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Elena Demyanenko and Lindsey Dietz Marchant

The dancers find and explore each other's bodies finally, and it's at that point too that they tear
down the translucent scrim that's been separating performance from spectators: we are at the
point of attempted jointure. The scrim has been hiding the bare stage, at left and right the
costume racks and props that the dancers use during the show, as well as simple plastic chairs
in which they sit while "offstage," idly watching their collaborators. The transformation is from
individual to culture, to community, a community exemplified in the first instance by marriage. In
a delightfully comic denoument, the four performers exchange a men's suit jacket and a
woman's wedding dress at a rapid-fire pace, culminating in the new joined being: ultimately an
ambisexual individual, possessed of both masculinity and femininity, entirely in joy. (I've seen
no similar recent work that so undermines the distinctions between homo- and heteroeroticism;
here, it's all the same.) There is still a cultural minefield of aggression and trivia to be
negotiated, but by the end, as the performers themselves melt into the audience, Weddings
and Beheadings is an offering to the spectator of tender acceptance and recognition.

Sho Ikushima and Lindsey Dietz Marchant

There is, as noted above, a "poor theatre" element to Weddings and Beheadings that joins
Brechtian asceticism to Grotowskian essentialism. There is too that gesture to multimedia video
projection so frequent in contemporary theatrical practice — Blind Spot featured video projected
upon the upstage wall — but here, Robert Flynt's manipulated vintage photographs provide a
new texture upon the stage picture and even the bodies of the performers. As the four
dancers, naked, face the audience behind the scrim, Flynt's photographs morph from vintage
images of men and women to still images of the dancers themselves, back and forth, imposed
upon their flesh. But the final image of the show is that of the audience itself, in a loving coup-
de-theatre, unmediated by scrim or projection. That image, that performance pose, has been
stripped away to reveal ... well, ourselves, really. If we can recognize our reflections within the
work.
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It is a very very rare treat to watch a deserving artist emerge from the chrysalis of downtown
theatre into the vast expanses of the space and visibility available in uptown venues. Of course,
Zustiak could not have done so without the beautiful performers and artists of his Palissimo
company (dancers Elena Demyanenko, Sho lkushima, Jeff Kent Jacobs and Lindsey Dietz
Marchant, so generous with their bodies and gestures; artist Robert Flynt's haunting images;
Nick Vaughan's sexy costume and uncompromising set designs). There is a point to be made
in differentiating dance and theatre as genres, but there is also a point in destroying that
differentiation (as, indeed, the production destroys differentiations between male and female,
body and spirit, physical sensation and mind): each discipline needs the fresh blood that the
other provides, especially now, when the forms risk becoming sclerotic in a digitally mediated
world. To say that Zustiak is a fine choreographer is true; but he is also a theatre artist who,
with Weddings and Beheadings, fulfills the promise of his earlier work. So please, no talk of
"emerging" or "promising" when it comes to this work: it is mature and complete. And runs only
through Sunday. Catch it while you can.





