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FRED HOLLAND. What [ Like About Us...

At the Kitchen, November 17 through 20.

Us... unlolds at a deliberate pace,
and it deals with mysterious ceremo-
nies. But unlike the two Bastern choreog-
raphers, Holland doesn’t deal with arche-
lypes. His Yiles are private and specific.
This thealer piece is based on the trag-
ic case of June and Jennifer Gibson, the
aulistic twins with the brilliant and dan-
gerous privale world, who ended up in
Broadmoor, Britain’s citadel for the
criminally insane—separated (rom cach

Fred Holland’s What [ Like About

+ cother—aller they sel fire lo a store.

The mosl compelling Lthing about Hol-
land’s piece is the performing of Holland
and Robbie McCauley. The (wo—a man
and woman of aboul the same size—are
identically clad in school-uniform outfits:
checked skirts and white blouses, They
hang their heads and walk with tiny shuf-
{ling steps, always in unison. They're
numb, moving as if Lhey fear a large ener-
gelic motion might break them. Whether
they challenge each other in a cryptic

‘game with billiard balls or stand side by
‘side and eal green candy, their faces

barely change, bul the small shilts from
fool to foot, the sidelong glances of their
glittering eyes creale inlimations of Lheir
vivid inner life.

The performing area is a macabre play-
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ground—wonderfully lit by Carol Mec-
Dowell. There’s music (by Lawrence
“Butch” Morris) and intermiltent video
and film (by Cathy Weis). The place is
full of furniture and other objecls. The
twins move from one odd game Lo anolh-
er. They enler ‘wheeling fanlasy hikes—
tall poles on a single wheel. They lie on o
slanted Plexiglas bed. One is caumght in
the grip of a pair of blue arms stuck to
Loard. One drowns and stabs a doll; the
other lays out a plaster arm and torso on
a table. One makes the other lie under
Lhe Lable and, using the fake arm, unoints
her face wilh silver spots. 'l‘ngelher they

_work a remole-controlled Loy car with an
" arm strapped lo it, Logether they ignile

one house of a village of small houses.

These and many other aclivities eerily
limn the inlimate yet anlagonistic sister-
hood of the Gibson twins and Lhe bizarre
dream world they inhabited. As a whole,
though, What I Like About Us . . . seeméd
incomplete—a series pf dark, tenuously
connected evenls. I wondered what some-
one who hadn’t read of the twins, or scen
the recent ielevision drama based on
their case, would have made of it. Hol-
land used very litlle of the amazing and
highly articulate prose that poured out of
the girls into diaries and poems. What he
did use created such poignant juxtaposi-
Lions—the cautious, silent, awkward chil-
dren fancied themselves Amazons, hero-
ines riding into battle, beautiful and
brave—that I wished for more. | ]




