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10/30/1996 
LAX on a rainy day. Departure day – there’s an extra energy, an extra charge, and also 
not a little sense of absurdity dealing with what & how I packed. The most comical part 
is comparing how I obviously thought things would be (based on my selection of goods) 
with how it actually is – I assemble all manner of books, cassettes, CDs, diversions, and 
then am way too keyed up to use them. And knowing I brought them, I feel somehow 
obligated to “sit-in-the-terminal,-read-that-book-and-listen-to-that-CD,” only to find the 
activity has a brittle & forced quality. 
 
So instead I take off the headphones and write in this book. 
 
I was up until 2am working on that verkakkte story for Pat Saperstein. It could’ve been a 
lot better, but somehow in my existence right now I don’t have the room I once had for 
working on these stories. 
 
THURS 9:40am 
 
In the airport cafeteria at Ezezia Int’l in BA. Kind of a dismal flight from Miami, 
reminiscent of the old Condor charter flights, but with kind of a 3rd-world patina to it. Sat 
in the middle seat between Richie & Ryan, and had my carry-on stuffed under the seat 
in front of me. It proved unworkable – I kept wanting to get stuff out of & put stuff back 
into the bag, but could barely bend over in the tight space to do so.  
 
Managed some fitful sleep, though. 
 
Played mixes for Richie – looked for the DAT (rifled & scrambled the bag thoroughly; 
pretty comical, me holding stuff in my hands, in my lap, rummaging blindly between my 
feet…), wound up playing cassette mix. Then heard some of his stuff…all NST, guitars, 
stick. 
 
Tried to listen to “Bozos,” but plane noise was too high & CD was too quiet. 
 
So anyway, we arrived, passports stamped, picked up bags. One of the zipper pouches 
on my backpack was open; one of the throwaway cameras was gone. Through customs 
(of the 9 in our group, 1 guitar case was opened & inspected), then upstairs to the café. 
 
Prices here @ airport are high; cuppa $2.50, double cuppa $4.20, etc. Finding that my 
Spanish skills (here it’s called “Castellano”, not “Español”) are better than many in the 
group. Scary thought. 
 
Coffee was nearly espresso. Yummy. Sat & bs’d for a while. 
 



Loaded all 9 guitars into a car, our bags & us into a van,…driver put a “N.E. Argentine 
tourism” pelicula into the VCR in the van…it’s a fishing docu, in Castellano, a lot like 
fishing shows on Nashville Network… 
Pat was saying that because we’re on the bottom side of the globe, the moon’s features 
appear upside down from how they are in the northern hemisphere. This I gotta see. 
 
Tried to use an ATM, and while it read my card & took my ID ok, it couldn’t reach my 
bank. Go figure. 
 
Amex seems popular… 
 
Alcatel, Marlboro, Coca Cola, Visa, Amex, Goldstar, Toyota. Mustard plants. Lots of 
green open space, but ubiquitously bordered w/barb wire. 
 
Rest of the drive – dozed in & out some. Flat, flat, flat, green, green, green. Lotsa 
grazing cows, some farming, not densely populated at all. 
 
Just passed some excitement. A man on a horse chasing down an escaped cow that 
was running next to the road. 
 
10/30/96 3:50pm 
 
Arrived in Gandara…literally, a wide spot in the rail line. We showed up, and Valentina 
took us in hand and showed us to  our rooms. About 15 mins after we arrived it was 
lunch time…Rich and I were down near the dining hall reading the bulletin board when 
RF walked by & said hello, entering the dining hall. Shortly after, the bell rang…we 
entered & RF indicated we should step up & get ourselves served. The dining hall is a 
long, narrow room, with a U-shaped arrangement of tables. RF seated himself at the 
head of the U, I sat near there at the base of one of the legs of the U. We sat down with 
our loaded plates & waited, but after a minute or two RF told us “I wouldn’t wait,” so we 
dug in. 
 
During the meal, 6 or 8 craftys filed in wearing guitars, lined up @ the head of the room 
& played 2 pieces. After they finished & as they filed out we started applauding…when 
they were almost all out RF began banging on the table & shouting “More!” As the 
applause began to flag, RF still banging and shouting and no encore evident, RF 
indicated we should make more noise to bring them back. Which we did. 
 
They played another piece, after which RF said (ordered!) “Yamanashi Blues”… 
 
------ 
 
So we arrived Thurs. noonish, and our course doesn’t begin until Fri. evening. Time to 
kill…and no familiar means to kill it. Of course, no phones or outside music or TV. 
Several of us loose-enders took a stroll through the village of Gandara. Sports a very 
quaint & picturesque train station, complete w. old-style train signal levers and telegraph 



rig. And there’s a dairy plant, and a couple of houses…and that’s it. No store, no 
restaurant, no tavern, no pay phones. 
 
It's refreshing, really…all the familiars are missing. Talk about disrupting settled habits. 
 
Whole lotta mosquitoes, though… 
 
------ 
 
10/31/96 5:45pm 
 
Heard the train go by a little while ago; they’ve actually got steam trains running here! 
Hearing that chuff-chuff-chuff and then the whistle…I’d say it takes me back, but I’ve 
actually never experienced that before. 
 
Actually, it was the dairy plant whistle…I imagined the chuffing. Regular diesel trains. 
 
So I’m rooming with Rich Schiavi; should be cool. 
 
It’s cooled off in the late afternoon; the clouds thickened, and it’s actually been spitting a 
little bit. 
There’s a distinction made here between indoor & outdoor shoes…outdoor shoes are 
left in the entryway & indoor shoes donned there. Makes me very glad I bought these 
comfy sandals. 
 
Another lunch occurrence…a guy walked in w/guitar and was immediately greeted by 
big applause. He sat in a chair in front of a hihat pedal that was rigged to tink a muted 
cowbell, and after a brief verbal intro he proceeded to play a multi/poly-rhythmic tune on 
guitar & hihat pedal. When he finished, he was again rewarded with heartfelt applause. 
 
What I think that was about was an assignment…I think he was having trouble w/poly-
rhythms, and RF challenged him w/preparing & performing this feat. 
 
10/31/96 10:10pm 
 
Dinner was interesting. I sat down in the same place I had sat the previous 2 meals, not 
far from RF, only this meal as he sat down I mentioned to him that I had been loaded 
down with merchandise by Mark Perry. He replied “Good!”, then as Hernan sat down he 
mentioned to Hernan that I had some goods. Hernan asked me a bit about what I was 
selling, where I knew Mark from, and asked that I coordinate the sales with him. (?!) 
 
As dessert was served, I returned mine because I couldn’t eat it. As I returned to my 
seat, Hernan offered me his dessert. I responded that I couldn’t eat it since I’m 
diabetic…RF made some quip I didn’t catch (but laughed at anyway; his delivery made 
it clear it was a bon mot.) 
 



Some minutes later, RF came over and sat in the seat next to me and asked about 
whether I had any special needs (dietarily), and whether I had a problem with extended 
activity. I assured him that my needs weren’t that extraordinary, and explained the 
circumstances under which I might have problems; he urged me to use my intelligence 
with it. 
 
He also remarked that I was very wise to bring a good supply of insulin, as Argentina is 
very backwards in that way. He made a cryptic remark that Argentina was “going to 
come apart very soon.” Then he patted me on the shoulder and returned to his seat. 
 
A little later he got the group’s attention, announced a change to the meeting time of GC 
1.5, and asked whether we new arrivals were okay for the evening, reminding us of our 
instruction not to play guitar for the days prior to the start of the course. We indicated we 
were fine, upon which RF polled us for volunteers to do the dishes. I stepped forward 
along with several others. 
 
RF remarked a little later that now all they needed was a volunteer to clean the toilets. I 
quipped “Yes, I aspire to toilets.” RF said “That could be made to happen quicker than 
you think.” Pause. “Quicker than you think.” A few moments later he said, “I do love a 
man who likes to clean toilets,” and then got up, walked over to the staff member who 
apparently oversees that responsibility, and told him that I had volunteered for toilet 
duty. 
 
So it looks like I’m doing toilets. At least I can be confident that RF will know who I am… 
 
After dinner, most of today’s arrivals found ourselves gathered together in the entry 
foyer. It was an interesting bit of conversation…bs’ing about a number of free-spooling 
topics, different individuals tossing in erudite and comical remarks, and punctuated with 
these extended silences that ordinarily would have seemed weird, but that here were 
strangely accepted and acceptable. This is going to be a very good group, I think. 
 
Friday 11/1 11:30am 
 
What a slug I’ve been today. (so far.) I set an alarm on my cassette player’s clock for 
6:15am; the idea was to get up, shower & etc. and show up downstairs at 7:15 for the 
morning “sitting” (a meditative gathering.) Well, the alarm did chirp off at 6:15am, and I 
shut it off and went back to sleep, waking up at 7:45am. But I figured hey, if I needed 
the sleep to get adjusted, that’s fine. 
 
Went down to breakfast, fielded myriad responses to the Bat Child shirt (RF raised his 
eyebrows & made a face…yes, he’s well on his way.) 
 
After breakfast, Hernan was set up to receive payment. I gave him $360 in 20s, saying 
“Here’s three hundred sixty dollars.” He looked at me and said “That’s ten dollars too 
much.” I started gathering syllables to respond to him when the light clicked on and he 



said “Oh, you don’t have change.” (I suspect he was just doing a Crafty thing and 
messing with me subtly.) So he gave me a ten peso bill as change… 
 
After that I wandered around exploring the building a little bit. The course is being held 
at the seminary of San Juan (what’s this thing with Crafties and religious facilities, 
anyway?), a spartan yet peaceful and not uncomfortable facility. The dorm room I’m in 
is upstairs, rather a small room with two beds and a rather large window that has 2 
panels that swing open, looking out over the trees and the outdoors. The windows aren’t 
screened, and with all the birdsong and lack of city noises it really seems connected 
with the outside. 
 
3:18pm – Richie changed rooms today, largely because of my snoring. He’s not angry, 
or even irritated, but this morning I asked him if I had snored – he kind of chuckled and 
rolled his eyes and said yes, a lot. He said it was okay, he just moved to another room 
with an empty bed and slept there. I apologized profusely…he said maybe it was just 
because I was really tired. I know better but held my tongue. 
 
Then later in the morning I dozed off again, and apparently started making noise 
again… 
 
I told Valentina about this and offered to move to another room, saying it wasn’t fair that 
Richie should have to move when I was the one making the noise. She said that dealing 
with irritants like snoring roommates is actually part of the course. 
 
But I came back from a stroll over to the train station, and Richie’s name was blanked 
out on the door, and his stuff was gone. I found him in the room he’d moved to and 
brought him the towel he’d left behind. 
 
He popped by while I was writing this and assured me it was nothing personal. Nice 
guy, that Richie. 
 
I’m kinda horrified, though. 
 
------ 
 
I got my first “toilet training” today. They’re looking for a rather thorough cleaning…at 
one point Carolina mentioned something about cleaning where no one else would 
clean, and about quality, and I realized that cleaning toilets at GC is about more than 
just cleaning toilets. 
 
So I’m determined to be happy scrubbing toilets. 
 
Valentina just came by to straighten up Rich’s (ex) bed…she told me he’d said I was 
really loud, that he lives in the city and nothing wakes him up, but that this was just too 
much. 
 



So, looks like I’ve got a single room now… 
 
------ 
 
4:50pm – Posted today, aphorisms. 
 
Expectation closes our ears to what is happening in the moment. 
 
Listening is how we eat music. Hearing is how we digest it. 
 
Hearing transforms sound into music. 
 
Listening is a craft. Hearing is an art. 
 
Listening changes the performance to which we are listening. 
 
Music changes when people hear it. 
 
What we hear is the quality of our listening. 
 
Our understanding changes what it is that we understand. 
 
------ 
 
Silence is the field of creative musical intelligence which dwells in the space between 
the notes, and holds them in place. 
 
Silence is a bridge between worlds. 
 
The science is in knowing, the art is in perceiving. 
 
------ 
 
The future is what the present can bear. 
 
------ 
 
The way we describe our world shows how we think of our world. 
How we think of our world governs how we interpret our world. 
How we interpret our world directs how we participate in it. 
How we participate in the world shapes the world. 
 
------ 
 
The presence of absence is an entry into loss. 
 



Things are not as bad as they seem. 
They are worse than that. 
They are also better than that. 
 
------ 
 
There are few things as convincing as death to remind us of the quality with which we 
live our life. 
 
====== 
 
As I copied these down, a group of GC1.5 were over on the hall opposite on the square. 
Very nice…regular crafty repertoire like “Bicycling to Afghanistan” and “Asturias”… 
 
6:40pm – Getting ready to go down for supper. The course officially begins at 845 
tonight; I don’t know how much time I’ll have to write once things get underway. 
 
8:08pm – Dinner just ended; the first meeting has been pushed back to 9:00pm. Robert 
gave a speech outlining the conditions of attendance. It was quite a performance, 
actually; he alternated every 5 or 6 words with Hernan’s running Spanish translation. 
 
He outlined these basic conditions – 
 

- No drugs 
- No writing articles or books – this was aimed at anyone with “hidden intentions” 

of writing such, or conducting GC-like seminars, or “teaching the Fripp method.” 
Such individuals were requested to identify themselves prior to the inaugural 
meeting. 

- No judgements are made. If you are here, it is assumed you are the right person. 
- People will irritate you. Just remember that you’re irritating the, back. (Leading to) 

be kind. 
- Nothing is compulsory. Except “no drugs.” 
- Also, no guitar playing until our first meeting with guitars tomorrow morning. 

 
------ 

10:55pm. More aphorisms: 
 
Act from principle. 
 
Accept nothing less than what is right. 
 
A mistake is always forgivable, rarely excusable and never acceptable. 
 
Act with courtesy. 
Otherwise, be polite. 
But always be kind. 



 
Be very careful about the beginning. 
Then, be very careful about the end. 
Then, be very careful about the middle. 
 
Craft maintains skill; 
 discipline maintains craft. 
Craft follows the tradition; 
 discipline maintains the tradition; 
 music invents the tradition, by instructing the genius. 
 
Commitments are to be honored. 
 
Define the aim simply, clearly and briefly. 
 
Discipline is a vehicle for joy. 
 
Everything we are is revealed in our playing. 
 
Expectation is a prison. 
 
Helpful people are a nuisance. 
 
Music is a benevolent presence constantly and readily available to all. 
 
There are no mistakes, save one: the failure to learn from a mistake. 
 
The Rule of Quality: 
Honor necessity. 
 
The Rule of Quantity: 
Honor sufficiency. 
 
------ 

12:22am – The initial meeting consisted mainly of statements of name, origin, reason 
for being here, and of aim, from the assembled group. I spoke early, and briefly. 
 
My reason for being here: To learn. 
 
My aim: Focus. 
 
Being a bilingual course, things (I think) will take at least twice as long, since everything 
needs to be stated twice. 
 
In the morning, it’s “The Practice of Doing Nothing.” 45 mins. worth… 
 



------ 

Someone asked, “What is the meaning of silence?” RF replied, “How can you answer 
with words?” 
 
------ 

Sat. 11/2 6:50am – Woke 6:15 without mechanical aid, showered & shaved. Tested, too 
– even without a bedtime shot, blood sugar was at 159. Mebbe I should back off a bit on 
the insulin…would hate to crash here… 
 
There’s a stillness, a serenity, and an apparent focus I’m feeling, like a reflection in a 
still small pool (gawd, what Bhodi Tree new zen psychobabble!). No, but really. It’s such 
a peaceful thing. Tranquil. 
 
Aphorisms that speak to me: 
 
Accept nothing less than what is right. 
 
Discipline is a vehicle of joy. 
 
Expectation is a prison. 
 
The future is what the present can bear. 
 
------ 

11/2/96 7:53am – It’s apparent to me why it’s called a PRACTICE of doing nothing – 
because I’m not very good at it, and I need to practice. I fidget, I pick at my toenails, I 
look around, I spin wool, I flex my back, I shift positions again, I look at my watch…I’m 
actually a very active guy when I’m “doing nothing.” 
 
I’ve nailed this doing nothing thing before… 
 
8:15am - @ brkfst table 
 
What’s necessary? What’s unnecessary? And when surrounded with the unnecessary 
but familiar, how does one divest oneself of these things? It’s such a familiar bed of 
briars. 
 
But being in this environment – even just for a couple of days – virtually begs the 
question of what’s truly essential – and the essential being identified, the question of 
what to do with what’s left over. 
 
Roster count – 34 students, 25 kitchen team. 
 
Aphorisms 



 
Art repeats the unrepeatable. 
Better to be present with a bad note than absent from a good note. 
 
Craft is a universal language. 
 
Discard the superfluous. 
 
Don’t be helpful: be available. 
 
Each part does the work of that part, and no other. 
 
Even genius needs a competent technique. 
 
Good habit is necessary; bad habit is inevitable. 
 
How we hold our pick is how we organize our life. 
 
If in doubt, consult tradition. 
If still in doubt, consult your experience. 
If still in doubt, consult your body. 
 
If we can define our aim, we are halfway to achieving it. 
 
If we don’t know where we’re going, we’ll probably get there. 
 
If we can ask our body to do nothing for half an hour, perhaps we can ask it to do 
something for half an hour. 
 
In tuning a note we are tuning ourselves. 
 
It is difficult to exaggerate the power of habit. 
 
Life is too short to take on the unnecessary. 
 
Music is the cup which holds the wine of silence. 
Sound is that cup, but empty; 
Noise is that cup, but broken. 
 
Music is a quality, organized in sound and time. 
 
Necessity is a measure of aim. 
 
11/2/96 11:57am – After first session w/guitars w/RF. He started by saying, “How would 
you organize yourselves. Or more precisely, how would a self-organizing system 
organize itself?” So we pulled the chairs into kind of a circle, & he said, “How would you 



say you did, on a scale of one to feeble? I’ll come back in ten minutes.” He left, we fixed 
the circle, he returned. 
 
2:53pm – Then circulation exercises, and an introduction to the primary exercises. 
 
Afterwards, I was in the dining hall and began playing a little motive I’d been noodling 
with, and a couple of the Argies started playing along with. It’s pretty cool; hopefully we 
can work it into something more complete. 
 
Then an Alexander hour, with lots of kinesthetic group drills. Then lunch. Now off for 
3pm meeting w/guitars. 
 
Aphorisms 
 
The act of music is the music. 
 
Anything within a performance is significant, whether intentional or not. 
 
An artist acts with the assumption of innocence within a field of experience. 
 
If a quality is present, it is clearly recognizable and can be named. 
 
Music is the cup which holds the wine of silence; 
Sound is that cup, but empty; 
Noise is that cup, but broken. 
 
Music is a quality, organized in sound and time. 
 
Music so wishes to be heard that it calls on some to give it voice and some to give it 
ears. 
 
Performance is inherently unlikely. 
 
Performance is a rite of marriage. 
 
The performer can hide nothing, even the attempt to hide. 
 
The concern of the musician is music. 
The concern of the professional musician is business. 
 
The musician and the audience are parents to the music. 
 
There’s more to hearing than meets the ear. 
 
The end is a finish, a conclusion, or a completion. 
 



We must be able to play in our sleep 
Because normally we do. 
 
Welcome the unexpected, but not the arbitrary. 
 
With craft the musician can copy something old. 
With discipline the musician can copy something new. 
 
What is right accords with principle. 
 
With commitment, all the rules change. 
 
The highest quality of attention we can give is love. 
 
11/3 – Sun. 
 
Aphorisms 
 
A principle is universal. 
A rule is specific. 
A law is inevitable. 
 
A completion is a new beginning. 
 
Rely on what someone does, not what they say they do. 
 
Rightness is its own necessity. 
 
Suffering is our experience of the distance between what we are and who we wish to 
become. 
 
Suffering of quality is never apparent to others. 
 
Suffer cheerfully. 
 
The musician has three disciplines: the disciplines of the hands, the head and the heart. 
 
The beginning is invisible. 
 
The necessary is possible; 
The optional is expensive; 
The unnecessary is unlikely. 
 
There are three kinds of repercussions: the necessary, the unnecessary and the 
inevitable. 
 



There is no mistake save one: the failure to learn from a mistake. 
 
The quality of the question determines the quality of the answer. 
 
The question is its answer. 
 
The work of one supports the work of all. 
 
We have three rights: 
The right to work, 
the right to pay to work, 
and the right to suffer the consequences of our work. 
 
We have three obligations: 
The obligation to work, 
the obligation to pay to work, 
and the obligation to suffer the consequences of our work. 
 
We may not have an equality of talent. 
We may not have an equality of experience. 
But we may be equal in aspiration. 
We can be equal in commitment. 
 
------ 
 
11/3/96 8:53am – There’ve been so many things I wanted to record here… 
 
Saw the stars last night for the first time…it’s very dark here, so it was a good show. I 
think I saw Jupiter, but I’m all mixed up about the cosmology down here… 
 
------ 
 
Last night I felt quite dissatisfied with my playing. I can see that I’ve consistently set my 
sights, expectations and standards too low – I’m still settling for the B work I can crank 
out in my sleep instead of the A work I’m capable of. Capability by itself is nothing – ore 
still in the ground. 
 
I’m able to work up my own music, and it’s good, but I’ve been using that as a soporific 
to conceal from myself the areas where I need to work on my music – I’ve seen here 
that I’m not necessarily all that quick on the uptake of strange new parts, and my picking 
technique really does suck. 
 
So the question becomes, am I willing to settle for this? I have been so far. Just how 
motivated am I? Not very, judging from the evidence so far. 
 



This isn’t a crossroads, because the opportunity to make a change has always been 
there. Rather, this is a wake-up call – an occasion of perspective and a good place to 
make some hard decisions. 
 
After that, it’s all just follow-through… (HE SAID.) 
 
------ 
 
Last night the kitchen crew did a performance in the church, for the people of the local 
village. Strange to me was how familiar the church felt, even though it’s a tiny church 
way out in the Argentine pampas. 
 
This morning RF was asking for input on what people had noticed – what they were 
experiencing. He offered up some criticisms of things he had noticed in the 
performance…pretty scathing. He spoke of one individual who had compromised “Eye 
Of The Needle,” saying “he had his head so far up his ass that if he’d farted, he 
would’ve blown his teeth out.” 
 
I have a meeting with RF at 9:45am today… 
 
------ 
 
10:15am – Had that RF session. 3 of us, 15 minutes. We sat down with guitars and he 
had us just pick the open 3rd string, then came around individually and adjusted our 
picks and posture. He adjusted my wrist, then moved on and noticed my elbow wasn’t 
right, then moved my guitar so it fit my elbow, then adjusted my strap so the guitar 
stayed that way. Then he disassembled & reassembled my right hand pick grip, 
repeatedly flexing my thumb joint to wordlessly show me how it should feel. He showed 
me how the stroke should be, saying “you’re used to doing this, you should be doing 
this” (contrasting a large upward motion with a much smaller downward motion.) 
 
I’m clearly a babe in arms. 
 
------ 
 
A quality of commitment…a discipline of action. Don’t say, do. Image and appearance 
don’t count. 
 
------ 
 
<extended excerpt from Art of Craft> 
 
------ 
 
11/4/96, 7:02am – Yesterday @ lunch we had guests, in the form of Hernan’s wife and 
two daughters. They sat at the front table with RF. At one point towards the end of the 



meal, RF’s and my eyes met…he got that impish sparkle, and then loudly pointed me 
out to Hernan’s spouse (Bettina) as “the fellow who wore a shirt reading ‘Bat Child 
Found In Cave’”, going on to describe The illustration in some detail. 
 
At least I know I’m making an impression… 
 
------ 
 
Each morning for around 30 minutes we’ve been attending a scheduled assembly for 
the Practice of Doing Nothing. But last night at dinner, the most remarkable thing 
happened…we had mostly finished eating, some people were standing at the front 
getting tea or bussing dishes, when the room, for no apparent reason and at no visible 
signal, became very quiet…then completely silent, and for the space of half an hour, the 
Practice of Doing Nothing spontaneously occurred. Those people standing up did it 
where they stood. 
 
------ 
 
Aphorism: 
 
Act always in accordance with time, place and person. 
That is, act in accordance with where you are, when you are, and whomsoever you are. 
 
------ 
 
5:10pm – I heard someone on the kitchen staff today refer to last night’s spontaneous 
silence as “The Silence Game” – and it happened again briefly at tea today, although 
after a couple of minutes some people squashed it like a bug by pointedly starting a 
conversation. 
 
Last night at dinner RF asked for comments on the previous evening’s performance. It 
came up that none of the audience applauded until after the priest did, and a little later a 
student made the observation that we, too, “follow the priest” – an apparent comment 
on the way RF sets the tone and everyone follows his lead. RF responded indirectly 
with a story about how in his touring, there are always people who want to meet him 
after the show – mostly record co. people, radio & press types, and so on – and “feed 
on his energy.” He has decided to give himself permission not to see anyone after a 
public performance. This way he doesn’t get to see the one or three people he might 
want to see, but avoids the bloodsuckers. (My word, not his.) 
 
Above all, the people he wants to avoid are the ones who say “Robert will definitely 
want to see me.” 
 
He said that this decision has enabled him to continue to tour as a professional 
musician, because if he had to see those people, he would be unable to tour… 
 



8:45pm. Last meeting, before dinner, it was announced to us that we have a 
performance to give tomorrow evening at 9:00pm. So now the fun begins. I might do my 
Electric piece with Adam, Paul & Travis…or mebbe not… 
 
11/5/96 7:52am – performance tonight. The group last night succeeded in organizing 
itself into a circulation, although it took a long time. It was a fascinating microcosm of 
the world in action – we all have these notes to play, and other well-meaning people are 
trying to tell others how and when they should play their notes, and other individuals are 
saying “I’ll play my own notes when, where and how I choose.” And others coming up 
with increasingly complex schemes that, while representing ideas valid for those 
individuals, would excessively complicate the flow. (Yes, I have a POV as well.) And the 
endless discussion – not quite arguing, but sometimes close – and others impatient with 
the talking who just want to play, man! and still others who disengage from the 
discussion and sit and noodle. Just like people do in the real world… 
 
For the second group piece, we’re doing a poly-rhythmic piece, in 3 groups – 1 group 
playing in 3, hitting chords on 1 and 3; one group in 4, hitting on 1 and 4; and one group 
in 5, hitting on 1 and 3. The 3 patterns all come back together after 60 beats, and so we 
all hit our combined 61st beat together to end. (On paper…and sometimes in practice.) 
 
------ 
 
Aphorisms 
 
We begin where we are. 
 
Art is the capacity to re-experience one’s innocence. 
 
Life is often desperate, but never hopeless. 
 
Money is never a problem, only a difficulty. 
 
Music is the architecture of silence. 
 
Necessity is never far from what is real. 
 
Playing fast is easier than playing slow. 
 
Quiet is the absence of sound; 
silence is the presence of silence. 
 
The only contribution we make is the quality of our work. 
 
The simplest thing is the most difficult to discharge superbly. 
 
The problem with knowing what we want is, we might get it. 



 
Trust is the recognition of commitment. 
 
We pay our own tab. 
 
We only have what we give away. 
 
When you have nothing to say, say nothing. 
When we have nothing to say, it is very hard to say nothing. 
 
What we hear is the way that we hear. 
 
We perceive our perceptions. 
 
We know others to the extent that we know ourselves. 
 
We’ll never get rich by hard work; but, we’ll never get rich without it. 
 
We can’t go far with enthusiasm, but we can’t go far without it. 
 
Where we’re going is how we get there. 
 
------ 
 
11/5/96 3:12pm – Just practiced with Adam and Paul; the piece seems to be coming 
together…it’d come along a lot faster if we didn’t get along so well, though. 
 
I have a personal, 1-on-1, no-guitars meeting with Robert tomorrow at 11am. I’m not 
sure what to talk to him about… 
 
Maybe my observations: no, because I can’t come up with any, which would make them 
forced and artificial. 
 
Perhaps my concerns about where I’m going: I’ve seen something here that I’d like to 
grow, maintain, and build on – I don’t want this to evaporate as soon as I get back into 
the soporific zombie-haze of my regular day-to-day. 
 
<extended excerpt from Art of Craft> 
 
Thrak: 
 
4 x 5, 1-4, III 
14 x 5, 1-4, IV  |  10 x 7, 1-4-6, IX 
4 x 5, 1-3, E, Eb  |  4 x 5, C, 1-4  |  4 x 5, Eb, 5 
4 x 5, 1-3, F, Eb  |  4 x 5, F, 1-4  |  4 x 5, Eb, 5 
8 x 5, 1-3, G  |  8 x 5, F#-C-F#, G, 1-4  |  8 x 5, F#-C-F#, F, 2-5 



 


