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Festivals and games in 18th-century France and in the postmodern, multicultural village

Seeing Gabri Christa’s Dominalais like com

ing upon a street alive with aclivily and rich

vith laughter and color. The street could be
in New York; in Curagao, where Christa was
born: in Arnsterdam, where she trained: orin
Cuba, where she once ran a dance group. Her
heritage runsthrough herbody as shestands
in aspotlight undulating, twisting, swinging

o1

her hips, tossing her arms, and speaking in

several languages. In a vibrant red outfit by

Liz Prince, her hair in two long bra
g

she's

both a gorgeous woman and the bright, mis
chievous child she must have been

It 1a N. Diggs
strix sations
do: Questions, vocalizing, and poetry surface
from and sink back into fine music (on tape)
by Greg Tate’s witty jazz group Burni Sugw
the Arkestra Chambe mory is a lheme,
The question Christa poses to Diggs (another
beautiful woman and powerlul singer), “1low
come youneverasked me why I« s here?”
is answered, or not, al the end with “one ol
those things"—barely heard asthe lights fade
on the group talking softly around a table,

{'he unifying motif'is the game of domi-

ermitlent lext by Latas

s the ear the way streel conver:

noes. Marilys Ernst’s large, soll-focus video
images of plavers are projected willy-nilly on
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DOWN MEMORY'S BUSY STREET

BY DEBORAH JOW

ranslucent white drapes. Erik C. Bruce’s
lighting features dot

sand spollil pools. There

arealways peoplesitting at one of the several
movable white tables, where the chink of the
tiles serves as light percussion. Kibilzer
on a slo-mo bout. Four magnificent nmien
(Niles Ford, Nathan ‘lrice, Gen Hashimoio
Julio Arroyo) spell each other in
“malches”—on the tables, on the chairs,
panding the notion of competition into ro
stbutalway

and

swatchlul dancing, (Ford and

:e collaborated with Christa on the chore-
ography.) While Chris Alysia Ramaos
seltle downtoaga Dilla X prowls

like a snake in the Garden. He's all insinual
ing, woozy sugar in a wonderfully sexy
spoken-sung dialogue with Diggs. When she

lilts, “T remember his rock candv,” he coun-
ters, “Be careful of remembering
Christaand Ford perlorm two duets

callike coiled softmess a to-die-for contrast to
i , loose strength. In the first one,
Diggs, who'sbeen askingquestions asifto}
sell, begins o circle Lthe dancers, an

1 my feet on Sunday

vou need lo wear this ring?

want lowas!

two | recall),
while their bodies shudder and twitch in re
The concluding exhausied embrace
paves the way lor their later, sensual floor duo.

Gradually Marcel Stomp (Christa’s father)
enters theaction. Ina panama hal, with a lazy,
gei-down roll to his hips
procession of carnival revelers th

he leads an unruly
at periodi
cally coalesces inlo order. Dominatais arich

stew, ils ingredients layered and then stirred.
Are Ch s ideas always clear? No. But by
the end,I'm about to burst with happiness.




