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CRITICAL PERSPECTIVES ON ARTS, POLITICS, AND CULTURE

Raas and Riches: Caitlin Cook at the Kitchen by Claudia La | Rocco

or her recent evening-length work, Skimt, Caithn
Cook reassembled The Kitchen's bleacher seating

into a sort of balcony so that, at least for those of

us in the front and center, the effege was wf'pa:cnng down
into a homey rehearsal room—maybe a basement over-
run by an angst-ridden teen band in some desolate sub-
urb in the hinterdands. Or the Upper Ease Side,

Of course, a lot of the artists 1 know (or mayh‘ Just
people under 35) seem to spend most of their days feel-
ing like angst-ridden teens: simultancously slouchy and
all worked up in a vaguely creative and vaguely enjoy-
able way. Not \urprnmg!y. a lot of the art thc)‘ make
seeks to express, fairly literally, this state of existence.
Skint did it better than most,

On paper, Cook, Clare Amory, Busy Gangnes, Jessic
Gold, Elizabeth Hart, I’algl.' Martin and Emll'_\-' Powers
are overachievers, all with backgrounds in dance and
music, some of them members of multiple bands who
pertorm in various choreographic endeavors. In action,

or at least in Cook's version of it, they were slackers,
Jumping between instruments and activities without at-
taining, or expecting any particular outcome. They
skipped around, they sang, they enacted playground
games and ran drumsticks along the walls. At one point,
amop was grabbed and used to vaguely swipe ava corner
of one wall. I couldn't help but chink of Brooms, choreo-
graphed by one of the heavyweights of task-based cho-
reography, Trisha Brown, Tlas was the same activity, or
at least the same ballpark, but with none of the purpose,
that choreographers coming out of the 1960s seemed to
have Whﬂl Enacting their Fames. Or Iluyhc that's 21st-
century nostalgia; maybe there never was any purpose.

Skinr (I'd guess 4 reference to the Iiruuh -«]allj.: for
“b } may have lacked an overt * ‘purpose,” but it did
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Caitlin Cook and dancers perform her most recent work, Sking, at The Kitchen. Photo by Nan Melville.

not lack rigor. The ambiguous surface masked a sturdy
rhun:ngr'.lplul' structure, .1"0“-'"1‘.' r_()f III'IpT(I\']'l-lt“J]'I‘\ to
bloom within a set of rules goverming, | would guess,
such things as the tming of when to launch a new game,
or who should take over the drum set, which sat on a
platform, forming the set’s focal point. As the women
moved between drums, bass, guitar, keyboard and vo-
cals, they created a constantly evolving band, morphing
between styles and moods,

At the same tme, they acted as their own groupies,
draping themselves over the drums or throwing them-
selves into head-banging frenzies. With their white leg-
gings and streaky hair, cavorting about in front of Calder
Martin's .authﬂu ally low=tech video projections, they
attained a s I ic: simultancously ugly
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and beautiful, It all added to a general feeling of female
domesticity run amok, which you also find in the work
of other young chorecographers like Ann Liv Young and
Felicia Ballos.

It would take a much bigger leap to loop these women's
wurk meo a IJIHL‘I d:\ru\um: .ll'“!l.ll ti.‘l'll“ll\l“, or I'H'r'\t‘
feminism, or whatever. And it probably didn’t mean any-
thing that, on the night 1 attended, two people left and
they were both youngish guys. But it made me happy in
some obscure, nidiculous way, and energized, just as the
overall work did. Skint was alternately goofy, irritanng,
charming and depressing. Bur it was always smare. BR
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