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THEATER
opening

The good foot
By Rita Felciano
arts@sfbg.com
DANCE The fourth FRESH Festival
sounds like something that might
attract foodies. In fact you do need an
appetite — for thinking way outside
of the box. The participating dancers,
musicians, designers, and writers feed
on each other’s disciplines to stretch
their own thinking about who they
are and what they want to do. If sometimes the “how” intrigues more than
the “what,” so be it. Watching new
modes emerging can be such an upper.
The opening weekend (Jan. 3-4
at Kunst-Stoff Arts) presented three
dancer-choreographers who took the
audience into what was, for me, terra
incognita. The trip was more than
worth it. What impressed in Christine
Bonansea’s Floaters #1, Sara Shelton
Mann’s Hybrid 3, and ALTERNATIVA’s
apparition was the clarity of purpose,
and how — though by no means
“choreographed” — these experiments were steeped in a dancer’s
awareness of the body.
Bonansea structured her site-specific film noir Floaters #1 into four
loosely connected sections that
opened with a murky image of herself
that fused with the dancer slithering
down a fire escape. Thrown into pitchblack darkness, she trotted around
the audience seated center stage. The
dancer could have been a speed skater
except that her feet hammered out
percussive patterns (perhaps done in
point shoes). Here Bonansea was present as sound — just like those ominous steps in the night we know from
crime flicks. In the most dancerly part
of the piece, she put her exceptionally lithe and pliable body into black
tights, aviator glasses, and a sequined
helmet to metamorphosize into scintillating, indefinable creatures — animals, plants, humans, and robots. And
then she simply slipped away.
Mann, with her calm demeanor
and smoky voice, sat herself center
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The FRESH Festival and
Liss Fain Dance welcome
2014 with exciting new works

stage and read a manuscript — a
script for a show she is planning —
that roamed around a universe of
autobiography, natural history, and
feelings personal and social. All you
could do was follow her along on
the ride. And what a pleasure it was,
to enter a mind like hers.
For apparition, ALTERNATIVA
— Kathleen Hermesdorf, a brilliant
performer, and longtime collaborator
Albert Mathias — used video technology to play with concepts of reality. Almost like a shaman, Hermesdorf
both fought and collaborated with
those fragile images. Effects “sliced”
her torso into layers, so that her
shadow looked more reflective of
her humanity than her bodily presence. With a flick of her wrist, she
also turned a sewing machine, that
ultimate tool of domestication, into a
sputtering machine gun. If that was
not turning reality inside out, and
upside down, I don’t know what is.

Lights up
Across the city at Z Space, scenic and
lighting designer Matthew Antaky
once more worked his magic with Liss
Fain Dance for Fain’s new, intensely
private After the Light, inspired by
fragments of Virginia Woolf’s writing.
Antaky surrounded a square stage
space with a series of arbors through
which the audience watched the
dancers — who, in contrast to the
elegant set, wore undershirts, pants,
and suspenders (by Mary Domenico).
Again we were invited to walk around
with the promise of multiple perspectives. Most of us stayed stationary
and become visual elements within
the set’s graceful arches. The coexistence of an easy formality with
casualness, however, set a welcoming
tone for another of Fain’s intelligent
rethinkings of literary sources.
Excerpts from The Waves (read
by Marty Pistone and Val Sinckler)
interwove with Dan Wool’s original
score; together they generated and
opinion

news

commented on the choreography.
A few tiny narratives emerged. The
heat rose momentarily to party level
to the strains of Mendelssohn as
the dancers (in their suspenders)
remembered ballet phrases. It was a
charmingly telling moment, because
in the back of Fain’s mind ballet is
ever present, though she rarely uses
its vocabulary. Hers is a deep but not
literal kinship to the tradition.
Once, all six dancers broke into
a series of side hops as if engaged in
a game. At another spot two people
“died” and were mourned with an
encircling dance by sister team Shannon
Kurashige and Megan Kurashige. But
these moments evaporated, leaving no
traces — perhaps like memories, perhaps
like passing thoughts. My sense, however, is that better familiarity on my part
with the text might have yielded more
insights on just how Fain used her literary sources.
Her dancers are individualists
— wonderful to watch in unisons
when circling the stage or hanging on to each other in a chain
or a follow-the-leader section. In
repeated duets the lanky Jeremiah
Crank partnered a short and fierce
Carson Stein, while tall Katharine
Hawthorne paired with compact Alec
Lytton (who promptly flipped her).
One of After’s particularly intriguing
traits was a plethora of unexpected
stops and broken connections, with
dancers waiting and watching from
the sidelines much like we did. At
times you felt that these people knew
each other, but their encounters also
seemed controlled by serendipity, as
if they just happened to bump into
each other. 2
FRESH Festival 2014
Through Sun/19
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80 Turk, SF
Kunst-Stoff Arts
1 Grove, SF
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food + Drink

Jerusalem San Francisco Playhouse, 450 Post,
SF; www.sfplayhouse.org. $20-100. Previews
Jan 21-23, 7pm; Jan 24, 8pm. Opens Jan 25,
8pm. Runs Tue-Thu, 7pm; Fri-Sat, 8pm (also
Sat, 3pm); Feb 2, 9, 16, 2pm. Through March 8.
SF Playhouse performs the West Coast premiere
of Jez Butterworth’s Tony- and Olivier-wining
epic.
The Paris Letter New Conservatory Theater
Center, 25 Van Ness, SF; www.nctcsf.org. $2545. Opens Fri/17, 8pm. Runs Wed-Sat, 8pm;
Sun, 2pm. Through Feb 23. New Conservatory
Theatre Center performs Jon Robin Baitz’s tale
of a Wall Street powerhouse desperately trying to
keep his sexual identity a secret.
The Pornographer’s Daughter Z Below, 470
Florida, SF; www.zspace.org. $32. Previews
Fri/17-Sat/18, 8pm (also Sat/18, 10:30pm);
Sun/19, 5pm. Opens Jan 22, 8pm. Runs ThuSat, 8pm (also Sat, 10:30pm); Sun, 5pm.
Through Feb 16. Liberty Bradford Mitchell,
daughter of Artie Mitchell (half of porn’s infamous Mitchell Brothers, he was shot and killed
by brother Jim in 1991), performs her solo show
about “growing up on the fringes of an X-rated
world.”
Shit & Champagne Rebel, 1772 Market, SF;
shitandchampagne.eventbrite.com. $25. Opens
Fri/17, 8pm. Runs Fri-Sat, 8pm. Through Feb 8.
D’Arcy Drollinger (Sex and the City Live) performs “a whitesploitation comedy with dance.”
The World’s Funniest Bubble Show Marsh
San Francisco, 1062 Valencia, SF; www.themarsh.org. $8-11. Opens Sun/19, 11am. Runs
Sun, 11am. Through March 9. The popular,
kid-friendly show by Louis Pearl (aka “The
Amazing Bubble Man”) returns to the Marsh.

Bay Area

Silent Sky TheatreWorks, Mountain View
Center for the Performing Arts, 500 Castro,
Mtn View; www.theatreworks.org. $19-73.
Previews Wed/15-Fri/17, 8pm. Opens Sat/18,
8pm. Runs Tue-Wed, 7:30pm; Thu-Sat, 8pm
(also Sat, 2pm); Sun 2 and 7pm. Through Feb 9.
Lauren Gunderson’s drama explores the life of
groundbreaking early 20th century astronomer
Henrietta Leavitt.

ongoing

The Book of Mormon Orpheum Theatre, 1192
Market, SF; www.shnsf.com. $60-120. Wed/15Sat/18, 8pm (also Sat/18, 2pm); Sun/19, 1 and
6:30pm. When approaching the oeuvre of South
Park creators Matt Stone and Trey Parker, it’s
best to check your political correctness at the
door. That’s certainly no less true of their 2011
Broadway musical The Book of Mormon,
co-penned with Robert Lopez (of Avenue Q
fame), despite the clean-scrubbed appearance
of their fumbling albeit well-intentioned missionary protagonists. Sent to Uganda for two years,
top mission pupil Elder Price (Nic Rouleau) and
his clumsy but affable partner Elder Cunningham
(A.J. Holmes) are faced with a village oppressed
by a scenery-chewing warlord, a demoralized
coterie of fellow missionaries who have yet to
have a successful conversion, and their own
fraught, odd-couple dynamic. Though it’s (very)
unlikely to convert you to the Church of LatterDay Saints, there’s a good chance you’ll want to
convert to the church of Parker and Stone, if you
haven’t already. (Gluckstern)
Major Barbara ACT’s Geary Theater, 415 Geary,
SF; www.act-sf.org. $20-140. Opens Wed/15,
8pm. Runs Tue-Sat, 8pm (Tue/21, show at 7pm;
additional shows Jan 22 and 29, 2pm); Sun,
2pm. Through Feb 2. American Conservatory
Theater performs a new production of George
Bernard Shaw’s political comedy.
The Oy of Sex Marsh San Francisco, 1062
Valencia, SF; www.themarsh.org. $20-100.
Thu/16-Fri/17, 8pm; Sat/18, 8:30pm.
Comedian Alicia Dattner performs her solo show,
based on her stories from her own life and love
addiction.
Pardon My Invasion Phoenix Theatre, 414
Mason, SF; pardonmyinvasion.brownpapertickets.com. $15-30. Thu-sat, 8pm; Jan 26, Feb

the selector

music

2, 2pm. Through Feb 8. A pulp fiction writer’s
characters come to life in this dark comedy by
Joy Culter.
Road Show Eureka Theatre, 215 Jackson, SF;
www.therhino.org. $15-30. Wed/15-Sat/18,
8pm; Sun/19, 3pm. This Stephen Sondheim
musical has suspiciously gone by several previous names, like someone on the lam: Gold!
(in one incarnation), Wiseguys (in a workshop
form), Bounce (in still another production), and
then Road Show (in the revised form that was
finally presented at New York’s Public Theater
in 2008). It gets its first Bay Area airing in this
unevenly cast but not uninteresting staging by
Theatre Rhinoceros and artistic director John
Fisher. No fan of the great Sondheim will want
to miss this, no matter what problems it may
have structurally (and it has problems structurally) or in performance (it has those too). Given
the context of Sondheim’s brilliant career and
unmistakable genius, Road Show proves an
intriguing evening even where it disappoints.
Set in the opening decades of the 20th century,
it’s the story of Addison Mizner (a boyishly gruff
and musically solid Bill Fahrner, well known veteran of 42nd Street Moon productions) and his
somewhat rascally brother Wilson (a sure Rudy
Guerrero), charged by their late father (a nicely
animated Kim Larsen) with making something of
themselves. This instigates their tempestuous
entrepreneurial journey from the Alaskan Gold
Rush to the Florida Real Estate boom of the
1920s, with trips home to their devoted, doting
mother (Kathryn Wood) whenever they fail or fall
out with one another. Musical director and piano
accompanist Dave Dobrusky (also of musical
mavens 42nd Street Moon) gets hardworking
performances from the cast (some of whom can
nevertheless stray at times much further than
the rambling brothers at the center of the story).
But the love-hate relationship between the
brothers, or the doomed big romance between
Addison and a handsome scion of an industrial
magnate (an inconsistent but charming Michael
Doppe), never makes much dramatic sense.
Everyone seems too disagreeable to be considered somehow irresistible. However, some shaky
singing aside, there is much to admire in the
musical — it’s a Sondheim after all, witty and
often beguiling to the ear and imagination. But if
Sondheim’s music and lyrics are the road, John
Weidman’s book is all over the place. By the end
it seems as if a four-hour saga had been folded
up like a roadmap along all the wrong creases, a
doubtful package best tucked once again into an
out-of-the-way drawer. (Avila)
The Speakeasy Undisclosed location (ticket
buyers receive a text with directions), SF; www.
thespeakeasysf.com. $60-90 (add-ons: casino
chips, $5; dance lessons, $10). Thu-Sat, 7:40,
7:50, and 8pm admittance times. Through
March 15. Boxcar Theatre presents Nick A.
Olivero’s re-creation of a Prohibition-era saloon,
resulting in an “immersive theatrical experience
involving more than 35 actors, singers, and
musicians.”
The Tempest Thick House, 1695 18th St, SF;
www.doitliveproductions.com. $15. Thu/16
and Sun/19, 7pm; Fri/17-Sat/18, 8pm. At the
outset of Do It Live! Productions’ staging of
Shakespeare’s late play, scenic designer Yusuke
Soi sums up a serene faraway landscape in an
exquisite single stroke — a sloping, flat-topped
dodecagon of buffed wood occupying the
vast center of the small stage. Wooden hinges
provide several footholds for climbing, and a
thick rope dropping from the flies allows rapid
motion across the surface, down which actors
can also slide from peak to floor with practically
the velocity of a fall. That impressive structure
is unfortunately the smoothest aspect of the
production, however, since the unfurling of the
story and speech is by contrast too unsettled in
co-directors Will Hand and Kenny Toll’s compact
staging. They find opportunities here and there
for the actors to take flight in dynamic relation to
the set, but not as many as you might imagine,
and the cast — led by a capable but somewhat
colorless Bill Peters as Prospero — is not equally
up to the dramatic flights either. Themes of
revenge, subjugation, love, and service mingle
fitfully here, without any clear distillation of the
many-hued drama. The high comical scene with
Stephano (Nick Medina), Trinculo (Anthony
Agresti), and a terrified, then soused Caliban (a
sinewy, tattooed Caleb Cabrera) comes off as
one of the more effective scenes (thanks especially to Medina’s robust performance), but it
stands out more by contrast than anything else.
(Avila) 2
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