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By Deborah Jowitt

New York City Ballet
New York State Theater
Through February 26

Stephen Petronio
Company
Joyce Theater
January 31 through February 5

It was inevitable that Jerome
Robbins’s 2 & 3 Part Inventions,
choreographed for students of the
School of American Ballet, would
be adopted by the parent compa-
ny. I had faint misgivings, imagin-
ing that the modest, touching dili-
gence of the gifted young dancers
might be replaced by a knowing
professionalism.

At its NYCB premiere, the bal-
let looked beautiful and the danc-
ers like angels at play in Bachian
gardens. But there was a differ-
ence. Those gardens, fresh, cool,
and spring-raw when the SAB
kids strolled in them, now have an
early summer glow (and I'm not
referring to possible changes in
Jennifer Tipton’s fine lighting).
Everything is full-blown, the danc-
ers bigger and bolder in space. At
its premiere, the ballet reminded
me of Robbins's 1945 Inferplay
(also for eight dancers), but an
Interplay whose images of youth-
fulness were there naturally, un-
stressed. Now its more mature
manners hint at intrigues.

Although there’s been no loss of
ease, of the simplicity within com-
plexity that captures Bach’s tone,
we see the ballet differently. (One
of the thrilling things about
watching dance is finding how
performances alter our perceptions
of choreography. “That was always
there?” we ask ourselves.) In a
passage of happy imitation, Ethan
Stiefel seems to be looping the mu-
sic around Wendy Whelan. When
she moves on to dance a silky ada-
gio with Christopher Wheeldon, he
watches quietly, then catches Jen-
ifer Ringer. Stiefel's musical phras-
ing, his understanding of space,
connect the two encounters, bring-

ing an extra glow and intelligence
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to the lovely steps: he makes the
dancing offer Ringer garlands, form
arbors around her.

The outdoor images are irresist-
ible. Alexander Ritter and James
Fayette smoothly succeed each
other in offering support to Whe-
lan, one slipping in as the other
steps away. As the two of them
carry her off, she inclines her head
slightly as if looking into a pond.

In earlier years, Robbins often
divided men from women. Men
were bolder, more aggressive,
women delicately dreamy or perky
in a self-aware way. 2 & 3 Part
Inventions doesn’t deny ballet’s
traditional gender roles, but nei-
ther does it emphasize them. The
dancers step into the musical pat-
terns with a happy adventurous-
ness that makes them equals. I've
also on occasion found certain
Robbins steps too cute—for in-
stance, the way he launches men
into- skipping, one knee drawn
high, one arm raised. There’s none
of that here. The walking game
that Miranda Weese and Sa-
mantha Allen play—treating
Bach’s notes as stepping stones—
and the men’s tight little you-go-
up-I-go-down quartet come across
as pleasant but demanding musi-
cal pastimes.

Shortly after the premiere of
this ballet, the company promoted
Ringer and Ritter to the rank of
soloist, and made Stiefel (along
with Albert Evans) a principal. 1
can understand why. The very
generosity of Stiefel's dancing
makes him almost too much of a
starin 2 & 3 Part Inventions. And
Robbins’s choreography brings
out a gentleness and freshness in
Wendy Whelan that I haven't seen
before. Her neck seems longer and
her shoulders easier. She looks
tranquil and open and glad, less
driven by the whirring of her phe-
nomenal technique.

Speaking of formidable tech-
nique, how splendid to have Mer-
rill Ashley back in Ballo della Re-
gina. These days, we don't often
get to see a NYCB dancer in a role
Balanchine created on her. In this
world of women marching, cleav-
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Formal adoption: Wendy Whelan, Alexander Ritter, and James Fayette in Jerome Robbins’s 2 & 3 Part Inventions

ing the space in flying pairs, Ash-
ley is the intrepid exemplar. Whip-
ping off her dazzler of a solo, with
what firm mastery she picks out
unaccented beats, flexing and
pointing feet like steel springs!
Without any loss of graciousness
or composure, she pirouettes and
whangs a leg out to one side. My
kind of queen.

‘“Welcome to the '90s!" Stephen
Petronio’s dances shout to me.
“Think you can take it?” In his
world, fragmentation results in
seemingly fortuitous adhesions. If
you didn’t presume a searching re-
hearsal process, you might imag-
ine he stuffs his themes into a
cyclotron, and out spin variations.

The speed and ferocity of his
movement, unfettered by narra-
tive, serve neither crude violence
nor sensationalism. Instead the
choreography seems to speak of
instability, unrest, heroism under
fire, and dangerous beauty. From
his dances, I take away images of
dancers whose limbs seem to
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whirl in their sockets. The compli-
cated order of actions—say, a
dancer's straight arms slashing,
her leg hacking out a big semicir-
cle, her body dropping forward
only to be yanked up by a whip of
her head—becomes so condensed
that you can barely absorb it, yet
nothing blurs. If the sensibility
weren't so different, I'd be tempt-
ed to compare the effect to wood-
cut illustrations of the early 1930s,
landscapes of darting lines.

Yet all is not strident. For one
thing, the choreography is resil-
ient, springy, yielding to gravity if
to nothing else. As early as the
1986 Walk-In (revived this sea-
son), Petronio experimented with
letting a strike melt, his hands
curling into flowers. His dancers
sometimes collapse briefly for-
ward, or unmold—the way a pup-
pet, its strings slightly released,
can curve into lewd postures.

To watch the new Lareigne on
the same program as The King Is
Dead takes strength. The themes
and the ferocious energy are simi-

ictures in a ’90s Album

lar, even though the ambiance and
configurations are different. Noth-
ing hints at content the way Cindy
Sherman’s fantastic slides color
The King Is Dead (bandaged
heads, giant eyes, eyes whose pu-
pils bleed landscapes—all oval-
framed within their rectangles like
ghoulish family portraits). Instead
of the costumes that hint at mum-
my wrappings, Manolo dresses the
Lareigne cast in filmy white half
garments, with a laced panel of
white satin fronting the men’s un-
dergarments, as if they were cor-
seted from chest through crotch.
Ken Tabachnick’s lighting some-
times suffuses the stage with blue
gloom. After a sensational, devas-
tatingly difficult solo by guest art-
ist Jeremy Nelson (I think he did
it twice) to Gary Gilmore's “No
More Heroes,” David Linton’s
powerful and drastic score cuts
loose—in its quieter moments
seeming to ask insistent ques-
tions, at other times punching at
the dancers as they fall.

The piece is full of clusters. I see
wonderful Kristen Borg as if
through trees—except that these

human trees are superlively. All
six phenomenal performers (Borg,
Gerald Casel, Ori Flomin, Rebecca
Hilton, Mia Lawrence, and James
Robertson) dance in a loose
clump. One sees a path and darts
through; it'd be like a chess game
if every piece weren't moving si-
multaneously. From time to time,
the scrappy and frenetic choreog-
raphy just stops, and the dancers
freeze long enough for you to
wonder about them. Once, every-
one stands in a neutral position,
but Flomin is caught with one leg
off the ground, tipped against Hil-
ton. When the movement starts up
again, she turns him by putting a
hand behind his neck and clamp-
ing it around his face.

This dancing—it truly looks
death defying—clamps its hand
around me, too, exhilarating me,
devastating me. a1

Recognize the Real

By Thomas DeFrantz

In a corner of Philadelphia’s Old
City, at the hip-hot Painted Bride
Art Center, an overflow crowd
cheered as Joan Myers Brown
kicked off the eighth conference of
the International Association of
Blacks in Dance. It’s all good, 1
thought, basking in the positive
vibe a multicultural, Afro-interest-
ed crowd brought to a long week-
end of performances and panels.
The annual event has the festive
flavor of a family reunion; more
than 300 brothers and sisters
turned out to witness the expan-
sive range of black dance styles,
and to support sister Joan, direc-
tor of host company Philadanco.

No secret that the family tends
to cluster around big name com-
panies (Alvin Ailey and Dance

Theatre of Harlem), even when
the hometown crew is fierce in its
own right. IABD concert organiz-
ers will have none of this. Philly
groups shared the stage with re-
gional headliners, the sleek glam-
our of Philadanco next to the mili-
tary bounce of a Gombey dance
performed by the National Dance
Theatre of Bermuda. Deep com-
monalities and potent diversity
came at us in shared programs.

An evening devoted to “Men in
Dance’”” featured the blockish
phrasing of soloist Niles Ford; the
hip hop, gang-banging men of
Rennie Harris; and the subversive
vocalizing of Hot Mouth. Harris,
one of Philly’s own, dedicates his
stylized club choreography “to
dancers and hustlers who were
murdered on the streets.” His cur-
rent work builds upon rituals of

the "hood: grabbing one another’s
shoulders, six young men in over-
size plaid shirts, baggy jeans
showing boxer shorts, and sneak-
ers greet each other, claim the
stage space before they dance.
George Clinton’s P-Funk warms
the boyz up; stylized popping and
step-show rhythms develop, and
we enter the temple of dance that
risks all to define the Real. How
about a slide on the head, across
the stage, followed by a headspin
and freeze? Inseparably flam-
boyant and cool. Harris’s street
style reveals obvious conceptual
links to several African forms
showcased in the next night’s
“DanceAfrica America,” to the
steely precision of Donald Byrd's
deconstruction of Giselle, and to
the politically charged theatrics of
CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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the L.A. Contemporary Dance
Company.

"Harris stood for the hip hop na-
tion all alone: panels constantly
fussed about how to bring young
people into the fold. But dig that
the program selection committee
bumrushed experimental modern
dancers. Tyrone Aiken, a 32-year-
old artistic director whose Brook-
lyn-based Ethos Dance Theater
Company didn't make the cut,
credits the oversights to a linger-
ing dichotomy between communi-
ty and art. “There’s a new sense of
community among young artists—
Ron Brown, Reggie Wilson, Mar-
lies Yearby, myself—and a new
story to tell. Where are the pieces
addressing issues such as sexual-
ity and AIDS?”

Not on display by the larger
companies, which have survived
against all odds—25, 30, and even
35 years of presenting modern
dance and ballet in the African
American grain. Dallas Black
Dance Theatre, Dayton Contem-
porary Dance Co., and Denver's
Cleo Parker Robinson Dance En-
semble all showed gems, pumped
to the bumps by wildly enthusias-
tic audiences. Dayton diva Sherri
Williams threw down ancestral
memory in Bebe Miller's Things I
Have Not Forgotten, her luscious
vulnerability tempered by simmer-
ing calm.

Generational competition is leg-
endary in dance, and the new
breed works hard for props. Elders
fear that core concepts of commu-
nity and history disappear in the
experimental work of younger
Downtown artists. But Winifred
Harris, artistic director of L.A’s
Between Lines (which didn’t per-

By Mindy Aloff

The National Ballet
of Senegal
Brooklyn Center
for the Performing Arts
January 19 through 22

Jennifer Monson
P.S. 122
January 19 through 22

If a committee of conquering
Martians—seeing that Earth had
no International Endowment for
the Arts and recognizing a chance
to pull off a major public relations
coup—sat me down at a public
forum and demanded that [ come
up with an explanation for why
human beings watch dance and
why theaters and presenting organi-
zations ought to be supported, [
would talk about the National Bal-
let of Senegal’'s recent appearance
at Brooklyn College. The first thing
I'd say is that I have no idea why
human beings, debatably the most

perverse life form on the planet, do
anything that makes them happy. 1
would add that they should not be
encouraged in this unwholesome
happiness, which deludes them that
they might be happy again, at ticket
prices they can afford.

Then I would point out the blem-
ishes of the concert. First, the title
of the revue (“Pangols—The Spirit
of West Africa in Music, Song and
Dance””) actually describes the
event: an anthology of dancing,
singing, and percussion as villagers
practlce them, arranged for the pro-
scenium stage. I would note that
the performers were too good: the
polyrhythms of the dancing were
too complex and fluent, the dancers
sang too well, and some of the mu-
sicians were also acrobats. Further-
more, everyone was appallingly
good-looking, and the stage design,
representing a village over which a
great tree towered, the sun caught
in its boughs, was simply too ele-
gant and appropriate. The virtuosic
stilt walkers and the gigantic danc-

Galactic Tidings

ing spirit made of straw were
charming in the worst way. All this
stimulates a desire for more beauty,
more skill, and more fun in human
beings of the middle-class persua-
sion at ticket prices they can af-
ford. 1 see that the first funder
listed by Brooklyn Center is the
National Endowment for the Arts.
Martians, take heed! Don’t give
one red cent! There was a dance
for a corps of women wearing noth-
ing on their breasts but the stage
lighting! I can’t tell you how they
looked. (This is a family newspa-
per.) But imagine it—women with
breasts! It's mystifying that those
2000 men, women, and children in
the audience weren't storming the
box office to get their money back.

Enough entertainment: on to
art, Jennifer Monson's La Mer has
nothing to do with Debussy, al-
though the score, by Zeena Par-
kins, does sound like a portable
radio playing in a trunk underwa-
ter. The piece lasts half an hour,
longer than the running time of

Concerto Barocco. Unlike chore-
ographers who believe dancing
comes in through the eyes, Mon-
son makes work that might as well
be telecommunicated. Her dancers
are less interesting to watch than
members of the audience. There is
a male-female duet in La Mer, an
owl-and-pussycat sort of thing
(they have one ring between them:
he wears it in his ear); and four
women tumble about in a flotsam-
friendly manner. Two lighting de-
signers, credited with helping to
put over Anne Thulin's concept of
turning P.S. 122 into a magic box,
subvert the proceedings with
professionalism.

The choreographer's solo in si-
lence, Lood, features a long mave-
ment phrase in which Monson
keeps dropping floorward, almost
braining herself. Ah, but not quite.
Monson is also funded by the
NEA. Her audience was far small-
er than that for the Senegalese.
yet just as enthusiastic. Venu-
sians, no doubt. |

form), sees herself as part of a new
wave of storytellers working firmly
within the tradition. “It’s under-
standable in a sense, because
they’re trying to keep the history
of where we started from alive.
They're concerned that everyone
is breaking away and trying to for-
get what happened. But the next
storyteller who comes along tells
the story in a different way.”
AIDS continues to slam the
black dance community: all the
original male members of New
York-based Forces of Nature have

passed. Cleo Parker Robinson

stressed the responsibility of com-
panies to get involved in the edu-
cation of young artists as they de-
velop sexual identities: men need
men as models and mentors.
Homophobia rages among African
Americans, and the larger compa-
nies fear severe booking and tick-
et- sales backlash from a ‘“mostly
gay" tag. But AIDS won't wait, no
matter how slowly honest and
frank discussion drips down. At
the closing ceremonies, master
choreographer and activist Eleo
Pomare testified that ““10 per cent
of the people who are here today

will not be here at the next confer-
ence unless we act up and act
out.” Teli it.

Leaving Philly, I imagine black
dance at a crossroads. To the
right, established institutions—
Rod Rodgers, Eleo Pomare, Phila-
danco—sustain the shared memo-
ries of African Americans. To the
left, postmodernists—Urban
Bushwomen, Dwight Rhoden, Ju-
bilation!—deal with issues of so-
cial rage, gender, molestation.
Straight ahead looms Mother Afri-
ca, the source and spirit for every
rhythm sounded by Muntu Dance

Company, Chuck Davis African
American Dance Ensemble,
Women's Sekere Ensemble. Car-
men de Lavallade flashes in my
mind, hair down and attitude fly-
ing, sizzling through Milton My-
ers's Ain’t No Way. On closing
night, de Lavallade presented an
award to her cousin Janet Collins,
the first African American to be-
come a prima ballerina (at the
Metropolitan Opera in 1951). Not
so long ago there were no roads
open to African Americans in con-
cert dance. Now there are several.
We've got to keep on moving. 8@
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new dance works by:

DANCE VISTA

Ann Biddle, Lynn Brown,
Kazue Ikeda, Lynn Marie Ruse,
Midori Satoh, Sayaka, Stacy Spence
February10-12, 8pm, $10
| CONTEXT 28 Ave A, 505-2702

| |Choreographers & Choreography

hosted by Diane Dragone
An interview/Video show about

is now on Manhattan/Paragon Cable
Ch 69 Tues./10pm
If you are @ choreographer w/
Call (201) 659-2190 to be a Guest

MARY

ARIA EDRY

MONTHLY WORKSHOPS

Doris Humphrey

Daneycle Workshop

FEB.8 & 15 ¢ 7-9 pm
718.636.9131

FORD

MOVEMENT RESEARCH

28 Avenue A

DANCES

MEG STUART
Cinematic Memories to
Kinesthetic Actions
Feb 11,12, 18, 19 * 1-5pm $80

A Theatrical
Multimedia
Dance Event

Technique
Intensive Workshop
Feb. 20 - Mar 3, 1995
Two weeks of daily technique
10-11:30am
Repertory classes/performance
opportunities for qualified dancers

Choregraphy and Composition
Dicvetod by =
Murray Spalding
Guext Tuacher

Schénberg

Bessie S
Begins F
F

Call (212) 995-8642 for

(Chelsea location) _

BMC - BASED ,
“STILLNESS, SOUND
& SPACE

DANCE RESEARCH
[EXPERIENCED, FAST WORKING
RESEARCHER AVAILABLE FOR DANCE
RELATED PROJECTS. EXENSIVE
[EXPERIENCE WITH NYP- DANCE COLL

Freedom & Form

- Doris Humphrey Centennial n i g v vy

Feb. 20-Mar. 3, * M-W-F,1-3pm Thompson Hall Performance Space Celebration and the Doris Humphrey tala "‘ lalalalalalalalalalalalalalatalialslal H H lalal
\b WENDY PERRON TeachersColse, Combra Unversty | | S0108 and Other Works Repertory Dance Co. ¥ M . SHAKESPEARE & MR. PORTER }
Score lab 595 West 190th & Broadway BY Mary Ford 4 A New Edition of Preposterous Mini-Musicals 3

Feb 21 - ongolng, * Tue. 5:30- 5Pl f Shak: 1 C !

Saturday, February 11 at 8pm GUEST CHOREGGRAPHY BY « ays o akespeare! 30 Cole Porter Songs! ¥
T X “I was totally captivated .. Enormously likable.” -Clive Barnes *
Sunday, February 12 at 3pm Murielle Melancon R Friday - Sunday through March 4th - $10 *
N AT 4 Medicine Show - 562 West 53rd St. » 262- s
5% D“"“‘;" $12 Suoertskseners 38 THREE PERFORMANCES: DA N N Yo Y o o e M Y e RN S

o Resenvations <all Thurs.. February 16 W N N O O O O

212 924-0077 -, February KUMIKOKIMOTO

info: 477-6635
reservations: 477-6854

Maxine Steinman

EYERY MONDAY FROM 7-8PM

With Pianist ANDREW BURASHKO

FEBRUARY DANCE CLASSES

Fri., February 17 ar9pm
Sat., February 18 ar8pm

Merce Cunningham Studio
55 Bethune Street, NYC

Two week intensive tuition $100

Sponsored by the 1995 International

Interview and Information

AND OTHER RESOURCES

FEBRUARY 14, 12PM
at Context Studio, 28 Ave. A

Experienced Dancers Only
Pait rehearsal and performance for new
work and US tour in Oct. and Nov.

Tha 2nd Rondhion of Libre-Echange

/U.S. Dances

jENNIFER MONSON an opportunity for rtiv - =
Releasing & Improvising presete by roreogapners to register, call (212) 675-9650 ex 10 an opportunity for sapportive PROF. RECOMMENDATIONS AVAIL
Feb 14 - Mar 2, T-Th, + 10am-12 4 Danit Glazer anxo Space s limited @ prujeet of Mareas (212)749-8733
WALLY CARDONA

. JANCE
THEATER

_wclkshOP

Tickets: $10 Rehearsal will begin immediately.
Reservations recommended call Call for more information .
(212) 663-4744 (212) 473-3914 presents
P REGGIE WILSON
From Camda, Choreographer DANSPACE FIST AND HEEL PERFORMANCE GROUP
PEGGY BAKER presents A Black Burlesque

February 9-12 (Thur-Sat at 8pm & Sun at 3pm)
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"music for piano and solo dancer” Week 2: USA MARIELLE BLEYER
Canada's foremost modern dancer, | February 16 - 19 & RENEE LEMIEUX CYDN “ WI LKEs
distinguished for her work with | 8pm _ - N
Lar Lubovitch and White Oak Dance Th"’s‘ 15;"‘: :::L ‘931:”:‘:)0 PM Road
Project, presents the American premiere | American Premiere N
of her own choreographic works. Funded with major support from the AT&T Foundation February 16-19 (Thur-Sat at 8pm & Sun at 3pm)

Coming Next Week: Wiliiam Douglas Dance

THE DANSPACE PROJECT AT ST. MARK'S CHURCH IN-THE-BOWERY DTW's Bessie Schonberg Theater

Tickets: $15, Members $12

RESERVATIONS: (212) 255-5793 THE KITCHEN TENTH STREET & SECOND AVENUE 219 West 19th Street, New York City
TICKETMASTER: (212) 307-7171 512 West 19th Street A 1 ] Reservations: (212} 924-0077

[212] 255-5793 $12 or TDF (+$5 Fri-Sun)
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