Seedpod #3

‘Dance For The Time Being’: Jonathan Sinatra & members of Dance Exchange

‘In The Room’ Private Dance Salon  

In stark contrast to the theatricality of the Hourglass and Carolyn Teo Seedpod perfromances, Seedpod #3 was an exercise in stripped back nakedness.

Whereas the previous two were ‘busy’ with with lighting, sound and performativity by the artists, ‘Dance For The Time Being’ and ‘In The Room’ eschewed all. Nothing came between the performers and audience except space.

Thus the offer was to experience an exercise in pure dance; the body moving through space over time. No music, no stage, no lights - no nuthin’!

Excepting the dancers, doing their thing in bare feet, on bare boards in the airy, natually lit dance studio above the Old Fire Station.

Dressed in black tee shirts, ‘trackies’ or Thai Fisherman Pants, Dancer #1 (later identified as Jonathan Sinatra) began what would kick off a week-long residency in Bendigo. In Saturday’s group performance ‘Dance For The Time Being’, he was joined by three others; one other male and two women.

Under the watchful eye - and video camera – of veteran post/modernist choreographer Russell Dumas – a legend in dance circles, and with whom Sinatra has ‘pledged’ himself for the last 15+ years – a collaboration began.

The piece – “material” as Dumas prefer to call it – was compelling, controlled and graceful. An evolving standard from Dumas’ company, it had the four moving and working with each other in various configurations; lolling and rolling over each other, the floor and walls; embracing, curtseying,  pivotting, leaning, pirouetting, pushing, usually always moving, occasionally still, sometimes slapping, but always in an intimate, connecting kinetic relationship. The ‘bodies’ never moved far from each other.

The theme of this year’s Seedpod has now presented itself; as with the previous two, Sinatra & Co’s performances also proved meditative, and an exercise in examining human relationships. This time the site of experimentation was corporeal; the body, as Dumas underlined in an uninterrupted stream-of-conscious tract, during his impromptu post-performance discussion.

But did this Seedpod experiment support its proposed thesis – to perform a unique dance piece that responds specifically to the site and community in which it takes place? To present a “new choreography”, one “informed by whoever's in the public on the day, and where it's performed on the day?” Given that the choreography was predetermined (ie not improvised), that the dancers had rehearsed their moves and, for all intents and purposes had no ‘overt’ interaction with us (the audience in the Fire Station), you could certainly argue in the negative. 

Inadvertently – or more ‘covertly’ – however, I believe it did live up to its promises, which became apparent as the performance(s) progressed, through:

a) the ‘diegetic’ soundtrack that was ‘naturally’ produced inside and outside of the room during the performance. Inside with the dancers’ bodies and feet generating squeaks and moans against the Fire Station floor boards, the sound of their clothes brushing along the floor, the body-thuds against walls, each other and so forth – then mixed in with layers of street noise outside (footy crowd next door shouting, traffic, birds etc).

b) and in the spectacle of watching the dancers’s bodies conform physically to the space in which they were performing – it was almost like watching an exploration, like the moon landing. How would their bodies respond to the surafaces and space in which they were working? We got to witness this first hand, for the first time.

Sinatra’s ‘In The Room’ piece - performed to an audience of one, also in the Fire Station studio during the week - extended these unique elements further. 

While the moves were set, his performance to an audience was decidedly more improvisational, depending on mood, who was there, the energy in the space and how Sinatra chose to interpret the material in relation to the person watching him. It was ‘looser’.

In my instance for example, he ended the piece with a series of greetings inspired by a kids show from his childhood. He made eye contact, smiled and kind of waved at me from a distance almost like an airport worker bringing in an aeroplane on the tarmac (just without the paddles). I’m guessing he did this, simply because we had had a warm conversation prior to the performance.

I had to envy the idea of a dancer being let loose in a studio for an entire week, with nothing but him, his bare feet, a bare room and possibility to greet him. It was Sinatra’s worskpace for the duration, much like a writer being met with a blank screen, or a painter being in front a blank canvas. 

The sense of possibility was endless. And exciting. I felt he would be richer for the experience as was I, until that point, a total dance novice…

