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HBrotherhood’s smmds fascinale

imagine staring
the horizon, tryving
particular

Il you
hard at
out a
figure, you will
a similar feeling as listening
to Chris MacGregor's’ Broth-
“erhood of Breath.

to make
experience

[Sverything appears to be
blurred edges.

suddenly, the
tune) becomes
crystal clear and
you wonder i[ it has been
:here all the time and you

fuzzy - all
‘Then, quite
obhject (or
sharp and

had not noticed it.

And just ‘as suddenly as
it appeared, it has gone and
something else emerges [rom
the haze,

You may not
Gregor's band, who played
at the Carlisle Hotel on Fris
day last week, but you canf
not help being fascinated b)
them.

At times each musician
scems to be going his own
way -— quite content with
his own tune, or happy o
chip in with a few rifl's or

like Mac-

even a singie nute ever
now and then.

Then. without a perce;
tible sign from their leade

or saxophonist Dudu Pul
wana, the whole grou
launch into a new sequenc:
Occasionally it was one thu
was so unmistakably funk
that it almost forced you ou
of your chair and on to vou

«dancing feet.

It was a strang:
experience and a porloi
mance that will b «voure:
by all who wiinessed it.

STEPHEN TURNFER
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