Sunset Affair 	
Basement theatre, Weds 6th July, 2016
Refractions from Tru Paraha

This is an independent review offered in response to a triple-bill season of works choreographed and produced by Georgie Goater, Zahra Killeen-Chance & Tallulah Holly-Massey. As a witness to these performances I attempt to reconstruct a sensorium of memories & in the telling open spaces for a collective re-membering. 

in a succinct evaluation this event could be described as:
Sophisticated,unpretentious,nuanced,singular,enlivening,timely

& its divergent practitioners as experts in ways of:
Attending,feeling,forecasting,augmenting,interrogating,revealing


Subject Matter Object Pink

enter: us

pink foetal thing on floor, red plaited hair
peachy fabric [upstage right]

goldish glow

										cocktail umbrellas 
										on 
									 	rectangular flyers
										on seats

music: danger, vibration, help

a woman, so lengthways it could go forever
rotating on intricate axes (axis x2)

she 
pulling deftly at edges 		peachy fabric, creates a river
							is it?
							
							melting vulva
							silk sorbet
							sunset skinpeel
							dreamtime lava
							liquid coral
							rose shedding
							petal bleed

reveal: glow-eyed monstrous, hairy-face thing 
												;)lol		
sometime later
enter: silver turban of the open-heart clan 

tremoring priestesstammering, shimmering 
is her 
			skin laughing
shifting va 
like rain hits ocean 
or something catches 

alight 

Choreographed & performed by Georgie Goater with Alisha McLennan, Subject Matter Object Pink
grapples with animacy & other than human relations while asking “how can presence be transferred & transformed”. Here, difference is accentuated through non)(human performers, becoming things, sound, lighting & material design. Georgie delicately exposes what choreography can do when one is bold enough be amongst - to place alongside. These dancing bodies singly and as duo were multiple curious things, effectively deterritorialising normative movement scores - we may have been moved, or absorbed, or just very grateful. 


Love me do

peach top
creamy big
jacket over
green pants blue 
roller skates
french braid

										brown bench

whoever she’s waiting for is 1 lucky __


Choreographed & performed by Zahra Killeen-Chance Love me do extrudes out of & departs from previous works within her oeuvre. Zahra’s meticulous attention to detail from the subtle to the excessive generates inventive movement & tasks for, & from, the oddly situated body. A lone traveller emplaces within an interstice of summer time sadness, lost dreams & country love longings. Fabricated with pluricoloured apparel & prosthetic hooves the dancer traverses time/space through a medley of footwork, extensions, somatic stutterings, drops and horizontal choreoathletics. Zahra skilfully pursues that relentless creature ‘the solo’ with distinctive poise & clarity, ever perceptive to its worlding, intensities and compositional force. 

her face in slow motion

now bewildered stillness 

her back turned, seated on bench
a tender tap tap, stomp n slide 
	  tap tap, stomp n slide

now she’s a headless rolling thing
a noBody

he’s not coming


It’s a soft suggestion

Performers: 
Lisa Greenfield – elusive, entangled, power shifter, body of breathless, dances like shaman slayer (strong & soft but strong but soft

Adam Naughton – asymmetry, dissolving, space eater, body on the verge of an aching curve, dances like dreamboy (……….									…

Solomon Holly-Massey – exquisite economy, vulnerable, body of frequencies, dances like shark fin (submerged beneath all kinds of

Choreographer Tallulah Holly-Massey assembles a trio of compelling dancers in fleshy exchange with each other & an equally engaging air-bed. Lying atop, Greenfield places its carcass to rest, activating a satisfying duration of self-inflating. She manically straddles the dark & fulsome beast into motion, forcing it across the space in rabid heaves. It’s a bucking bronco, a rogue whale rider. Her head manoeuvres IT against the back wall with micro-precision, then along to a doorway looming

like a gate to a citadel 
or a tombstone

The crypt revolves, 1,
2, 3
it’s a chamber of faces
it’s a merry-go-round

Foldings, squashings, concealments, ménage a trois, human-bed, sleepy duets & solo lines of flight ensue. Intimate, personal, negative & social space is explored through a breaching of codified boundaries. Of particular interest was Tallulah’s proposition of a ”harmonic field” strategically mapped through an intra relationality between people, perception & vital matter. Tallulah stretches tensors through the expanded field of dance into joyful & profound territory, begging the question: What can an independent artist do?
			
when entirely free to experiment 
in a trusted environment 
with dedicated comrades
& endless imagination


nga mihi:
[bookmark: _GoBack]James, Paul, Alisha, Solomon, Adam, Lisa & especially Georgie, Zahra & Tallulah - thankyou for this strange, intrepid creature, amidst a political climate of extreme precariousness for the artist.
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