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Michae) Duffy in Chong’s Rainier and the Knife

It’s Not the Size that Matters

By Deborah Jowitt
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DIANE FRANK AND DEBORAN RILEY.
| Al Cuntingham studic 1December 8 and 10),
{ Buoam (Secund Sire)

RAINER AND THE KNIFE. At Lhe Kitchan
(Decernber 15 10 191 A collaboration by Ping
Chong and Rob Lt

SPOKE THE HUB DANCING. At the Living
Room, Brooklyn ilicrmbsr 16 to 18) Elise
Long's Fogdoy Scraich Wi H/B/O or Anatomy
of o Mucarriage

Twenty five years ago, dance con-
certs—and | use the term recklessly—like
the ones I'm writing about this week sim-
ply couldn't have happened. Choreog-
taphers had few and costly opportunities
to show their work, and they had to show
everything they knew how to do at one
shot, But now, choreographers think
nothing of making a single work that in-
tereats them, and that they assume would
interest others, and putting it on. Maybe
it lasts an hour, maybe less. When Diane
Frank and Deborah Riley’s Roam (Sec-
ond Site) ended, the audience sal there in
the Cunningham studio for several min-
:um, not entirely believing that this was

Tt was all, though, and it was quite 8
lot: a big rangy spread of dancing by nine

dancers islanded—two moving together
here, one over there, four at the back; then
some of them rush across the intervening
apaces to aller the compoaition of s group
and commence some new and intricate
labor. This ll.:rniniumlr be & natural
outgrowth of the collaborative process—a
duet Frank choreographed juxtaposed
againat & trio of Riley's, say—but it
creates the impression of a society in
which anyone can become a leader, an
instigator, and peaceably induce small rul.
fies of wind or new currents in the danc-
ing. Occasionally, everyone unites, as
when couples feed into a disgonal (dance
clasa style), with the first couple, and then
the next and the next separating and loop-
ing to the back again.

The dm:i:f itsell—sometimes ex-
tremely beautiful and odd—is mostly
quick, agile with a lot of tricky stepping
and high Nashing leg gestures. But the
dancen move their bodies and arma vigor-
ously too—twisting, collapsing, failing.
One of the moat intriguing styliatic prop-
erties s 8 dynamic one: often a gesture,
begun with an easy sweep, will build into
& punch or alash. This quality and the
ways in which the dancers sink into cer-
tain stepa or fall into each others' arms or

Tumail derly help one another

performers (the two women Lh :
Frank Faust, Karen Fink, Ann Sorvino,
John Stowe, Pier Voulkos, Bill Young,
and Lonna Wilkerson). | was especislly
impressed by the men, some of whom 1
can't remember ever having seen before.
These performers come and go, occasion-
ally all inhabiting the big, warm, clean
space al the same time. Bit by bit, one by
one, they shed sweaters and pants and
assorted ouler garments until they're
down to basic practice clothes. At one
point it becomes clear that shortly after
one last woman gets her aweater off, the
dance will end.

Room reminded me a little of Douglas
Dunn's Lazy Madge, in which both Frank
and Rfl.ey performed. L«:zy Madge was an

¥

along give an amotional heat Lo the danc-
ity of L

with Rob List, is called Kainer and the |

Knife Like everything of his that 1've
seeni—bolh his own pieces and those
made joinlly with Meredith Monk—
Rainer and the Knife is an assemiblage of
cryptic events, words, motions thst gleam
with an almost sinister clarity, Compared
with what | ider his moat beautiful

FaMpL

! or surprise. Some of the music by 1'ublic
. Image Ltd., the Young Marble Giants,
| Comedian Harmonistes and Erik Neu-
! mann (who plays Rainer) supports images
| of a banal hotel ballroom, of a8 mechanical
| cabaret act about conspiracy
It's a servant girl (Trinket Monsod)
| who stabe the Mayor with Rainer's knife
IHere too, the action has the pace and
design of an animated wazwork display.
| The Mayor (Steve Clorfeine) stands stiffly
ons platform while the woman robes him
| When she has 1o deal with his ceremonial
| sash or helmet (1), he bends slowly for-
+werd from the hips until kis head and
{ neck are within her reach, she jams on the
1 1tem, and he atraightens up, When he's all

i dressed, she pulls him off the platform by

| the head, and they both come alive—
dodging and crouching You can see why
she hates him; he's powerful, crafty, hut
fundementally stupid. She get: him And
gives the knife back Lo dumb Ruiner

The execution is similarly acid Rainer
! is wrapped in clothes. As he stands there
like 8 mummy, lights flash around his
body. He falls, » rope is altached to him,
and he is slowly pulled away—his own
funera) barge.

Had | taken noles for Elise Long’s
Fogdog Scratch His H/B/O or Anatomy
of o Miscarriage, they would have gone
like this: Ten minutes late—first time
ever. 9th Streel and 7th Avenue in Brook
lyn. Why'd [ ever .. 7 Wrong door: must
be a disco. Okay, right place now A hig
besautilul studio with u balcony all the way
around, abeolutely crurmed with news
papers, plealed papers, clothes, furniture,
scraps of paper with writing on them. All
over the Hoor, hanging fror: the walls,
concealing the rear part of the studio.

In the front, pulas, chairs, tabiles, beer,
popcorn, real people watching TV or
reading, papier maché peaple heside the
TV In front, the etligy of Fugduy— a lurry
coatume w/boots and papier maché snoul
Well. Grab a place on the couch. The

worl, Humboldt's Current, Rainer and
the Knife seems unresonant—a brilliant
exercise in style applied to an oddly trivial
“plot,” or, at Jeast, o a plot that doesn't
open quite enough cracks in your brain

The story that List and Chong delail in
the program is a fable about a boy whose
mother gives him a knife and three tips: 1.
Never take » knife thal is red; 2. Never
take a knife from another man; 3. Never
lose the knife. Rainer, who is a sort easily
duped, messes up on all three of these and
is executed for a murder he didn't com-
mit. So? So.

The real mystery, of course, is why this
woman gives & knife to what seems to be
practically an infant.

The scenes unfold with s macabre

and almosat hanical preci-
sion, Rainer's mother, a cold and elegant
woman in a black dress sitting on a bench,
instructing her aquatting little son
(played by a grown man) in German about
knives, first makes him copy certain ges-

ing, despite the y P
ars, This heat is conalderably boosted by
an slectronic score by John Driscoll and
Linds Fisher titled “All lines ere busy.”
As the dancers rush into more and more
new lnl-l.llﬁlm:;:‘l.‘l, maintaining tb:hI:

and their
music throbs hugely, working its way to
the kind of climax Frank and Riley are
not, | think, prepared to seek in dancing,
but are willing to imply.
L ]

Riley and Frank, like many of their
peers, value swkwardness. Sleek as they
are, they seem to like a rough edge to
things, & brhhn:- that ls more human

of p grap

dules put tog in per-

formance by the dancers, according to
whim. Roam, | believe, was choreo-
graphed, but it gives a similar impression:
that of a community of intslligent, vital,
unpretentious people engaging in a great
desl of diverse sctivity. Often vou see the

than d { ing, aa it does, little

time to etch s gesture in marble Ping

Chong, a very different sort of artist, sets

off even the occasional awhkward gesture
ision that

1 circling of & hand in the air, a
rather 1 zig-2ag hi
which in retrospect seema like a lesson in
]\)l-li?piﬂl. But she sila so straight and
contained on her bench, never moving
except 1o utler her few words or gestures,
that you feel you're seeing a scrap of old
£lm with frames missing here and there
The most striking scene is a stilted
“ballet” by the Mayor and those con-
nected with him—eecretaries, cooks, mis-
tresses, eic., many women of all ages,
dressed in black. Backs to the audience,
they side:step around sach other, and
then go into a very snaky pass-the-knife
. We—and poor Rainer who's hunt.
ing for hia blade—barely see it flash from
hand to hand to pockel, while a sutly man
in army fatiguss (Michael Dufly) identi-
fies the peaple for us, anarling at us to pay
tion. The 10 of them look almost like

with a pi P it from
evarything around it, makes you ses it 80
clearly that you can't forget it.

Chong's latest work, a collak

mechanical dolls as they pair up to fostrot
or sdvance toward us in twos for furtive

built around g of horror

wcteen is sl £ high points from a live
performance of Fogdog Here's Long as
embarrassed Lalk-show hostess discussing
the posaibility of revival. No dice. Nice
footage of kids playing with Fogdog while
the English voice of woman playing
Fogdog talke about getting into dogginess™

A lot of the few people on the couches
are in the video—on leashes, falling, get-
ting together to learn a song. Meanwhile,
Long, lonking unkempt, hustles into the
rear pert of the studio and begins Lo
dance. She's joined by the Englishwoman
They dance big, friendly, bold, ram-
bunctious, loose-jointed, sloppy stufl
Talking as they go. How do 1 see it? | see
through a six-inch gap in the hanging
paper.

Time for a beer and yr. another
mouthful of popcorn. Lony starts hunting
madly through cassettes. Puls ane on, lets
it play a while, takes it oi. Tries another.
1s this planned? Has she really lost the
right tape in the mess? I think her care-
lessness haa structure, but can't be sure
Read the newspaper. One tape shows
some of the movement we slmost saw a
minute ago. Most of the audience disap

s to the back where they rehearse o

n, getting slightly better each time.
1%:‘” are candles back there. Long says
it's over and do we wanl some cider?

Peruse her pinned-up notes: one item
on a list of things to do says "going to
library to look up death, humor, experi-
ence.... " "“Truth” is added in red. Figure
this whole evening was a wake for a piece
Long made over a year ago, called Fogdog,
the critics didn’t much like it. Well, why
not hsve a wske? But why invite stran-
gen?

All-one-thing events like Lhese
engender a particular mode of seeing. You
can't make comparisona between works;
the dancers hang onto their personas, 1
find my critical apparstus almost dor-
mant until J rise and stretch/walk home/

talk with a friend/pray the ¥ train comes
]




