Y/ MUSIC TO MY EARS

NEw ORLEANS.
S A LABORATORY for the Rocke-
A feller Foundation’s first venture
into orchestral assistance, the
New Orleans Philharmonic has turned
out to be more productive than could
reasonably have been expected. To a de-
gree this relates to the qualifications of
conductor Werner Torkanowsky, which
have proven to be well mated to the
problem of preparing nine contempo-
rary, previously unplayed scores in
barely more than a dozen hours of re-
hearsal, for performance on the campus
of Tulane University. But to an even
larger degree it relates to the problems
of maintaining an orchestra in this par-
ticular community, so that before the
week was out, it was also a living ex-
ample of the dilemmas surveyed in the
same Rockefeller Foundation's recently
published report on the future of the
performing arts.

Thus the visitor who had been invited
to observe one Rockefeller project in
action found himself constantly referring
—mentally at least—to the content of the
other. Here, in a particularly graphic
way, was spread out the struggle for sur-
vival that confronts such an organization
in a rising-cost market when its sources
of income are restricted. Merely to hold
its ground takes unending ingenuity;
to find replacements for the younger
players who are constantly being lured
away to larger centers with bigger bud-
gets. or to increase the budget suffi-
ciently to make them happy in New Or-
leans, is something like expecting the
silt in the channels of the Mississippi to
dissipate itself. It won’t happen without
a continuing, uphill struggle.

Whether the “cancelation” of the
1965-66 season that was announced at
the beginning of April was an opening
gambit or a closing move remains to be
seen, but it shed a beam of light on the
problems that confront Manager Tom
Greene and his board in their efforts to
keep a symphony orchestra alive in this
city. Rich as it is, New Orleans lacks a
suitable hall for an orchestra that now
plays in a municipal auditorium; it is
both blessed and cursed by a climate
that draws people outdoors rather than
indoors much of the year; and it is de-
voted to social customs in which more
than a little of the city’s wealth sustains
the balls and parties that culminate in
the annual Mardi Gras. Add to this a
less than passionate interest in sym-
phonic music on the part of some who
should be sympathztic sources of sup-
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port, and the picture has more than a
share of clouds.

For all the shadows that darkened
their future, there can be nothing but
praise for the effort put forth by Tor-
kanowsky and his players. More than a
little of this could be credited to a sure
grasp of what he wanted to achieve and
a sound understanding of how to go
about getting it. A violinist by training
(in Israel), Torkanowsky has a liberal
share of practical experience as an
orchestral player, in addition to the
benefit of studies with the late Pierre
Monteux. He wasted little time with pre-
liminaries or dissertations, concentrating
instead on the trouble spots of each
new work, which, in turn, clarified the
problem of style, whether it was neo-
Hindemith, post-Schoenberg, or second-
generation Bartok.

All of these inclinations (and more)
turned up in the works that were per-
formed, a phenomenon that was by no
means unexpected. It was also to be
expected that the creative level in such
a batch of unperformed works fluctuated
widely, with the most of it in the mature
scores of Santoro (Brazil) and Galindo
(Mexico), previously mentioned. But it
was unexpected, and more gratifying
to this listening taste, to find that in
William S. Fischer, whose Statement
brought together a chanting chorus with
the orchestra, Xavier University has a
composer of excellent equipment and
considerable enterprise, as the Univer-
sity of Texas has in Lothar Klein. The
latter’s inclinations take his feet in the
different direction of the twin peaks of
Berg and Schoenberg, but his eyes, too,
are on the stars, Jack Gottlieb’s Pieces
o] Seven, which blew the breeze of
Broadway southward, completed the
new works of Program II.

For what it was worth, the experience
of attending rehearsals as well as con-
certs showed that even younger sym-
phony musicians (and the New Orleans
ensemble has more than its share of
such conservatory products, who are
technically adept but not yet thoroughly
routined ) fare better with styles on the
Hindemith-Bartok-Stravinsky side of the
compositional Great Divide than they do
with the closer-knit chromatic textures
of the twentieth-century Viennese and
their inheritors. In the more conventional
texture of Dickerson’s Concert Overture
and even Santoro’s Symphony No. 7 the
sound was decidely better than it was,
say, in Lees’s Concertante Breve or
Klein’s Trio Concertante. However, it

was still another purpose of the Rocke-
feller program to promote the ability of
the orchestra to perform such works, and
this it assuredly did.

NEeEw YORK.
LIVELY company, a varied reper-
tory, and an attractive price scale
combined to build attendance at the
final weeks and days of the Ballet Thea-
tre’s engagement in Lincoln Center to
gratifying totals of interest as well as
income. Important as income is (and one
week's $93,000 was the best to date for
a ballet in the New York State Theater).,
interest is even more, for it assures a
return engagement under the same roof
next January and thus provides an in-
centive for the company to go on from
the achievements of its current (twenty-
fifth anniversary) season,

These included the restoration to the
active list of such worthy works as Les
Noces and La Sylphide, the re-produc-
tion of such ballets of Agnes de Mille
as Fall River Legend and Tally-ho (now
called The Frail Quarry), as well as the
introduction of her Four Marys and The
Wind in the Mountains. Other matters,
such as William Dollar’s The Combat,
are less consequential but add variety
to the repertory, which is, for the most
part, well dressed and attractively set.

For those who have seen Ballet Thea-
tre over the full course (which is to say
since its debut on a January night in
1940 at the Center Theater), it brings
to mind the French proverb “Plus ¢a
change, plus cest la méme chose.”

Though the names of its performers
change—all except, of course, that of
Lucia Chase, its founder-figure, who is
still doing the Stepmother in Fall River
Legend—certain characteristics remain
the same. These include more diversity
of matter than unity of style, a tendency
to spread effort thin over a big repertory
rather than to tighten, refine, and perfect
ensemble in a more limited one, Perhaps
that is a way to the affections of a big
public, but it tends to put emphasis on
entertainment rather than on higher ar-
tistic aspirations such as those of the
big foreign companies and the New York
City Ballet, too.

The biggest “name” in the company
now is Lupe Serrano’s, a repute earned
by a high degree of physical efficiency,
especially in a role cut to her taut meas-
ure by Dollar in The Combat or the
showy Black Swan Pas de Deux out of
Le Lac de Cygne. (I did not see her
Giselle, which was widely praised). For
the most part, her focus tends to zero
in on sharp attacks, strong leg thrusts,
and other muscular virtuosity, with their
bravo-rousing potential. But surely there
has been some small elevation of stand-
ards hereabouts since Ballet Theatre was
new, which remains invisible in its work.

—Invine KoLopix.
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