artcritical

the online magazine of art and ideas

THELIST | CRTICISM | FEATURES | ARTWORLD | DEPARTMENTS | THE REVIEW PANEL sessclh
ARCHNE | SUBSCRIBE | ABOUT US | ADVERTISESSUPPORT

CRITICIEM 3 FILMMUSIC/PERFORMANCE

Friday, March 4th, 2016 (FRETN W Tweet | [Emaillk G4 =

Data Dance: Ode to an Information Theorist at The Kitchen
by Mira Dayal

Liz Santoro and Plerre Godard: For Claude Shannon at The Kitchen

February 18 to February 20, 2016
512 West 19th Street (between 9th and 10th avenues)
New York, 212 255 5793

In the tradition of Trisha Brown's dance diagrams, Liz Santoro and Pierre Godard presented an intricate work at The
Kitchen, called For Claude Shannon, with its own palette of densities, gestures, and articulations. Each
performance is individually coded “"using the syntactic structure of a sentence by Claude Shannon,” the influential
founder of information theory, which is translated into a combination of movement “atoms,"” forming a kKind of
algorithmic lexicon.

As | entered the black box theatre, speakers emitted sounds like air vents blowing in an airplane, always too cold.
My “vent” turns closed; my hearing shifts to another aisle.

After awhile, | begin to wonder if this performance will ever
start, if the lights will ever dim, if the audience will begin to
check their watches and then realize, half an hour into the
performance, that it had already begun before they walked
into the room. “The dancers begin to learn this particular
choreographic sequence two hours before the public enters
the space,” we have been told, "and continue this learning

process during the performance.” We watch them learn.

The fans all close. Four bodies turn to face us.

One of the three female dancers lifts her arms, holding an
expanding bubble. Her male partner's left leg rises imperceptibly, then again more pointedly as hers lifts, too.
Another female dancer’s torso turns. | concentrate on the small sound of a shoe’s sole — with tiny, pebbled bumps,
it seems — lifting off a flat floor, as if adhesive.

They move so slowly that if | stop to trace one, as | would like to do, | miss the subtlety of the others' movements.
An arm held perpendicular or parallel to the floor, a leg either supporting or extending diagonally away from the
body — these are the movements to which | become attuned, looking for symmetry or failure.

The farthest female dancer’s eves blink rapidly, like shutters, as all turn to face each other. They are suddenly, now,
in coordination, at least for a moment. Their slipper shoes create a soundscape, within which they weave closer
together, folding their arms like leaves of creased paper to create an origami box. | feel tension, can't breathe too
hard faor fear of coughing and interrupting the intensity of their concentrated gazes.

Closer, nearly intersecting, then apart, one movement at a time, they drift. The dance becomes a waiting game.

Then, a prick of disbelief: two touch! And one goes still. | read in her immobility the shock of having been
interrupted during a mechanical sequence. Yet this is not an inhuman dance; if it were, we would not sense their
effort and uncertainties, hesitations and unravelings.

Why these “atoms” of movement? Never two arms up together, never two legs straddled apart. Is the sequence
there, written on the floor like Braille or Morse code in black strips of alternating lengths and positions? Is
Shannon's phrase a chain link through their limbs?

They dance in dress clothes. The lights never change. How are the pauses, turns, positions, and relative durations
of each movement determined? What portion of sequences are repeated? Does a choreography determined by a
form of speech count as one of chance? What was the phrase that we now must exhaust?

Eventually they return again to their original positions. They pause, then begin to move in synchrony. Gradually, the
air pressure changes, which we experience as shifts in pitch, crackles like static in the soundscape, and popping
ears in a disjointed physicality. One dancer breaks out of line and another follows, then returns. Was that a mistake?
A moment of learning?

The sound is now regular, having incorporated the static clicks into a new beat. Each body moves in sync, but each
turns individually until none face forward.

Aword is uttered, Was it from the audience?

Again. No, it came from the stage.

“Either"
“Accidentally”
“Passage”

They are revealing the phrase.

“Selecting”

But this is too easy, too obvious, for them to expose the mechanism behind the dance.

“‘Use”
“One"
“Wait”

™
(“Minute™?)

| want to think. But the phrase is incomplete.
The clicks pick up, coordinating time and dictating movemeant.

“Paint," spoken all together. They move quite quickly now, nearly fluidly. The clicks sound like two blocks clacked
together, as in Joan Jonas's Song Delay (1973). The spatiality of sound seems important but does not clearly
correspond to their configurations on stage. The words come too quickly to record now, and | wonder when the
gsound will mark a tempo too fast for them to follow. Who will collapse? Which atoms will be sacrificed?

Then, the dancers are still. Can they not continue? Has the
phrase ended?

One dances again, so quickly, as if tap dancing. Another
begins, too. The clicks pick up again to the point of
becoming static, so loud that they obscure the sound of the
dancers' voices. Sometimas a body will pause, as if to
remember its place in the sequence. Is this learning? What
are the stakes? How can we know when they have failed?

sev of The Static turns to hail. They speak louder but move eleganthy.
They must fight their inertia.

New maovements emerge out of transitory positions: a leg
raised too high, a jump Kick, a sideways stance, a lunge.

Then a diagonal moverment by one dancer across the floor— there have been none thus far — and the heaviness of
the bass begins to parallel the new heaviness of their bodies.

Yet this improvisational segment lasts too long; rather than demonstrating a collapse of the code or a fracture, it
becomes a new segment in itself, forcing me to lose my hald on the atoms that seemed so clearly defined from the
start. Or was that the intention, for us to unlearn what the dancers had learned only “two hours before the public
enters the space"? The chance of subjective improvisation has trumped the chance of an atomic compaosition.

Finally, the beat slows. The bass fades and the clicks return to irregular taps. Jostling bodies move but without
grandiose gestures,

All face the front.
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