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VARIATIONS FOR A HOUSE, AND SOME SIGHS
by Pierre Henry

“T've fitted out my burrow, and the result seems to be a success.”

Franz Kafka, The Burrow

[. My HOUSE IS A CIRCLE OF SOUNDS

I remember my childhood home as a laboratory that was premonitory
of my future musics. A basement kitchen, a first floor, a balcony, a park,
a sort of "audio geography”. And the stone staircase in front of me is the
same. A departure from this marvellous labyrinth that’s my childhood.

I've also had studios like little houses: eating, sleeping, working,

Here, it’s stll a new configuration; an entire house that’'s become my
only universe.

['ve recomposed it. I've turned it into a sort of burrow,

[t was already a working house. There were two workshops, for binding
and dressmaking, Fascinating, to live in a house that’s not at all bour-
geois... I've turned the roof spaces into technical areas; the living room
has become a composition studio, the basement a recording auditorium.

This house has become my life. I settled into it as though it were a
"philosophy of expectation™, in order to produce sounds. Where to
imagine them: my room, the kitchen with its large table, which functions
as a workshop. I often use this kitchen for the acoustic preparation

of concerts. | appreciate the courtyard for its tintinnabulating
“dustbins”™ of paint.

In this house, very soon, there arose a desire for a different form of
creation. T'he week ol the Cirque d Hiver in June 1972 — an ambitious,
amazing project. As I worked, 1 felt the advent of a plenitude.

New house, renewed vigour.

| started thinking, dreaming, awaiting the good and bad times. Before,
it was above all savage, spontaneous creation.

I'm burning with enthusiasm. There are now unusual modes ot life,
silences, everyday listenings, forgettings, a rebirth. I go down two
Hloors, and I'm happy to find myself in a studio where 1 feel perfectly
operational.

From the start of the morning onward, the studio’s my refuge. I run

to it. I'll have spent half of a musical life in it, by the end. This house 1s
a place of a will to work. New projects every day.

I have nights that are strongly-marked, dramatic — and with music!

Sleeping, I perceive antagonisms that create fear between my daytime
sounds. I enter this house like a set of gestures, ever renewed.
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On awakening, I'm joyous. I'm happy to get back to the paintings.
I breathe them. I hear them. They reflect the sounds of the studio in

recomposed echoes.

This house is in a way a compositional awakening.

I'm satished.

Il. Ox BIRTH

In my research, the most important vector is birth. And other guiding themes:
war, cataclysms, rites, everything that’s hard. There’s the body. In particular,
there’s death.

Then harmony, those tendencies of encounters; I like to talk about couplings

of sounds. Birth in music means placing a sound, seeing it emerge out of
nothing, and then, on the basis of this sound, defining another.

Dictating a start. Something as new as the birth of a plant, an ant or an infant.
‘T'hat which is most enchanting as a point of departure.

Thus I begin the birth of Le Toyage.

With breath.

[II. ON INSPIRATION

When I improvise, my musics arrive. | trv out an encounter; something.

Yes, something superhuman that grabs you.

[ believe in the pleasure of listening to oneself. But it’s transient. I don’t believe
in what people call inspiration. When it exists, it should link up with the divine,
the cosmos. It's then a premonition.

Everything depends on the music, and its duration. I place two continuities
together, and expect that the result 1s going to be extraordmary.

It's appalling, 1 move them around, I play them over again. When 1t’s right,

| feel contentment like a celebration of sounds.

I anticipate the acts of my music, divulging in advance all the rhythmic,
temporal, accidental parameters.

The right synchronism to come. | have the privilege of deploying a composi-
tion In its own precise time.

During the performance, I know that at seven seconds there’ll be an mcidental
mtervention, that thanks to this the suite will exist, and that 1t'll be written

in exact sounds.

I begin by listening to sounds on their own. I like to try them out, to make
preliminary continuities. Then to reattach, link up, weld the melodies of pitch
and timbre. Dominating power relationships.

Betore mixing, there’s a sort of fixation on the primary data, which are often
not simple enough.

These factors must be brought alive, animated, given a highly polyphonic
rhythmicity, a placid or impetuous dynamic.
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It'll certainly be necessary to do more correcting, and add colours.
Softer, heavier. Mixtures. A martingale for success.

What inspires me: motors, and what’s round; the wheel, and what turns;
my reels of storms; the curves of my sounds.

It's my music from day to day.

According to the day.

There’s no routine.

Experiences occur: one day this, one day that.

According to my character, and how I feel things.

Style, unity, disparity.

The daily impulse.

Abstraction, refused.

Expression, emotion,

An action linked to current mythologies; soon, sensitivity of movement,
speed, power and ruin come to the fore. My music’s different every day;
but I stll see ordered continuity in it.

‘T'he motor of my creativity: to show my life. It’s here in the form of immo-
bile schemas, traced out on my paintings.

Life, as I love and perceive it. The dawning of my emotions.

The burgeoning of sounds. There’s also the agitation of the world.

All these ends, in my music. | apprehend ends.

[ apprehend death. Lives count for me. They proliferate in my music.
Space and time are the sewing machine of what I do.

IV. IN THE sTUDIO

Adhesive tape had its drawbacks: 1t didn't always stick, and the matching
had to be done by ear. The speed of the tape recorders was unpredictable.
1T'he rewindings also. And the fangles... The number of missed attacks,
ill-defined pre-attacks and negative echoes left me wondering.

Sice 1990, I've made progress with IDigital Audio Tape (DAT).

E.ach sound’s tme-coded, with a numbered reference.

The editing programme exists in advance as a score.

Copies become originals,

Without this digital technique, I wouldn't have twenty years of new works
in a millisecond.

In fact, imagmmative phenomena have become rarer. On the other hand,
striking details in the mixtures, and zewe unusual-invisible ties, have mcreased
my chances of’ achieving what I seek. But I must admit my attachment to
the analogue.

There have been tapestried continuos of brief sounds in polyrhythms.
Sounds of mmstruments, depleted sounds that gave rise to Gymkhana, Babel
and Pierres réfléchies.

In the studio, there’s now a new tempo. Spirit, speed, digitisation.

But not always immediate composition.

So I need a patient form of collaboration, close to my thinking process.
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Rediscovering my different paths and forgotten imbroglios.

In the studio, you think that projects of works will speak for themselves.
The work exists through all processes: experiences, listenings, discoveries
in composition notebooks full of musical summaries, figures, levels, pitch
and acoustic analysis.

For me, all the listed synchronisms are the rare symphonies of the Miroirs
du temps, a recent work.

My secret theme: the search for lost time.

V. A UNIQUE SOUND

What I always like, in the house.

Modifying, changing a sound: it’s been metamorphosed.

It’s presented otherwise, transposed, shrunk.

It’s enlarged, and becomes dust, or a deep lake.

There are sounds that don’t leave the ear

Presenting, ordering, It’s formal. What counts is the originality of the
primary sound.

In this house, there’s still a need to search. There’s a mine of unexploited
sounds, an extraordinary deposit. There should be a daily Radio de mes sons.
They're works in themselves. They must be listened to as simple formulae,
thematic catalogues, anthologies and meetings outside of concerts.

One might go far in the new explorations of audio sensations.

Personally, I don’t fear a zero point of awaiting a sound.

Before finding it, I form it. I draw it inside myself.

What’s a sound? It’s a vibration that comes, in a sense, from a sun.

An unknown sun. It's also a signal.

A sound alone. It’s the spirit of the work. It’s become a note of music. It can
be 1n one’s head.

When | was young, I heard astonishing things within mysell’ — enormous,
unbearable sounds — and I said to myself: "I have to do that.”

Sound alone is overwhelming,

A silence-sound, then all my storms.

V1. PAINTING WITH SOUNDS

As an adolescent 1 was drawn to drawing and ancient cartography by a
visual equilibrium of objects among themselves. 1 pamterised, then forgot
about painting, with the incredible vocation that had been guided by my
father: music, everything, Later, I admired other people’s painting. Kandins-
ky’s in particular. I have many books about paimnters. I've known painters,
and I've composed for them.

Like Investigaions, with Degottex. Sice my digitisations, my doubly creative
function asserted 1tself. I went from the studio to the kitchen, where, on the
big table, I spread out my painting-sounds. The supporting structures were
inventive, essential: planks, doors, cupboards, drawers. ..
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Then the components came along. Not accumulations, but display units, as a kind
of symbol-support.

Figures-drawings. Objects moving out of abstraction in the direction of an
mner view. Then new gestures appeared. Those of my audio instruments were
turned into assemblages, fixings of equilibria.

Other gestures too: destroying. We know that these pewmntures concrétes were
derived from instruments of mine that had become obsolete.

But sometimes they still work! Dismantling, destruction, violence that pro-
duces new material (without anger).

Components put together, bits of instruments, thousands of washers, screws,
switches, dust from an extinguished musical sun.

I've assembled all that over more than twenty years. It's the obverse of my
sounds. I've assembled by circumventing, sometimes subverting my

musical forms.

I have crotchets at 60, I have things in C, I have self-portraits modelled

On my music.

They’re emblematic of their origins: mixing desk, tape recorder.

My painting’s a techno-archaeological surface. In all of this there’s

a degree of abstraction, plus invented, simulated sidekicks.

With other personages, another surface is born. Encounter-dialogue-flight.
T'his quest for reality, this dramaturgy of the continuous is also in my works.
Painting in relief is contained in my music.

Clurves, spirals: the wheel of my childhood’s still there.

VII. A NEW UNIVERSE, CLASSIFICATION

All of my work 1s governed by how to find.

The idea of classification, with its associations of ideas, analogous and other,
its lists, its secret pathways, 1ts families; the years, the works, the opuses
(those I like).

Classifving 1s crealing, said Perec; and this aphorism is in sections, here,

by chronology, by title. Alphabetic ibrary / sound-hibrary.

Elements of editing, mixing, remixing, remastering, offcuts, remainders.
Then the conduct of concerts. I work by thumbing through the classitying
notebooks as though they were books.

Betore composing and listening.

Listening by classifying; but in this house, made up as it 1s of drawers,

that means opening a window and relistening to what had been somewhat
forgotten.

Rediscoveries, new ideas: a “house of sounds™.

VIII. A DREAM OF MUSIC
I hold onto my dreams. They live in me. All the paroxysms in my head.

Nightmares of sounds in profusion. The other night I had a dream about
a walk through a landscape that was music. Not really music to be heard.

199



A concretisation. I was n 1t. I was an audio score. I often dream about
scores, and solid music. I like to say that in my head, in advance, I hear
sounds I want to produce. That’s not quite the case. In my head I hear

a music of sounds, as in a dream. It’s evanescent; 1t lasts a thousandth of
a second. It's an audio piece of a new genre.

When I compose, following smgular states, I feel influenced; I'm in phase
with a new work.

It can be heard. It’s an idea of spontaneity, based on my dreams. My way is
lighted by my subconscious. A notion of a particular sexual instinct.

An impulse that’s the rhythm of my blood.

Rhythmic combinations of what I do.

The instantaneous act of an imaginary mixture,
The figured bass of my continuos.

A dream of music experienced.

IX. My MUSIC, THEN AND NOW

With the Symphonie pour un homme seul, it was blocks of closed grooves, music
without titles, concertos, tom-toms.

At present, in a studio that suits me technically;, and 1s well instrumented,
I'm trving to define my audio language. Refined, exact, transparent.

I'luid music, without dross, highly present in my head. I don’t think there can
be inventiveness without a knowledge of instrumental writing. There are the
parameters of theory and the virtuosity of orchestral pacing,

I think imagmation must be hinked to dexterity, nuances and sensibility.

My music has become a function based on freedom, like assemblages of
words; hke a great poem.

Here I've heard my future music.

For me, working means anticipating sessions as points ol reference.

I make comparisons and look for ideas in my older works.

And all of that’s in the present.

We've set up a sound library with my analogue repertory on DAT, which has
given me a preliminary vision of the music I'll be composing.

Music almost heard, before being made.

The way's marked out, because you can immediately go on for another
twenty minutes, but in a precise way, to within a second. You can imagine
everything vou 're going to do; you can make models; you can try out music
before imagining it. Imagmation attaches to precise musical facts.

Before, music was something ongoing. Now; it's a more plethoric mstant.
We like to leap across time.

You can increase, and multiply; you can produce fugues or pauses, but also
strettos, as Schaefier said.

I think the house 1s associated with some fundamental works, like the opera
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Ayldex. Many periods of manipulation and mixing, as with Frisme, when I was
in quite a lyrical, enthusiastic state of mind. Then the work that is really of
the house, with its sources and audio experimentation, Futuristie, for which

I created new sounds in the basement — the most surprising of all.

There was also Dreu.

And then afterwards, the huge mosaic of mstruments from the classical domain
where, sound by sound, I built a cathedral — Fierres réfléchies.

There was also La Ville, La Maison de Sons, where I unwound four thousand
loops for Klaus Schéning of the WDR in Cologne. Work in this house has be-
come, for me, a desire for absoluteness, for reality, as with this Histoire naturelle;
my most cosmic scores, and also La Dixiéme remix, or Une Tour de Babel.

X. THE POSSIBILITY OF A BOOK

In Stavanger, excellent photos of a concert, by Geir Egil Bergjord.

In Paris, a proposal made to a Norwegian photographer for a catalogue of

my paintings.

They trace out the career of this oneiric house.

The idea of a book about the house becomes a reality.

My pictorial work presented in relationship to the rooms, their history, the space.
‘They sculpt time in a house.

My current musical and physical situation combines with the spirit of the house.
T'his book-itinerary is an embrace of the life and the music,

[t's also a visit.

T'his book goes right to my imagination by juxtapositions, details, fantastic am-
plifications. In the end, it could be likened to my very first work, lowr I’Invisible.
1'he invisible can be seen in these photographs, with their new oneirie style.
Few recent journeys. 1 no longer go to the cinema, or to museums. I never
watch television. I'm in my lair, with my arsenal of ideas punctuated by
reacings, sounds and pemtures concrétes that can be viewed in this symphony

of visual deliriums.



Opuses

1972
1973

1974
1975
1976
1977
19749
19810
1982
1984
1985

1986
1984

(R

1992

14993

1996

19497
1998

20000

2002

2003

2004
2007

2006
2007

2008

2005

20110

Deuxiéme symphonie

Kyldex and Prsme 'with Nicolas Schoffer,
Alwin Nikolais, Carolyn Cadson

Entvrez-vous (afier Bandelaire, with Carolyn Carlson
Futuristie (a tribute o Luign Russolo
Parcours-cosmogonie twelve concerts

Dieu (afier Victor Hugo, with Jean-Paul Farré
La Xe symphonie de Beethoven (based on microsiructures
from Beethoven's nine symphonies)

Noces chymigues 'with Daniel Mesguich,

Franck Royon ke Mée, Urban Sax

Pierves wifféchies inspired by Roger Caillois

La Ville

Hugosymphonie / Les cing éléments with Martine Viard
Portrait-souvenir (in memory of Francois Dulréne)
Le Livre des morits dgyplien

Ficho d'Orphée

Variations Jrowry les covdes du ,m'mm 2

[ 'ne maison de sons

Maldoror (serial in fifiy e pisodes,

after Lavtréamont, with Cécile Violer
L’Homme i la caméra imusic for Dziga Vertov's
filen Man with a Movie Camera)

Inténeur/ Extéviewr

Antagonismes

Histote naturelle

La Dixidme vemix

{'ne Tour de Babel

Phloases de qualuor

Dracula

Sonate d ‘ondes courles 2

Carnel de Venise

Labyrinthe!

Duo

Vivage Iniliatique

Comme une symphonie, envoi d_fules Verne

Orphée dévolé

Crrande toceata

Pleins peux

[ Ntagia (a tribute 1o Claude-Nicolas Ledoux
Trapectoire

Muoirs du temps

Tnveshipations 2

Capmecio

Dien 'new version

Sinfontella

Symphonte colleclor [a tribute to Pierre Schaefler
Envol

Fmpremies (a tribute to Arman)

Miscellaneous works

1971

1973

1977

1979
1982

1983

1984
1985

1987
1988

1989
1K)
1993
19494

19496
19497
19494

1999

2(HN)

2001
20002

20003

2004
2005
2006

2007

2008

20009
20110

Nyinsky, clown de Dieu (for Maurice Béjart,

with Laurent Terziefl

Musique pour wne féte for Maurice Béjart)

Corticalart Tl with Roger Lafosse)

Machine danse for Maurice Béjart)

Métamorphoses 'with Anne Wiazemsky)
Instantané-Simultané (for Maguy Marin)

Ferpetuum (with Thierry Vincens)

FParadis perdu afier John Milion, with Denise Peron|
Journal de mes sons with Ingrid Caven)

Paradise lost 'with Urban Sax

Victor Hugo wisionnaire

Ouverture de la bouche (with Florence Delay)

Berlin, symphonie d'une grande ville for Walther Ruttmann’s
film Berdin: Symphony of a Great City)

Les dowze hewres de la mat (for Jean Baronnet’s ilm)

La dixieme symphonie de Beethoven 2

Crisial / Mémoire afier Marcel Proust,

with Hannah Schygulla and Heinz Bennent)
Awtoportrals

{ne maison de sons

La grande Apocalypse (with Jean Négroni)

Ma grande Pique russe

Schubertnotizen

Notations sur La Fontame en 20 épisodes with Jean-Paul Farré)
Les petits métiers

A siory and Instrumental sounds (with Violent Femmes)
Schubert g7

Tokyo 2oz for the 1968 football Wordd Cup)

Les 7 péchés capriaux

Fantaisie Messe pour le iemps présent (with Michel Colombier)
Apparnitions concertées for Jacques Villeglé)
Concerto sans orchestre 'with Nicholas Angelich)
Tam-Tam du mervedllenx

More with Enc Truffaz

Dans la rue
Journal de mes sons 2

Poussiére de soleils

Requien profane

Mobule

Par les gréves

Equiralences

Fails divers

Lainuéres

Schahlenzonen

Métamorphases d" Oude

Deux coups de somnetle 'with Laure Limongi)
Variance

Murmures

Tram tramn de Mulhouse

Pulsations

Impressions sisntiquies

U'n monde lacéré for Jacques Villeglé

Battemenis

Variance I

Utopia lap hop

Dieu i la maison ‘with Jean-Paul Farré)
Déambulation

Dracula 2010



PIERRE HENRY - BIOGRAPHY

Pierre Henry was born on g Decem-
ber 1g27. It was at the age of seven
that he became interested in music.
Between 1¢37 and 1047 he studied

at the Conservatoire National Supé-
rieur de Musique, Paris, with Olivier
Messiaen, Félix Passerone and Nacdha
Boulanger.

According to Henry, Messiaen
proved a decisive revelation in his
quest for a renewal of music, which
began eary and proved long-lasting,

104.4-1050: numerous instrumental
works, 1045-1051: a career as an
orchestral pianist and percussionist,
Research on experimental instru-
ments,

1948; first film score, Vour {"Invisible,
using acoustic objects,

In 1949, Henry began working
with Pierre Schaeffer, and together,
in March 1950, they created Symphonie
pour un homme seul.

1950-1G58: as the musical director at
the Groupe de Recherche de Mu-
sique Concerete (GRMC) for radio,
Henry composed some twenty major
works, including Bidule en ut and Le
Microphone bien tempéré, 1950, Le Vaile
d’Orphée and Tariations pour les cordes

du piano, 10953, and Haut Voltage, 1056.
He also produced a large number of
racio programmes.

In 1958 he left the French broad-
casting service, RTE, and, with Jean
Baronnet and Isabelle Chandon,
founded Studio Apsome m Rue
Cardinet, Paris, This was the hirst
privately-owned stucho to be devoted
to experimental and electroacoustic
music. Here he carried out pure
research on new techniques and elec-
tronic processes of his own invention.
He ceaselessly explored this unpre-
cedented musical universe, assimila-

ting and adapting constantly-evolving
technologies to which he brought a
consummate knowledge of classical
musical technique.

Between 1958 and 1982, he himself
financed his studio. He composed
music for films, the theatre and the
advertising world, along with twenty-
four highly diverse works such as
Coexistence, 1058, La Nowe a 6o, 1961,
Le Voyage, 1062, Vartations pour une porte
et un soupir, 1063, Messe de Liverpool and
Messe pour le temps présent (with Michel
Colombier), 1967, L'Apocalypse de jean,
1068, Fragments pour Artaud, Gymbkhana
and Mouvement-Rythme-Etude, 1¢70.

In 1955, Maurice Béjart premiered
Symphonie pour un homme seul. This was
followed by fifteen further ballets.
There were also collaborations
with other choreographers such
as Georges Balanchine, Carolyn
Cardson, Merce Cunningham, Alwin
Nikolais and Maguy Marin,

Performances with arusts such as
Yves Klein, Jean Degottex, Georges
Mathieu, Nicolas Schoffer and
Thierry Vincens.

1967-1980: eighteen discs n the Phi-
lips collection Prospective du 21e siécle.
And n 1999, an edition of nineteen
discs presenting thirty-two works,
with Universal Phalips.

In 1971, Henry moved Studio Ap-
some to a house 1n Pans’s 12th arron-

dissement, and 1982 saw the creation
of a new studho, Son/Ré, with Henry
as its artistic director.

Around a hundred works have been
created in the House of Sounds.
(See list on the page opposite.)
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thr}' has givtn NUIMErous Concerts
around the world, with an unfailingly
impres.ﬁive control of spaﬁaliﬁaﬁnn‘

“Pierre Henry is an absolute inno-
vator in the aesthetics of sound, and
a pioneer of new musical freedom,
who, through the application of his
technological research, has opened
up a path to many other musical uni-
verses,” (Michel Chion, Pierre Henry,
Paris, Fayard, 2003)

Since 1GG5, an entire contemporary
music generation has hailed Henry’s
revolutionary inventions, which have
also been taken up by industrialists,

His modernity, which is ever more
evident, makes him “the great re-
conciler of generations”™ (Le Monde,
July 2000)

Grand Prix de 'Académie Charles
Cros, 1970

Grand Prix National de la Musique,
1G85

Grand Prix de la SACEM, 187

Victoires de la Musique, 1688

Grand Prix de la Ville de Paris 196

Grand Prix de la SACD, 196

Prix Karl Sczuka, 19g7

Victoire de la Musique, 1998, for
lifetime achievements

Qwartz d' Honneur, 2005

T'he President of the Republic’s prize,
awarded by the Académie Charles

Cros, 2005, for his oeuvre






PIERRE HENRY, MY FRIEND

by Francois Weyergans
Member of the Académie Francaise

The problem, when writing about a
friend, is that one tends to remember
oneself as much as the other per-

son, A confrontation between two
narcissisms, So who takes charge of
the other person’s narcissism? It seems to
work better in love stories — why not,
then, in friendship, which is so much
harder to conjure up? Though caught
between doubt and pleasure, 'm ta-
king on the task because the subject’s
my friend Pierre Henry.

This year, 2010, I've known him for
a half century. We first met in 1960,
in Maurice Béjart’s dressing room at
the Théatre de la Monnaie in Brus-
sels, after a performance of Onphée.
The music was by Pierre — and |
heard just the sounds I needed. We
met again next day at the home of
Laura Proenca and Patrick Belda,
two soloists with the Ballet of the
Twentieth Century, who'd mvited us
to dinner. Subsequently — affinines
are elective — there was Paris (fre-
quently), Provence (occasionally),
Normandy, Belle-lle-en-Mer and
Bordeaux, with the “lving-down™
concert at which Pierre provided the
audience with mattresses on the floor
around the boxing ring in which he
set up his tape recorders.

Years have gone by, and today I'm
going to talk about the house he’s
occupied since 1971, Ask me to write
about Ludwig 1l of Bavaria’'s castles
(which I've never been to), and you'll
get ten brilhant pages. But Pierre’s
house, where I've spent so many
hours, so many days? He put me

up in it; he lent it to me. And 1t’s no
small matter, to lend someone your
house — a house Paul Klee might
have painted. I looked after the louds-
peakers and the tapes. In the ktchen,
I was uneasy about disturbing the jars
of spice, the boxes of salt, the shells
and pebbles picked up on Greek

beaches. Because Pierre’s highl}-' metl-
culous — obsessive, even,

I'd already known him for eleven
years when I heard he was about to
leave his famous studio in Boulevard
Samt-Germain. This was where
he’d composed the dance “jerks” for
Messe pour le temps présent, the tapes of
which he asked me to take to Béjart
on the Trans-Europe Express just
after the end of the mixing session,
at 2:00 pm. That same evening, in
Brussels, the choreographer was able
to start rehearsals,

So Pierre was leaving Saint-Germain-
des-Prés!

What counted, he said, wasn't the
habitation — it was the inspiration.

If he was moving house, 1 said
to myself, it was because he was
moving on,

In his new home near Place Dau-
mesnil, I was amazed, to begin with,
by the table in his kitchen. It was
the ideal kitchen table. Where had
he unearthed 1t? At Steph Simon’s?
And the great thing 1s that the table’s
still there, Like Diderot and his sofa,
youd just love to narrate it — a table
around which so many bottles of
good wine were opened and drunk.
The ntual was this: Pierre would
disappear into the cellar down a
staircase worthy of a horror film,
and come back up gleefully with a
bottle 1n each hand. He mtroduced
me to the wines of Santenay and
Saint-Joseph. He also introduced
me to two types of mmeral water

I now consider mdispensable:
Chateldon, which can be found

in the better restaurants, and above
all Hydroxydase (the most chic

and expensive of mineral waters,
stocked mamnly by pharmacies and
organic shops).
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Writing about a house like that is
intimidating, It's a part of my life.
And it’s where the highly prolific
Pierre composed so many works

that moved me deeply when 1 first
heard them performed. They shaped
the face of contemporary music.

In the cellar he recorded sounds

and voices, including those of our
mutual frends Laurent Terzieff and
Hanna Schygulla. We were constantly
thinking up projects, many of which
still haven’t been brought to fruition,
But what a pleasure it is to have
plans! We talked about them and
dreamed about them: and this led o
streams of notes, phone calls, faxes -
Pierre ended up calling me "Frangois
the Faxer™!

His daughter Béatrice became a
friend of my daughter Ménlde (they
were born just a year apart), who,
while we were talking about this
text the other evening, said: “As far
as houses are concerned, you might
mention that I was really pleased

to see Béatrice in Rue de Toul,
because she had a Barbie house, and
[ only had the Barbies and Kens, not
the housel™

Is there sadism in Pierre’s music?
Since Freud's text on Dostolevsky,

we ve known that novelists use sadism
in the construction of their works,
But musicians do the same. Listening
to his work has allowed me to unders-
tand him. And sadism has been a
more prominent feature of the works
composed in Rue de Toul than of
their predecessors.

At a dealer’s by the river I recently
bought a splendid book, beautitully
printed in black and white by the Im-
primeries Réunies in Lausanne, with
reproductions of Egyptian sculptures
from the Amarna period. It was

dedicated to a leading Egyptologist,



but the dedication might equally be
applied to Pierre: “Like Petosiris,
whose Eternal Dwelling Place he
discovered, he never forsook the path
of Thot the Hermopolitan.” Could
the dwelling place in Rue de Toul be

seen as erernal?

Pierre Henry was alternately a Zazou
(a term he’s fond of), a comic, a be-
liever, a miscreant, an unknown, mal-
content, happy, recognised, moody,
uneasy, serene, grumpy, loveable

like a bulldog) and charming (like a
Prince Charming), an inventor and a
ciscoverer, exploratory and sedentary,
wise as a Taoist, patriarch of the Rue
de Toul, and impertinent as a kid, but
above all, and unceasingly, a compo-
ser of music.

Our conversations were never futile,
Meeting him, and observing his thirst
for work, his new compositions, has
always given me, in turn, an urge to
work, If I told him I'd had what we
call a nice trip, he'd reply: “Okay, but
chd you wnte?™ He's generous — which
is indispensable; and so rare. ..

We've talked about everything -
bread, love, fantasy, restaurants (he's

a gourmet, the way some people are
mathematicians), the cinema (he’s a
movie buff who went to see all the
new films up untl very recently, and
who stll talks eloquently about them),
dictionaries (he has a word of praise
for each one — he sent me the Petit
Littré when I was writing in a room
above a café in the Var department),
Who or what have we not discussed?
Schopenhauer, perhaps, or Winston
Churchill, or Marc Chagall. But

we ve made the Marx Brothers, WC
Fields, Gustave Flaubert and sur-
realism our own! What I'm thinking
about is the importance of dialogue
between two minds that stimulate,
provoke, inflame and electrify each
other in their improvisation of
friendship. I'm thinking of the verb
“to galvamise”, and the adjective
“invigorating”. I'm thinking about
Pierre Henry, wherever his geogra-
phical presence.

In Rue de Toul I wrote several
chapters of my first novel, Ls Pitre,
[ drank black tea in a white room,
on the first floor beside the toilet,
where Pierre kept piles of detective
novels; which was how I discovered
James Hadley Chase.

This is also where Pierre sculpts and
pamts. In what he calls his “young
time”, he was close to the Nouveaux
Reéalistes. And in this “house of
sound” he follows a visual immpulse
that has led 1o an unclassifiable,
fascinating oeuvre like none other,
in the margins (or the mainstream)
of Arte Povera and minimalism,

I urged him to exhibit, while also
urging collectors to buy his works.
But Pierre wouldn't hear of it

He refused to let his paintings go.
He always said: “I won't sell.”
Which in my view was the origin

of the concerts that took place in
his home: he wanted his paintings
and sculptures to be seen at the same
time as his music was being heard,

It’s a real pleasure, when Pierre in-
vites me round to hear one of his new
picces! What he says is: “I'm going to
give you a histening”™ And my ears are
never as happy as in Rue de Toul,



WHO IS PIERRE HENRY ?
by Maurice Fleuret

This summer we danced to the sound
of an “electronic jerk”. This winter
we'll pray to the sound of an “elec-
tronic Mass™. You can’t hold back
progress!

At a tume of jets and gadgets,
intelligent robots and plastic hearts,
our musical universe is surrounded
by loudspeakers, Yes, but before
becoming a “hit” in Saint-Tropez,
the jerk in question — a violent cry of
rage and passion, sex and revolt, with
a touch of savage humour —coura-
geously flung itself at the high, severe
walls of Avignon’s Palais des Papes
cduring a new choreographic hiturgy
created by Maurice Béjart as a result
of a commission by Jean Vilar, the
grand master of the city,

The composer of the two works in
cuestion is a small, quiet man whose
serenity of bearing contrasts with
the restless flickering of his eyes,
Everyone talks about him; few really
know him. He is never to be seen in
places where one is supposed to be
seen, Only rarely does he leave his
audio alchemist’s lair, a doll’s house
at the back of a courtyard in Boule-
vard Saint-Germain, At the age of
forty, Pierre Henry is still a teenage
dreamer, disarmingly shy and at

the same time ageless, hilled with

a certainty that’s no doubt close to
wisdom. He's capable of spending
fourteen hours tracking down a
“sound object”, then polishing it

till he gets chizzy. Or, in the hmited
amount of space that's not taken
up by his machines, he walks or
runs around, shouting (or so he tells
me); “l sometimes need a sort of
physical explosion.”

[ can see him feverishly operating
filters and potentiometers, his whole
body in motion, like a virtuoso
swept along by the intoxication
of the sounds.

Henry is first and foremost a musi-
cian. As far back as he can recall,
he’s had a thing about sounds, weird
amalgams and audio effects. Music?
He still doesn’t know. He sees himself
as a film-maker, or a painter speciali-
sing in an art that's more direct, alive,
engaged with the century. “It was
only gradually that I discovered music
within myself,” he says. He comes
from a family of doctors and phar-
macists with a deep love of music,
who dreamed of seeing him going to
the Conservatoire. He was often ta-
ken to concerts and operas, and when
he was seventeen the family moved
from the forest of Sénart to Rue de
Léningrad, just a stone’s throw from
the Conservatoire National in Rue de
Madnd, where he followed a conven-
tional curriculum, studying the piano
and the different aspects of compo-
sition, Nadia Boulanger gave him
an interest in musical economy, and
confirmed his penchant for classi-
cism. But the traditional matenal left
him dissatisfied. He attended Félix
’asserone’s percussion classes, and
famiharised himsell’ with the more
advanced techniques of the timpani,
the xylophone, the vibraphone and
the innumerable types of drum that
are used these days. After completing
his studies, 1t was as a percussionist
that he played in different Parsian
orchestras, recording studios and
theatres,

But the central hgure m Henry's

preparatory years, as for many others,
was Messiaen, with whom he ana-

Iysed the classics of the 2oth century

and explored Hindu music, birdsong

and the science of I'h}'ﬂun. This was
also where he dftflnpfd his other vo-
cations as a composer and researcher.

And it was during this period that

Pierre Schaeffer, a researcher from

a less orthodox background, began
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plaving with, and organising, captive
sounds. He thought he could “evade
music through the Ecole Poly-
technique, and technique through
poetry”. In 1943 he founded the expe-
rimental studio at the Radiodiffusion
Francaise.

Musicians of every kind came and
went, but they did not really unders-
tand him, let alone work with him or
follow his cues. Then one day Henry
turned up, with "a fragile appearance
that predisposed him to violence,”

In his Premier journal de la Musique
Coneréte (1948-1G40), Schaefler noted:
“An instinct of power, highly charac-
teristic of his generation, carried him
towards a maximal breaking point,

a minimum of melody and harmony
[nvited to audition, Henry entered
the studio after a succession of other
candidates. It was supposed to be an
ephemeral passage, but he ended up
staying on indefinitely. Symphonie pour
un homme seul began with a friendship
between two loners,”

T his symphony established a new
genre without written scores, ins-
truments or performers, The music
contained all the audible sounds that
could be captured by microphones,
retamned by wax and played back
through loudspeakers. It was carved
out of everyday, concrete reality as an
assemblage of sounds separated from
their source, which the composer
could control only by ear, and could
organise only by hand, in the imme-
chacy of lived experience. Henry tells
me about the technical difficulties he
was faced with at the time: “We had
some filters and a mixing device, and
that was it. No magnetic tape, no
‘phonogeéne’, no editing facilities.

For the mixing of the Symphonie, we
used up to eight fexable disc players.”
This resulted in imperfections, of
course, but they were swamped by the
generous mspiration and contagious



enthusiasm that were coming to life
m this absolutely virgin territory. The
collectively-created Symphonie pour un
homme seul remains a masterpiece of
verve and direct lyricism, such as one
seldom [nds in a nascent art,

Afier that, Henry rarely set foot
outside radio studios. He began pro-
cducing what he had always dreamed
of, collecting the most unusual “audio
objects” provided by the industrial
age, Nature and suitably “prepared”
mstruments, He worked at a regular
pace, with ten to thirteen pieces per
yvear, for films, the radio, television
and concerts. The surrealist muse
that was hovering over the laborato-
ries at that tme fitted in well with an
ethos of system that resulted in the
1050 Bidule en ut, and particularly Le
Microphone bien tempéré, 1950, in which,
from tom-toms to Chopin, virtuosity
was already vying with the singulanty
of the inspiration, This period of
ntense fecundity peaked with Ophée
53, composed jointly by Henry and
Schaefler for tape, violin, harpsichord
and two voices, which was premiered
at the 1953 Donaueschingen festi-
val. It was the first work in which
concrete music got to grips with the
expressive forms of opera.

Henry then produced the sequence
Le Voile d’Orphée, where a harpsichord
ended up accompanying the ma-
gnetic tape in what would now be
called “mixed music”. This dramatic
cantata had a brilliant career that
was justilied both by its exceptional
expressiveness and the rigour of what
could be seen as the first “electro-
acoustic” work. The machines had
been perfected. The variable-speed
tape recorder, for example, did not
Just render it possible to produce
collages and make incisive incisions
so to speak) into the very substance
of sound, but also to modify pitch
and timbre. And there were Olters
for the attenuation or accentuation

of particular harmonic components,
along with devices for amplitude
control, mulatracking, mixing, etc.

In Le Voule d’Onphée, the voice was

put through every possible concrete
transformation, including echo,
repetition, canon, inversion, accelera-
tion, filtering. The raw matenal was
no longer determinant, but subject to
the musician’s constructive imagina-
ton. Better still: as the raw material
was reduced, the composer’s formal
thinking came to the fore.

Thus it was that Henry’s lifelong
quest took shape, with the introduc-
tion of musicality into the jungle

of auditory objects, and a concern
for authentically concrete phrasing,
There was a rejection of the super-
fluous effects and confused verbiage
that had marked the inmitial period, in
favour of an asceticism that consisted
of reflecting on the material, and on
the purpose of the music.

Henry puts it quite clearly: “I
strongly believe in the rarefaction
of the material, the stimulation of
ingenuity and imagination that can
be found in drawing the "unheard’
out of just one mstrument. We soon
exhaust the auditory sources — I have
now explored the boundaries, the
outer limits of concrete and eleciro-
nic sound. But that’s not where the
problem les: it lies in the accuracy
with which elements are selected
and utilised.”

For Schaeffer, though, starting in
1053, 1t was essentially a question of
histing, cataloguing the universe of
auchtory objects, Inding methods
and words, and, in sum, acting de
facto as a scientist rather than an
artist. Henry did not see it like this.
He spent four years in seclusion,
applyving recent advances to radio,
television, the cinema, records and
the theatre. He strove to alert the
public to the kind of music that was,
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i the end, the most authentic voice
of the ime. He created “spatiodyna-
mic” music for the cybernetic tower
designed by the futuristic architect
Nicolas Schiffer. And for Maurice
Béjart, who choreographed Symphonte
pour un homme seul, he composed ballet
music that went round the world:
Voyage au coeur d’un enfant, 10954, Arcane,
1955, Haut Voltage, 1956, Le Cercle,
1956, Orpliée, 1958,

But in 1958, as a result of disagree-
ments with Schaeffer, Henry resigned
from his post as head of projects at
the Groupe de Recherche de Mus-
ique Concrete, He now found him-
self alone in a country where private
patronage did not exist, and where
avant-garde music was far from being
an object of mass consumption, At
80 rue Cardinet, with _Jean Baronnet,
he founded Studio Apsome — the [irst
mdependent French studio devoted to
experimental music,

One work that marked this turning
point was Coexistence, for two tape
recorders whose synchronism could
be random. Each object, in the first
nstance, was put together sound by
sound. But the particular innovation
was in the spirit of the material, and
especially the contrasts and skilful
architecture of the rhythms. Across
the work’s [ive movements there was
an encounter, an opposition and a
correlation between two states of
auchtory material, two types of music.
Béjart used it for a ballet in April
1050, even before 1t was premiered in
concert version. For Henry, Coexistence
constituted an essential step towards
a more controlled compositional
method — one m which nothing was
left to the imagination, and where
chance itself was required to make
iself explicit. In Rue Cardinet, the
scope was broader than before. Audi-
tory objects and concrete music were
put in perspective, and all sorts of



synthetic means were mtroduced,

in the same way that Eimert and
Stockhausen, in Cologne, were
staunchly defending the most solid
bastion of electronic music. Long
opposed, the electronic and the
concrete were now reconciled by the
realisation that different means could
be used to achieve the same result.
In Gesang der fiinglinge, for example,
Stockhausen treated voices and
electronic sounds as identical forms
of material. But it was behind Studio
Apsome’s soundproof walls that the
first and most seamless synthesis

took place,

Today, in France and Germany, in
the United States and Japan, creators
of music on magnetic tape no longer
make a distinction between the white
noise produced by generators of
electrical oscillations and the audio
events captured by the microphone,
Henry produces electronic sonorities
by means of objective processes, and
exclusively electronic works — like Le
Voyage, for example — that have all the
diversity and life of strictly concrete
procuctions,

In Henry's case, what might have
been a slow conquest, a difficult
emergence, took place very quickly
cdue to the fact that he has always,
and above all, been attached to

the music. By this I mean that the
thousands ol objects in his sound
effects library do not turn his head.
He has not been hypnotised by the
cold virtuosity they evoke, and has
never allowed himself to dissolve mto
theory. Each of his works 1s a hived
experience, a profound commitment.
“I don’t waste my time thinking
about the past,” he told me. “T've
always forced myself to be as clear as
possible about what I'm doing. My
private life, and the condinons of my
professional life and work, have an

obvious effect on my musical thin-
king. With each work, I start from
scratch. The gestation period’s long:
it was two years for the Variations,
which were then set down m two
months. [ take the nme 1t takes.

It sometimes happens that I put an
audio work, or an entire sequence,
on hold for several years.”

The logic that guides Pierre Henry

is that of sensibility to what is within
him and around him. The cinema
has marked him deeply. It has pro-
vided him with a system of articula-
tion, a means of controlling duration,
a sense of movement or immobility
that the new audio art did not yet
possess, and a confirmation of the
importance of silence, with which his
knowledge of Webern had already
acquamted him.

Musicians may neglect him, ignore
him, lack assiduity in beating a path
to his studio — which he doesn’t take
lightly! — but sound engineers and
image-makers, directors and choreo-

graphers are keen to work with him,
[ can think of at least thirty film
scores he has written, not counting
sixteen cartoon films produced

with Siné for Italian television, and
imnumerable commercials. He has
contributed to plays by Amodow,
Ustinov and Georges Michel (most
recently LAgression, for the TNP). He
1s Béjart’s musician of choice, and
provided the music for the choreo-
grapher's total spectade La Reine Verte,
1063, as well as La Tentation de Samnt
Antane at the Odéon last year.

All of these projects are not “pure”
— by which I mean that some of them
are commercially inspired. You have
to hive! And Pierre Henry's equip-
ment comes at a price.

As he says, “I use my more or less
commercial projects to subsidise the
works I really want to compose!™ Be-
cause, unlikely as it may seem, before
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L'Apocalypse he had received no ofhi-
cial commuissions whatever, nor had
he ever been invited to participate

in a major international festival, or
benefited from any of the numerous
advantages that were beginning to
be granted to leading composers,
Each time [ went to see him in

Rue Cardinet, and, later on, in his
cluttered two-room apartment in
Boulevard Saint-Germain, where he
has now been living for three years,
he was working on at least twenty
different pieces, twenty projects of
all sorts. And they weren't the kind
of thing he could readily entrust to
his assistants, The methods may have
changed, but the work remained
artisanal, He had to get personally
immersed; up to his ears, so to speak,
Which was why the door was ofien
locked, and the phone off the hook, in
a sell-imposed quarantine. A vicious
cirdle! It’s a miracle, in such condi-
tions, that a dozen works of such
length and inventiveness have come
out of Studio Apsome since 1660,

One of the strangest of these,
without doubt, is La Notre a 6o, 161,
“Breaking down 1,415 beats of a
metronome at 60 by inserting
drumbeats, electronic impulses, the
rusthng of reeds and vocal susur-
rations,” says Henry, "I wanted to
give real consistency to a succession
ol strictly monophonic durations
composed of pulsations, bursts and
cells that could be wrrational n their
behaviour.™ This “attempt to struc-
ture time subjectively” has led to a
discourse of extraordinary severity
and density, in which sound and
silence balance out in a classicism
of radiant purity. As Béjart puts

it “Time, stretched to an extreme
degree, suddenly blows our musical
memory apart; and the ear, finally
solitary, delivered from any rhythmi-
cal expectation, rejoices without



anxiety in a universe it sees as
simple... Only the present exists,
immense, eternal, indestructible.”

Having been hugely successful in the
exercise of spareness and rigour that
opened up the doors of a concentra-
ted lyricism, and revealed to him the
chthonic voices of subconscious sensi-
bility, Henry could now engage in an
exploration of the inexpressible. He
mmediately undertook this journey,
Le Toyage, which was none other than
that of the soul after death, following
the itinerary of The Tibetan Book of the
Dead, It was an immense composition,
lasting more than an hour — an inner
vision, both intimate and frightening,
superb in its language, which, right
from its first performance under

the vaults of Saint-Julien-le-Pauvre
on 25 June 1963, stood out as a

key work in contemporary music.
Without ever falling into a gamurt of
effects, or complacencies of auditory
illustration, it conveyed, in an almost
magical way, the eloquent sonorities
that all of us have constantly borne
within ourselves, but without ever
being able to express them. Many of
us found our heads spinning that day,
as though, all of a sudden, death and
its aftermath were within our com-
prehension, our intelligence.

As though the essential mystery of
our destiny, without being unveiled
or defused, had become closer to us,
more real, abrupt in its truth. Like a
SCrean,

Béjart — talk of the Dewil! — took pos-
session of this high-flying work, and
m 1962 turned 1t into a ballet for the
Cologne opera company, in whose
repertory it remains to this day.

And the Henry-Béjart collabora-
tion continued. In 1959 there was
Signes, n Tubingen, and in February
1965, before the Messe pour le temps
présent, which I will discuss in due

course, the Ballet of the Twentieth
Century premiered Varations pour
une porte et un soupir at La Monnaie
in Brussels.

I would like to mention this work
once more, because it pushes audi-
tory economy fo an extreme point,
but also because in my view it is
better suited than any other to the
mnitiation of those who are unfamihar
with new music,

In twenty-six movements that add
up to a total of around an hour, from
Sleep to Death, via Awakening, Fe-
vers, Respirations, a Nursery Rhyme,
Gymnastics, a Yawn, Waves, Anger,
etc., it comprises “all of human
activity, from birth to death, or from
dawn to dusk”, which Henry subjects
to a radiography of sounds. The
material is disarming in its simplicity.
Yet far from banal. A creaking door,
a voiced breath, a sung sigh, no more
than that. *“When I was creating the
creaking of a door,” says Henry,

“I lived with the door for three days.

I made it express all the sounds it was
capable of. I became that door.™ It

is not so much the fantastic skill of
the inventor that dazzles me as the
superhuman intelligence 1 find in

the expressive power of the sounds
themselves, and the way Henry
reveals their significance, the forces
that hiberate what 1s common to them
and us, making them yield up the

life that secretly inhabats them; to the
point where, listening to the larations,
one has the striking impression of
discovering the silent sound of one’s
own organs, the unknown number
controlling all of this delicate mecha-
nism that governs us.

Le Toyage goes to the depths of the
soul; the Vanations go to the depths
of the body. They meet up in the
same mystery. And I can’t bring to
mind another kind of music (apart
from that of Bach, let’s say) which
goes so far!
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There remains the Messe. Following
the consecration of the Liverpool
Metropolitan Cathedral of Christ
the King, Henry continued working
on it over the summer of 167, and
an augmented version was perfor-
med in the Sigma festival of art and
contemporary trends that makes
Bordeaux the capital of the avant-
garde each year,

A Mass for loudspeakers, with
concrete or electronic sounds, and
nothing more, seems absolutely im-
possible. The fact is that the liturgical
text has to be intelligible. More than
that: it has to be consistently fore-
grounded, or at least the keystone
of the edifice, As for the music that
accompanies it and comments on

it, what is there to be added to the
contributions of the great Western
geniuses over a period of more than
a thousand vears?

After four fruitless efforts, Pierre
Henry immersed himself in the
verbal aspect of the project. As an
old friend of the Lettrists (Izou,
Dufréne, etc.), he did not hesitate

to demolish the words, to rip them
up, to attack them on all fronts so as
to make them disgorge their music,
He allowed himself only one voice
—a mans, as grating as raw granite,
which he multiplied to the scale of a
crowd. With a cello, a flute and a few
electronic sounds, he produced the
most scintillating metallic rusthings,
the twists and turns of an elementary
dance, and all the sound effects one
might associate with the book of
Genesis. We are mstantly plunged
mto the implacable march of a
primitive, essential auditory ritual
full of the drama of eardy Christan
times. This 1s a “service™ of Oriental
subtlety, but also hieratic inflexibility,
i which the terrible eloquence of
the Old Testament can be seen.



On the day of the world premiere,
a British priest, utterly dazzled, wrote
with enthusiasm: “The repetinons,
the incantations, the birth of the
word while still immersed in the
automartism of the prayer wheel, re-
miniscences of all the sacred expres-
sions, contained in continued tension,
constitute a real mystical exercise in
exhilaration close to delirium, ecstasy,
and a fantastic vision of unity.”

Following on from thousands of
others, Henry saw his Mass as a
symbol of all sacrifices, all mystenes,
all aspirations, frozen outside time.

This is where we can really see the
distance covered since the generous,
baroque Symphonie pour un homme
seult Consistently rejecting auditory

cliches, while applving the laws
of vocal inflection and the profoun-
dest human language to his accumu-
lation of twenty or thirty thousand
“objects”, he has turned the music
of the loudspeaker into today’s most
proper, precise, profuse form of
expression. He is admittedly saying
nothing more than what artists, poets
and thinkers have always repeated,
but he is saying it with the voice of
his time — a voice that takes on every
audio identity, from the touching
sound of a youngster whistling in the
street to the most apocalyptic explo-
sion, He forces us to listen to our own
voices through the roaring of engines
and the thud of automatic weapons.
Pierre Henry tells me that once he
has completed the two or three works
on which he is currently working,

he 1s thinking about a trearise on
electronic composition. But he
recognises that he would be able to
provide no more than a collection
of formulae. There are phenomena
that cannot be explained, and music
that cannot be made, but only expe-
rienced. There’s just one thing to be
done, and thart s — to listen,

Thas text was first published in the review
Réalités, in_June 1968,

Maurice Flewrel (193-1990) was a compioser,

Journalist and musicolugist. He crealed mumerons music
Sestwals, including the Féle de la Musigue. He was the

duector of music al the Ministére de la Culture from
1z fo 1586,






WHAT'S WITHIN A BUILDING?
by Tommy Olsson

Let’s get very subjective to start

with; I was fourteen years old when
the intriguing sounds that kick off
Symphonte pour un homme seul — the
piece Pierre Henry wrote in collabo-
ration with Pierre Schaeffer in 1950

— crossed my path, courtesy of the
fringe section of Swedish broadcas-
ting, In those days of my early teens,
nteresting things were regularly (or
not so regularly) recorded on cassette.
Luckily I managed to tape some of it;
though it would take a considerable
amount of time before I learned what
it actually was. It took me almost a
lifetime, to be honest. Listening to

it now, some thirty years later, what
attracted me then stll remains a
source of inspiration, The shock of
something completely different, yet at
the same time oddly familiar, and the
lo-fi sound of the recording process
itself, the tape hiss, the atmospheric
and somewhat intimidating mixture
of everyday sounds with fragments
of orchestration cut into little pieces.
I would not say it still sounds new -
rather, it always came across as very
old. At least from where | was stan-
cing in 1978, and definitely today. But
it was, and still remains, so absolutely
Joreign and to some degree devastating
in its apparent lack of structure, This
was around the time of the punk
explosion, and my fnends and I were
generally hanging around the record
player spinning seven-inch singles by
the Damned and the Sex Pistols. This
revelation of organised sound even-
tually helped turn me into a complete
alien — few of my peers picked up

on this ane. The ideas of the avant-
garde did not go down very well with
ordinary rural Swedish teenagers in
the 1g70s. (Frankly, nor did the Sex
Pistols, to any great extent.) Today,
Symphonte pour un homme seul 1s part

of my cultural baggage, along with
bands like Joy Division, the spiritually
related Throbbing Gristle, and a few

other things. I always appreciated
a certain degree of chaos when 1t
came to music, or anything else,
and I still do.

So I must admit I actually prefer
a slight sense of disorder when 1t
comes to writing as well. The relation
between text and music is but one
of a myriad of entry points into this
universe, Our main focus here,
the mside of Pierre Henry’s home,
is quite another. Given the history
of concerts generously conducted in
the comfort zone of his own home,
with the audience seated in separate
rooms, I'd like to think of Henry
using his house as an amplifier on
these occasions, or even playing the
building like an instrument in itself.
[ did not have the pleasure of attend-
ing any of these events, so this is pure
speculation on my part — I don’t have
a clue, really. But I like to think about
these things, as I like to think about
the influence of musique concréte
on people like Frank Zappa, or the
early terronist tactics of Einstiirzende
Neubauten, acted out during the first
half of the 1g80s. And recently, the
transition of his work mto the sam-
pled and recycled world of present
day electronica; very much the same
way he approached the psychedelic

grooves of the 1gbos. Things like that.

The various points of connection
and the varying politics of commu-
nication. The fact that we exist in a
permanent state of crisis, a battery
whose positive and negative con-
stantly switch places, and that we're
very lucky to find ourselves in this
situation. To exast 1s, after all, more
mnteresting than not to exist.

One such pomnt of connection 1s of
course my main source of material
here; the grand project of Geir Egil
Bergjord to document Pierre Henry's
home, resulting in what seems to

be an endless flow of photographs,
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a fraction of which are presented
here. What can one expect from the
domestic surroundings of someone
mvolved in sound for more than half
a century? A massive archive, to start
with, and by God there is one; shelf
after shelf of reels of magnetic tape.
Impressive enough purely on a visual
level, the thought of actually listening
through the stuff s mind-boggling,
Indeed, from where I sit — which for
the moment 1s my home — I can look
at my own shelves and get enough

of a headache when considering a
proper system for my cassettes (some
claim this to be a dead medium,
amongst other dead mediums, but if
vou were to believe everything people
say vou wouldn’t even be able to light
a cigarctte). My point is; some of us
accumulate stuff. This is who we are.

The other striking factor when going
through these photographs is the
number of assemblages, mostly made
of worn-out equipment. Again, these
come across as something from a
different time, yet there is nothing
quite like them. The associations
wander nstinctively through the eary
decades of the modernist project in
search of a point of reference. Could
one possibly pin them down somew-
here around the shaft from Dada to
surrealism? Would that make sense?
No, but 1t might be as close as we’ll
get when looking for clues in the
world of the visual arts. The thing 1s
that theyre composed, very much in
the same way as music 1s composed

— and more often than not by using
leftovers from the act of making mu-
sic. They re very much in tune with
Henry's musical output — the same
other-worldhiness, and the same foun-
dation in a time left behind: the pre-
dhgital era. The fine hne between the
senses 1s thus blurred; we “hear™ the
assemblages (I almost wrote “paint-
Ings’, as it seems just as appropriate



a term), pretty much the same way as
we visualise images when confronted
with a piece of music,

Of course, the activities of the
mhabitant(s) of a house make their
mark on the surroundings. The lon-
ger a person stays in the same house,
the deeper the ammosphere. Henry
has lived and worked here since the
carly 705, From what I can see from
the ever-growing documentation

by Bergjord, this is a very stable
situation, and by definition “his”™
house — not only because of the
things it contamns, the archive, the
number of books (many), or even
the number of assemblages — but if
we're to believe Bergjord’s camera,
and chosen perspectives, it is already
a kind of museum, Or maybe a laby-
rinth is more suitable as a metaphor
The very internal and associative
structure of the archive, apparently
vastly complex, but simple enough if
you know your way around. There
are many of us who share the same
problem — if it is indeed a problem.

Thus, the pictures also hint at the
idea of the home as a sort of private,
deeply personal gallery space. I belie-
ve this is very much the way it works
for most people; what we choose to
include or exclude is firmly rooted n
memories and a sense of belonging
People who are in one way or another
financially dependent on their crea-
tvity will, however, almost always be
up to their knees in their own past.
This can be arranged in various ways,

ol course. Maybe. At best.

There 1s a relation between music
andl architecture, albeit not a very
obvious one, and not one many
people spend time thinking about.
I do thmk, or, to be honest, my
mtuition tells me, that there are
mtimate connections between what

we see and what we hear when we
approach these images at the same
nme as were listening to any work by
the composer. While writing this, I'm
listening to a boxed set of three CDs
entitled 8.0 — released when Henry
turned eighty — parts of which, like
many other works by him, occasion-
ally make a genuine crossover into
the more accessible mainstream by
adding something as uncommon for
“serious” music as a funky groove.
Impressive enough by any standards,
and the fact that this is the work of

a man turning eighty should make

it clear thart vitality has nothing to

do with age. There are sections of
&.0 that would work wonders on

any present-day dance floor, and
other parts kick major ass when you
compare them to the cutting edge of
contemporary experimental rock mu-
sic. Henry, of course, is no stranger to
rock 'n’ roll, having collaborated with
the progressive outht Spooky Tooth
on their 196 album Ceremony, besides
being a major influence on such
diverse musical universes as the wave
of German krautrock/kosmische
muziek in the 1670s and the emer-
gence of Japanese nowse-core thirty
years later. Naturally, as with any
musical progression of significance,
Henry himself has moved on consi-
derably since the collaborations with
Pierre Schaeffer n the 1g50s. It would
be musleading to speak only in terms
of musique concréte when approac-
hing the man and the music (not to
mention the buillding). If we hang
onto the idea of the labyrinth for a
while, there seems to be a certain
labyrinthine quality to many of his
works. The only exception I can think
of now — though there may very well
be others — is Le Toyage, from 1962,
which does 1ts aitle justice by being an
exceptionally Imear piece of music.
But I suspect I'm going a bat off topic

here... The question was about the
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relation to architecture, a far from
obvious issue. Few people hear music
when confronted with a building,
unless the building is so common
and anonymous that you recognise
the rhythm of your heartbeat as the
most fundamental musical mstrument
there is. But what I'm really after
when proposing this question is a
matter of structure — apparently
absent in Henry's early works — and
texture, which on the other hand
almost seems, at imes, to have
developed into a method; verging

on actually becoming structure, in
some cases, In any case, to put it
bluntly, it all boils down to a martter
of organisation, This also goes for
the interior of the building, from the
simple notion of where to place a
sofa to the already-mentioned more
complex problems of an expand-

ing archive, and at least a corner to
work in, This is usually what comes
first for workaholics like myself — the
rest is either built up around the
working space or, sometimes, left in

a mess which over time tends to act
like something organic surround-

ing the working space. Of course

this mess hides plenty of secrets, for
most of us. But what’s being kept in
the drawers is usually best left in the
drawers, and Geir Egil Bergjord’s
camera — although very close to the
action — doesn’t seem to be especially
concerned with the very intimate, but
rather the interaction with and within
the surrounding walls.

After all, if music 1s organised sound,
a home 1s orgamsed hving,

As I briefly mentioned Joy Division
earher, 1t’s hard to avoid the enigma
of their producer Martin Hannett
when writing about acoustic
territories. In the film 2y Hour Party
Feople — a summing-up of the music
scene in Manchester between the



late *70s and the early ‘gos — Martn
Hannett's character is introduced
when he’s approached by the
character Tony Wilson. Standing

in a field, chainsmoking, holding one
of those huge long ultra-sensitive
microphones, “What are you doing?”
is the question he’s asked. “Record-
ing the wind™ is the answer he gives.
This attitude to the world of sound
runs like a red thread m the back-
ground through contemporary music,
daring back to Luigi Russolo’s early
experiments with organised noise,
way back in the futuristic days of
1G13. The conclusion drawn seems

to be the same one that Pierre Henry
arrived at: music is basically a matter
of how to listen.

As a kid, I used to visit my father

at work in a factory. Almost every
grown-up in the area worked n this
factory, which produced paper — the
whole process, from fresh cut nmber
to brown wrapping paper; the kind
of operation that tends to dominate

a small village. I remember dearly
how I used to find certain melodic
cualities within the wall of noise sur-
rounding the premises. Like, if you
stand close to one particular machine
long enough you're bound to find its
rhythmic qualities, but if you're stan-
ding in the middle of a building,
surrounded by machinery, there
seems to be a ghost singing a little
tune somewhere within the sheer
volume. As if the cacophony just
needs to be loud enough to trigger
something else. I'm still not sure
whether this 1s some chemuical reac-
tion within the neurological corners
of the mind, triggered by the ears

going numb, or whether it 1s actually
produced by noise if it is complex
enough, and loud enough.

If we're to believe William S,
Burroughs — and I think he has a
strong case In this respect — hife 1s

a cut-up. Our lines of thought are
constantly being interrupted and
spliced with vanous kinds of infor-
mation. There’s no way of avoiding
this. Well, at least there’s no satisfactory
way of avoiding this; the alternanve
would almost certainly turn out to be
unbearable. The alternanve is silence,
and silence is death. The informa-
tion seems to be hidden within these
folds. Applied to music — Burroughs
himself did some groundbreaking
literary work by cutting up audio tape
and rearranging it more or less at
random, breaking the narrative of his
recorded voice, spliced with newscasts
and whamot — we arrive at the sound
collage. As always, the million-dollar
question comes up; how random is
random? Upon a closer listen, none
of Henry's works lacks an inner

logic. Composed at random they are
not — quite the contrary. And exactly
how do the premises influence the
recordings? T'he acoustics of your
living space — what do they actually
do to you? How do they influence
your work? We all know the feelng of
moving into a new flat; the precog-
nitive notion that we 'll either stay a
long time or move on soon. Untl we
eventually ind the right acoustcs for
our everyday life.

And Ew.-fryda}' life 15 a cut-up. It may
or may not be correct to spf:nl-: of

the Beatles” 1068 White Album in

connection with this — I do really
tend to see this double album either
as one big patchwork of conflict-

ing interests or a tenderdy composed
piece of interwoven lines of thought,
In any case, there 1s at least one piece
that’s relevant in the discussion of the
cut-up and the use of sound as the
dominating factor — John Lennon’s
having-a-hangover late "60s angst-
infected Rewlution g —a kind of
present-day report mvolving rallies
against the war in Vietam, mtercut
with mashed-up pieces of opera
arias, musical numbers, as well as
picces and fragments of music by the
Beatles themselves, At the end of its
eight minutes of restructured and de-
constructed chaos, the voice of Yoko
Ono appears in the web of sound
whispering, “You become naked”.

Naked. Indeed. A house 1s not a
home untl you walk through the
rooms naked, That’s what a home
is — a place to stroll around without
clothes, That is, unless there’s a
Norwegian photographer following
in your footsteps through the Living
space. Stuf like that happens all
the time.

Bergen, June 2010

Tommy Olsson, born in Sweden in 16y, &5 a visual
artist and writer. He lives and works in Bergen,
Norway.



PIERRE HENRY SEEN BY ...
by Yves Bigot

There are few artists who can be
described as geniuses. But Pierre
Henry is one. A painter, sculptor,
gastronome, agitator, recluse, grouch,
fanatic, epicurean and mystic, but
above all an adventurer in sound as
liturgy, this prophet of modern music
has invented, developed and inspi-
red no less than three major artstic
genres and movements, while twice —
at an interval of thirty years — achie-
ving hit-parade superstar status.

“If the Beatles had worked with
Pierre Henry in 1966, as Paul
McCartney mtended, the history of
20th-century music would have been
revolutionised,” wrote the English
magazine Mgjo in 2001, But this hap-
pened in any case — and not just once.

At the end of the War, Henry (b. ¢
December 1927) was a student of
Olivier Messiaen and Nadia
Boulanger at the Conservatoire
National Supérieur de Musique in
Yaris, He joined Pierre Schaeffer at
the experimental studio of the Radio
Telédiffusion Francaise, and in 1950
Symphonie pour un homme seul, their
manifesto as engineer-musicians, laid
the foundations of concrete music,
with the intention of “deconstructing
music so that the harmony of the
spheres can resonate”. Maurice
Béjart made use of 1t hive years later,
at the start of a collaboration that
was to include [ifteen ballets, And
other choreographers tollowed:
Georges Balanchime, Carolyn
Carlson, Merce Cunningham,
Maguy Marin, etc.

Then came Haut Toltage, the hirst
electroacoustic work, which marked
Henry’s emancipation. He directed
the Groupe de Recherche de Mu-
sique Concrete, then set up Studio
Apsome i Rue Cardinet, an audio
avant-garde structure which attained
its apogee in 1963 with the Fanafions
pour une porte et un soupir. Used in the
cult series The Sopranos, this work
had a major influence on progres-

sive English rock groups during
the 1g6os, notably Pink Floyd and
Soft Machine, and, more recently,

Radiohead.

But it was with Le Toyage, 1962, the
first psychedelic composition (expres-
sing the soul), that Henry began to
fascinate the rock generation of the
1gb0s and the hippies, all devotees of
the Tibetan Book of the Dead, which he
illustrated in music. There were the
Beatles ( Tomarrowe Never Knows) and
Jimi Hendrix (Are You Experienced?) in
London, Frank Zappa and the Mo-
thers of Inventon (Freak Out/ in Los
Angeles, Jefferson Airplane ( Would
You Like a Snack?), the Grateful Dead
(Anthem of the Sun), the Quicksilver
Messenger Service (with the long im-
provised passages in their version of
Who Do You Love?) and David Crosby
(I'd Swear There Was Somebody Here) in
San Francisco, Gong in the south of
France and, later; Rodolphe Burger
(Cheval-Mouvement) in Strasbourg, The
seal was set on this metathetically
mediated connection with the Messe
de Liverpool, 1967, the radio show Salut
les Copains, the barricades of May 68

and the discotheques of Saint Tropez.

There were also the ferks électro-
nigques " Yper-sounds ™ mn the Messe pour
le temps présent. With their celebra-
ted silver cover, the former sold 1in
hundreds of thousands, while the
latter took its place in the history of
the Avignon festival, thanks to the
ballet created by Henry’s old friend
Maurice Béjart. The 196g Ceremony
album, featuring the English blues-
rock group Spooky Tooth, was just an
epilogue, culminating in a midnight
concert at the Olympia.

But whereas Pierre Henry's in-
fluence on the history of rock music
remams a well-kept secret, techno
acknowledges him as its gmding
hight. His Psydhé Rock has been used
in many guises, from Costa Gavras’

film . to that of Jean Becker, Elisa,
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with Vanessa Paradis, from Mean
Girls to the Futurama series, and in
advertisements for everything from
the Mobicarte to the New York stock
exchange and Nescafé, via hundreds
of more or less authorised samplings;
to the point where, in 1997, leading
DJs like William Orbit and Coldcut
were paying tribute to him on albums
such as Métamorphoses, with remixes of
the Ferks électroniques, and Psyché Rock,
revamped by Fat Boy Slim, was adop-
ted as the anthem of dance culture
from Brighton to Ibiza. Solicited by
the American group Violent Femmes,
working with the Propellerheads, par-
ticipating in LAmour foot, organised
by Libération in 1968, appearing like a
rock star at the Olympia, the Cigale,
the Montreux Festival, La Roque
d’Anthéron, the Beaubourg piazza,
the esplanade of La Défense, Radio
France, the Centre Pompidou and the
Cité de la Musique, Henry continues
to make news at the age of eighty-
three, with his ever-popular concerts
in his home (196, 2002, 2005, 2008,
200q), the boxed set of his works (Mix
o1, 02, 03 and og4), his apotheosis at
the Victoires de la Musique in 1998,
the Qwartz d'Honneur in 2005 and
the Président de la République prize,
awarded by the Académie Charles
Cros in 2005, but also a constant
stream of new works, among them
Intérieur/! Extérienr, Une tour de Babel,
Tam-tam du mervellewx, Dracula and
Dieu, after Victor Hugo, recited by
Jean-Paul Farré in Henry’s house
between 20 July and 8 August 2000,

When the avant-garde reaches the
largest possible audience, it becomes a
phenomenon. So what about genius?

Yoes Bigol was born in 155 and grew wh in Sam!
Tropez. He is a journalisd, writer and producer.

He contributes i the newwspaper Libération, does
radio work on Ewrope 1 and France Inter; and is a
speaalist i mock muwsic and football. He has pulblished
books with Girassel and Flammarion.

Having been a director of programming at France
2 and a duwector of slations and programmes al RTBF
and Arte Belgugue, he is now the head of programmes af

Endemol France.



SHOOTING FROM A DISTANCE
by Geir Egil Bergjord

In September 2006, I attended a
Pierre Henry concert for the first
fime, It was the first in a series of
three, programmed by Numusic,

an annual electronica festival n
Stavanger where I live. Already a fan
of Pierre Henry, I had arranged to
take photos during the rehearsals in
Stavanger Cathedral, where his per-
formances were held, To see Pierre
Henry’s dedication to his work at

the rehearsals and his performances,
impressed me (left a little numb after
a breakup, I had not been impressed
by or able to enjoy anything for
several months), Spending quite some
time taking photos in the cathedral
during the rehearsals, | hung around
to say goodbye to the crew afier

the linal performance. I remember
shaking Pierre Henry’s hand and all 1
could say was a simple merci, We had
no common language! I felt stupid as
one only can feel, when you want to
express something of importance,
but have no words.

The following day, by chance |

met Marc Ordaz, the Director of
Centre Culturel Franco-Norvégien

in Stavanger. Marc, who was the
go-between m setting up my photo
shoots at the rehearsals, had taken
Pierre Henry to the airport the same
morning He told me that on the way
to the airport, Pierre had expressed
some curiosity about me and my
work: “He liked the way you were
taking photos, and you had somewhat
surprised him during the rehearsals.”™
Whether this was correctly quoted

or not, I don’t know, but if’ it wasn't
for this remark none of the followmmg
would have happened. Pierre Henry
showing this sensibility to my work,
without seeing any of my photos, en-
couraged me to make a selection of
prmnts from the cathedral and to write
him a letter. I had the letter translated
into French by a friend, and remem-
ber putting it in a maibox on a
Monday. Within a week I received an

email from Isabelle Warnier, Pierre
Henry’s personal assistant. The email
was in French... though, reading se-
veral bravos, I knew it was something
good. I was invited to Pierre Henry's
house m Pans.

In March 2007 I visited 32, Rue

de Toul for the first tme. When 1
arrived, there was a meeting going
on in the kitchen with Pierre’s sound
engineer Etienne Bulungaire. Isabelle
took me down in the basement and
asked me to wait a few minutes.
Stupefied, I sat down on one of the
chairs. | had asked for a rendezvous
to take some portraits of Pierre
Henry in the studio and had not
expected to find his house like this,
The meeting finshed and I returned
to the kitchen. Pierre Henry was
sitting on a chair, with his hair a bt
messy, as if he’d just got out of bed.

[ asked how he was doing in polite
French: “Comment allez vous?”

I had been practicing the phrase
with my host in Paris in the morning,
He replied in French and I did not
understand.

[sabelle translated: “Pierre’s back is
bad today. He doesn’t want to stand
during the photo session.” OK. We
were left alone in the kitchen to work.
Pierre was sitting across the table with
one of his assemblages right behind
his head, not leaving me many
options to compose a frame. Aware
of the pan in his back and with no
common language 1t was dithicult to
ask him to move. | ined to make the
best out of it. Isabelle returned to the
kitchen and asked how the shooting
was going

“OK,” I said, “but maybe Pierre 1s
tired now?”

She asked him in French and
translated to me: “No, he 1s OK.. He
can go on some more. Maybe you
want to take some photos of him in
the studio?”

We moved to the studio across the
hallway, and Pierre sat down m front
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of his mixing desk. We were lefi alone
again. A little shy, I started shooting
photos of him from a distance, then
gradually moving closer. In the end

I was leaning over the mixing desk
with a wide angle lens artached to my
camera, while Pierre was moving the
faders up and down on his mixing
table, posing as if he was mixing
sound, This went on for a while. ..

in silence, When Isabelle returned
to the studio, I asked if I could rake
some photos in the basement, This
was OK., and [ went down in the
basement with my gear. I tried to not
spend too much time (I tend to get
lost in my work...) and stopped after
45 minutes or so, When I returned
to the kitchen, Pierre asked me to sit
down at the table. With Isabelle as

a translator, we had a short meeting
where Pierre proposed that I make
some documentation of his assem-
blages (his visual arts had never been
shown outside of Rue de Toul, or
documented before), This meeting
was the starting point of a project,
leading to the book you are now
holding in your hand.

My next visit to Rue de Toul was in
December 2007, Plerre had deared
some wall space in the kitchen, and
at his request, we did a photo session,
shooting hus assemblages one by one,
like documentation for a museum,

The following day I had Isabelle
on the phone: “How was the photo
shoot yesterday? Do you want to
continue with the project?” she asked
enthusiastically.

“Sure I would like to continue,”
I said “But to be honest, I do not
understand why Pierre Henry wants
a photographer from Norway to take
photos the way a thousand photo-
graphers in Paris could do. When 1
see Plerre’s assemblages, I see them
as part of the house. Why won't he
let me shoot them i their original
positions instead?”



During 2008 I returned to Paris
several imes to take photos of
Pierre’s assemblages in the house,
and the idea of a book was born,

In 200¢ I was granted a 3-month
stay at Recollets Internatonales to
work with the project, and during
this stay a large amount of work was
done. My working hours in Rue de
Toul would normally be after lunch,
Some days I arrived in time to join
them for coflee and ice cream from
Berthillon. Some days Pierre and his
sound assistant Bernadette Mangin
would already be working when |
arrived, and I would just say a short
bonjour at the door to the stuchio. If
I could hear the sounds as | entered
the gate to the courtyard, I knew
Pierre and Bernadette were too busy,
and would just sneak up to the first
floor to meet Isabelle in her office.
Other times, when Pierre was away,
[ would have the keys to g2, Rue de
Toul, leaving me the option to shoot
details in the studio as [ wanted, and
also from the courtyard at night, The
house would be in constant change,
Assemblages would move from one
room to another, and the ones that
had been in the best position in the

kitchen on my last visit, could be
found in the courtyard exposed to
rain, sun and the Parisian polluted
air, the next. Only a handful of
Pierre’s assemblages remamned in the
same spot as | found them on my
first visit to the house. Sometmes

at the end of a day’s work, I would
notice some detail I wanted to shoot,
thinking: “Ah... I'll do it tomorrow,”
only to arrive the next day to find the
same piece deconstructed and made
into something else. Of course this
would leave me somewhat frustrated
im my work, but at the same time, it
i1s the brutality in Pierre Henry's way
of treating his visuals that I like and
acdmire: a brutality also found in

his music.

I have some dear memories from this
house. Like the times Pierre Henry,
after a day’s work, spontaneously
invited me to dine with him in the
kitchen. A good moment was during
a meeting with the cultural attach¢

at the French Embassy in Oslo,
Dominique Lebrun (regarding an up-
coming concert in Norway). As we sa
around the kitchen table, Dominique
suddenly realized that Pierre doesn’t

speak any English and that I don’t
really speak French.

“But how do you and Geir commu-
nicate without a common language?”
she asked Pierre Henry with a sort of
surprise in her voice.

“We don’t talk,” Pierre replied
calmly, and then continued: “we look
at images and we listen to music,”

This was in December 2004, and
at this point I had been picking up
French long enough to understand
what he said. (Yes, | took lessons,
Thank vou Nathalie, Virginie and
everyone at CCFN-Stavanger, but
French sure is difficult). Pierre was
right though. We did not need many
words to fulfill this project. It was as
if it developed its own logic, and in
the end I just had to (ill in the gaps.
Still, my strongest impressions from
working in the house were the times
[ arrived while Pierre was working
in the stucio. Moving around the
house shooting details of the massive
archives of magnetic tape, while liste-
ning to his sounds, is just something
I will never forget, These times 1 felt
really privileged. Thank you!



GEIR EGIL BERGJORD - BIOGRAPHY

by Tor f-\ga Bringsvaerd

“He marvelled at the Fact that
the cars had two holes cut in thewr
fur at precisely the spot where
their eyes were.”

Georg Chrstoph Lichtenberg
Aphorismy, trans. R. J. Hollingdale
1ggo), 0.

Geir Egil Bergjord, born in 1964 on
the west coast of Norway and living
in Stavanger, is without doubt one

of the most exciting Norwegian
photographers of our time. He has
had numerous exhibitions, carried
out a succession of art projects and
won several well-deserved prizes. Yet,
for me personally, his photo books
and web-projects are the most fasci-
nating — whether they are “diaries’ of
foreign cities, month-long nocturnal
observations of the way the light from
cars and neon adverts is mirrored in
wet asphalt or exciting descriptions
of many years’ expeditions from loft
to cellar in his grandmother’s house,
Geeir has taught me to see the world
and intimate things in another way,
that is to say, Ais way, And isn’t this
the greatest compliment we can pay
an artist; that he has given us yet
another way of seeing life?

What does it take for us to perceive
something as “truth™? Our world
view 18 based on a selective and

subjective choice of information.

We therefore adjust to a more or less
hastily gathered random collection
of “reality snippets™; a puzzle we sort
and organise not only in accordance
with our experience, but perhaps as
much in accordance with our expec-
tations. The way we perceive a loaf
of bread first and foremost depends
on how hungry we are.

Of course, many believe it’s easy to
use one’s eyes, but it most certainly
isn’t. At birth we see the world up-
side-down and just getting that view
turned around demands effort and
practice. But also as adults we should
jolt our vision everyday if we wish to
avoid going astray in a tabloid fog,
The truth is then that we do not see
things as they are; we see them as we
are. And strictly speaking we do not
see first and foremost with our eves,
It’s our brain that sees — and it chooses
what it wants to see. Incidentally, in
The Little Prince by Antoine de Saint-
Exupéry, the word bramn is swapped
for heart: “It is only with the heart one
really can see.” True enough, if one
thinks about it.

In Norwegian folk tales, the Ash Lad

1s rather an unusual hero. He 15 of
course the one who 18 fascinated and
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inspired by things that others find
immaterial and worthless. Along

his way to try to win the princess

and half the kingdom, he can quite
easily find himself picking up things
that evervone else would just pass by
quickly— a dead fledgling magpie, a
shard from a broken bowl, a worn out
sole of a shoe. Things thar later prove
to be significant,

For me, Geir Egil Bergjord is a kind
of photographic “Ash Lad” — whether
he shows us colourful clothes pegs

on a backyard washing line in Rome
or all kinds of shiny taps in a shop
window in Bedin.

Tor Age Bringsverd, born in 1434, is a Norwegian
awthor and playweright.



THE HOUSE OF SOUNDS

A SKETCH OF ITS HISTORY AND FUNCTIONING

by Isabelle Warnier

g2 rue de Toul is the location of
Pierre Henry’s third Parisian studho.
But 1t is the first m which his life and
work have been brought together,

15 April 1971 saw the installation
there of Studio Apsome (Appli-
cations de Procédés SOnores de
Musique Electroacoustique), which
Henry founded in 1958 after he lefi
the RTF’s experimental studio, and
which had initially been set up in
Rue Cardinet, then Boulevard
Samnt-Germain,

Saon afterwards, he recorded
Laurent Terzieff reading Vaslav
Nijinsky’s Dvary, on which Maurice
Béjart based his ballet Nijinsky, clown
de Dien, for which Henry composed
the music. The work had a long run
at the Palais des Sports in Paris, then
in Brussels, London and New York:
and the resulting income financed the
first renovations of the house, which
has since been in a constant state

of evolution,

With Isabelle Warnier since 167,
and also working with the young
Can-aclian composer Bernard
Bonnier, Henry has composed
around twenty works here, including
the Dewxiéme symphonie, lirst performed
at the Cirque d’Hiver in 1972, Nicolas
Schofler’s cybernetic opera Ayldex,
premiered in Hamburg in 1974, and
Enivrez-vous, for Carolyn Carlson at
Sigma in Bordeaux, in 1974, Futunste,
1975, a tribute to Lugi Russolo, used
a multitude of sounds recorded in

the house that summer. It was first
performed on 16 October 175 at

the Dpﬁ:liﬂg of the extension to the

Théatre National de Chaillot. Then

came the major fresco Farcours- Cosmo-
gonte (twelve concerts), Métamorphoses,
Dreu, after Victor Hugo, with Jean-
Paul Farré, which was premiered at
the Palais des Arts, Paris, in October
178, La dixiéeme symphonie de Beethoven,
the Noces chymiques, first performed

at the Opéra Comique on 5 June
1080, Pierres réfléchies, Paradis perdu, La
Ville, and numerous Horspiele (radio
pieces) for the WDR in Cologne.

By the end of 1982, Henry’s technical
apparatus was becoming somewhat
obsolescent. And it was at this point,
at the age of hfty-five, that he began
receiving assistance from the Minis-
tére de la Culture, which allowed him
to pursue his work with new equip-
ment. He began receiving regular
support from the DRAC Ile-de-
France, followed in 1ggo by the city
of Paris, and in 2006 the SACEM.

The result was the creation of Studio
Son/Ré (Son/Recherche électoa-
coustique ), where since 1982 Henry,
assisted by Bernadette Mangin, has
composed more than eighty works.
This freedom from the commercial
contingencies that had hampered the
functioning ol Studhio Apsome since
1958 allowed the composer to focus
on his multiform creativity, and to
expand his output considerably.

Since 1go, he has been constructing
a parallel pictorial universe in relation
to that of his sounds, and his house
has gradually been taken over by his
“concrete pamtings , which share

the space with an extensive sound
library that goes back to the 1g50s.
This huge vocabulary of recordings
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1s a still-active crucible of creativity,
both past, present and to come.

In 1996, for Paris’s Festval d’Au-
tomne, Henry decided to put on a
six-week series of public concerts

in his house, with performances of
Inténeur/ Extérieur for forty people each
evening. Les Spectacles Vivants of
the Centre Pompidou sponsored two
further series of concerts in Rue de
Toul: Dracula, 2002, and Vayage initia-
tigue, 2005. The 2008 Paris Quarter
d’Eté festival had a programme of
twenty-two concerts, Une hewre chez
Prerre Henry, including Mirotrs du temps,
following a varied programme of
small forms taken from the repertory,
and in 200¢ a new version of Diew, a
sound poem adapted from texts by
Victor Hugo, with _Jean-Paul Farré,
In October 2010, with Le Batofar,
Henry put on a series of twenty-four
concerts in his home,

Annick Duboscq began contribu-
ung to the pemtures coneréles, and,
since 1GGo Etienne Bultingaire has
worked with Henry on the sound for
mnumerable concerts in France and
elsewhere,

Recently, with assistance from the

Conseil Régional of the Ile-de-
France, the DRAC lle-de-France
and the city of Paris — and, for the
requirements of digitisation, the
Bibliotheque Nationale de France

— Studhio Son/Ré has acquired a
computing system that 1s exclusively
devoted to the conservation of music
representing sixty years of unremit-
ting activity. And this 1s what Pierre
Henry 1s now concentrating on, along
with his compositional work.



This occupant of the House of
Sounds presents his thanks to
one and all, on every level.

To those who created the book: Geir
Egil Bergjord, Frangois Weyergans,
Yves Bigot, Tommy Olsson, Tor Age
Bringsvaerd, Gilles Fage & Laurence
Barbier, Ann Grieve, and those
attentive readers Danielle Dumon

& Dagmar Rolf.

To those who made the book possible:
Francois Arveiller, Alexandra Ban-
nelier, Olivier Bernard, Emmanuelle
Lavaud, Isabelle Marnier, Corrine
Micaelli, Alejandra Norambuena-
Skira, Yann Ollivier, Nathalie Viot,
The central pillars of the edilice:
Isabelle Warnier, for her virtuoso

management on every level; Bernadette
Mangin, for her dexterity m the art
of sounds; Annick Duboscq, for

her illuminating contribution to the
pemtures concrétes; Etienne Bulungaire,
for his ceaselessly renewed musical
projections; Pierre Lefévre, for his
sagacity and his electric drill.

The children: Béatrice, who grew

up here among the sounds; David,
Virginie and Sophie, who ofien came
along to entertain us.

The House of Sounds in all its
different facets (paintings, music,
installations, lighting systems, etc.)
would not exist without an insistence
on openness to the public, This
occupant of the House of Sounds

1s particularly grateful to those who
helped with the “proximity concerts™:
Joséphine Markovits, Serge Laurent,
Patrice Martinet, Batofar & Sophie
Kafiz. Not forgetting the spirited
volunteers,

It has also enjoyed the unwaver-
ing, enthusiastic commitment of
Gérard Davoust, Son/Reé’s president,
Joél Boutteville, its treasurer since
1682, Anne Rey, its general secretary,
Georges Barthés, ever-present, and
those mstitutions whose contributions
have been essential to the existence
of conerete music,

The occupant of the House of
Sounds pays tribute to Maurice
Fleuret who has always helped him,
without doubts,









THANKS

We present our sinceres thanks to: Cathnne Th Tellnes, Nathalie Carratie, Guy Chenu, Farda Laouady,
Amne-Katrme Duvold Charpenter, Yann Hascoér, Asbjorn Jensen, Per Kvalvag, Kristin Lalletvedt Strom,
Hilde Sjeggestad, Dommigque Lebrun, Erie-Jean Thomas, Emmanuel Michaud, Kalle Qen, Marc Ordaz,
Vivienne Knowles, Rune Rasmussen, Patsy and Sandy Thomson.,

With the participation of the Fonds d Action SACEM.

This non-profit organsation was created in1g77 as part of a diversified funding policy that was 1o benefu
all the acowe currents of musical creativity, without distine non.

It monitors the different operatons from start to finsh, and beyond. It also offers pracacal advice, for
example in terms of promotion and logistics.

These partnerships olten span several years, so as o maximise thar chance of success.

The Fonds d’Action SACEM’s fmancial resources derive from levies on recording media,

This project has received support from:

Ville de Paris and the Ministére des Affaires Etrangéres et Européennes, in the framework of a programme
of residencies at the Centre Internanonal des Récollets
Universal Music France

Arts Council Norway

Rogaland County Council

City of Stavanger

Norwegian Professional Photographers” Fund

Centre Culturel Franco-Norvégien, Stavanger

Centre culturel Frangas d'Oslo

French Embassy, Norway

Royal Norwegian Embissy, Paris
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A CONCERT IN THE HOUSE

Pierre Henry

The four previously unreleased works on the CD: Capriccio,
Phrases de quatuor, Miroirs du temps, Envol

Capriccio, 19° 34" (2009)

A commission for the 52nd International Festival of
Contemporary Music, Warsaw, autumn 2009, and
CulturesFrance. First performance: Warsaw,

20 September 2009.

"In this world, the land of chimeras is the only one
worth living in.” Jean-Jacques Rousseau

This work for sounds derived from percussion, rubbing,
sliding, stretching and actions coordinated on a piano,
as on a sounding board, is dedicated to impressionist
French music.

It involves research, through the language of sound, into
continuous rhythm, intermittency, distancing, and their
reciprocal juxtapositions, fleeting impressions, delicate
nuances of feeling and chimerical inner eroticism.

A sort of fugue in which the sounds, rather than being
different and opposed, harmonise in subtle affinities -
a capriccio of fusion.

Phrases de quatuor, 17' 16" (2000)

A tribute to Maurice Béjart, who died on 22 November 2007,
and who choreographed this work at the Paris opera house
in 2003.

| wear the same metal-framed glasses as Franz Schubert;
but our affinity goes deeper than that. | imagine an inner
whirlwind, a vortex connecting us and producing a creative
fluid: the flow of life.

We are two loners with an insatiable desire to produce
works. At his death, aged thirty-one, Schubert left behind an
immense body of music; and at the age of seventy-five, I'm
working like never before on proliferative, ever-incomplete
compositions.

The theme of non-completion is central to these Phrases
de quatuor,

There are micro-structures of a few seconds that give
glimpses of the Quartettsatz, the first movement of a quartet
that was abandoned in the first months of 1820, when
Schubert was twenty-three. And the phrases of this allegro
relate to a dozen or so fragments of the Quintet for strings
that Schubert composed in 1828, the year of his death.
They use related keys: C minor for the quartet; C major

for the quintet. Two works of coincidence and analogy:
these alliterations of auditory writing are analogous in the
vehemence of the attack, the fugacity of the nuances, the
contrast between extraordinary outbursts of violence and
the seraphic sweetness of the singing moments.

The episodes of these phrases mark time in a sort of
diffuse panic, or develop in a cyclone of separations,
polarised between the high notes and the low, as though
there were no happy medium!

In this universe that |'ve isolated, deconstructed and
reassembled in a disordered fashion, like the pieces of an
abstract jigsaw puzzle, a third work appears, derived from
the partition of the other two. I've infused it with a logic
comprised of spirit and quite Schubertian accents. Like an
imaginary self-portrait. This digest appears to have been
blended on a background that serves as a continuo, details
of which sometimes break through into the foreground.

There are interjections, reactions, juxtapositions, and
comments which, aesthetically and acoustically, belong
to another place, another time.

If the musicological spiralis to be complete, one should
also hear quotes from Ravel, Debussy, Saint-Saéns, Berg and
César Franck, references to Pelléas, a universe of forests and
fogs in which Golaud is the new Erlking.

| come into all this in order to introduce suspense,
respiration and humour through concrete, atmospheric
annotations. My own sounds are also intended to confuse
matters, to make doors creak, water drip; to insert a cry.

The cry uttered by Wozzek in his dream. It is the lament of
a lone man lost in his night. This is the essential sadness
of German romanticism. It is also Schubert.

Miroirs du temps, 23" 22" (2008)
A tribute to Olivier Messiaen, and in particular his
Chronochromie.

First performed during the concert programme Une
heure chez Pierre Henry, 4-15 August 2008, as part of
Paris Quartier d'Eté.

It was while visiting the solar furnace at Odeillo, a few years
ago... | imagined mirrors capturing hours and days. | let it
all mature, and this temporal assay became a reality. Miroirs
du temps represents a return to the attraction of musical
notes among one another. A memory of Oliver Messiaen
in his class.

Miroirs du temps: transformation of energy, conversation
of notes, successions of pitch in complex development on
a pivot-sound. A whole harmony of illuminated rhythms.
Colour-sounds, added notes, rainbow-block (as Messiaen
liked to say). In the end, a discontinuous variable continuity
of accents. But what counts here is the writing of an
instrumental phrase. In these mirrors, finally, | tried out a
specific rhythmic system, with heavy passages and light
passages.

To quote Paul Valéry's Cahiers: "Time is an equation of
permanence and change.”

Today, when composing, a sound will suffice to recall
a concrete melody to my mind. Miroirs du tempsis a
crystallisation of my past.

Envol 13" 45" (2010)
Envol is a musical poem in a playful style, with a relationship
to the dynamics of birds.

Here the expressive nuances, in their brevity, are close to
those of flight - for me, a sort of aerial swimming.

The natural constituents of Envol derive from everything
that flies.

Displaced traces of reeds, looped staircases, a lake,
a burlesque spitting snake, auditory sensations, starlings,
a rift and a quivering dawn.

A short piece of music that slips away, flies away.

The four previously unreleased works on the CD
Instrumentation, recording, composition: Pierre Henry
Produced at the Son/Ré studio (which receives assistance
from DRAC lle-de-France, the Ministére de la Culture et de
la Communication, the city of Paris and the SACEM).
Musical assistant: Bernadette Mangin






2909890 N9_8
s FA e ¥ F Al o |

-

IN 978-

788292829028

IS
|

'
L

v




