the village

C
—

I risha Brown at 25:

Post Modern and Beyond?” the title of
Brown’s season at BAM, conjured up a
vision that the performances only made
more vivid: Brown riding a solid silver
bicycle across a high wire. Elegance,
humor, and risk have marked her work
almost from the
beginning. Spectacle
and glamorous accou-
trements are fairly re-
cent  developments.
The wire that keeps
her safely aloft is her
profound sense of
structure.

The three an-
niversary programs (of
which I saw two) tray-
cl through Brown’s
career from the witty
plain-Jane solos of the
‘60s and ‘70s to her
latest  group work,
Tivelve Ton Rose. From
MO accom paniment,
or a barely audible
hum. to the music
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witty adults with boundless physical
imagination and superb’ taste create
surprising tasks involving the space and
each other’s bodies.

Before I saw Brown’s 1995 A1.0. :
[ was worried. Why would a choreog-
rapher I'd always seen as original, inde-
pendent, want to
build a dance on
Bach’s Musical Of-
Sfering? Could it be a
concession to grow-
ing fame? Whatever
Brown’s motiva-
tion, the result
seemed almost like a
collaboration— her
own propensity for
counterpoint play-
ing learned tag with
Bach’s. The season’s
premicre, Tivelve Ton
Rose, represents
Brown’s partnership
with a very different
sort of dead com-
poser. Anton  We-

Madden and Wil Swanson, who ab-

sorb Brown’s choreography and emit it -

fully understood and felt. But the
younger dancers are marvels too: Kath-
leen Fisher, Mariah Maloney, Gena
Rho, Abigail Yager, Ming-Lung Yang,
Makishi, and Thompson. I imagine
that dancing anyone else’s choreogra-
phy after Brown’s would be hard.
You'd feel as if youw'd gone from re-
searching high-energy particles to tak-
+ing freshman science.

I’m afraid I felt that
way, going from Brown’s season to
Peter Pucci’s. Pucci has expanded his
range since I last saw him; he now

makes dark, heavy pieces as well as Pi- !

lobolitic shape-shifting pleasantries
and cute pop stuff. But he doesn’t
push himself to find new ways of
moving or ()t"muking one movement
follow another. 'm rarely surprised by
‘what ‘happens. Bringing on a1 large
number of people with huge fleshy

angel wings at the end of one dance is.
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WA dlG /U8 TO her
latest group  work,
Tvelve Ton Rose. From
HO accompaniment,
or a barely audible

hum, to the music
of Anton Webern,
From clothes one

cut above any-old
1o wearable artworks,
From imaginative re-
castings of simple
gesture to a virtuosic
movement vocabulary
and dancers who do
some high-wire riding
themselves.
The woman her-
self could pass for 25,
She performs in every
one of the five pieces
on Program A, her
body as slender and
supple as that of the
30-year-old  filmed
image of her that rico-
Cllll]c?tgé from a projector
strapped to her danc-
/ing back (Homemade,
11966). She rotates her famous thumbs
0 Accumulations (performed as in
‘1971 to the Grateful Dead singing

" “Uncle John’s Band”). She joins Diane

Madden, Stanford Makishi, and Keith
Thompson in the beautiful 1980 Opat
Loop, with its loose, soft movements
'and compositional echoing as delicate-
ly blurry as the fog from Fukiyo Naji-
'ma’s cloud installation. She flies
through the constantly dissolving and
reforming structures of Se Reset
1(1983). And in You Can See Us, she
dances with Mikhail Baryshnikov, that
most generous and adventurous of’
guest artists,
| . Brown, as in her earlier solo ver-
'sion of this, keeps her back toward the
‘audience while her partner faces front.
!In their serene, absorbed gestures they
| resemble slightly altered mirror images
ichasing each other around in silence,
Inever anticipating or seeking fusion.
| Baryshnikov, even with his amazing
lability to assimilate style, cannot re-
1shape himself into a male image of her
/(not even her own current male

| dancers can jump the way she does—

Pointillism in motion: Trisha Brown’s com Pany performs her Twelve Ton Rose.

looking as if she’s picked herself up by
the middle of her back and her limbs
are taken by surprise). Fluid, uncanni-
ly accurate, luminous, he keeps his
heroic dimension in check—as un-
knowable facing us as she is with her
back turned.

Other guest stars grace the season.
Shortly before Set and Reset ends,
Stephen Petronio sails in for a solo that
makes jaws drop. I think of Brown’s
fluidity in terms of water. On him, it
becomes oil—something lavish and
viscous rolling around his body in sev-
eral directions at once, Program B
opens with an improvised collabora-
tion: “Blue” Gene Tyranny at the piano,
Brown, and her old crony from the glo-
ty days of Judson Dance Theater and
the Grand Union, Steve Paxton. Pax-
ton’s softness has a rough edge toit. He
may become deeply involved with
crossing one stiff leg behind another,
then kite off at an unforeseen angle. In
my mind’s eye, he’s always atilt. Before
Judson, I wonder if we understood
what serious playfulness could mean in
dance. There’s nothing cute here: two

remiere, Thelve Ton

Wse,  represents
Brown’s partnership
with a very different
sort of dead com-
poser. Anton We-
bern’s  Five  Move-
ments  for - String
Quartet, Op. 5; Four
Pieces, Op.’ 7; and
String Quantet, Op.
28 (played by mem-
bers of the Brooklyn
Philharmonic) are
little gems of com-
pression.  Theme
and development
may be condensed
into a single sound.
A visual analogy
might be to super-
Impose transparen-
cies of two city
maps and a train
track to distill the
idea of journey.

Brown match-
es Webern’s mini-
malism— the bursts
of sound embedded
in silence—with her own form of aus-
terity. Rarely are more than a few
dancers onstage at the same_ time.
Sometimes they hover at the edges or
step into view, accomplish something,
and disappear. They walk, - regroup,
wait. In a line they rush across the
stage, absorbing or disgorging individ-
uals. A startling clustered quartet edges
to the left, constantly shifting its struc-
ture, stillness popping up now here,
now there. Like Webern’s music, the
picture is both spare and rich; your eyes
take an intricate voyage.

That picture is enhanced by Burt
Barr’s costumes and Spencer Brown’s
lighting. The women start and end
wearing black dresses with red ropes
connecting the hem at one side to the
dancer’s arm. For the middle section
they change into dresses as vibrantly
red as the men’s outfits. S. Brown
sometimes gives the space around the
dancers a dusky glow; you can almost
imagine that the source iHuminating
them comes from within,

They are indeed luminous, espe-
cially senior company members Diane

moving or of making one movement
follow another, I'm rarely surprised by
what happens. Bringing on a large
number of people with huge fleshy
angel wii 1gs at the end of one dance is,
I'll admit, nervy, but not about danc-
ing. I can almost anticipate what kind
of step will come next or what's going
to be repeated. ~

Oddly enough, the most interest-
ing piece on the program is Pucci’s
1994 solo Joe. The idea of a clownish
fellow dancing with an occasional light,
defiant gesture while two “dead” bod-
ies lie in a corner, their bare feet stick-
ing out from their shrouds, has a per-
verse charm, and Pucci is an
ingratiating performer. His dancers
have a less subtle sense of comedy.
They overact wildly in a Pprece doccasion,
Down in Front, i which they sit on the
stage apron and pretend they’re the
Joyce audience and we’re the show:

" Larry Crabtree, Eric Dunlap, and
Yoav Kaddar dance with touching
strength and dignity in 7o for the
End of Time to Arvo Part’s lovely,
slightly treacly 7¢ Deum. Pucci creates
some fine images, but the movement
seems to have no breath to it. Even-
tually the piece bogs down in its own

solemnity, except for a fierce explo- |

sion of falls just before the heroes re-
veal stigmata, the sky turns apricot,
and the angels arrive,

Each and All presents six dancers
as one organism. They begin in a well-
designed knot on the floor, contracting
and expanding. It’s all about pattern-
ing: three couples execute unison cart-
wheeling lifts, six people crouch on a

diagonal in Howell Binkley’s green

light, etc. The commissioned score by
Nana Simopoulos jangles and screams
at the bland order.

The evening ends with a ballroom
romp to the Benny Goodman Orches-
tra. Nine guest artists join Pucci’s sey-
¢n. Koichi Kubo, a dynamite little
dancer, rockets through; he may not
have a partner, but he has technique to

burn. Pucci turns predictability into a !

joke: Maureen Mansfield jumps into
the arms of first Kadder, then Dunlap,
about a zillion times, until we and they
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push himself to find new ways of

are gooty with it. “What’s not to like;”
Lask myself sternly. P
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