ATTITUDRE: THE DAMCERS

Iharmardi rafes

Plague Maxs/Masgee of the Red Deatl
{1984 Erd of Epidemic)

The Kitchern

I {irst hicand Galas™s wosk alnensi o decads
ago, in ahuge cavermous hall beneath e
Brooklyn Bridpe whese she was perform-
img 8 soat of seng cycle—porhaps It was
Wild Wiunen with Sreak Kanez In that
hwoge grim stane hall, bathed with horid red
light, she sounded like the voice of the
very Devil scrcaming and giblsering wp
ol of the spen Pil. My companicns on
ihat pocasion skl sueak of il wilh a shed-
der, To dhose ||.1.:,"l. she seanded Il.'||Hl|:|-' in-
humam; new, animaled by 8 deeply-fel
cause—ihe fight ngainsl AIDS, which hs
taken her brother and so many of her
friends—she secems somehsw mone
human, more apprsachatde. Mol ihal you
need expect a plasant cvening in ihe
charnel house; now that ihe homors ane
real, the shricks of the devil Bave becn
rc:_[ﬂ_.ag::d l‘ljl the cries of the darmesd, Hers
I5 & erisis lor which Galas's demon-pries-
EER PCTRINE §5 appnepale, ard she gives
scarning, deeply buman—and huansane—
perfarmance.

O coorse there is il enough barid,
monstrons b bors te sse o graveyand-
ful of Levecrafis Dan Kotlowiiz his prs
vided § lighting design of pwesome
dramali; power—chuals o arnoke, deep
red rays thnsting skyweand, lsllish glovw-
irg precipies, and los of candles, Galas
appears in this setting stipped te the waist
and corveried wills what certainly hoks liks
biood. In 1he red light she koks meesly

' MAGAZINE FALII., 1997

wed, with matied hais; caly when the light
fures while dowe see the Blood Her eye-
Ticls pemakn free of the sabsiamcs and glow
pabe and hoerible like huge blank eyes.
Pessadically the hlomd drics ool and she
has v poor on o fresh ooel She hurls
imvective &l the “'diry angels,"" undulates
weirdly, snd sings: 1 Wsoked over Tardan
ardl what did [ see A teod of Devils
calling oul niy neme, camiag for to drag
me b e grave.”” Somelimes she is o bil
like Karen Finley, but far scarker. Sk in-
tones sections from the Bible (he Law of
the Plague from Tewilicus, Job, Revele
tions), poems by Tristan Corbdere and
Berval; there are alse lexts fn ltalian,
Spanisk, Greek, She poinis 8 gun al us;
she sits at the plano and sings and ploys,

I can’i imagine forgeiting ihis perfor-
mianee, can'l imagine miskisg if, can'l im-
Bgine waniing 10 see it agein. Calss has
constructed a passionate, harbowing bour
ol Hell 2 seen through the eyes of those
whio live there. I s cermindy wnlike apy-
ihing clse. She i signalling to us fram the
henrt of the Mames: an uniderance. appro-
priate 1o the boeror that calked it fonth.
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