, all set to your favorite pop-song.  
And so, Bob was the director. 

And then, as in every production past, an extreme reaction by others would pop the cork of 
a different view, whether they liked it or not.  Whereupon that publicity would be hastily 
re-designed to avoid any awkwardness in the situation.  They resented me. 

Review/Music; At LaMama, the Banal Made Grotesque
By ALEX ROSS

Published: March 15, 1993

Under television's glare the recent quickly turns ancient. John Moran, a young composer of 
enormous promise, works from artifacts of popular and media culture, refashioning them as 
myth. He and his regular collaborators, the Ridge Theater performance troupe, drew 
attention in past seasons for operas entitled "Jack Benny" and "The Manson Family," the 
latter a dispassionate re-creation of Charles Manson's distinctive verbal and musical 
esthetic.

_____

Newt was a huge success that year, in 1993, and evidenced in numerous awards from 
places which meant nothing to me; first extended, and then asked to return to the Annex 
space a 2nd time, whereupon it was extended again; and in this way devoured a year.

The circle at Phil's had 'ooh'ed and 'ahh'ed on all the most helpful occasions. And this was 
still a dear and supportive family, and so another production up, I could thankfully spend 
my time amongst people who cared for me as a person again.

I had the birds to care for, there in Candy's studio.  And I often experienced waves of self-
loathing in moments I'd suddenly remember that, while I'd been off enjoying or hating 
some moment, the birds were there cold, or left in darkness.  Despite Phil's devotion to the 
creatures around him, his children who passed the doorway to that room, did not share 
this; "She wasn't our mom." was one excuse I remember.  But Jacky was in there.  This 
intimate relation, now in desperate want of me, and waiting at all hours.

All the repurposed objects which had defined Candy's life, kept in place as if waiting also.  
The onslaught of time is relentless, though, in applying another thin layer of dust, and so 
thickening and notable now.  That is what happens eventually, after your death, no matter 
how beloved.

I would run to this room in horrified remembrance, to turn on lights, and turn on heat, and 
open locks to allow grateful friends to exit their cage; now climbing about so gingerly, and 
looking towards me for approval.  No longer mischievous, this battered old lady, who 
clearly understood.  Stokes would pause cautiously, outside this doorway, as if bracing 
himself before entering, as Jack climbed about on my shoulders.  Everything still here, 
except the person.

We still had our dinners, and friends still visited nightly.  Animated fun as before, and 
doting on me and my foibles, thankfully.   Phil had a rapid-fire succession of girlfriends 
now and most, in turn, began to develop friendships with me as if varied replacements of 
Candy, before finding themselves then jettisoned suddenly, and replaced.  There were a lot 



of them.  And social events were curated now, by an external matriarch who was - in my 
estimation - so insulting that I can't bring myself to speak of her much; not a friend, but a 
friend to others.  I knew very well, that she'd been instructed to keep her claws coiled with 
me, and (sometimes) she'd complied.  Whereas I'd been accustomed to Candy seeking me 
out for a bong-hit and talk of my future; this woman would pass by to mutter, "Use a comb 
much?"  One who I'd observed to be disingenuous really, and - after her observance of my 
observing - would silently push her chin at me as others continued.  The words pressing 
against the back of my teeth as she did so, 'Candy said she felt like you were following her 
around with a shovel!'  It wouldn't have been believed if I had said so.  

Iggy's enjoyment of Newt was evidenced by a re-emergence in my life.  And, as will 
happen in such times, many people seemed more willing to take an extra moment, to 
understand a motivation in me again, which would have otherwise been brushed off as 
nonsensical; now described as insightful or met with uproarious laughter.  In other words, 
I got laid a lot.

Speaking of this, Jeff Buckley, after first coming simply to support his girlfriend, leading 
in the cast - and displaying a genuine trust and warmth of character which I would feel 
ashamed to be greeted by - would return with his colleague, David Kahne, to provide an 
introduction; David being head of A&R at Columbia Music.

Owing to the conflict over a mutual - and then wildly vacillating - subject of affection, the 
relationship between Jeff and I would become quite adversarial, after first enjoying each 
others acquaintance (as relationships of this nature will).  But in retrospect (and to my 
embarrassment now) Jeff had been a very sweet natured and supportive person towards 
my work.  David Kahne and I would develop a type of mentoring relationship after this 
introduction.  And while at this time I would still be held - sans any releases - to the 
remaining years of my contract with Phil's label, eventually David would sign me to 
Columbia Music, once I was free of contractual obligation; and would show enormous 
support for me as a composer.

David Kahne

David Kahne was an intimidatingly brilliant man, frankly; although (somewhat ironically)
wealthy from producing such hits as 'Walk like an Egyptian'.  It was not lost on me, in my 
reverence of his approach, that despite his preference to our meeting at the Kiev for tuna-
melts - instead of more upscaled locations - he might likewise be coming from a meeting 
with the likes of Michael Jackson, or Paul McCartney, or Bruce Springsteen earlier.  Yet he 
would never boast of this, and David would make me feel like an important composer, and 
never in reference to money.  And honestly, I was never sure why he took the time.  I 
perceived it to be an indication of a rebellious nature on his part.

In that respect, another artist - who I never met but - whom David seemed to dote on 
equally in his off-hours, was a guitarist who performed under the name Bucket-Head; 
literally donning an emptied bucket of Kentucky Fried Chicken when performing; yet 
never questioned for his unique and masterful guitar work.  He was an eclectic man, David 
Kahne.



Meet The Locusts

Lisa Altman - having now pretended to listen to Meet The Locusts briefly - officially 
announced that not only was I not a composer, but that I was - in fact - a symbol of all 
which deserved eradication from society.  I am exaggerating slightly, but, just barely.  She 
would never get past her conception that I was somehow a 'Manson Family member'.  And 
so, Meet The Locusts would not be released, and would join Manson in gathering dust in 
the archive room of Phil's Looking Glass Studios.  My rage over the idea that a person 
such as Ms. Altman would have any level of consequence over my work, was not going to 
be missed by anyone within earshot of me that year.

In fact, #2 on the list of the three times that Phil ever shouted at me, was the moment he, 
myself and Kurt Munkacsi - a long time production partner of Phil's - had gathered in the 
living room at Phil's house, after I'd slammed the phone down in melodramatic conclusion 
to a conversation with Kurt regarding Ms. Altman's decision - I believe I'd called him a 
'wuss', at that - and now we three were meeting, with cooler heads, to discuss 'my 
behavior'. 

Kurt had never much cared for me, frankly.  And after I'd snapped at Phil that afternoon, 'I 
thought you believed in me!', I was surprised by Phil issuing response at decibels I'd not 
imagined possible from him before then, 'Get the HELL out of my house, John!'; to which 
I indignantly obliged by exiting in a huff, to then circle the block in tears, before returning 
with tail between my legs to find Phil and Kurt sitting calmly and waiting to continue. 
Meet The Locusts would not be released, and while this was devastating for me - 2 albums 
now shelved at that point - I was consoled in the moment by theatrical success; confined to 
a life of the transient.  That label would hold me to an exclusive contract for years and 
years, however, and never allow me to release a recording.  'How had this benefitted 
anyone?', I would often ask myself in the years ahead.



-----9-----

The following season, more grant money received through Ridge's 501(c)3 for a new 
production, and - my not having a new work ready to perform - they had the idea to 
present themselves performing other composer's works, along with short examples of 
mine.  A type of trade-show for them, in which they hoped the outcome would be my 
discounting.  And from somewhere came the clever title, 'Ridge in Fragments'; this time at 
a new theater for us: The Kitchen, in another area of Manhattan; moving up a bit. And 
while this was planned as an attempt to show funders that my works were not necessary, 
the critiques that season were of the sort:

Classical Music in Review / Ridge Theater in Fragments
By ALEX ROSS

Published: March 22, 1994

John Moran's "Everyday Newt Burman," presented last year by the Ridge Theater at La 
MaMa, sticks in the mind as a phenomenally imaginative evening of music theater. Having 
based previous operas on legendary media phenomena -- "The Jack Benny Program" and 
"The Manson Family" -- Mr. Moran invented his own archetype in the hapless clown of 
the title. (*) Multi-layered sound design, disorienting lip-sync theatrics, mournful Minimalist 
patterns and a dazzlingly eclectic pop-culture sensibility combined to form an operatic 
world unlike any other.

Excerpts from Mr. Moran's works past and present formed the core of a fascinating 
program by the Ridge Theater on Sunday night. A fractured Jack Benny monologue, 
brilliantly mimed by Fred Tietz, at once established the composer's darkly comic tone. Two 
"Manson Family" scenes that followed were less effective in isolation, but "The Little 
Retarded Boy" (Part 3 of "Burman") retained its full haunting impact. Mimi Goese once 
again delivered an extraordinary portrayal of a boy whose identity is shaped by flickering 
television transmissions. At the end came an enigmatic but intriguing fragment from 
"Mathew in the School of Life," Mr. Moran's work in progress, featuring once again a half-
robotic, half-deranged boy hero.

Also on the program were selections from other Ridge Theater works in preparation, but 
the surrounding aural fabric didn't match Mr. Moran's darksome grace. The film maker Bill 
Morrison, whose hypnotic black-and-white montages have underscored several Moran 
pieces, contributed "Footprints," an essay on evolution and aviation.

I would feel torn between triumph and guilt, when reality knocked them back in these 
efforts: My 'darksome grace', I thank you.  I hadn't crafted a plan that they be held to my 
works if they wanted attention, was the thing.  They had latched on, rather, and then 
sought to wound in that position.  They claimed an ownership of me now; a person they 
felt no love for.   And, I can't imagine doing that.  I would do my own thing.  Yet, for many 
years - even long after my departure - Ridge would use the description of my work above - 
carefully excerpted so as not to include my name in the quotation thereafter - atop 
anything else they were doing.  They do so today, in fact.

John Moran as 'Mathew' / Ridge Theater production at The Kitchen (1995)



At the suggestion of my new hero, David Kahne, science-fiction was the future: and so I 
was inspired again; 'Mathew in the School of Life' (An Opera in 4 Acts).  Mathew was 
science fiction, but set in an absurdist, Catholic symbology, its name purposely misspelt 
and in crayon.  It's characters being in heaven, this afterlife presented as electronic 
environment.  Mathew presented as robot-angel and disparate childhood images, but in 
reality a computer which had awoken to the task.  The childlike representation of Mathew 
was under the care of a holographic nurse, named Lucy; patterned after a maternal friend 
at the time, and she in the costume of the Virgin Mary which was depicted on the 
Christmas card which Susan Atkins had sent to me that year.  Being this child of sorts, 
Mathew had to go to school; and these lessons I patterned after the educational television-
series of my childhood, 'Sesame Street':

Audio:

School
https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/school

Song of 11
https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/song-of-11

The Letter 'M'
https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/the-letter-m

Mirroring the emotional life of it's central character - as art will - I was becoming unglued 
at this time, under the pressures which had been building.  For one thing, the relation with 
this group was troubling to me.  And the situation with Rebecca, in addition to that, had 
been utterly demoralizing.  Can reader relate to the experience of being secret other, 
denied in public routinely, no matter how intimate just before?  It is a form of abuse on 
that person's part, no matter how they play it.  And unable to respect myself enough to turn 
my gaze elsewhere, I had locked down onto a hope; fighting back and forth in competition 
with Jeff Buckley now, who I observed to be larger than life (quite literally) on the walls 
around me at Columbia Music.  You're not gonna' win that one, outsider.  And as for 
demeanor, we all know the effect of someone who has wiped out over a secreted, failed 
romance again and again; now proclaiming a state of euphoria to intimate friends that so-
and-so has returned (again); this time with the promise that (soon, not right now) things 
will be different going forward. I am Newt trapped in his loop, and she was Hillary, 
continuing long after the curtain to public had fallen.  And while exhilarating for the 
person experiencing this roller-coaster of emotions, it is more than tiresome and 
predictable for those observing from the ground below.  And so I saw no respect.

The technique of employing doubles to perform a single character in Mathew, was now 
greatly intensified in my scoring; I loved this technique.  And I'd scored Mathew in the 
School of Life for 3 performers to play Mathew, and 3 to perform Lucy.  And in this 
technique, I could - as I've said - recreate cinematic-style editing on the stage, which I'd 
employed here to present Mathew as if a work of cinema from start to finish.  This could 
not have been possible without the tight adherence to soundtrack, in fact, as the 'edits' 
were imbued in that.  And, despite the searing glares I'd receive from long-timers to this 
group, I played the lead character as well, as I could oversee the staging more directly in 
that way.  I was side-stepping Bob now, basically, and if they wanted that work they 
needed to accept it, at least privately.

By Mathew, I rather openly directed the stage and its cues, and it got to be an inside-joke 
amongst the cast to say 'ask John' in unison, as it was a phrase so often repeated.  Bob and 
his closest friends seemed antsy at this unveiling of dynamic, naturally.  And at one point, 
one of them whispered a threat to me over champagne in response to this, that I might, in 
his words, have an 'accident' backstage if I didn't 'play ball' that evening; as representatives 
from funding organizations were in the room for a champagne get-together.  It was 
troubling, their technical-director had physically threatened me now.  The smile through 
which he made this statement, and just out of earshot to others.  I felt myself to be a type 
of side-show freak, which they'd saw fit to unveil under tight supervision; allowing which 
aspects of my work I could be seen to embody, in view of others.  And it's worth noting 
that they were covering their own 'yearly operating budget' for their doing so.

https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/school
https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/song-of-11
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Memory-Containment-Frame
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Let's talk about falling apart.  I loved the Cooper Square Diner, which for many years 
stood on the corner of 5th Street at Second Avenue.  Living next door to the diner while 
composing Newt, it had become for me in these years, an anchor point where - through 
sickness and health - I'd felt under the protection of its seasoned owners; perhaps because I 
was often one of their only customers enough times at 4am.  At times when I had nothing 
to eat - which was frequent - those beleaguered Greek gentlemen and the hispanic waiters 
in their employ, would bring me a poorly managed surf-and-turf, trusting implicitly that I 
would pay them, once the next small commission came through.  And of course I'd earned 
their trust in that way.  It was familial.

Our kinship had been sealed, I think, after a beloved busboy in the late nights had 
mentioned to me that he'd formerly been a classical guitarist; and as a recent immigrant to 
the United States, did not have the funds for such luxury.  There had been a long discarded 
classical guitar in my apartment, however, and I saw no reason not to present this shell of 
an item to him.  And without much thought in terms of generosity.  The response was 
overwhelming, however, and I was declared to be 'not of the norm' by these men; cooks 
even making a rare appearance to shake my hand.  And when my photo had taken a full 
page of the Village Voice (in my role as Mathew) that month, they saw fit to exhibit the 
pomp and circumstance of framing it, and hanging it next to their pie-case.  I was a star, 
they demanded.

You probably know this tradition of classic diners, which dotted what once had been 
theater-row.  They displayed signed photos of (so called) celebrities who you'd never heard 
of before, posing with owner and thumbs up over sandwich or something.  And they'd 
done this out of love for me, these men.  

Teddy - its owner - and probably in agonizing pain (a hernia protruding visibly from 
beneath his grease stained dress shirt) - would sigh to me over watery coffee in crumbled 
hours, palming his hair back, exhausted; "I think I go back to Greece."  Having observed 
many of my most intimate moments of social interaction from his station there at cash-
register, Teddy would privately counsel me, on who was trustworthy among my 
companions. There was a type of code which Teddy observed, in never naming names or 
specific events.  But, he would take me aside at cryptic moments, to whisper 'Don't trust 
him. He no good.', or 'That one she is good person.' I don't know how many lifetimes 
Teddy had been stationed at that counter, but the imprint of all he'd observed from there, 
could be detected in for-lone expression.

And, in this period, there was another individual in the diner who, although far older than 
myself, was also known to have difficulty affording sustenance; and this person I would 
come to learn was Quentin Crisp.

Quentin and I had been excitedly introduced by a mutual friend once, named Thomas 
Keith. But, I knew nothing of Quentin's life at this time, nor he mine.  Nevertheless, it 
became a routine of these years that I would meet with Quentin at the diner, there in the 
afternoons, and pay for his chicken soup, and sit lazily discussing history together, or 
whatever else came to mind: primarily, these were Quentin's monologues.  And looking 
back now - after learning of his history in more detail, and years after his death - I am glad 
that they were.  An outsider.

I have a clear memory of the moment in which I realized, several meetings in, that this 
man didn't know my name.  But his charm and charisma moved past this quickly, and we 
continued over the next year or so to meet many afternoons, when I knew that he would be 
hungry.

https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/memory-containment-frame


I would call Quentin at his apartment, knowing I had a few hours before a show that 
evening, and after being allowed sufficient time to prepare his hair and makeup - and I to 
spend time with the birds - he would daintily appear, feigning as if he really weren't so 
hungry; and my knowing full well that he was starving.  I have been in that state enough 
times, not to recognize the subtle pauses in gesture which are its indication.  So many 
people have helped me in my life, really.  And, I've often prayed that heavens ledger, in 
this regard, might employ a relative view.  When Phil, years earlier, had bestowed upon 
me a monthly allowance of such substantial amount - countless 'loans' to follow - is that 
relative to me offering half of my worth, to another?  Is it relative still, if my full worth is 
20 dollars?  I hope so.  In this respect, I'd felt bound to Bob and his group, as well.  I owed 
them something, it seemed, but at a cosmic level; in exchange for how lucky I'd been.

Lucky or not, one day my key to Phil's front door - which had become a sixth digit to my 
hand, in that era - didn't seem to work.  There must be some mistake, I thought.  The alien 
experience of ringing the doorbell, for what was only the 2nd time in a decade.

Phil was seen to be angry now, and in decided deference to any moment we'd ever enjoyed 
before then.  Oh yes, he'd shouted at me to 'get out' once, but that was to teach me a 
lesson, and he'd stated so calmly thereafter.  He'd never been 'angry' at me, per say, and 
instead had sighed and rolled his eyes, and changed the subject to lessons.  So I was 
confused, now, and almost in tears attempting to wrangle him into sitting down with me 
over days ahead, as we had so routinely each day before.  "Maybe you'll treat your 
girlfriends better!" he snapped finally, leaving the statement to hang unexplained, and 
exiting into a taxi.  Yes, I could treat everyone better.  But he meant...who?

Don't you wish that hindsight could have accompanied you in life?  It would have proven 
to be of invaluable counsel regarding its twists and turns; many of them circumnavigated 
to our benefit, of course.

Paige had recently returned from L.A., her acting career not panning out there as she'd 
hoped (although, an affair with the brother of John Belushi, was touted as an example of it 
not having been in vain).  And first coming to me, in expectation that she would resume 
her role as the star of my works, encountered instead a distracted and disinterested John.  
Rebecca Rebecca; and I've often tried to describe the surprise I felt, in my kitchen there at 
that moment, to younger people when in the collapse of heartache themselves.  All the 
feelings which I'd felt to be eternally engraved upon Paige, found projection now on new 
surfaces, and were equally arresting still.

In response to this - Paige would describe, years later and in explanation finally - she had 
ran to Phil, instead.  Hindsight will, eventually, become that long awaited and trustworthy 
friend - if not a bit too direct, at times - and would provide clear explanation, as to why the 
locks had actually been changed that month.  Certainly, John bounding in and out without 
concern would have been an inconvenience to the situation (even more than usual).  And 
despite my eventually receiving new key and life continuing, this would elucidate as to 
why Phil's ambiguous answers had been so notably fidgeting and uncomfortable.  This is a 
tell, always.  I have observed over my lifetime, that while money is often described as 'the 
root of all evil', human sexuality is the side of that coin which is defensively held to the 
table; not 'evil' exactly, but the motivator of some of our most dishonest utterances.

While we often find such tangled-web scenarios presented as comic in the likes of Italian 
opera, in real life the lengths that we will go to in this respect - placing the momentary 
pleasuring of our own genitals above any and all concerns; the delusions that we are 
seeking - are simply not deserving of a very lofty description.  It is, often, a glorification 
of the hope to inflict suffering on others; and in ways which denote a cowardice, as its 
participants have usually long since fled by the time its results are known.    Specifically, it 
is the artifice of these 'accidental emotions' which we wear as disguise, which I have come 
to view as grotesque; 'I couldn't help it, it just happened'...as the result of a lot of 
scheming.  And I realize that this unpleasant description of human sexuality - defined as a 



mixture of pain and abuse - is hardly all encompassing; unless one lives in New York.

I am recalling, likewise now, a moment from this era in which a girl that I'd been dating as 
distraction, was frantically knocking on the door of my apartment, as Rebecca and I inside 
were intwined, and my pretending not to be home; it was a secret which - evidenced by 
our uncontrolled giggling - desired to be known.  And, I remember the exhilaration in 
Rebecca's eyes, in contemplation of another woman's jealousy, as we ran to hide in the 
shower, finally.  Feigning attempts to quiet our laughter, and then poking at each other to 
see that restarted.  It was cruelty.

And to balance the equation, the young woman so horribly betrayed by Rebecca and I, 
would thereafter step into a room at a party to find comfort, before exiting embarrassed 
when realizing that she had - at one point or another - slept with every man in the room.  
There is very little to be proud of in our dealings, truthfully.  We crave to inflict pain, 
while pretending to be of a different character, once in situations where we would find it to 
play against us; 'How dare you question my integrity,' we'll say, 'simply because I have 
lied to every person who I've been closest to in life.'  The discussion is entirely off limits 
while receiving our awards.

So getting back to falling apart.  My own character became in question, in similar respect, 
after the actress who'd originally planned to play Lucy in the opera and I, had become very 
close that year; and had begun to spend most of our time together; an unrequited attraction 
on her part, and I not being forthcoming.  Yet I'd spent the majority of my time with this 
confused friend, when not in the preferred company of Rebecca.  Different people filing in 
and out of the same rooms, basically.  And while I never felt a romantic attraction to this 
friend, I was a coward to never admit it; afraid to end up alone, and enjoying our creativity 
together. Even exhibiting a great deal of jealousy if I saw her slipping away.  Extremely 
confused and unfairly confusing behavior, on my part.

All this had been made too comfortable, by the fact that the my friend lived on the ground 
floor of the building of which Rebecca lived at the top.  And so I traversed those stairs 
covertly.  My continual assurances that things with Rebecca were truly over 'this time' - 
and vowing to believe so myself sometimes.  But while death will always lead the way as 
aphrodisiac, the second hottest you'll ever see, is that embroiled in feud; which this was.

Finally, early one morn', the door flung open on the ground floor to reveal me in mid-tip 
toe of exit; my having pretended to go home the evening before.  Busted.

My friend - who now loathed me enough to spit at me - arranged that we meet at the 
Cooper Square, a few afternoons later; my sobbing uncontrollably at the idea of losing her 
from my life, then.  And, my having said some pretty cruel things, also, when denied any 
further companionship.  She arrived to The Cooper Square well rehearsed, to impart the 
last words she'd speak to me: "You...are human shit." she said.  "You have always been 
shit, and you will always be shit.  Other than your talent, there is nothing about you that 
deserves to live.", and then left, quitting Mathew in the process.

I was quite alone for this now.  And, I have never been able to enjoy a performance by 
actor Steve Buscemi since, without first circumnavigating a memory of him that same 
week, glaring me down on the street in passing as if public enemy #1; having been 
described by our mutual friend through god knows what set of adjectives.  Perhaps he'd 
needed his glasses though, I don't know.

In response to the public embarrassment of all this, Rebecca would describe me to all 
concerned (and to anyone who would listen) as someone who'd simply 'imagined' our 
involvement of years.  Or worse as a man who had 'stalked' her, without providing further 
detail.  And I was a strange and obsessive guy, it's true.  Merely a passing event, all this, of 
course; but descriptive of a dynamic which hindsight revealed as a theme to me.  The idea 
that a woman I'd been sleeping with for years, would then be willing to see me cast as 



delusional in the eyes of others, to avoid any personal loss. This was taking advantage of 
my being an outsider.  And this she described as 'integrity'.  And what kind of an inhuman 
freak was I, in that equation?  Barely human, I felt.  And thank you for that, insider.  This 
whole group of people simply saw me as a thing, to be used.

Regarding the situation at Phil's - Paige having gone over my head, and using the 
camaraderie which sexuality inspires to employ an augmented weaponry (which I 
completely forgive her for now, as it's kind of funny); and long before hindsight and I 
would become acquainted - Allen saw no reason to hedge his laughter. Especially the 
whole key episode, he loved it.  Me sitting with head in hands at the Looking Glass in 
confusion, after the locks had been changed, and Phil now cold and foreign, Allen couldn't 
stop laughing; "I remember the time my mentor wouldn't pay for my soup!", he chortled, 
and pointed his finger too closely for me not to flinch. "He got up and left without paying 
for me, and I was so arrogant that I'd ordered without having any money!"

Allen Ginsberg and Quentin Crisp, circa 1995, © Allen Ginsberg Estate.

Stokes ran me to the emergency room in a taxi, that week, after I'd not been able to sleep, 
and had taken boxes of sleeping pills, in an attempt to bypass the nightmares which would 
awaken me; awakening then to find that I couldn't breath.  Once at the hospital, and being 
forced to drink a large container of liquid-charcoal - the doctor admonishing first, "This is 
liquid-charcoal. It tastes like liquid charcoal." - I projectile-vomited its contents across 
Stokes as he drew back the curtain to help.  This incredibly patient man, who'd had 
nothing to do with any of this.  This was my version of visible tear, I suppose.  I lack the 
subtlety to go undetected in life; charging into life's most delicate moments, emotional 
weapons flailing.  Demanding a loss of patience in order to see things come to a head.  
Rebecca's humiliating description of me to others, my friend and favorite performer of the 
moment pronouncing me human shit, the hatred I saw in the eyes of Bob's wife for my 
wanting to perform my own work, and her friend threatening me with an 'accident' 
backstage, and Phil behaving so alien; all of this described to me then as 'your behavior, 
John.'  My behavior, in fact, being a loud vocalization of what embarrassed others the 
most.  I fell apart.

Phil arranged an early morning meeting - his flip-side upward now - as we sat together in 
the chairs next to the piano, and he on the telephone - feigning as if this were an 
introductory call, and stating, "We have a young man here, who seems to be losing all of 
his friends."  In fact, his friend was a psychiatrist.  I in turn, would be offered the choice of 
either taking medication, or subjecting myself to years of Buddhist meditation; neither of 
which I would enjoy very much.  "You can trust me now, I'm on medication!"  This didn't 
last very long, however, as I didn't enjoy the pause it put between myself and my 
observances.  That must, in fact, be what it is to be you, insider.  And how dull.

Here is Allen Ginsberg and myself, in portrayal of Mathew's first day of school:

Audio:
Control-Room #1
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Once set into functioning, Mathew's job was to sort through the library of sentient 
experiences - there on file in heaven - to construct an everlasting clockwork of bliss.  This 
library, you could describe as the theatrical technique I'd developed earlier, which had 
been revelation to me about the musical nature of memory.  There are, in fact, many 
Mathews in heaven, and our story concerns unit-36028.  This unit would appear to be 
defective, however; or something has gone wrong here.  In this scene, unbeknownst to us 
at it's outset, Mathew is observing an experience in this library - excerpting its essence - 
when he is interrupted by Lucy, she in search of him as he emerges from a coffin in 
virtual-Victorian setting:

Audio:
The Library
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Dream-Time
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Now, finally freed from my contract with Point Music, David Kahne could officially sign 
me to Columbia Records, and could portion the budget which came with this to set me up 
with a real studio of sorts, at my apartment.  My own computer, this was amazing to me.  
You see, all the work I'd done by this time, while computer composed, was internal to 
instruments; instruments came with internal-sequencers and multi-track capability, and 
could be synch'ed to an 8-track cassette-recorder.  Now I had my own computer for the 
first time, and it oversaw all this now.  The additional level of control and detail this 
opened up for me; visually editing wave-forms and whatnot.  Likewise, David had 
ambitions that the opera would be developed - rather ambiguously, I felt - into a video-
game.  And I took meetings with people developing such technologies.

David's floors atop the Sony building seemed something to behold, to me.  Futuristic.  And 
I would find myself enraptured when visiting there.  They had a bizarrely luxurious coffee 
machine for starters, where with a wave of gesture you observed through it's glass 
encasing the act of your beans being personally ground for you.  And the overwhelming 
height of the floor to ceiling windows which served as walls, afforded one a view that 
extended well over neighboring states and ships at sea.  Into this sunlit setting I'd bumbled 
to observe a new hip-hop video being screened there.  And as I stood mesmerized by a line 
of women's 'booties' being shaken about in close-up, framing the gold-toothed face of it's 
star as he clutched at a hill of money, David remarked to me quietly in resignation, "We 
don't really sell music anymore.  We sell a lifestyle that doesn't exist."

In deference to my lack of lifestyle, David and I had surprisingly lengthy and frequent 
conversations about my opera, which clearly meant nothing to his career in reality - and I 
eventually presented him with alternative endings, asking which would be most effective 
for his hopes of seeing the opera accompanied by a video game.  In these meetings, we 
determined that the opera should end in a type of shooting game, which seemed a 
prerequisite for video-games (indeed, to this day).  "I say bloodbath. I need bloodbath.', 
was the comical expression I remember him repeating on the telephone Easter morning; 
David was a workaholic.  And his taking time out from an otherwise enormously busy 
schedule, was akin to him having snuck away to the local bar on Christmas morning.  And 
so, while otherwise unlikely friends, we related on that autistic level, I think.  

I determined I would direction the work to become a meditation on the psychological 
effects of violent imagery in the media - indeed, while somewhat harmlessly intended at 
the time, it foreshadowed (disturbingly) the school shootings which would become so 
prominent for America, in years ahead.  And eventually, when David saw how far I'd taken 
this violence, he seemed to me horrified.  And would distance.

Here, Mathew has chosen from the library, a file called 'The Police', in which numerous 
images of officers seen in confrontations and abuses, create a cyclical montage; it will be 
somewhat baffling for the listener, I realize, without a visual to elucidate; but as I've said, 
all the visual documentation would be later confiscated:

https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/the-library
http://youtu.be/toVE6V1Mbd4
https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/dream-time


Mat-File: The Police
https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/mat-file-the-police

Justinius' Dream
https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/justinius-dream-allen-ginsberg

Lucy: Sleep-Mode + Mat: Homework-Seq.
https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/mathew-homework

Mathew Runs Amok
https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/mathew-runs-amok

Publicity photo from the Ridge production of 'Mathew'

Another synchronicity here - the only original drawing of mine for Mathew which I can 
offer to you in the end (which is from many earlier), defines one of the only photographs 
available from Mathew, found over the internet - my drawing now horribly distorted in 
enlargement from a thumbnail.  I'd originally drawn all these scenes, and you'll understand 
why I harp on this, in a bit.

Ultimately, the 'bloodbath' at the conclusion of Mathew, is a theatrical device whereby 
Mathew can reconstruct a type of clockwork composition from it's characters, everlasting 
in it's cyclical recombinations.  The use of doubling characters is used to create this effect, 
it presenting 'all times at once' as affording an everlasting form of musical compostion.  
And, coinciding as always with my own thoughts, outside of story and character, this was 
an idea which would consume me for many years.

Interlocking cycles sharing a tempo and harmonic relationship, always new in 
recombination for these separate loops being of different lengths, and starting in unison 
then resulting in all those recombinations; their always working together for their sharing 
that tempo and those harmonics.  Blah blah blah.

Audio:
Heaven 36028
a) Th Sun (ABC)
b) Staircase (1+2)

c) Time (Boy w/ Drum) + Grave
d) Golden-Runner (ABC)

e) Clock-Sculpture
f) The Gunfighter

g) 36028

https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/heaven-36028

https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/mat-file-the-police
https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/justinius-dream-allen-ginsberg
https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/mathew-homework
https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/mathew-runs-amok
https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/heaven-36028


Again, a visual would make this so much clearer to you, reader.

As with 'Newt', I am sadly unable to provide you with any visual record of 'Mathew in 
the School of Life' - although it would be invaluable at this moment in demonstrating 
these compositional and choreographic techniques - for, as I mentioned earlier, Bob and 
colleagues would tightly control all visual documentation of these productions.  Theaters 
did all make video-archives of these works, additionally, but Bob would inevitably 
borrow such recordings - presumably to make a copy and return them - and thereafter 
those would be guarded at their apartment, as well.

Bob's wife was actually quite steadfast in her documentations of these productions, 
however.  And of this I'd see much evidence, as I'd accidentally run into yet another pile 
of beautiful photographs; of my characters, and scenes.  And among that pile countless 
familial posings with beloved performers and friends.  And, this was always the crux of 
the matter; my works and ideas, yes...but 'their company', 'their production', 'their friends'.  

Resentful over the attention I'd received from outsiders to their group, their clinging so 
tightly to ownership of any documentation was described as their 'balancing the scales'.  
And I'd note the nervousness which would posses her in that way, as I'd run into another 
pile of evidence and begin to salivate ('a document!'); she stopping everything on these 
occasions to oversee that, as I made my way through those images, each would be handed 
back to her as quickly as possible; whereupon she'd quietly stack and relocate them 
elsewhere out of view.  I was, in the end, never allowed to possess any visual 
documentation of my operas of that decade.
         

Music Review; It Ain't Over Till the Robot Lip-Synchs
By STEPHEN HOLDEN
Published: October 6, 1995

Watching "Mathew in the School of Life," John Moran's dazzling science-fiction techno-opera, it is 
easy to imagine having stumbled into a phantasmagoric music box where elaborately programmed 
robots replay the same nightmarish scenarios over and over into infinity.

Here was another season; evidenced again in full houses, extended runs, and the perks 
which ride along side.  The grant societies were clearly enamored, now; and I - shockingly 
- received a $25,000 surprise award that year, from the Foundation for Contemporary 
Performance Arts (and how that would help today, my goodness).  And Bob and I saw 
jointly an 'Obie Award' from The Village Voice (as meaningless as that was to me).  
Accepting the award, I thought it quite humorous to call from the podium, 'We owe it all to 
reefer!'; Bob grabbing the microphone quickly, and award committee not bemused.  
Indeed, I said thank you to 'reefer', because I'd never been afforded a name or number, 
regarding any funders over that decade.  I had no idea where the money for my work was 
even coming from. And realizing this, I was becoming pretty flippant with people.  I was 
denied information.

Speaking of success just around the corner; David Kahne - after experiencing a coup of his 
own - had been replaced as VP of A&R - with extreme prejudice, as they say - by another 
individual whose career was so brief, it is impossible to find record of his name in 
remembrance today.  It was like that, in those days; musical chairs and takeovers.  This 
new individual let me know that they didn't intend to honor their contract by saying, 'Yeah, 
we're only going with guys who all the girls wanna' have sex with, and all the other guys 
wanna' look like.'



I was transferred then to the offices of Peter Gelb, at Sony Classical; where Mr. Gelb 
explained upon hello that they were not releasing albums of music anymore - rather proud 
to announce that he'd even eliminated the Jazz department - unless the soundtrack for a 
movie.  "We've never sold more Beethoven, than when we were able to put Gary Oldman 
on the cover.", he said.  And then opened his hands briefly in reception, "What've ya' got 
for me?"

Skeet shooting his way through my ideas, he interrupted to announce what he'd intended 
to offer; I could score a Jean Claude Van Damme movie.  After my suggesting instead, a 
director such a Wim Wenders, he responded, "Who? Never heard of him."  I couldn't 
believe it; "Wings of Desire?", I asked him.  "Nope. We do real movies here."

Peter then put an end to this charade by stating bluntly, "Look, you're obviously a genius.  
But unless you do things my way, you're going to die, and no one will have ever heard of 
you."  That being said, moments earlier in the lobby, I'd been forced to observe a garish 
display for 'The Ricky Lake Show' - a tacky, afternoon talk-show of its moment; wherein 
poor and uneducated people were encouraged to lash out at each other after lewd betrayals 
and in front of a national audience - and I remarked, inquisitively, if he'd ever noticed how, 
while his numbers may exceed the likes of Wim Wenders, products like this would forever 
be held above his.  "Isn't that true?", I asked.

Peter Gelb

Mr. Gelb threw me out of his office, then, and his prediction would prove correct; I am 
about to die, and no one has ever heard of me.  It is interesting to note, though, that as 
Sony Music would soon be decimated by technologies at their horizon - massive layoffs 
announced, which included Mr. Gelb - he would go on to run The Metropolitan Opera; 
owing to his profound appreciation of composers.  Until it was revealed some years later 
that he had, in fact, bankrupted this beloved New York institution, partly due to his own, 
exorbitant salary.  In Mr. Gelb's defense, however; people have heard of him.

I was not alone so anymore, in my personal life, however.  If you recall the anecdote of 
earlier chapter, in which Paige and I had been walking, and a young woman leaned out 
from the window above, to ask if we were lovers: After walking home from performances 
of Mathew at each opportunity - only as a matter of convenience, of course - with actress 
Cabell Tomlinson, for some reason I'd thought to relate this story, apropos of nothing.  She 
widening in realization, said, 'That was me!'  We stared.  It is the definition of 
synchronicity.  Cabell had visited New York for several days, those years earlier, from 
where she'd grown up in Richmond, Virginia.  And in the reverie of that evening opened 
windows onto a humid skyline and made remark to passing lovers below; an expression of 
her inclusion.

Cabell and I would spend more time at Disneyland together, in our future, than any 2 
people should. And Cabell was an obsessive intellect in this regard; appreciation of this 
frequently hindered by her height and striking appearance; "She's not a bimbo!", I would 
find myself defending.  And she was vilified by group for her vocalizations of what she 
perceived there.  And indeed she was not a 'bimbo'; latching on to any passing subject, 
Cabell would return with more researched knowledge concerning it, than anyone else 
could absorb.  And here now, with a minor role in the cast of Mathew - standing backstage 
in the darkness together - she whispered to me, 'I think I'm psychic'.  Cabell threw herself 
into a study of Disneyland with me - partly in an attempt to distract from the effect this 
group was having on me at that time, I think - and together we came to know its details 
and backstage history a bit too well for anyone's taste.



Iggy and I kicking around; He and I in hysterics - me in my Mathew costume - over the 
notion that both coffee and milk trucks might one day collide simultaneously into the 
Domino Sugar plant, whereupon one would never be in want again!  Whereas Allen had 
been visibly annoyed the evening before, over the fact that - while James Godwin had 
provided an impeccable visual counterpart to his voice - Bob had outfitted Allen's 
character in Jewish regalia.  I'm not exactly sure why this element of costuming had 
inspired Allen's ranker so, but as Bob attempted to insert himself into that relationship for 
the first time that evening, I thoroughly enjoyed watching Allen rip him to frayed threads  
over what Allen called his stupidity.  And this made everything smoother going forward, 
as one may imagine.  I loved Allen Ginsberg.

_____

The piece of paper I'd absentmindedly picked up that afternoon - having been left on a 
dining room table at Bob's - was the first chance I'd ever had to see one of this groups 
secretive documents; strange at that is, considering the decade they'd applied for funding 
in my name.  And reading one for myself, finally, it was in terms so foreign to me that I 
barely recognized it.

In its description, all my work over the years, had actually been created through 
'improvisation', on their parts.  Those who've followed will understand that, to me, reading 
this description was akin to a sip of turpentine.  It simply wasn't true.  And it continued, 
'after John creates some sounds, we try to make sense of what those sounds might be, and 
come up with a story for them.'  Apparently, I hadn't spent a decade in uncompromising 
obsession to the contrary.

Reader, do you know the feeling, when what had seemed disparate moments, finally and 
fully find partner-piece in each other, and reveal to you? It's unearthly, this experience.  
Bodily motions can be observed to cease in order that their energy be diverted to 
computational processes in that interim, and it causes a gasp of breath, and ones eyes to 
widen, in order that they may accommodate this sudden flood of catalogue; a timeline in 
reverse plays out before you, then, and in shocking definition.  It's undistracted in what it 
imparts.  And I had this moment.

Bob had been rummaging about in another room through this, and interjected from there, 'I 
think this is it!', searching for an old video-tape we'd wanted to look at.  And, re-emerged 
as I stared at him amid realization.  Unaware, he slipped the tape into the machine, and 
went into the kitchen for something else, as it began to roll.  And - unlike the video 
archives I'd seen before - this one was different; 'Operas by Ridge Theater' it was titled.  
This tape had been made for promotion.  But I'd never seen it before.  It showed examples 
of all my works of that decade, and in its presentation, I'd apparently never existed.  Bob 
and his closer associates were each bannered in turns, as the 'creators' of my works.  'What 
the fuck is this?', I asked.

Realizing the mistake he'd made then, Bob ran across the room and hurled himself at the 
machine; "Oh no, it's not this one!" he shouted.  And after embarrassing moments wherein 
he tried to hold the cassette out of my reach in a standoff, he finally conceded saying, 'I 
don't even know what this thing is!', which seemed reasonable explanation.  He followed 
me out the door with excuses that day, but I'd seen it.

I left Bob's apartment enraged, and stomped through the soured urine of hallway and stair; 
and, wanting of ally, stopped by to see the groups film maker, in another apartment.  I'd 
thought to drop this bombshell to a sympathetic ear, but found him distracted by better 
mood, instead, over some new equipment.  All of us had been quite poor in this era (I 
believed), so - new equipment of any kind - this was no small event.

Sitting there smoking a joint together, and surrounded by boxes, I stared at the ceiling and, 
trying to be happy for him, inquired, "Where'd you get all the money for this stuff, 



anyway?", to which he said pridefully, "Sold some films!"  This was great news, certainly.  
And then it dawned on me; all of his films - except one at the time - had been designed 
from the start to work in my shows. They were beautifully made and unique, to be sure; 
but they were the backgrounds to my scenes and had been designed that way; to respond 
to the events of these.  The basics of what their images were, their visual perspective, their 
subject and conception, their structures, their only soundtrack my music.  I came out of 
that fog with another question, "Which films did you sell, exactly?"  And he wasn't off-
guard anymore.

Exhausting cat-and-mouse; this man had sold most of these settings and the music from 
my works of over a decade, to Arte television, in Europe.  He'd 'forgotten' to tell me, he 
said, and when that wasn't accepted, he raised a simian fist; how dare I suggest any poor 
intention on his part.  He hadn't forgotten to sign contracts saying he was their exclusive 
owner, was the thing.  And, had remembered to have all their titles recut from the versions 
I'd known, so that now they only read his name, over the titles of my operas.  He'd hidden 
all this from me.  And the day I'd happened to observe him unpacking boxes and loose-
lipped in that state of exuberance, was the moment he'd spent all that profit.

There was an entertainment lawyer I knew who'd given me legal advice in earlier 
moments, and so I'd gone to him in an outraged state.  After brushing away the crumbs of 
his sandwich and taking a glance at the contracts, he'd said, 'Oh well, this is a slam dunk.  
You can sue his ass off.'  But then came a sigh - as he was concerned with 'real' money - 
and added with the suggestion of an ulcer; 'The thing is, do we really want to go to all that 
trouble?  How much money are we really talking about here? Isn't it better to just be 
friends?'

Finally, giving up chase - and stating as my only recourse that I'd never work with the man 
again - all these sections would shortly be inducted into the permanent collection of The 
Museum of Modern Art, in New York, and to great fanfare; my never receiving so much as 
a phone call.  The titles and events of my operas attributed solely to another artist.  And, as 
for this man, he boasted.  As if art and integrity were only a matter of who could get away 
with something.  This will forever be you going forward to me, insider.

And, I'd like to pose question here, at the close of this chapter: has life really been reduced 
to but a dry accounting of events this way?  What has happened to the spring of my step in 
poetics?  Where is the flowing of revery which had been my stylization earlier, describing 
an era of sincerity and belief?  We have entered a period in which insiders would see their 
revenge.



--- 10 ---

Continuing for a while in the slog of a life without poetry:  'Mathew', had received a notice 
that month, in The New Republic, in which its author - esteemed scholar Robert Brustein - 
believing Bob to have been responsible for the doubling of characters and other dramatic 
devices in 'Mathew', pronounced him to be (quote) 'the next Robert Wilson'.

And, I can understand Mr. Brustein misattributing the elements he apparently enjoyed so 
much that evening - such as the doubling of characters, and whatnot.  Directors are usually 
responsible for those things, and I was called the 'composer'.  And, here was a xerox'd 
program in his hand - in the hands of everyone there - which had read 'direction by Bob 
McGrath...and 'music' by John Moran'.  It had been deceiving to a man like Mr. Brustein 
(and many in such circles), who'd spent his life defining these roles in the traditions of 
academia.  Composers play instruments, and their role would end in that capacity as they 
lift their fingertips from a keyboard.  And he saw no indication - amid this groups tightly 
managed publicity - that I was responsible for the elements that I was.

Over many years, each day - before even considering notions as ephemeral as theater - 
Bob worked in the mornings and afternoons as what he called 'a headhunter'; a term which 
he used to denote a person who assumes a false identity, in order that they call through a 
list of lawyers, posing first as someone innocuous to get through undetected, and then - 
once in private conversation with target - convince that person, by hook or by crook, to 
screw over partners for reward.  An agent of sociopathy.  While he'd try to never speak of 
this in public, Bob would occasionally be asked for explanation from someone in the 
environment, as to what his day-job entailed; whereupon he'd assume a posture of 
cartoonish intrigue and say, 'I'm a huckster...but I hucksters the hucksters!'  And thus, 
whatever trickery had actually been at play, was vaguely re-defined as 'what people 
deserve.', as so not for you to worry about.

But, Bob was proud of this secret identity, in truth.  He enjoyed the covertness of its 
mindset - as well as the drawers of cash it afforded him - and, this would be evidenced in 
the state of exhilaration he'd be found in, immediately after such sessions.  And, to put this 
into perspective; it would be immediately after such operations, that he would arrive to 
where I was - usually around 2pm - to find me still awake from the evening before, and in 
full obsession with the details of staging and artistic work.  Decompressing there, and 
slowly donning a new identity, he would ready himself for another set of stage-directions 
from me, to memorize; whereupon he would travel to where actors awaited, and pass these 
directions off to them, in imitation.  I realized at this point in time, how truly in the dark 
many people in the environment were at the hands of this man.  And how, while I'd always 
expected he would eventually arrive to a wall of his own (more distant) integrity; it 
seemed now that he never would.  And as others would describe Bob and I as being 'like 
brothers', the description sickened me.  And, I now found people describing the idea that I 
might leave to work on my own again, as having 'used' everyone.  I felt truly trapped by 
the public misunderstanding this man had arranged.

Simultaneous to times, Mr. Brustein faced a dilemma of his own; which is why he was so 
excited to have discovered 'Mathew'.  It had become an inside-joke to the era, that the 
audience to Harvard Drama had become - as they say - 'a box of Q-Tips'; an expression 
meaning that, when viewed from the rear of the house, all one saw were identical rows of 
white hair.  And that is not a sustainable demographic, you understand; as, they're 
dropping like flies these individuals who'd once comprised his mainstay.  The man was 
now a bit trapped there himself, as younger audiences were not beholden to him, 
elsewhere.

Yet, his position as 'esteemed advisor' to The National Endowment of the Arts (and many 
such institutions), meant that the scales of funding still tilted at his demand; he being 
known in funding circles as a merciless tactician, in that art of war.  'Ah, but those young 



people!'; this is the question surely mulled by the elderly scholar, as he watched his own 
audience file in to the bloated Loeb Center for Drama; now hearing-aided and hobbled on 
walkers.  And here at last, he'd found great hope in the staging he'd seen for 'Mathew' - 
assuming that to be Bob - and elder Bob hoped younger Bob, might be fountain of youth 
to his dilemma.  Through the influence he planned over Bob, he may finally be 
remembered outside of Cambridge again.  And Mr. Brustein had his sights set on Lincoln 
Center, in Manhattan.

A game of chess now presented; as John Rockwell - the reviewer who'd championed my 
work so (and who'd since moved to Paris as a correspondent) - now returned to New York, 
and was named head of Lincoln Center Festival; you might say, one of the only venues in 
town who could comfortably say 'no' to Brustein.  And so, Mr. Brustein (and Bob) would 
need to assure that I agreed to work with Bob's group 'one more time', in order that 
whatever was created at Harvard by them, could thereafter travel back to Manhattan well 
monied and re-balanced.

I'd first declined to speak with Harvard.  I didn't want to be around Bob and his friends any 
longer.  But, I was advised in the strongest of terms by knowledgable colleague, that this 
was a dangerous game now.  And so, I'd gone to Phil for advice; specifically, 'Is it true, 
that if I just say no, the guy could hurt me somehow?  Even if I just don't want to be 
there?'  Rather out of character, Phil stammered at the notion; seemingly rattled by the 
memories the question had brought forth in him, "Uh...well...hmmm.  He might, John. He 
really might."

What would the craftiness of Sun Tzu or Shakespeare prescribe for this predicament?  
After several evenings, surmising possible chess moves; I chose as my tact, to have a 
nervous breakdown center-stage at Harvard University, and in my pajamas.

So here we go:

Can we talk for a moment, about Samuel Beckett?  And specifically, the very unique and 
specific style in which he'd scripted his works?  If yes, then let's reference an interview in 
The Boston Globe - with Harvard's (once fixture'd) director, Marcus Stern - concerning a  
production by American Repertory Theater, of Samuel Beckett's 'Endgame':

"Move three steps. Stop. Pick up ladder. Pause. Go back six steps. Stop. Speak. Pause. 
Speak again."

He's exhausted, Stern says, and so are his actors. But that's the price one pays for staging 
"Endgame," a challenging play by a Nobel Prize-winning playwright who was obsessed 
with making sure his scripts were followed exactly as written, line by line, movement by 
movement - even after he died.

"We had to sign a contract with the estate that we'd stick absolutely to the letter of the 
script," says Stern by phone during a rehearsal break for the American Repertory Theatre 
production, which starts previews tomorrow. "We are literally coloring inside clearly drawn 
lines by Beckett."

But 25 years ago it was a very different story: Beckett, then 76, threatened to halt an ART 
production of "Endgame" after he discovered that the stage direction was very different 
from what he'd written.

The clash captured national attention, shining a spotlight on theater politics: Who gets the 
last word? The playwrights who author a work, or the directors who interpret and stage it?

- Megan Tench / The Boston Globe

First of all, hearts go out to Mr. Stern, his having survived the ordeal of respecting Samuel 
Beckett.  Not to mention the utter exhaustion he endured, having devoted (was it a few?) 
hours per day to heated debate.  I have no doubt that this grueling process even demanded 
that performers be 'on their feet' at some points.  Let's not messy the argument by pointing 



out that they had demanded to present Beckett's work, in the first place, and after an 
already bad history.  And - being that comparisons are unfair - let's refrain from 
mentioning that an artist like myself has been known to work in 72 hour stretches most 
periods, when a production has been due. Owing to Mr. Stern's vetting of diploma, it 
would be unreasonable to expect that he exert himself, as if a common laborer!

Let us ask ourselves, instead, what on earth could be background to the slavish 
mistreatment of a director this way, by the estate of Samuel Beckett?

Why; that would be Mr. Brustein's unbridled hatred for Samuel Beckett, over the 25 years 
since Brustien had been publicly humiliated by the artist (Mr. Stern in imitation, above).  
Can you imagine the injustice for Brustein, who'd hoped - and quite innocently - only to 
provide a public schooling of Mr. Beckett, with the noble intention of showing Beckett 
how 'it should have gone', instead.  The premise was 'self evident!', Mr. Brustein had 
remarked.   And, Beckett had embarrassed him.

So going forward over long decades, Mr. Brustein - issuing decrees to the world, from 
Harvard - had made it the number one tenet of his career - books and lectures abounding - 
that no author, should ever, under any circumstance, even be allowed to determine how 
their work is presented.  It was 'the death of theater itself!', he'd said.

Further - it was known - if an artist declined Mr. Brustein's 'invitations' to Harvard - so that 
their work may 'meet the challenge' (as he put it) - not only would they find themselves 
whipping post in the pages of The New Republic for their 'cowardice' thereafter.  But - to 
far more lasting effect - would learn the real meaning of punishment, in that Brustein 
could use his position as 'esteemed advisor' to funding organizations across America, to 
employ a merciless obstruction of that artist going forward.  In this way, Mr. Brustein 
viewed Harvard as a place of tournament.

Ironically, I was the only one in the situation unfolding here, who knew (or remembered) 
that when I was very young, and still living in Nebraska, this man, Brustein, had sent me a 
letter in response to a theater work I'd sent to him.  And, his expressions at the time had 
been overwhelming.  It had meant a great deal to me; having run away from Alligator, and 
seeing this response from Harvard University as further sign that I had made the right 
decision.  And if you remember, I'd been offered scholarship to that university; the offer 
had come from Mr. Brustein.  He'd forgotten.  And, I would never remind him of this.  
Even when he stated that 'Mathew' could simply not have emerged from an uneducated 
person like myself - 'It's not possible!' he'd said to Bob and others, as I heard it - in secret 
meetings with company proceeding.

After first being denied entrance to 'The Harvard Sports Club', in Manhattan (thankfully) - 
I unable to observe their dress code - we'd rescheduled to meet at Brustein's office in 
Cambridge.  En route, Bob passed the time by drawing boobies and peepees atop the 
photos of women in a recent edition of 'People Magazine'; 'John, look! Look, John! Look!' 
Whereas I was preoccupied by the horrid conditions I realized people were living in, just 
outside of Cambridge, from the windows of our train.

The view approaching Cambridge.

Quite honestly, it was shocking.  Even in some of the most down and dirty areas of the 



world I've encountered since, I've never seen people living in this level of squalor and fear; 
burnt out buildings and autos upturned, gangs who whooped and regathered across streets 
in rubbled condition, and all domed by an absence of anything resembling hope.  There is 
no excuse for such cruel poverty to exist so near the borders of a place as monied and 
privileged as Harvard University, I felt.  I relate to the poor, although I very lucky.  And in 
that moment alone, I felt a deep and lasting distrust of our destination.

Robert Brustein

"What exactly is your bloodline, my dear boy?", Brustein inquired of me, just after first 
introductions. "And where did you receive your education? I am unable to find mention of 
this anywhere."  "Phil.", I supplied.  "I'm sorry?"

Bob was quick to assert himself then, assuring the elderly man that he, for one, had always 
considered a formal education to be the very backbone of professional theater; and then 
proceeded to quote Brustein's career back to him, having studied up on those events the 
week before.  Indeed, as the two leaned in to share some anesthetizing anecdote, I became 
aware that the new look Bob had sported that day - tweed jacket and elbowed patches - 
matched the uniform of those around us; he was not drawing penises on the photos of 
women now, but presented himself to be of conservative leanings.  How easily this old 
man was being duped, I thought.  Bob, the insider.  My observance drifted then to the man 
who flanked Brustein, Robert Orchard; a man who one could not convince me to speak ill 
of.  I observed Mr. Orchard on this day and many, to be a caring and gentle man.  One who 
would often go out of his way to listen; and that itself seemed an act of defiance in the 
environment.

My attention was pulled back to discussion then, by the surprising news that I would be 
composing 'The Cabinet of Dr. Caligari' - based on the classic, German-expressionist film 
of 1920, by Robert Weine - a very nice film, to be sure; but not of much interest to me.  "I 
like that film, but I've always written my own stories.", I explained.  'The Cabinet of Dr. 
Caligari' it shall be, then!  And, congratulations.  Any questions before we adjourn?  
"What's the reefer budget?", I asked.  Brustein tapped the stem of his pipe at me to this; "I 
assure you, my boy, we have the finest reference department!"  Exerting an effort to mask 
a laugh, Mr. Orchard cupped his palm and explained in short whisper what I'd meant; 
whereupon Mr. Brustein's cheeks could be seen to visibly flap about, as the air from his 
lungs bellowed audibly in horror.

Now on the stairs leading from his office, Brustein sequestered me privately to ask one 
more question, and with aggression; "I am curious what Shakespeare you are familiar 
with, my boy."  And I responded to him; "I do know that episode of Gilligan's Island, 
where they do a musical production of Hamlet."  I felt intense disrespect for this man.  
While I certainly did know some Shakespeare - hardly an expert, but some - it was he who 
was unable to recognize a commonplace cultural reference.  I had met my nemesis.

This desperate man, really.  A man accustomed - fortressed by fiefdom - to the frightened 
stoop of traversing clerks, forbidden to obscure his view as they passed; and this not a 
metaphor.  Hiding behind the dead he'd hung from the walls and quoted their thoughts as if 
able to speak they'd agree with him (and never mind that I do that, as well).  A playwright 
failed - for a boring mind - and as blind and deaf and described as living as a mummified 
Pharaoh could be; projecting himself from entombment atop the Loeb Center for Drama.  
Have I made my sentiments clear?  Henry is on the seas in this statement, Mr. Brustein.



One Sunday morning, Iggy and I thought to meet at the Life Cafe near his apartment, for 
breakfast. Rambling on as I often did half-consciously, about how I needed money, Jim 
stood up suddenly, and assumed a posture I'd not seen him in before. He was very upset.  
"And I suppose you want me to give it to ya'!", he shouted.  It hadn't crossed my mind, 
actually; we'd never spoken about money before.  I was just complaining, but it triggered 
in Jim a monologue which I could not help feel arrested by; about how everywhere he 
went, someone needed money.  And it's true, I needed money.  I would have taken some, 
too, as I would today.  But as I sat there imagining all the wiped out musicians he must 
have known over the years, he going on at full volume there in quiet environment; I was 
deeply embarrassed, yelled at in public by Iggy Pop.  I wasn't angry at him for this, of 
course, I felt badly.  As there is a price to pay for celebrity, and it is more than the hit-up 
for money.

When you or I have less than ideal moments with a friend - unless they've done something 
truly awful - convention requires that we pause for a moment in convention, or we risk 
appearing unreasonable (unless one is wealthier than the other).  It doesn't mean that we 
are nicer people for it, really, but in that moments pause, all manner of realizations reveal 
themselves.  And nothing special sometimes.  But new questions then sprout there, as if 
taking seed when opportun'ed by a crack in cemented views.  And sometimes - in our best 
of times - what grows in those cracks is a new understanding of a world which exists 
despite our having laid pavement.  This is a condition to friendship, isn't it?

Whereas for celebrities, that pause normally forced upon most of us, is avoided 
effortlessly; simply by tilting one's head to new angle and locating eyes more enamored.  
And this becomes of habit, then; replacement instead of growth.  Girlfriends shuffled 
through kitchen to bedroom on route to exit, in Phil's example.  Many of the most 
successful people I've known, have been cheated from life's pauses; and in that absence of 
pause are never again afforded a glimpse outside of life's delusions; as pavement is 
imprisoning.  Woe is the man or woman without pause, I believe.  And woe is the person 
who others seek to continually distract with compliments.  Iggy is the best of character 
among such figures, in truth.

I managed to explain, stuttering through spittle'd eggs, that I wasn't thinking of asking 
him; maybe hoping he'd pay for the eggs, I guess.  And he apologized in a way which 
suggested that he just didn't want to think about it.  About a year later, we had a warm 
conversation in which he wanted to show me that we were still friends.  A couple of times 
that happened.  But it was never close again after that; as if we'd encountered an obstacle 
not just to our friendship, but to all of them.

Jim bought a house in Mexico then, and I would never see him in person again. I was 
happy to see his resurgence of later years; tours and world-wide respect. He deserved this.  
His face on a bus to hock life-insurance in Scotland as I was touring there, or lining the 
tunnels of Le Metro in later chapter.  His complaint of, 'I'm forty' seemed so ridiculous, 
then; 60 or so years old. The embarrassment of our being Facebook friends, today, and 
knowing that he doesn't write or see a word of it; the impersonal dis' of social-media, once 
entrusted to the hands of money.

Iggy Pop

And, it's ok.  "I wanna get stoned and run around", was a lyric by Iggy which had summer- 



'ized youth.  And then, strangely, he and I had done so together, and over years in 
innocence.  This call and response I've observed.  It had been a gift from Jim, offered for 
as long as he could.

Jeff Buckley died.  I cannot comment much on this, other than the overwhelming guilt I 
felt at the moment - as I sat there on Avenue B, trying to complete a work I had no interest 
in creating - and reading a writers description of his death; you just don't expect that when 
you're in romantic battle; that sudden summation of dynamic.  When I think of Jeff, I am 
forever drawn back to a conversation with Rebecca at the time, in whispers over the 
telephone, and overhearing Jeff in the background shouting out the window, incensed at 
the volume of a Puerto Rican neighborhood.  He had been a very human, very warm and, I 
think sometimes, very unhappy young man.  And, I felt numbed by all of this.  The whole 
city had been taken by a tension, it seemed, additionally; in that (right-wing) Mayor 
Rudolf Giuliani had taken the helm of things, and we found ourselves treated to daily 
threats and accusations that we were all freeloaders, on the front page of The New York 
Post.  And, as our rents skyrocketed - mine first doubling and then tripling under his 
leadership - we were called criminals for having difficulties affording this new version of 
New York.  It was an uneasy time.

____

Cambridge is a beautiful environment and displays an academic charm of yesteryear.  But 
who gives a shit.  Half-way through completing a version of the work - a version 
composed of separate 1-act stories, in which 'The Cabinet of Dr. Caligari' was but one 
brief tale at the center - I'd stylized a short version of Caligari, rather comically, as a 
Disney film; the lite fare to an evening, bookended by other cartoonish stylizations of 
horror.  How I wish I'd had chance to see my favorite of these tales, 'Msr. Duggard is made 
of glass'.

Alas, I made the mistake one morning, of calling Mr. Brustein from a pay-phone on the 
corner in New York - as I think I'd vowed to establish better relations at that moment, or 
something - and was excited to tell him that I was well on my way to a realized plan.  You 
know, 'Everything's going ok' (so stop dis'ing me).

I found instead, that he was aghast to hear of any type of theatrical plan from me.  'These 
are all aspects are for director to determine!', he interrupted. 'This is no time for you to be 
trying out new roles, my boy! You concentrate on what you traditionally have - your music 
- and leave the rest to the professionals.'  It was at this point, despite all the jabs we'd 
already engaged in, I realized the extent to which this elderly man really believed that I 
had not created my own works in the past.  And he added, 'One-act works have also been 
proven historically to not work, my boy; So, no, no! It must be Caligari and only Caligari, 
exactly as the film.'  Another event I felt dumbstruck by.

Now - only a few months before I was expected to join Bob and his wife in Cambridge 
with a completed work - I had to start over, having no freedom as an artist.  Having 
virtually no interest in this work by now, I opted to expand my short, Disney-style version 
of Caligari, into a full-length evening; which was not much to its benefit really, as I'd 
purposely kept it so lite.  'Let 'em have a Disney movie!', Cabell had said in laughter, 
though.  And so I thought - 'Yeah.'  And in truth, I liked this piece; whatever it is I work 
on, it will eventually pull me in.  And so, while it was to be decidedly lite fare as I've said, 
it would end up being the most highly detailed scoring I'd ever created at the time.  And 
rather on purpose.

Audio:
'The Cabinet of Dr. Caligari', by John Moran, 1997

(Based on the 1920 film, by Robert Weine)
https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/sets/the-cabinet-of-dr-caligari-by

https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/sets/the-cabinet-of-dr-caligari-by


The dress-rehearsal for 'The Cabinet of Dr. Caligari' - which I finally had opportunity to 
view, two evenings before its (very publicized) opening - a visitor to my own work now, 
and to a real degree unwelcome - directed and staged by Bob McGrath, and performed by 
actors of The American Repertory Theater, was - without exaggeration - the most 
embarrassing, unintelligible, inexplicably decisioned and expensive theatrical train-wrecks 
that I had ever witnessed.  A true embarrassment.  And - while in his defense, the man 
seemed confused as to what had happened, himself - I wanted to kill Bob.

On the plus side, I suddenly received a great deal of the crediting.

Under the premise that a newly-balanced equation would serve as a valuable lesson to the 
art-world (and to me, personally) - namely, that Bob had been the 'real force' behind my 
works before then - I'd been held back from the majority of tasks I'd been accustomed to 
performing.  "Leave it to the professionals!", Brustein had kept exclaiming, his gesture 
ever skyward.  And, now - our having witnessed this very unfortunate series of mishaps 
(which had climaxed in confused and pouting thespians wandering aimlessly about the 
stage) - Mr. Brustein saw fit to announce towards me, atop this wheezing crew, "I believe 
this is sufficient evidence that your ideas...simply do not work, my boy!"

And it was at this moment, reader - having not slept for days and in my pajamas - that I 
would lose all sense of decorum.  When one experiences the effects of a real nervous 
breakdown, first hand as it were, one notes from a point of view unmoored, the wisdom of 
cartoonists in their depiction of the top of ones head virtually 'flipping open' at the force of 
erupting steam.

And as mentioned, I did desire to murder Bob.  And may have suggested that his wife take 
notes as I did so, for future reference.  Call it my 'theory' - if you will - on how an artist 
should respond to seeing their work utterly destroyed and in national spotlight.  I believed 
the value of killing Bob would be 'self evident!', to coin Mr. Brustein's expression.  Alas, I 
did not kill Bob; even as he looked at me, slack jawed and hands open to say, 'What!' as 
his defense.

Oh, my friend.  What director and Shakespeareans had managed to 'improvise', in place of 
plan - all atop this unusually detailed soundtrack - was simply jumping about without 
purpose, making funny faces to fill time, assembling in various groupings nonsensical, and 
all so vastly removed from the work that, at many points, they truly had no idea which 
scene they were involved in; 'Leave it to the professionals'.  Unable to follow the script 
and score on his own, Bob had simply made things up to fill what he'd perceived as a void 
at that point.  And the results were...well.

There was another significant dynamic to this cacophony, in that, the score was very fast 
in its changes of location.  Very fast.  Locations of the mind, that is; intended to be 
presented as quick-paced choreography against a detailed soundscape to invoke those 
images in the imagination.  Leave it to the professionals, however, they had physically 
constructed huge and full environments for each of these (sometimes 20 second) settings.  
And the result was a production which ground to a halt so repeatedly that any sense of 
cohesion was obliterated.  Angry union stage-hands continuously heaved another 
gargantuan object to stage, only to find they were 5 minutes late - staring enraged at 
someone offstage - and then lumbering it in reverse.  It was an hour of this, in fact.  And 
an outraged Technical Director was heard shouting in the hallways of Harvard, concerning 
me, 'The guy has no idea how to make theater!'  That, because he'd refused to ever take 
meeting, and had gone to Bob in protocol.  At one point, a character was seen to drive a 
car for some 90 seconds or so; and instead of any number of imaginative approaches, they 
set a whole team into research, so as to strictly observe auto-construction of the works 
nostalgic era; resulting in a set-piece so heavy and unwieldy that it didn't fit back-stage.

All to which Bob had shrugged in summation to that crew, "I guess John fucked up on this 
one!"



In 48 hours, all of this was to be presented to critics across the country - more widely than 
ever before, in fact - as an example of my work.  And I don't know if I've mentioned it, but 
I wanted to kill Bob.  And so my friend, it was at this point, which Mr. Brustein had made 
his announcement to all concerned, that all of this had been my fault somehow. 

Cue: nervous breakdown.

"Not only is this the sloppiest, most inept, poorly performed, poorly directed embarrass-
ment I've ever seen...all of this disaster is because you pompous boobs wouldn't listen to 
me!  You were gonna' 'show me how's it done!', remember?  And before you start talking 
about how you knew someone I've never heard of, you should be aware that I've seen 
unpaid 20-year-olds kick your ass all over a stage, in terms of nuance, in terms of timing 
and expression, and beyond all that, the simple ability to understand what the hell they're 
doing!  You people have been snotty, arrogant assholes to me for months, and you deserve 
what you get for it now!" Stomping out of the theater - my pajamas to clear effect - I'd 
hear Brustein remark from behind me, 'The boy has become unhinged!'

Once, when I was very young, I'd taken a test in elementary school; in which one is to fill 
out circles in multiple choice, and with a No.2 pencil, so that a crude computer could 
deftly calculate the intelligence of each child.  And worried meetings ensued, concerning a 
startlingly low score from me.  Just as I was about to be sent into special-education, my 
adopted mother - finally there to see this for herself - held up this test, to reveal that I had - 
by choosing the circles appropriate - created the image of a face.  Hello.

Bob

Bob, now at the apartment I'd been staying in, for a tense confrontation over all the events 
of this decade, indulged in games of semantics, claimed to forget what the subject was, 
anything but addressing what we both knew between us.  Finally, giving up in hysterics, I 
shouted at him, "You know damned well that I've done most everything you've managed 
to take credit for over these years!".  Referring to Mr. Brustein's misattributing review Bob 
responded, "I have a piece of paper that says different."  "That was dishonest crediting, 
though!", I shouted again.  To which he smiled smugly - leaning forward quietly to remind 
that we were alone here - "That's showbiz.", he said.

_____  

Robert Orchard is on the telephone in the late evening, and in real kindness, and 
confusion; "I just wanted to touch base with you, John, about what you feel may have 
gone wrong here, and which has resulted in a work which is so...well, so different than 
what I - and I know many people - have expected from you in the past."

Robert Orchard

You know that moment, when you can sense a person finally understand something which 
hadn't made sense to them earlier, concerning something they'd been led to believe?  It is a 
subtle and wordless moment, which speaks loudly to the heart.  This occurred in him, I 



heard it over the telephone.  After taking the time to listen - the first time any person had 
in this setting - about what the usual working method had been, said, "What we see on that 
stage, is not what you created at all, is it.  Mr. Brustein needs to be alerted to this.  I'll have 
your back, don't worry.  He would want to be aware of this!"

"I understand that you think you have directed your works,", Mr. Brustein interrupted an 
hour later, "but these are your delusions!" Mr. Orchard, true to his word, stood up to 
Brustein now, and - while still observing the kind of Harvard-speak adhered to in the 
environment - noted that, owing to how expensive this debacle was, if there was any 
chance of fixing things, they should not stand in the way.

Embarrassment was enough motivation for a pouting concession, at least; the work did 
need to be re-worked in whatever ways were possible over the two days remaining. But I 
had one question before agreeing to this; "Are you going to make an announcement to this 
effect, like the other announcements you've made around here?"  "Certainly not!", he 
fumed, "There is such a thing as protocol!"  Yet, this was a huge embarrassment for 
Brustein.  And his logic became circular, and irrational now: First having lectured me that 
this was 'Bob's vision', and that I was to stay out of the way; then claiming that I was 
responsible for the whole disaster, by working in the style which I always had, as it did not 
provide 'freedom for director!'  But, when I pointed out that it was that very style which 
had caught his attention in the first place - which he had pronounced to be 'the future of 
theater' - and that Bob had actually just proven himself incapable of directing that style on 
his own, Mr. Brustein shut down to logic entirely.  "You have delusions!", he repeated; 
unable to process what I'd just explained to him.

In some defense of the old man, he had been truly duped by Bob and his colleagues.  And 
now he was confused.  The work which he'd expressed so much admiration for - in his 
column for The New Republic, and the pronouncements he'd made at Harvard - most of 
the aspects which he'd admired most (the techniques which were inherent in its scoring of 
stage) - had been created by an artist who he'd felt no respect for - owing only to the 
surface of decorums - and who worked in ways completely alien to his long, academic 
experience.  He would never allow himself to examine that conundrum; even as he would 
go to great lengths (over the years ahead) to keep that artist from working again.

Thank goodness I'm confining myself here to The New York Times; as reviews from The 
Boston Globe and Variety (and others) were of the most vitriolic I've ever seen.  There is a 
point with reviewers, where they hate something so much, that they don't even mention the 
work anymore, and just focus on you instead.  And they lambasted Bob and I equally.

During the opening-night performance, unseen undergrads had been instructed to raid the 
apartment I'd been staying in, to gather my things indiscriminately into garbage bags, and 
hurl them into the lobby of the theater, to await me there in a pile at the champaign 
reception which they sulked over.  Brustein had planned a 'public debate' on the stage, that 
evening after the premiere, in which he could pronounce my work to have 'failed the 
challenge', but I had absolutely no interest in this.  And so, I went to drink coffee and 
draw.  I was thinking about the show I'd wanted to do, instead, by that point.

Guess which ruffian dared to not comply by singing Harvard's praises, when back in New 
York and at Lincoln Center.  John Rockwell had traveled to Cambridge to see the results 
on his own by that time; "Not your best.", he quipped wryly.  Then lifted its program from 
the desk with his fingertips, as if even this item may be contagious, and deposited it into 
receptacle.  Judging from the shellshocked expression I still wore - he didn't need to ask if 
I'd enjoyed myself.  "What else ya' got?" he asked.



Lincoln Center for the Performing Arts

Cabell had urged me, that afternoon, to bring a notebook with me that I'd been filling up 
with drawings, dreaming of a different work; I think it occurred to her, that probably no 
producer had ever seen my drawings.  And I realized that was true.  Sitting there now with 
Rockwell, and perusing the designs, he said something that I would never forget - and, I 
apologize for writing this down here, it's just my life.  He said, "Many of us believe you 
are the next Philip Glass and Robert Wilson combined.  And we at Lincoln Center are 
committed to being a part of your future.  We've got your back."  Whereupon, he 
commissioned my next work, 'The Book of the Dead', to premiere at Lincoln Center 
Festival, the following season.

A drawing from 'Book of The Dead'

To fill the void of season now, for themselves in New York, Ridge presented 'Everyday, 
Newt Burman' at La MaMa again, which I hadn't wanted them to.  I finally agreed to let 
them, after a tearful call from my old technician, Howard (himself having been 
pronounced an 'incompetent' by Brustein, and ejected from there after only a few days) - 
as long as it was exactly the same as before, and a promise that any new performers 
(which they mostly were at that point) learn everything from old videos.  Which they did.  
The only change to the production that year, was that Bob's friends had carved my name 
into a tombstone, center-piece to the set.
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A year and change, Lincoln Center - their giving up trying to bypass Brustein's financial 
obstructions - had canceled 'Book of the Dead' (despite providing the commission).  You 
see, while Brustein had no power over Lincoln Center per say, Lincoln Center had made it 
clear that they needed a co-presenter, in another city; it's just the way they did things, 
they'd said.  And, as it turned out, this is where Brustein could re-assert himself.  It'd 
become of routine over that year - in the process of getting started with Lincoln Center - 
that yet another production-partner would become involved, and then after receiving 
mysterious phone call from Harvard, would announce that they'd had a sudden change of 
heart.  One memorable quotation, 'We didn't realize that John had no experience making 
theater...'  And on each of these occasions, former production-partner would then announce 
that Bob's group was going to be presented, instead. And this spread quickly throughout 
venues across the country.  Rockwell then left Lincoln Center, to be Editor of The New 
York Times.  And so, I was blacklisted.

It was in this period, that I also received a phone call, from a journalist for The New York 
Times, named Steven Drukman.  I'd never heard of this person, but he'd startled me with a 
curtness; "I'm running a piece for The Times and, you should know, it's about Ridge 
Theater, and it's a feature.  I actually hadn't intended to speak with you at all.  But my 
editor [Rockwell] has made me call you.  So I'll ask you one question, and one question 
only, which I'll allow you to answer briefly: Did Ridge Theater write Jack Benny?"

A Downtown Troupe Revels in a New Sci-Fi Opera
By STEVEN DRUKMAN
Published: October 11, 1998

[M]r. McGrath also tends to double or triple cast look-alike actors, allowing a character who exits at 
stage left to magically reappear at stage right.

[M]r. Brustein described seeing ''Mathew,'' a science-fiction techno-opera about an android's 
education: ''I was blown away by the remarkable stagecraft. I immediately made rash claims about 
Moran and the Ridge together being 'the future of the theater.' ''

Writing in The New Republic, where he is the theater critic, Mr. Brustein said that the Moran-
McGrath collaboration might be ''potentially as important for American performing arts as that of 
Philip Glass and Robert Wilson.'' Subsequently, though, he has said that the Ridge Theater's artistry 
is apparent when applied to material not created by Mr. Moran.

''McGrath...'' Mr. Brustein said. ''...can mold technology and live performance to change a theater 
space into a film studio. Through projections and the doubling of actors, he is able to jump cut, fade 
and dissolve.''

3 years unable to see my work on a stage, and almost 5 years since I'd found stage in New 
York, now seeing the aspects of my work I'd put the most effort into attributed to someone 
else, I wasn't emotionally well.  It didn't matter what success my work had always seen 
before, I was now described as having never 'made it' by their group and supporters.  As 
I'd observe Bob and his friends - from afar - partying on the pages of The Village Voice 
with regularity, hoisting champagne and pressing their noses too closely to the camera,  
the world had become a den of liars, in my view.  And in one final argument together over 
the telephone, Bob described my being road-blocked in these ways as, 'just business'.  Not 
only could I not respect Bob for what he'd done, I felt I couldn't respect the people which 
supported him in doing so.  And that comprised a lot of people, suddenly, which magnified 
the isolation.  I was a 'loser', now.

I'd made a huge error at the time, also, in believing that any intelligent professional - upon 
reading the kind of specific remarks made by Brustein and author above - when also 
shown original scores and notes in my own hand, to the contrary; not to mention earlier 
press-quotes having being altered, and bannered over works without me at that point - 
would understand that an underhandedness had taken place.  Alas, no matter who it was, 
these individuals would glaze over, and then interrupt with platitudes which made no 



sense; such as, 'Maybe you can convince them to do another production of your work 
again someday?'   The more desperately I tried to explain these events to anyone who 
would listen, the more I was dismissed.  In truth, I was being told that - if I wanted any 
type of a future, myself - I would need to allow these people to assume crediting for ideas 
which I'd devoted myself to single-mindedly since childhood - and praise them for it, 
myself - or they could see to it that I would never work again.  A sociopath had raped my 
life, essentially.  And was rewarded for it.  The people in control of financing and venues 
across America, had been duped as easily as Brustein had, relying only on surface 
appearances and 

Seeing enough of this one day, Cabell did something I would never have thought of, and 
approached The Public Theater/New York Shakespeare Festival, privately and on her own.  
I think she had laid it out for them.  They'd always been a completely different esthetic, 
The Public; my work was too strange for them, really.  But, to my shock, they agreed to 
provide a small budget and rehearsal space, to put up a private workshop - just for 
themselves to see - of the piece that I'd been working on, 'Book of the Dead'.  Basically, 
while I was consumed with planning a suicide, Cabell had researched and found an old 
interview in which The Public Theater's artistic-director, George Wolfe, had expressed 
similar views re: Mr. Brustein; and she'd realized that The Public Theater was the only 
place that we could turn to, for that reason.  The only place left that Mr. Brustein or Bob 's 
group could not influence.

And so, we presented a workshop of 'Book of the Dead', there at The Public - presented 
privately to the staff of the theater, and major producers of the time - without any type of 
production value (this is important to understanding); myself and performers using a few 
chairs and a table, no costumes or lighting, just the material.  And suddenly...everyone 
wanted this thing.   Everyone.

Lincoln Center wanted it again and said they didn't need a production-partner after all.  
Brooklyn Academy of Music (having been utterly nonplused before), now wanted it; and 
expected me to break my contract with The Public Theater at their demand (which I would 
not).  John Rockwell was calling out from across the room to ask if I'd heard back from his 
friend George Lucas yet.  And, most importantly, The Public Theater wanted it, as they 
had the benefit of a contract being in place, which stated that it was theirs if they so chose.  
I knew that the only motivation on George Wolfe's part, was sticking it to the other 
fiefdoms.  But I had a dear friend at The Public, Bonnie Metzgar, who had really gone all 
out; so, I needed to honor her belief.

Poetry to life has not returned yet.  It will someday.  But for now, it was announced that I 
was to receive a (very) sizable grant from The Rockefeller Foundation, quite suddenly, and 
Cabell set up a 501(c)3 on her own for we see payments.  Asked who I'd like to work with 
- on the narration for 'Book of the Dead' - I expressed a hope to work with Uma Thurman.  
And that was arranged, as well.

Audio:
Book of The Dead, Act 1 (2000)

Narrated by Uma Thurman
https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/sets/book-of-the-dead-w-uma-thurman

https://soundcloud.com/john-moran/sets/book-of-the-dead-w-uma-thurman
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EVEN at a time when the working definition of opera is extremely loose, the growing body of works 
that the composer John Moran calls operas -- the latest of which, ''Book of the Dead (Second 
Avenue),'' opens tomorrow at the Joseph Papp Public Theater -- is likely to strain an opera fan's 
notions of the form.

It isn't just that his subjects are peculiar by operatic standards, or that his works have always been 
presented by theater companies. After all, however odd ''The Jack Benny Program'' (1989) might 
have seemed, with its streams of repeating snippets from Jack Benny reruns and its psychedelic 
imagery, it wasn't that much quirkier than, say, ''Einstein on the Beach,'' by Mr. Moran's mentor and 
professional role model, Philip Glass.

Not everyone hated 'Book of the Dead'. Just all the right people did, that it would be 
described as if everyone had, and purposely so loud as to drown out all other voices.  And 
in truth, it wasn't my best work.

Many critics - not all, but enough - described me as having failed; particularly Michael 
Fiengold of The Village Voice, who was exceedingly cruel.  And George Wolfe was so 
angry that 'Book of the Dead' hadn't concluded in a jazzy song and dance routine - having 
never bothered to see what it was before the last moment - 'locked' the production (a term 
meaning that union-crew wasn't allowed to touch the controls again) a full two weeks 
before opening.  It was not an easy experience for anyone, as Mr. Wolfe was in the process 
of being very publicly fired at the same moment (for his having spent 6 million dollars on 
a production, the month earlier, which then had closed immediately).  That was the 
zeitgeist of the moment, and my (very large, and very dense) production was used as an 
example of waste.

Everything had worked quite smoothly in the production, though.  It wasn't over budget.  
I'd shown that I could do set design, that I could organize something this large on my own, 
the same techniques I'd always employed.  It had gotten a lot of compliments for the 
stagecraft; even winning a Broadway-level award for 'Best Theatrical Design in New York 
City (2000)', and some people truly gushed over it.  But, it wasn't my best work; far too 
many distractions and depressions seeped through at the edges.  It had become so much 
pressure for me.  And, the powers that be attacked: I had challenged their politics publicly, 
after far too long a hiatus, and then presented something dense and difficult.  And dark.  
Producers across the country described my career to me as 'officially over' at that moment, 
and while their responses seemed irrational to me - considering that former colleagues had 
received far worse reviews than I - they now buckled down on everything that I'd been 
fighting against.  I felt that I couldn't win anymore.



"No one is ready to die!", Allen had shouted me at me that fall afternoon earlier. But 
always being contrary, Allen did seem ready; and on his own terms, at that. He called 
everyone he'd known by telephone, and wrote letters, and arranged a party to celebrate his 
life.   And did not shy from the subject, either.  A Tibetan Monk who'd been around quite 
often, beginning at the death of Candy - who'd evidently told Timothy Leary on his death-
bed, "You've tuned out enough now. It's time you tune in."; a Tibetan Rimpoche to the 
stars, if you catch my drift - tried to tell Cabell that evening that he'd known her in another 
life, to which she responded, "Like hell you did, buddy." Whereupon Allen laughed loudly, 
and took me aside to tell me that I was the future now; at his party a few evenings before 
he died.



--- 12 ---

I've wanted to ask you something through all of this, reader.  I wasn't sure if I should, at 
first.  And I hesitate still, as the question has proven to be such a dangerous one, 
historically.  And that is strange, really, owing to how basic a question it is.  One could 
inquire from bended knee, I think, and in humbled sincerity and still find themselves 
pronounced a savage for it; thrown out of offices, phone calls ended abruptly.  Even 
friendly acquaintance will distance from you for it; it is a social taboo of this order.

Caught off guard, the attention of interviewee can be seen to ricochet wildly throughout an 
inner architecture of what appear to be insecurities, and returning to awareness from there, 
will realize that observer had just been unwittingly offered tour, and will hate you for it.

But it was just a question:

'Thinking back, and answering as carefully as you can, what's the longest you've ever gone 
without eating?'  And before you answer; let me clarify that I'm not asking if you've ever 
had to cut back.  I'm not asking you to reminisce about the time you and a love made due 
with a side of sentimentality in your first apartment together, although that does sound 
very romantic.  In particular, please don't insult by pivoting to reflect from a distance on 
party and politic: I'm just asking you, between us, what's the longest period of time you've 
ever gone without a meal?  Would that be measured in hours?  I know that it would be, in 
fact.

My record for not eating is 4 and a half days; in Brooklyn, after 'Book of the Dead'.  I've 
approached the benchmark a couple of times, since; in Paris living about two-hundred 
postcard-depicted-meters from Sacre Coeur in the coveted Montmarte arrondissement.  
Often in beautiful surroundings, astonishingly, but abandoned and barred in scenic prisons 
of this sort, I can report that I've suffered.

Embedded in the fine print of every meal ticket, though, is that all experience is suffering.  
Without sarcasm it is suffering that we experience as human beings, all of us, and it ranges 
from the most overt and easily empathized with, through a laundry list of aches and pains 
and depressing realizations.  Even boredom is a form of suffering, isn't it? 

In the torturous throws of that latter description, Joe Mellilo - head of the financially 
bloated Brooklyn Academy of Music - referred to me as one without a future now, while 
spooning himself whipped cream (I imagined as reward for his having adhered to light 
salad.  But none of this can be proven, as we were on the telephone at the time).  I may 
have detected an aural-indication of him dabbing at the corners of his mouth though, as he 
responded, "I believe I have seen the wonderful Ridge Theater present the works speak 
of.", redefining the term 'my work' for me. "And yes, their productions were beautiful, I 
agree.", then concluding, "And John, the next time you have one of...your ideas...put it in 
the mail."

Diplomats in the art world generally cover the bases of etiquette, I find, when speaking to 
artists whose futures are yet unwritten.  In their realm, 'Let's stay in touch', translates to 
'Call me when everyone else wants you', and 'We're already scheduling well into next 
year...', means 'You are such a nobody.'  And, Joe's statement to me that day had not 
employed even this level of protocol, as he felt assured that I would never be heard from 
again.

I'll circumnavigate the grind of legalities by changing the subject for a moment to my 
adoptive-father; he was a repressed and oppressive man, and indicative of this, more 
concerned with how he would be viewed by others than by those under his care.  His life 
was devoted to false presentations.  And if he'd ever come out of the closet may indeed 
have worn pastels and openly enjoyed whipped-cream'ed desserts, but would still have 



hated himself.  He'd hate himself with the unstoppable force of habitual guilt which had 
taken hold of him in childhood; a fear of anything which was not ordered.  And a (non-
familial) relationship with a whistle blower and loose cannon in his proximity was 
dangerous to his campaign; the solution being to have the changeling exiled, in order that 
he 'get back to the business of living'; which in his case meant parading around in front of 
the neighbors and pretending he didn't have butt-cancer.

When you need to see a person disappear - and are experienced in influence - it's easy.  
You don't attack the person for what they stand for, in public, as to do so would bolster 
them, and would subject you to the debate.  You attack their spirit, off-stage.  You throw 
them off their rhythm and then gasp the loudest at their embarrassment as if surprised.  
You oversee their being deprived of magic, and telegram these misfortunes with your 
name writ large in invisible ink.  If you want to kill the spirit of an artist, you deny them 
audience.

The skyline of Manhattan seemed so empty now from here, and I was continuously 
distracted.  Distracted from the work again, by those invisible roadblocks.  And what I 
found in replacement seemed repugnant to me.  I was often rude to people who had only 
tried to be friends, but were ignorant in some way. There was a hastily strewn bar in my 
neighborhood at the time; the kind of place that exists very briefly as a front for an illegal 
habit, often.  And in loneliness I would go to peek in there some evenings when the only 
place that could have felt more isolating was my apartment which looked over it.  And I 
came to expect conversation there with a talkative bartender; a bit young for me, but very 
sexy and of a sloppy jug in libation.  And she was an actress she'd said - of course - and as 
aid to the plod one evening I asked her why.

She seemed pulled into inactivity by my question - unconsciously setting down chores as 
she began to gloss over - as arresting touchstone enveloped: How she had seen a theater 
work once, when she first moved to New York which she described as having 'changed her 
life': 'Mathew in the School of Life', it was called. "That was me!", I said catapulted from 
my barstool and into attention; and I fully expected at this moment that we would embrace 
in some way, and embark on a destined partnership.  It would have been such kismet, and 
so very much in order of life's thematic to now, wouldn't it?

Instead - surprisingly - she pulled back in distrust: 'What do you mean that was you? You 
were involved with it somehow?' - surmising I may have been mop-boy, perhaps.  "No, I 
wrote it, that was me!", I said still elevated.  Assuming a posture of reticence now, she 
recited aspects of the production to me - my work - and asked again more pointedly, 'What 
do you mean 'you'?'  I was befuddled.  'I wrote the opera,' I said.  'I wrote the music and 
the script, and...I came up with what happened on stage, you know.'  A look of disgust 
befell her then, and with a grasp into air she produced a gotcha': "I'm taking about the 
acting, though; it would have been nothing without that actor who played Matthew; he 
changed my life!"  "That was me." I said after a pause.

The next thing I knew she was locating bouncer in her field of vision, and tucking her rag 
into her loop for a conflict: 'I'll have you know that beautiful piece, is by Ridge...Theater', 
she over-pronunciated; 'I know them, they're my heroes.  So you are busted, buddy!  And 
that you would come in here, trying to pull one over on me, just shows what kind of a 
creepy loser you really are.'  The bouncer made his presence known as if protecting her 
soon after, and it was suggested that I leave.

Over that 2 blocks home and for the rest of my life, I became hyper aware of how being an 
insider is to be an unwitting accomplice to corruption.  Instigators will wash their hands of 
this in technicalities, and trumpet their windfalls as distraction.  And you, my young 
friend, were caught up by parade and towed at such a pace as set to marching.   

I'm gonna' totally fall in love in just a second, so hang on, but...



'Do not think yourself exempt as intellectual!', I bang out from the distance in that 
meantime. 'You are first offered audition for the role of masturbating hillbilly, and are 
relieved instead to find yourself described as 'a generation'. It's so much loftier this 
description, isn't it?  Always represented by someone else, though; that's the catch.  It's 
never really you.  With the possible exception of crime-pages, media and public-relations 
are but a monied advertisement in which self-investment is presented as a vetting of 
personal character.  And, that's an awful lot of trust going on.  Whatever your original 
inspirations were, as this generation, they'll gather dust in lonely P.O. Box thereafter, 
awaiting the candid reply of fictional characters.
 
Eva Müller aus Russelsheim, Deutschland war anders. Zer.  "I have never seen a 'Stah 
Woor'", she said in defiance to all things American, and in a sequence of flirtations.  Here 
we loaded ourselves into her mother's utilitarian Volkswagon in the parking lot of Das 
Staatstheater-Darmstadt, in Germany.  And using a term I've come to expect will bring a 
German audience to chuckles, Eva described herself as a 'Russelsheimer'.  Earlier that 
evening she had appeared in faux-sheepishness from the darkness of opera house, there in 
Darmstadt - now after hours and so we verboten, and so in whispers - 'What are you doing 
here?'

Eva had found state-employment for herself, as a dancer in my production - which had 
been afforded to me after a visiting producer had been one of the only individuals openly 
enamored by 'Book of the Dead' - and Eva had arranged her own transfer to here, from 
nearby Russelsheim; it was her own crafting, I believe, of exit.  You see in these days, 
German theater was still largely socialist, which meant that thespians willing to observe 
the mountain of paper-work once credentialed, could find themselves in steady 
employment; if not always in the city of their choosing.  And from darkened corner of this 
municipality had watched me silhouetted on a stage by ghost-light, in meditation on how 
'Everyday, Newt Burman' might be re-created for proscenium'ed view.  And broke this 
trance to express a matter of real concern for her;  'Don't you know how every woman in 
this theater are in love with you?'  Women from all over the world, since, have pushed 
their platonic knuckles into my shoulder as a friendly tip-off to reminiscence. 

'I like to spy!' she widened her eyes, in response to my asking how she knew where to find 
me; and then burst into a fit of retarded giggling which defined her as both a Hessen and 
horny for mischief.  And in this combination theater became fun again.  Moments later, we 
were caught in the beam of security guard, and were led to the nearest exit by our ears and 
scolded, and that pretty much sealed the deal.

Video:
Eva Müller performs Act 3: 'The Little Retarded Boy'

(Vocals by Mimi Goese / Recorded at On The Boards, Seattle, WA. in 2003)
http://youtu.be/WgfxNwVp9zM

I can't express to you in words, how difficult the third, solo act of this opera is, for dancer.  
A 13 minute challenge which is so rapid and relentless in it's call to reposition a thespians 
emotional presentation, that it requires not only the skills of a great actor but an ability to 
memorize a complex score to that, and behind all this an athleticism which I cannot 
approach.  But Eva had almost mastered it in a matter of days, and I'd never seen anything 
like it.  And neither had she, apparently, from the way she'd push her hip in sweating 
confidence and allow her gaze to roll off at the side of a smile.  Years of experience 
recognized performer who was working also all night at home and in dreaming.

I feel an old man in retrospect - and both of these things I am - but the quaint city of 
Darmstadt seemed a transcendence from events earlier at the hands of Bob and his 
obstructions. The first time I'd been overseas without the supervision of Phil's entourage as 
well, I found myself to be of vivacious character again; and will point out that nothing is a 
drag if you can't read what it says.

'I do things the American way!' I'd call while marching across the street without concern 

http://youtu.be/WgfxNwVp9zM


for traffic light, and look back to find young woman swooning.  I could run out of 
meetings in sudden inspiration to locate her skulking auburn lane, and point to poster'ed 
movie-star of a jewelry-store display; and was able to say in honesty, 'That woman was in 
my last opera, and this one is all about you.'

You corrupted heart, New York; you deny transcendence from your grasp, and are 
entrenched in crudeness for it. It was kismet you'd tried to keep me from in jealousy and I 
point out the halting rhythms you employed, which are the essence of denial.  Here is the 
poetry in my step again, at last!  Dreamworld not withstanding, weeping willows led to 
ornate gate, for me, and opened onto winding cobblestone and ice-cream flavored in the 
autumn'ed shades of coffee and notebook, and these my favorite flavors.  All these settings 
feather at their edges now, like the illustrations of a story's page; but here we spent our 
evenings moonlit in the fiercely secreted, ruined rooms of castle Frankenstein; and this not 
metaphor.  Opening to secret knock, after-hour ballerinas chain-smoke and flicker there, 
and are anxious to drink an American under the table again with glühwein and hot cider; 
former conquests still impression'ed in the dripping wax of candelabras looming.  It 
seemed that planted here, the setting of an opera I had written once and then forgotten now 
reached out to save me.

The Buddhists have an expression regarding karma, in paraphrase; if you plant a mustard 
seed you won't see roses as result. And when John is seed the results include a thorny stem 
and the bleeding fingertip of interaction (never say I didn't warn you), and there are 
individuals who will recoil from the encounter; 'It's dangerous!' they might exclaim, as 
there are families about mit kinder.  But behind the scenes to complaint I was hoisted to 
the shoulders of a group whose self-made emblem read: 'Technicians for Victory!'

Darmstadt, Germany

Barreled, beleaguered Dieter Gerke, broke a 45-year tradition of emotional-detachment as 
Technical Director of StaatsOpera and snarled, 'Enough!'.  This very traditional man, in 
revery of decades to exactitude and schedule, and tests of character off-stage. They are a 
special breed, the German Technics, with whom I've come to expect understanding; even 
within hours. "This man before you, is a master," Herr Gerke jowled, "you should be 
learning from him! I have never seen a director more prepared.'  Chef of institution then 
afforded me a second chance, and then a third and then a third and a half.  And Dieter 
reseated himself on each of these occasions, to refocus his gaze onto golden beer, and 
there became a bit weepy.  Young translator in tow, related to me what he'd said the next 
day (and this will remain a secret).

In this state of kinship, Darmstadt and I prepared a behemoth of stagecraft to premiere the 
evening of September 11, 2001.

Now instead, I answered televised questions, like 'How does your opera relate to what has 
just happened in New York?'; 'Uhhh....well, uh...not at all, really'.  'Does what has 
happened changed your view of this opera then?'; 'Uhhh....'.  911 had stolen our thunder, 
and opening night was cancelled, so that we all might stare at a screen.  The production 



opened the second night, instead.  But...you know.  Good reviews were naturally rather 
unnoticed next to the event.  And I was stunned of course, as well.

The view, as I've said, was so empty now at my return, and it cemented as cold 
temperatures set in.  Haunted by the ghost of Cabell looking through the window which I 
sat in front of now - myself having pushed her away with every ounce of darkness I could 
muster, earlier - she with binoculars asking from a loop of memory, 'Have you ever 
thought about what would happen if a plane flew into it?', just before I'd left.  And my 
responding condescendingly that such a thing would never happen.  Cabell.

This was spectered era, to which I referred earlier; starving in this apartment in Brooklyn, 
and finding that over my absence of a year, I'd only been further walled out from making a 
living in my own country again; enemy awarded and spilling champagne on themselves.  
Their (often decidedly) negative reviews, (perhaps not) surprisingly were described by 
producers as irrelevant, as they were very well monied, now.

And so impossibly expensive for me, every aspect of this city, that the months were 
stacking to levels of real consequence.  The daily battle to fend off angry landlord took 
precedence over inspiration, and I could barely remember what it felt like to be creative 
anymore. They had wounded my spirit, and were anxious to rub that in again upon my 
return from Germany.  It seemed I existed merely as watchman now, over the equipment 
and scores of another person.   

New York, post 9/11, was crass and financially driven, and not at all characterized by 
citizens 'pulling together'; don't let them say that it was.  It was like all its chess-pieces had 
been vibrated into surprising relocation, and now a frenzy of hands inserted themselves for 
reconfiguration.  And I had no hand.  In that isolation and starvation, I'd fashioned a noose 
to help in the mulling of options, and coming home from that experience at the bar which I 
spoke of earlier, I had a realization sitting there, which would change my life as an artist.

I answered an email from Eva; 'I'm starving here. I can't get paid for anything anywhere, 
and I'm in trouble.'  And then I added a sudden ps; and explained that I'd just had an idea. 
That if she trusted me, she could come to New York and we might have a chance together.  
And she replied that she was on her way.

I called a young man who was programming at La MaMa, regarding their smallest stage - 
a far cry from what I was accustomed to by that point - and begged him to bend the rules 
that I may see one evening, in between 2 other shows and very much out of schedule.  I 
had to repeat ad nauseam that 'important players' would be in attendance just to keep him 
on the line.  And oh, it didn't need any rehearsal or lighting, or any budget.  It just had to 
save my life, I thought.

I called Phil, and Stokes, and anyone who still pretended to listen to me a bit, including 
iconic director Richard Foreman - who I always found to be a very kind man, despite his 
grumpy exterior - and begged them all to be in attendance for this evening at La MaMa.

When you have been knocked down from a high position and are humiliated for it, my 
advice - after this experience - is not to seek out equally high or higher position to make 
up for it.  That was the mistake I'd made with 'Book of the Dead', and had invited further 
wrath.  Instead you play the humiliated fool, but in calculated abandon.  It will seem to 
work against you at first.  You make joking note of how small you are in public (although 
not when in private), and present yourself in ways disarmingly intimate, as the danger for 
you is real and they will pay attention for this reason alone (again, in public not in 
private).  In doing so, you break the 4th wall between you and audience, as nothing draws 
initially like a gruesome accident.  That's step one, when you need to start over.

That night at La MaMa, the stage was unadorned and starkly utilitarian.  It wasn't 'theater'.  
Obviously unmonied and we looking pretty desperate, Philip and anyone else who still 



vaguely hoped to see me found alive found seats and situated, as John bumbled about an 
empty stage, and appeared to be stoned out of his gourd.  I've always felt that Philip was 
able to reach me with his thoughts, in some way, wherever I was; and here I felt him choke 
my shoulders, and say 'John, you're blowing it!'  

Fumbling with the microphone and stand now, I was trying to make an announcement of 
some sort, but my inadvertent use of the word 'discombobulated' had caused a fit of the 
giggles in me...and this turned into an unattractive hacking, which caused my arm to shoot 
forward in inopportune spasm, which caused the microphone-stand to lurch forward and 
microphone loose in the slack hit stage; as an injurious feedback filled the room.  Nothing 
makes an audience hate you faster than feedback, by the way, especially if it's your fault.  
Barely recovering from this, Eva Müller was introduced.  My ESP was confirmed as I 
glanced in exit of stage, to see Phil's arms in silhouette raised to the air in frustration, and 
that of Richard Foreman to be in search of an exit.

Eva took the stage - her first week outside of Germany - and here in the dream of 
Manhattan presented a rather uncanny 10-minutes from 'The Hospital', to begin with - but 
why this, of all things, it was old and forgotten material - and it seemed that while John 
was clearly having substance-abuse issues, this young woman was so vulnerable here; 
John had brought her from Germany for this?  You wanted to care for her as audience, as 
she was deserving of attention, and in the clutches of a madman for that matter.  And so, 
you mesmerized and watching her quite carefully, she blew your mind with precision.  
And then she had you.

When suddenly, Eva began to bumble about the empty stage, and appeared to be stoned 
out of her gourd. Fumbling with the microphone and stand now, she was trying to make an 
announcement of some sort...but her inadvertent use of the word 'discombobulated' - it 
dawning on you slowly that this is John's voice, from earlier - had caused a fit of the 
giggles in her, and this turned into an unattractive hacking which caused her arm to shoot 
forward in inopportune spasm, which caused the microphone-stand to lurch forward and 
microphone loose in the slack hit stage; as an injurious feedback filled the room.  Barely 
recovering from this, Eva re-introduced herself, and me, and we entered the nightclub 
world of Burlesque.



---- 13 ----

"Do you know what this guy did?  Do you know what he did?  Tell 'em John, tell 'em what 
you did tonight. This guy, I mean, he went out there, and just...you should tell 'em John, he 
went out there and..."   Phil seemed enormously proud of me, leaning back in his chair in 
the after-hours intelligentsia of kitchen table.  I was enormously proud of Phil's re-found 
pride in me on top of this; taken up a notch, it seemed, for my having pulled a fast one and 
close to the vest when the chips were down.  I was a 'survivor' he said now; a step above 
someone with good ideas.  Eva was flooded with praise, and by all concerned.  And she 
was proud of herself, for having jumped onto a plane without a plan and then found 
herself the center of attention here so seamlessly.

I'm going to take a moment to offer you tool here, outsider; and you can take this forward 
with you and believe in it, regardless of anything else said: it is a three-tiered divining rod 
which measures, accurately, the effect you've had on an audience.  Please note that it will 
in no way measure the brightness of your future.  But if you're working under the premise 
that utterly freaking people's shit, and then strutting about being called a genius again and 
getting away with crazy stuff for that reason is its own reward, then listen up:

Level 1:

They didn't like it; and that is, admittedly, a tough level to be on. You'll find no slack here, 
and are ordered about by technicians as if underling.  No you can't have a free drink.  You 
know immediately, when you're on Level 1, as most people will simply avoid eye-contact 
with you altogether, and exit the situation in the manner one would a foul bathroom.  'You 
stunk' as they say, and the subtle gestures are similar.  As for personal friends, they must 
'brace themselves' a bit when encountering you, and in trepidation pull others along for 
support.  And, here is the real tell of Level 1; friends will change the subject as quickly as 
possible: They speak of food, or alcohol, long winded accounts of where they had to park.  
Anything but your show.  They don't want to talk about your show, because they didn't like 
it.

Level 2:

They did like it! And that's always surprise for people in itself.  Ok, you're not 'the' dude; 
but who is is, right?  They are anxious to say hello, and want to sit down together as a 
clique. But they don't change the subject to that happening, as they do on Level 1.  A Level 
2 is sometimes characterized by members of your inner circle calling out personal bits of 
business between you, in display.  But, these symptoms can be misleading.

The tell of Level 2, is that sandwiched between the enthusiasm, are frequent references to 
other artists, and this is delivered by speaker as if a naughty secret; 'You know what it 
reminds me of...a little bit?', and will feign that they've come down with a case of the vapors 
upon uttering that other persons name.  And as you ponder these inflections, in the honesty 
of solitude, you'll become aware that this is why they liked you; you 'reminded' them of 
someone else.

Level 3:

Congratulations, Olympian. You have successfully navigated through whatever hell 
proceeded this for you - in utter self-absorption, I'm sure - and then channeled that 
experience in such a way that, by the time you encounter any of these individuals, they 
have long since reverted to salivating blatherers; and now rush you in uncontrolled spams, 
the way a dog will after being left alone too long, and needing to pee.

I'm sorry to say it this way.  But they are simply not themselves on Level 3, these people 
you'd felt you'd known before.  My friend Joseph understands me at this moment, I think 
for example, and it can be a bit embarrassing; as if stumbling into a secret-sex-club where 
everyone you'd known from daily life there assumed surprising role and are now on 
display.  This doesn't mean you don't still love them.  But it changes your view of them.

Level 3 is not necessarily about 'fame', it's important to note.  A Level 3 is state in which 
one is described as 'infamous' instead, and that's completely different.  In that condition, a 
lack of fame can seem your vetting, and it is imagined that by force of genetics you have 
bypassed such conventions altogether.  It transcends the biology of physicality, in that far 



better looking people suddenly crave your attention and form into lines.  It's not the effect 
of media, you understand, you only need its little push.  The effect that you have had is 
disarming to you, outsider.

Beyond the humor of demeaning descriptions, the elder outsider will enter a Level 3 with a 
commitment to remembering that sentience is equally spread in our world.  And that 
whatever an outsider possesses is cruelly transient.  This can tinge your thoughts as sickly 
sweet in bitter hindsight.  It is merely a tool of artistic measurement, that we discuss here.

Do not confuse a Level 3 with a lot of compliments, I remind; 'Blathering' is the key here.  
Blathering is defined as a state in which so many half-conscious emotions seek to find voice 
simultaneously in an individual, that most of their statements never reach a conclusion: 
"Hey, you were....!  I mean....!  I mean, what you're doing is just...!", this would qualify.  A 
convincing fake can cynically find a Level 2; and that's the level where money hangs out.  
But only fate and sincerity can result in a true Level 3; not only transient, transcendent.

Thanks for the eternities.

To put this into perspective, I'd been truly starving to death; that no longer a euphemism.  
And it was clear that no one in the professional world was going to break ranks.  And you 
going forward, you would remain ever so alien to me, insider.  I do not know if these 
words will have the same effect, if not set to Air on a 'G' String, but I've confessed to this 
many times; peering at you through gaudy window, I find you atop that steaming goose, 
again.  And I don't care if you're 'grateful'.  I am but hungry ghost to what sustains you; all 
the material nourishments which you trade, as if normalcy were your greasy coin.  It's 
tacky, that currency of your predictability, and how you bloat in the exchange.

Whereas Eva liked to live on sprouts.  And Halloween, later, my love as a german garden.

Eva flew on an airplane.  A dreamy notion this, itself, a journey themed as golden and sky-
blue, she hauled a bag and read a book on yoga in the beams of this description and closed 
within it envelope; containing meager euro, saved through brief employment as an elf of 
Christmas town.  Fine-tool'ed of hand, my love, and overseeing rows of wooden angels.  
She'd set aside these earnings for our costumes and first meal; and I think this went 
unquestioned.  Here she is spec to your JFK International.

Synchronicity longing for interaction with this, my apartment is revealed to be of - eerily - 
exact proportion to the smallest stage at La MaMa; its dressing-room transposed over bed-
room in this blue-print.  And so, out the window with old furnishings; and here we have a 
mock-up for experiment, audience line at kitchen table and so we perform for cat and 
coffee.

I can report, from head in the clouds thereafter, that weeping women heaved themselves 
onto my Eva, she toweling the sweat and tears from her neck, and panting from effort and 
in exhilaration.  Are you such lucky one, insider?  The upturned curve of lip I've observed, 
when others seem forgetting of themselves; I store this shape for recall.  It is the spline of 
another when they are reliving childhood trauma, or are thanking life in some private way; 
this is a nourishment which comes from sources more distant than what you perceive, 
insider.  A different currency, and too ancient for worldly employment; their weeping there 
I mean, as close men pressed to grab my hand at such a point of exclamation that - even in 
my arrogance - I am taken aback.  The blathering.

"You know what you did, right?", Linda repeated Phil's question in more pointed terms, at 
her office shortly after.  Linda was a touring-agent for artists of note, and I'd felt I needed 
her, in that I had no hand in that world and she a player to the 'big leagues'.  And yet, when 
I'd thought of Linda, I'd seen her after a performance of 'Book of the Dead', two years 
earlier; my having anxiously sought her out, and her bracing herself for that reason.  Her 
opting to cut through predictability and speak plainly: "I know how much you wanted it to 
be this one, John.", and proving herself a kind critic.  She knew I was screwed, though.

And here on a different day, she looked at me from angled neck and squinted exhalation, 



the way one will when you've just shown yourself to be unearthly lucky.  We had a big hit 
on our hands, and it hadn't cost any money.

I wasn't thinking of this, at the time, as a new approach to life which would take me all 
over the world at whirlwind speeds; but it would be.  Not just yet.  But more than a 
passing fancy, artistic period.  I'd only known that I wanted people in New York to see 
Eva.  I knew somehow that then they would understand.  But that work - which she'd 
played part to, in Darmstadt - had been so expensive; housing for 20 people at outset.  This 
is what I'd aspired to, and how stupid really.  As then I had nothing for it.  But in further 
pondering, I'd realize that any particular production or work was incidental; 'Ah ha, it was 
the experience!'

How had this happened; my breaking through again, despite the road block of polity?  To 
make a long story lengthier, can we talk about Jack Benny?  Not my opera of the title, but 
Benjamin Kubelsky.  Not alone in innovation, Mr. Kubelsky was of real note to masters of 
ceremony and those requiring new chapter.  And if you are of such category, then this 
chapter is for you:

'How to start again'
(...when you are so totally fucked)

You may consider Jack Benny, who was famous throughout his life for portraying Jack 
Benny, once adopting the name.  It was him up there, although scripted.  A hyper-version 
of himself, which referenced his real life, and one in which all the qualities which a star 
would normally seek to distance from - vanity, pettiness, failures and frailty - he amplified 
into caricature, not often but at all times.  He may wear costume for a bit of business, but 
the point was that it was him under there.  Most of the time, it was grey suit and tie in this 
respect, and thick, effeminate glasses.  Not possessing of physicality or good looks, he'd 
fine tuned weaknesses; elbow close to the waist so that his palm could rest at his cheek, and 
staring helplessly at events from there.

In youth, Ben had wanted to be a concert-violinist, and in young adulthood realized it 
wasn't his vocation.  A heartbreak to him, I've read.  And so, this became a running gag; 
that he'd clung to this dream, pathetically, and he tone-deaf to the suffering of others.  His 
dapper'ed and ill-fated turn as leading man in, 'The Horn Blows at Midnight'.  And the way 
he - if alive today - would fill out his age to read 39.  Such things would play specter to 
most entertainers, but he had manipulated a kinship with audience through them.

Antagonists to him - frustrating his attempts to put on the blase, variety show which was his 
background - were caricatures of people in his real life; his wife Mary Livingston, his 
announcer Don Wilson, and crooner Dennis Day. This blurring of 4th wall onto stage 
added a magnetism, to these characters.  You just loved them.

And so, I thought of Jack Benny, and - not trying to imitate him, exactly - I personalized his 
technique.  And, reader, damned if it didn't work.  From that point forward, I would always 
plays myself on stage, and in reference to real events.

I'd made a portrait of Eva and I - misleading in how candidly it presented, with fake 
mistakes and microphone sounds (for the trickery of that realism) - and together, our 
presenting a hastily hewn, variety show...and not in fine repair.  'Whatever', and haphazard, 
without setting, and amateurish, as accident.  It wasn't a 'story' about our doing this, but 
something more deceitful.

I'd made characters - more detailed than ever before, in fact - but they were Eva and I.  Or 
something so similar to us that no one could tell the difference.  They were amplified.  Not 
in volume, but in character.  The moment that Eva understood that it was actually better if 
she didn't learn proper English.  The moment that I realized that I should present myself as 
a pot-head.

Perfect phrase and rhythm to gesture, you see, equate one to the effect of memory in 
viewer, and this can be repurposed to seduction. Romance is in the timing of this 
unfolding, and all the melodies you unconsciously receive are puppeteer to your emotions, 



truthfully.  I am composer of that personal experience now.  And I view this as melodic 
phrase.  The pure crush one felt on Eva by conclusion of manipulative sequence, it was 
palpable.   

Presenting that frail creature, I was bumbling and screwing up on stage, sometimes 
frightening.  Delighting in my entitlement; beyond a brat.  And you perceived this, always, 
to be 'the night' which I was throwing career away.  Or else was found brooding 
somewhere, absorbed in the thoughts of 'composer'; lofty critical quotations bannered 
above, such as 'Moran is a modern-day Mozart'.  And then I'm falling down on the stage, 
or forgetting what I'm doing; you tools.

Cartoonish abandon is key here, I think; puppeteer'ed from a place detached and 
observing.  I was car accident which caused you to stop, when spotlight swerved to 
'helpless' Eva Müller; beguiled passenger in my tow.  Lulling you into submission there at 
roadside, finally she leaned to whisper, 'My boyfriend tricked you to be here.'  Presenting 
ourselves this way - using moments from my old material as bait, presented in humble 
location - we had defanged oppressor.  I'd realized that our workshop for 'Book of the 
Dead', years earlier, had been so successful because people actually preferred my 
descriptions of a lavish spectacle, more than they respected seeing all that money being 
spent.  Make a fool of the people who rely on money, they deserve it.

Schooled that year by burlesque masters, like Julie Atlas Muz, The Wow-Wow Sisters, 
World Famous Bob, and Murray Hill - who'd been establishing a movement in the 
Brooklyn scene - retooling the art of burlesque into something more edgy, and to the 
theme of empowered subculture - Eva and I found stages amid this type of line-up.  And 
while never close friends I liked these people, as it was professional business for them; 
their appearing to be out of control.  And I reveled in the approach and took it further.  
Target audience for Eva and I, were displaced artists, angry at powers that be; of which I'd 
note there were many, here.

And I would point out - for the uninitiated - that there is a huge difference between 
traditional theater and burlesque: in that burlesque survives on the sale of alcohol.

Julie Atlas Muz

You need to wow them for about 10 minutes (or, are resented and swallowed in chatter), 
and then leave them on a high-note, announcing, 'We're gonna take a quick break, so why 
don't you get a drink!'  One structures an evening in this way around an audience's 
progression into debauchery, and you beguile them to remain there.

Programmer of this environment not only watches your performance, you understand, but 
the drink sales which occur simultaneous.  And if you're perceived to be a 'downer' to bar, 
then...sorry.   But a growing scene which follows you around, rep'ing themselves as place 
to gather...how soon can you come back?  This just had nothing to do with getting grants, 
anymore.  And it's not for lazy, burlesque, as it requires performer to don the hat of tireless 
promoter as well, if you want a decent cut; aggressive.



I mentioned earlier, the encounter with young bartender near my home in this era; this 
young one deceived and marching about for former colleagues.  How I'd sat by my 
window for months after that, despondent, feeling that truth saw no respect.  Whereas, if 
I'd just thought to walk in the opposite direction, I would have arrived at my old rehearsal 
space, now to stranger'ed purpose. But turning around from there, I'd be facing Galapagos; 
a converted warehouse-performance-bar which boasted several stages, and all manner of 
artistic freedoms.  

Galapagos was quickly becoming a lighthouse of new era, growing under inspiration of its 
owner Robert Elmes, and bringing artistic (and property) value, to a then neglected area of 
Brooklyn, called Williamsburg; and just at the moment which many artists were being 
forced out of Manhattan in exodus.  This was kismet for Galapagos, which found itself to 
be center now.

N. 6th Street / Williamsburg, Brooklyn

And so I'd asked for an evening there, originally, that Eva and I might workshop 'the real 
show' for Manhattan.  But instead, we'd seen a Level 3, and were immediately offered a 
regular slot; Thursday nights at 10pm.  This was kismet for Eva and I, a weekly stage just 
down the street, and vegan cupcake shop en route.  Evenings of this sort - however 
experimental on our end - were capped by banging DJ, and would roll into wee hours as 
performer and audience saw furniture upturned.

And to our surprise, we found that the same room of people - randomly there our first 
evening - now came back again and again, as a type of social-scene had developed around 
our time-slot.  They seemed to love us fiercely, our audience.  And gradually, as new 
individuals arrived - exclaiming that they'd been looking for my work - inevitably 
expressed that they'd felt confused after having gone to see the work of former colleagues 
and found it be - as they described - large but meaningless.  These experiences deepened 
in me a dedication to my new approach; complex ideas and material, but a simplicity of 
presentation which relied on a purposed precision.

Galapagos Art Space (Front Room)

You really need to be 'road tuff' in these type of locations however, or will find yourself 
trampled - your props and things will be trampled - or lost or stolen as you turn your back.  



And you learn through trial and error, that anything can and will happen. I often think of 
the first evening a very drunk woman, in a front row set of tables, was shouting and acting 
up, and the empowerment I felt - as a performer - having figured out a subtle distraction to 
occupy her instead, without my missing a beat.  As to be in burlesque - regardless of your 
schtick - you must first learn to dominate, in tricky ways - or will leave that room in tears.

When I think of Eva Müller, I am first in awe of her uncanny precision as a performer.  
And the determination with which she set about proving her passion for what I created.  
And the way she presented this all as if a breeze of laughter.  It seemed the definition of 
romance, to me.  And next, I am transported to her arrival in Brooklyn, and her crying at 
the peak of frenzy, "We lost the war and now Americans get to bang my German fuck-
hole!"  And how the strongest aphrodisiac for Eva, was being backstage between numbers.

One of these evenings at Galapagos - our shenanigans of this sort out of hand  - we'd find 
ourselves pulled to stage in all manner of frenzy.  But this evening, there had been a 
poetry-slam in the front room, and Eva and I were on the stage, in back.  And, a woman 
who'd come to recite her new work - 'I love big black dick' - now peered in to our stage in 
pursuit of new adventures.  This evening, we'd had hecklers, though: a meat-headed boys-
club from New Jersey, intent on destroying everything.

As Eva found herself weak to erotic pull of costume change at that moment, the woman 
interrupted behind black curtain, to ask if we'd like her to take care of these guys.  'Ha ha', 
you know, 'Thanks, but we're ok.'  'Should I gang-bang 'em?', the woman asked us.  
Confused, this culminated in the woman's announcement over microphone, 'Anyone who 
wants to gang-bang me, come with me to the roof!  Or else, really, stay to watch this 
amazing show, alright!'  And of course, this was perfect bait for New Jersey meatheads, 
who were led up the stairs and away.  And so...we continued with business of stage, not 
knowing what to think, really.  But ever glancing skyward then, and distracted.  Perfect 
timing - at conclusion to Eva's big number - here came this woman to stage again, 'Look at 
me, Eva! My face is covered in cum for you!'  And indeed.  Our shock - a few evenings 
later - seeing this woman featured on local news; an investment banker.

Present to much insanity, was our new barker (and partner in flim-flams), Laura.  Laura 
had elected herself to be in charge of our door one night, seeing that the room was too 
much for us.  And then handled the door the next week, again; arriving with her own metal 
strong-box, which she hauled around cash in, and guarded.  And then set up a merchandise 
table, where she sold CD's of my soundtracks, as well; and from there direction'ed a room 
through well timed shouts and flirtations.  A sexy con-artist, really, and a heroin addict; 
moonlighting to her day-job as a diamond expert in Manhattan.  With determination 
(inherent to bulldog) she'd round up cash for cab fares and groceries, and counted out cuts 
at the lightning speed of tear-down.  We were buskers now, and she our tout.

And this was all so much fun again, if not a bit evil at times.  And as the response was 
always so overwhelming; this seemed so much richer an experience than anything offered 
by the venues which I'd used to aspire to; I felt alive again.  And all of this craziness was 
background to serious work, as well. For even though we were enveloped in this insanity 
now, these were intellectuals here, hungry for new ideas.  The very idea of going back to 
stuffy, traditional venues, was simply unacceptable.

As Eva and I found ourselves abruptly seated across from people like Yoko Ono, or at the 
birthday party of billionaire heir, interviewed for Russian television, or on private tours of 
upscale galleries and cities upstate; 2 things became conspicuous:

a) None of these very wealthy people, were ever going to actually help us eat, as they 
couldn't relate to our dilemma.  And b) no matter how successful we were - in terms of 
audience reaction - we were never going to see review in New York; that had been sealed 
against us.  The Village Voice refused to come, The New York Times refused to come. 
Timeout magazine did come, and wrote that I'd "...reaffirmed [my] reputation as one of the 



most important (and underrated) figures in the avant-garde"; and The Seattle Times had 
laid it on pretty thick, as well.  But the politics of Manhattan seemed a solid wall; and the 
decrees of people like Joe Melillo to any venue around the country which desired to be in 
his pipeline, were in lock-step.  Finally giving up pursuit of interconnected venues like 
The Walker, or The Wexner, who'd each been as insulting as possible in one-upsmanship; a 
memorable quotation, 'Let us know when you decide to do theater again.'

People love this expression, 'I have no regrets!'; as it's a fun thing to say, and implies that 
life is plentiful in perspectives.  But I confess to many.  And one of them is that - in the 
process of hanging a Hawaiian voodoo-mask on the wall, which I'd made for Eva's luau - 
I'd unconsciously stepped on the heating duct in our apartment, for support, and it 
separated from the wall a bit; and thereafter would provide no heat.  And how deeply this 
one, unconscious footprint made imprint in my life.  We were still quite poor, you see.  
And - being that the landlord hated us so, already - we needed to keep this a secret - that 
John had broken the heater - as in that climate it would surely have been last straw.  And 
the climate was freezing now, as another winer set in.  Eva wasn't used to this; the strain of 
that being evident in her, and we were hungry.

We also realized that - while kismet to us - the US government was not on board with Eva  
simply moving to New York as we'd hoped.  So, over that year and a half, it had been 3 
months on and 2 months off, then 3 months on and 1 month off.  Finally, she en route to 
New York again one day, was halted by Eurocrat, who asked why she'd been traveling to 
America so often. 'Because', was her response, 'I have a lot of jobs there, and I'm in love.'  
Officer not bemused by this, chose to stamp her passport in dreaded-red: 'No Admittance'.  
This screwed everything up.  We were told that she should wait at least 6 months to a year.

Life again become a desperate panic at 11th hour, just as a national tour had finally been 
organized (thanks to the help of Linda, and a former 2nd in command to Joe Melillo who 
had broken ranks and gone off on his own to run a venue in Seattle).  And, other things 
came to the fore in a torrent of emails.  Eva wanted a baby, very much.  And said that she 
was embarrassed of her not being able to think of anything else, suddenly.  And, I don't 
want to be a father; it wouldn't be fair to little-ones, although I love them.  I am crazy, and 
life with me is all mishap and emotion, you've seen this.   And so in that interim of 
separation, Eva had met someone, who wasn't crazy, and who did want to have those 
things, and was there in Rüsselsheim.  She'd seen her dream come true for a year or so in 
New York, and now re-prioritized.  And so, she wasn't coming back.  The news was not 
received very gracefully, I'll add.

We all know what it is, to be left in despair at the closing of love.  But this was a doozy for 
me.  And #3 of the three times Phil ever really shouted at me: "God damn it, John!"  It was 
him on the phone?  "Don't you EVER give your work away to someone else like that 
again! First those other people, and now this?  Do you hear me? What are you thinking 
when you do this?!"

Adding thick layer of irony to all this, I'd received a mysteriously formal envelope from 
overseas that week - adorned by elaborate post-mark - which invited Eva and I to be live-
in artists-in-residence, for the city of Paris; a guest to the Mayor's Office.  She had I were 
to move there on January 1 - a few months after that moment - and with the stated 
intention that we were to be 'introduced to Paris society'.



But for now, I had a lot of theaters to make call to around the country - including The 
Kitchen in New York - all of whom I'd bothered incessantly for a year, begging them for 
the opportunity.  All the tears and belief involved in Eva and I having proven ourselves to 
these individuals; they seemed to have been equally as inspired by the very kismet of our 
meeting, in addition to what we performed.  And so now, I had to explain to all these 
people, that I didn't know where she was anymore.  She was just gone.  And I recalled that 
when she and I had met, another had been left in the lurch that way, as well.  I was livid 
angry at her for this; but looking back, I love her for all of it.  It had been truly magical.

I begged producers (and friends) now, to believe that I could find a replacement for Eva in 
time; about 3 weeks before opening at that point.  And, no one believed it possible.  Most 
of the venues cancelled.  Eva and I having found each other - and she as unearthly talented 
as she was - this could not simply be repeated at will, they'd all said.

But these voices would be proven wrong.

Sitting there on crumbling porch of building, horns in hand and humiliated - mad with 
jealousy on top of it all; that very unique and painful distraction of a lover disappearing, 
and unable to stop envisioning them intwined with another person - it was hell again.  That 
week would bring power-outage along the entire East Coast and up into Canada as well, - 
after the limb of a tree in Ohio had inadvertently brushed against wire - and now the entire 
East Coast was in darkness; a call and response to mood, I felt.  Sitting on porch, with 
nothing to do but take in the candle-lit silence of neighborhood - and contemplating if I 
might climb the height of the Williamsburg Bridge which loomed nearby, to plummet and 
be done with all this - I met my next door neighbor, Saori.

Saori Tsukada



--- 14 ---

I was alone when I left for Paris.  I was alone in Paris.  I was alone when I left Paris.  I 
was this lonely man.

Pictured here are the stairs which led up to the home I was afforded by the city; a well 
known landmark, in Montmartre.  There are exhausting stairs behind you in this image, as 
we are climbing to peak of mountain.  It is steep.  And incalculable how many different 
legs and lungs have felt this distress, and slowed at all these same places.  It's Paris.  This 
thought alone will slow your step.  But one more set of stairs, and they come to an end and 
we're where I lived.

This is Place Dalida, at the top of those stairs.  That was my home, on the right of this 
image, which bowed the path of a cobblestone which horse-shoe'd to lead one way or 
another to La Basilique du Sacre Coeur; you can see its towers in the distance.  A 
lighthouse after sundown.  Let's go there.  But before we set out, let's pause to pay our 
respects a moment, to Dalida herself, and the memorial to her suicide.

Dalida

Try calling this environment home in the sting of winter, or the foreboding autumns 
preceding, and then you will catch my drift.  The likes of Van Gogh have tread here (and 
in a literal sense).  And note that these are not my photos, either, but better described as 
everyones; it's Paris.  And I can assure you that, just after these more well-managed 
frames, a group of unruly tourists poured in at the ring of a bell, and took all of these 
photos again.  They move on in that clockwork, but I remain; awaiting sign from Dalida; 
where is my inspiration?  Her eyes forever closed in that casting though, I'd take this to be 
her dislike of me.  Used to more talkative angels, I reckon.



While clearly an honor, I came to understand that I lived in a museum now. And a very 
quiet one, at that.  And that I was expected to be out of sight and silent there, as if put into 
storage in some way. In fact, any attempts to present my work in Paris, were met with 
extreme hostility.  The bourgeoisie, bureaucrat who I'd first encountered - ready to start 
again, I'd said - phrased her halting of me in clever terms; "From what I understand Msr. 
Moran, the purpose of such programs is for you to see Paris.  Not for Paris...to see you."  
Try something for me once just now; laughing while pursing your lips together.
 

Come with a ghostly John in that case, and a bottle of 3-euro wine, and we'll climb the hill 
to another evening of solitude.  You do remain this mystery to me, insiders.  You shun, you 
erase; you really are so dishonest.  And then set me up, free of charge, in the worlds most 
romantic location, only that I may tread the steps of other outsiders before me, and be so 
alone yet again.  Explain, please.  As we are in deep confusion now.  Next is the view from 
here:

Try sighing with me once, if you like; cross-legged in alcove and glowering over a world 
which cannot stand the sight of me; I uglied, I misshapen. I more at home among gargoyle.  
You bubble down there in activity.  Uncorked your Tour Eiffel.  And so I am Quasi Modo 
to Basilique.  I am in need of sanctuary, and as caveat I am its shade.  And so, I ring these 
bells again this evening.  I ring them for my Esmerelda.

Before I'd stomped to Paris, you see, I was still in the moment before I'd stomped to Paris, 
and Eva having left and so I without partner, presented as most undignified. I still had 
shows to do, was the thing, and I needed the money from these.  And more importantly, 
they were shows!  And so this was dilemma.  And to lighten that load, everyone, and I 
mean everyone - owing to the theatrical manipulations I'd employed earlier; presenting 
Eva as a 'once in a lifetime meeting' which formed the basis of everything - would refuse 
to see anyone else in that role.  'Who could replace her?', they'd said, 'No!'  My idea had 
worked too well, you could say, and now it played against me.

Saori stepped onto the porch of her apartment next door in that power-outage, and 
unknown to my predicament - unknown to each other - fiddled with an umbrella and said 
hello as she passed where I sat on the stairs.  And then paused to look in her bag:  'A 
dancer!', I startled.



I can always recognize you; you conscious of limb, practiced in pause.  Performer.  The 
norm of report from collective is unconscious, simian fodder, frankly; as one is usually left 
to wade through mindless aggressions.  But report of these things, from you that day, was 
flabbergasting.  And umbrellas in general, of course; but mostly, the tells of performer.  
You were the one.  And I'm sorry to say this sentence really, for what a cliche it is.  But, it 
was you.

Saori's apartment (at right) and John's apartment (at upper left).

And so, as you know, I waited.  And I waited.  I passed the time by watching a sunset, and 
mulled over combinations. Until finally, you did return very late that evening.  
"Hey...excuse me", I said from the darkness. "You moved to New York to be a performer, 
right?"  Your expression in that instant, emblazoned on me.  Your elbows and knees of 
such layered purpose, yet again.  "You know me?", you asked.  "No, but I can see it in 
you; that you want to be a performer, right?"  This had been beacon to me.  I could find 
you in any crowd.

Saori Tsukada

What followed were trusting and furious weeks - reminiscent of a montaged section in 
'The Karate Kid' - wherein Saori set about learning a hundred techniques at once.  Here 
she is in frustration, here she digs in with determination.  Here we find analogy between 
performer and a rubber band, and here we develop a language.  And here I observe the 
shake of her knee as we climb to a stage the first time; at Portland Institute for 
Contemporary Art.

And there we are boo'd off the stage.  A Level 1 to extremes I'd not experienced before.  
And following this was John loosing it on an airplane and shouting that Saori was a 
'soulless, robotic geisha'.  Blaming and cruel words.  And blaming her for not loving me, 
as Eva had, as well.  And here we are now at The Kitchen, in Manhattan a week later, 
where only 6 individuals showed; all of whom are Saori's friends, there mostly just to pull 
her away from me.

And so it was at this moment, that I had stomped to Paris:

38. Estranged:
Seeing a wagon dragged, its ox held back,

its man has a branded forehead and even a cut off nose.
Without beginning it ended.



Now, I lived as a gargoyle.  I had no home in New York to go back to; this was my next 
dilemma.  And I had no friends to intensify that.  Phil had helped me so many times while 
I was in Paris, sending me money to eat via Western Union, and now he had distanced as 
well.  What's more, every trace of my life's work - scores and scripts, and photos of friends 
and family included - all had been auctioned away, unbeknownst to me in Manhattan; 
payment due from a storage company sent to a former address.  My life was materially 
gone now, except for my works with Eva - which I'd brought with me to here.  And a 
portrait I'd made of Saori.

I won't say where, in Place Dalida, I buried all things related to Eva and I, and sealed them 
a bit to the elements.  But I hope that they reside there still, in that postcard setting.  I 
admit to a sense of pride in my craftiness; that many times each day, since, photos are 
taken of where my works for Eva are entombed.  In storage of that museum.  I'd made a 
decision to start again, climbed down from Sacre Coeur.  I needed to find Saori.

I realize that I've included a lot of articles from The New York Times.  But here, finally, 
they reveal a level of exposition; their trademark style of understated description, 
notwithstanding:

From Opera to Dance; His New Style, No Sweat.
By GIA KOURLAS

Published: August 29, 2006

Chang W. Lee/The New York Times
The composer-choreographer John Moran and the dancer Saori Tsukada at Galapagos Art Space in Brooklyn.

It’s hard to think of many contemporary New York artists who, personally and professionally, have 
experienced the highs and lows of John Moran, whose latest work, “Zenith 5,” was presented last 
night at Spiegeltent at the former Fulton Fish Market, under the Brooklyn Bridge.

Mr. Moran is best known as a composer and director of unconventional operas. In recent years, 
however, he has worked on a more intimate scale, with dancers who lip-sync while moving to 
complex, rapid scores. By linking together seemingly incongruous movements, which correspond to 



the work’s spliced score of noise and text, Mr. Moran creates an intricate, singular world that is a bit 
like walking into a fun house.

During the 1990’s, his much-lauded productions could be seen at places like the Joseph Papp Public 
Theater and Lincoln Center, but more recently his productions have played at clubs like Galapagos, 
in Williamsburg, Brooklyn, which doubled as his bedroom for a few scary months last year.

“People’s opinions come and go in the wind like leaves blowing past,” Mr. Moran said recently over 
coffee in Chelsea, discussing his career. “And it doesn’t mean that the opinions aren’t relevant, but 
I’ve seen everything, from way too much attention to being completely shut out to being let in 
again.”

Mr. Moran, a slender, youthful-looking 41, came to New York from Lincoln, Neb., when he was 23 
and became well known as the protégé of Philip Glass. Over the last three years, as he shifted to a 
more intimate scale, Mr. Moran began to create work that seemed to have more in common with 
dance than opera. Or perhaps he was a choreographer all along? The one point everyone can agree on 
regarding Mr. Moran’s work, which he has recently started to describe as ballet, is that it defies 
classification.  “It is dance,” he said after a pause, “but it’s dance that’s very deceiving because it 
completely imitates naturalism.”

For Mr. Moran, who has worked with people like Iggy Pop in “The Manson Family” and Uma 
Thurman in “Book of the Dead (Second Avenue),” his current theatrical direction is driven by a 
collaboration with Saori Tsukada, a relatively unknown but startlingly precise dancer.

Neighbors in South Williamsburg, they met on his front stoop during the blackout of 2003. He 
needed a dancer for a show at the Kitchen, and the moment he saw Ms. Tsukada, he knew she was 
the one. She performed with him that fall, after which Mr. Moran moved to France, where he served 
for nearly two years as an artist in residence for the mayor’s office in Paris.

“They were sure nice to do that,” Mr. Moran said, eyes crinkling with laughter, “but I was very 
surprised at how they refused to ever mix mediums. The word ‘American’ kept coming up 
constantly. And George Bush. So it ended up that I had nothing to do, and I was broke and I had to 
come home to save myself.”

Upon his return to New York, Mr. Moran, without regard to where he would live or how he would 
support himself, immediately resumed his work with Ms. Tsukada. They performed mainly at clubs, 
especially at Galapagos, under the title “John Moran and his neighbor, Saori,” as well as at P. S. 122.

“That show went really great, and I walked away from the final party, the last cheers, and realized I 
had nowhere to go,” he said. “All I’d been thinking about was work, work, work. It ended up that I 
had the keys to Galapagos, so I went there and fell asleep. The owner found me, and I was so 
embarrassed. He didn’t say a word. He just gave me a blanket. And I saw him the next day, and he 
said, ‘You know, you should do that again if you have to.’ ”

He laughs ruefully about it now, but Mr. Moran actually lived on the same stage on which he and 
Ms. Tsukada had performed.

“It got pretty rough,” he said, adding that he even contemplated suicide. “I was going to call it in, 
and then I thought, no, no — just don’t. I want to do my work. So I ended up saving enough to get a 
place, and everything’s ok now.”

Mr. Moran, who lives in Bushwick, Brooklyn, may have a home these days, but he still seems more 
engaged with his artistic than his material life. “Saori, whose feet are definitely on the ground, says I 
live in a cloud,” he said. “She reminds me to be responsible, and I help her to stop from being 
responsible.”

As characters in “Zenith 5,” Mr. Moran and Ms. Tsukada play hyper versions of themselves, 
providing comic relief. “What we’re doing is tough,” he said, “but when you watch it it’ll look like 
we’re goofing around. We do a bit where I’m way too stoned, and she’s kind of mad at me about it.”

“Zenith 5” is a piece in which an ensemble of six performers, along with Mr. Moran and Ms. 
Tsukada, move to different loops of sound. “It is a nonsense piece in that it’s clearly designed so that 
you’re not supposed to be able to follow it,” he said. “But it’s also a serious telling of new music and 
a new style of dance and performance.”

Audience members often assume that Mr. Moran and Ms. Tsukada are romantically involved. 
They’re not. Rather, in Mr. Moran’s mind, they are friends with a particular onstage chemistry.



“If I am the disciplined Japanese girl, then he’s the kind of person people usually think of as an 
artist,” Ms. Tsukada said. “He’s like a picture of a tortured artist. Probably to everybody else, also. I 
still get surprised by what he says and thinks. He is inspiring.”

For now, Mr. Moran appears, in his droll way, to be trying to control his artistic obsessiveness. But 
the drive to lose himself in his work is still there, just under the surface. “It’s going to take me all the 
way to the end, and I’m glad about that,” Mr. Moran said about his art. “I’d put my life on the line 
for my work again. I’m kind of tired. But I’ll do it again.”

_______

I was homeless, when I came back to New York, having turned myself into the US 
Embassy in Paris as destitute.  And, this term - 'homeless' - did not define 'couch surfing', 
or shacking up with a friend.  I lived on the street.  And as another winter set in, I slept on 
the stairs of Galapagos.  And yet I defy you, insider, to tell me I'd not done the sensible 
thing.  I'd come back to find Saori.

All of the things which I've described to you here, reader, and from the beginning: Here I 
present a theater-work which is summation to all of it, and which I hope that you enjoy.  
This work would - finally - take Saori and I to stages all over the world, and several times 
again after that; fighting like a cat and dog when off-stage, but then transcending in 
collision again and again, as if the right chemical balance.  This is where I will leave you 
soon.

'John Moran...and his neighbor, Saori'
http://youtu.be/ln_3thwwJqU

Note:

There is one condition in watching the work, linked above, however. And, I can only rely on your 
integrity in that way.  If you watch this, in the manner that you would click through links, changing 
whenever a moment drags or isn't understood; then you will miss the work.  If you skip over things, 
you'll miss it.

This is a documentation of a theater work, which employs tricks of time and memory.  If one doesn't 
experience these tensions in the sequence which they're delivered, it may still have its bright spots, but 
will not add up the same way.   In that respect, when you enter a theater - in real life - your cell phone 
is asked to be off or silent, you are settled in and in whispers, all at the pressure of social norms.  And 
on a personal device, you feel none of this.  Without adhering to the condition of trying to watch 
undistracted - as if you'd gone to the trouble of going somewhere to those ends - you won't understand 
the work.  That is its caveat.

_____

http://youtu.be/ln_3thwwJqU


We'd first performed the piece - which I'd put together while homeless - at the studio of a 
new friend, Jim Budman, in Manhattan.  Jim was a virtual stranger to me (and I have no 
recollection now, of how we met; he was just there somehow) - a man I'd observe to be 
burning through serious cash also, and in eternal meltdown - who'd offered me a job as his 
'joint-roller and mail-hander-to-him' (really); and would pay me in wads of cash when I 
looked sad.  This lunatic angel, in battle with the wealthy family which he was black-
sheep to - while in the process of attempting to film every second of his life, and being 
evicted at that very moment from his enormous floor which oversaw Prince Street - urged 
me to use the space (as its swan song, it seemed), to show whatever I'd been working on; 
whereupon around 30, artistically minded strangers showed up.  And, being a Level 3, 
things escalated in the blathering.

From there we were offered a monthly series at Galapagos, and 3 fast shows at 
Performance Space 122 - then run by Vallejo Gatner - and thanks to alt-East Village 
(tornado and) curator, Earl Dax we did many spots around New York and neighboring 
cities amid the burlesque artists who I've mentioned before; Julie Atlas Muz and friends.

Behind all this, was a very intense personal dynamic between Saori and I.  We were never 
lovers.  We were never friends.  And, we rarely (if ever) got along for more than a few 
hours.  She never liked me, in fact.  And I berated her: 'your insincerity!'  And she berated 
me: 'your irresponsibility!'  It was a true collision of opposites in which we'd come to 
expect that - the moment we were on stage, and lulled into our respective cogs of activity - 
both would yield to mechanical pull, and by the end had transcended, again.  And, when I 
speak of transcendence on stage, this is a specific description: Transcendence - stage-wise 
- is when you are floating above, in 3rd eye.  They sense this also, your audience, feeling 
you present with them on an intimate level; not simply in front of them there.  And 
performer is able to contemplate many levels of humanity from that view, undistracted by 
life's specifics; you'll notice yourself down there, among those who observe you in 
physicality.  The only sense of inclusion I've ever felt to the world.  It is a place of 
compassion and understanding, and so very different from the battle to reach that position, 
I'll add.  Being able to experience that almost nightly through new years - as well as it 
introducing me to new cultures - gave my pain a meaning.

  

And so, this sensation of levitation that we'd come to expect, would wash away - again - 
whatever tensions had built between us, no matter how significant.  That became its own 
vicious cycle, but one which propelled us again and again into a beauty we'd find 
ourselves mesmerized by.  The painful aspect for me, was that I'd made it my professional 
statement to the world, that I was completely obsessed with a woman who would never 
love me in return; this was my schtick, now.  And I reveled in loneliness.  And the pain of 
this for Saori, was that also; as she would certainly have preferred to be seeing all these 
locations with a different person.  As Eva had gone to the effort for me, Saori would go to 
that effort for you.  And then another scheduled collision, and then the transcendence.

The New York Times called Saori and I one of the top 10 events of the year at one point in 
the fast years before I left New York, and still no response from finance.  And I felt this to 
be surreal.  I've said that before, I realize.  But, it was different this time.

Do you remember how I described, earlier, my viewing the rides of Disneyland so many 
times?  How what first seemed overwhelming illusions, gradually broke down for me?



How I'd learned to stand up as I traveled, and view what was behind instead, and not 
through the frame they enforced?  This was you to me now, insider.  If I stand up, they 
disappear your illusions.  I did not respect you any longer, New York.

I wanted to see new things.  And so new calamity was required.  This came in the form of 
a man named Wolfgang Hoffmann, from Germany, who'd happened to be at Galapagos for 
a performance one evening.

Wolfgang, we'd learn, was head of the Dublin Fringe Festival at the time, and he would 
bring us overseas for our first European shows; and, to my surprise, they liked us even 
more in Europe than they did in New York.  We were used to reaching people, Saori and I; 
but, Europe was something else.  We went to The Edinburgh Festival, then to The Soho in 
London.  And by now, Saori and I had enough experience on stages together, that it 
seemed we could perform anywhere.

The thing was, we had always traveled back to New York in between these short tours.  
But after a while, I noticed that - while my apartment in Brooklyn was cramped and cold, 
4 strangers crammed in a box, really, who otherwise couldn't relate. And so noisy that I 
hadn't slept in years - in Europe, or the UK, I was in fine style, and eating with regularity.  
Beautiful places to stay, and the quiet; I was still always broke.  But then, I wasn't paying 
for any of this, either.

An excerpt from:
'John and Saori (in Thailand)'

http://youtu.be/CQiTYSFW5Z0

So one day, after we'd been living for a month in London - free of charge for us, and 
performing each night - I decided I didn't want to go back to America again.  And so, I 
went to Tel Aviv, and lived and performed there awhile.  And from there I went back to 
Paris.  And from there I moved to Berlin, and from there I moved to Bangkok, and from 
there I moved to Poland, and from there I moved to Amsterdam, and then Italy, and from 
there back to Scotland again.  It went on and on like that for 5 years, changing continents 
every few months; homeless, but now by my choosing.

Saori often lectured me that I shouldn't rely on 'angels', as the end of each tour seemed 
another end of the road for me.  But angels did find interplay; as each time - as if by magic 
- another opportunity would suddenly present itself, just as all seemed lost.  I never owed 
rent, is the thing (except in Bangkok, where a few hundred dollars a month afforded me a 
luxurious view); I fell in love with a ladyboy, and that changed many things in my view, as 
well.  Not the transgender'ism, as much as the peace of mind amid real poverty; the 
sincerity of this culture, so very different from the west.  And then leaving to travel the 
world again, as Bangkok became a home-base to these journeys, I found myself living 
better than I ever had before; and with virtually nothing to my name.  I have no 
possessions, you understand.  While Saori would always rush home between shows, 
anxious to see better friends, I would keep going from wherever we'd stopped, until she'd 
join me again on another continent, and we'd resume after resting up.

John and Saori in Amsterdam/ photo by Erin Brubacher

http://youtu.be/CQiTYSFW5Z0


Eventually, Saori and I would break up the act.  And under circumstances so strange that, 
frankly, you may not believe me, my friend.  I can't begin this evening, as I'm exhausted - 
and I do not have the heart to hurt an old mentor with my observances - but a drama to end 
all dramas, and involving Phil who then presented as antagonist to me, having gone half 
circle. I'd seen so many things by then, and New York's illusions had ceased, whereupon I 
was resented for the archetype I'd become.  People reached out, certainly; but I just didn't 
want it anymore.  'Allen would never lie!', I'd said to myself.  And so I kept going, alone.  
Thereafter, the I Ching would refer to me - and with startling frequency - with a new and 
specific description: 'The Wanderer'.

I'm going to wander away from you now.  There's a balmy moon over Bangkok.  And the 
shrine near my home and the crescent'ed eyes which observe me from there, and the dogs 
which howl in the soi; they beckon.  I'm broke.  And I'm in real trouble, again.  And yet, 
I've spent my evening writing to you; call me irresponsible.  My reflections on the 
meaning of this journey from here, are so removed from western thought, they isolate me 
further than burnt bridges ever could.  This is where careening quest for home has led an 
artist, who now holds key to oblivion.  An understanding that, if pressed, one could 
describe in words.  But which speaks most clearly if left unspoken; as my heart is in so 
many pieces.

I will always be the outsider.


