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What lies inside all of it’s doors and when they slam, what is that shriek that creeks around 
you?  

Who paid to put this church up? Who knows how long the muck continues and where? Is the 
resistance in responsibility yours? Mine? 
who shares god today? It is only a church 
mind. A mind of church. A way to think. Who 
caresses the objects that lie in the rain? 
Who wonders why the chairs are not there 
for your broken ass? Your broken badass 
church. What if the doors were open and 
with out a way to pay? Could you? Would you 
pay? Where is the line between mine and 
yours? Where is your sadness when you 
cannot play in church today? Where is the 
holding? Who is holding? When did my 
church not become your church? What is the 
magic? Where does that live? And where 
does it die? When I say yes yes yes play in 
that church, is it a command? Someone leading the line? Is it holding you? Is it there to rescue 
you? God save us all now and who is saving them? 

Where are the priest and priestess in all of us? 

She never is tired of the sorting between crude and glistening sun on glass object window 
glass in our church. Light in our lives. Lightness in our mishaps. And stones weight, misread 
notions of shared space. I won. You won. You and me won again. What about my weighted 
responsible hands? They give, don’t they give? My weighted responsible heart. She is your 
mother, your sister your father? And our authority? Our church? The messy institution is 
weeping a little bit just a little. But, you get to dance all day. How could you be so hopeless? 
We all could dance everyday. Where and why do we need the church? To cry and wine. To need. 
To break face. To need a laugh. To pray for those who do not make or take this empty space.  

We tug and carry the church along.      And what drives you away this time? 
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TROPICAL ESCAPE #1 Reviewed by Jennifer Polins 

Created and performed by Marcio Canabarro and Csaba Molnar. Premiered in 
Budapest at Arthus Theater  in May 2015. German premiere at Ponderosa TanzLand 
Festival, July 11, 2015. 

For the past 15 years, The Pondersoa TanzLand Festival has hosted subversive 
summer programming geared towards improvisational performance practices that 
focus on acknowledging space and place, include politics and infuse somatics. The 
festival is housed in a stone and brick- 500-year-old farm complex that has been 
slowly transformed into a lively community and artist residency, 50 minutes from 
Berlin on the Polish border. 

The Kuhstall- once a massive cow barn, now boasts a 3000sq foot dance 
studio/performance space. Vivid and beautiful is an understatement. Ancient tree 
trunks whittled into beams jut 
out on angles and clay-brick 
walls and wooden ceilings 
frame the white dance floor. 
The Kuhstall has framed an 
impressive list historical 
performances, process 
oriented experiments, and been 
an incubator for initial 
research for many 
international performance 
practitioners.        

Tropical Escape #1 - heavy with 
tanztheater grandeur, 
sprinkled with virtuosic male technique, and cut just at the 
right moments with informality is “totally Ponderosa”.   The work is the first 
full evening duet by collaborators Marcio Canabarro (Brazil) and Csaba Molnar 
(Hungary). The choreographers describe Tropical Escape as a “study of filthy 
dreams.” Mr. Canabarro was a P.O.R.C.H festival participant and collaborator 
with two of Ponderosa’s most influential and dedicated queer teaching artists:  
P.O.R.C.H facilitator and visionary: Peter Pleyer, a Ponderosa’s poster boy: Keith 
Hennessey. Canabarro and Molnar- work as technical multi skilled drag queens 
to create a fantasy world where otherness is the norm and transformations of 
space and character and narrative abound.  The work is laboratory of raunchy 
references that honor and steal from their trainings and influences and is an 
inspirational example of how workshop materials can be transformed into art. 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 7. 
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Forever	
  Lingering	
  In	
  Every	
  Situation	
  
	
  Joy	
  Miriama	
  Smith	
  

On Not Whiteness and the (False) 
Anonymity of the Dance Joy Miriama Smith 

 
there was an action. a dance in oil. a ritual. a fake healing. 
a coconut oil marinade.  
only to be there for few moments. starting in a counting 
meditation. stillness. a free multi-intersectional communal 
massage. 
no eyes. but then. to move. to become part of the sea of 
flesh. hair. skin. oil. hair. skin. oil. slick sounds. 
non sexual intimacy. some smells.but then. i recognized 
some smell. is this you? is this me? am i safe. did we talk 
about agency? did we talk about non verbal communication? 
did we talk about consent? 
awareness steeps, as the oil sinks into my thirsty skin. 
my hair. is not like anyone else's hair. my skin is not like 
anyone else's skin. i start to become hyper aware. whose 
body is this? this is not my body. the notion of the one 
chocolate chip, in a sea of varying shades of {perceived} 
whiteness. the piercings, the 
texture, the smell, the hair. i 
cannot pass. i feel very.   
 
later. 
 
i read an essay on Whiteness. a 
thing which i am not, nor 
do i strive to be. there is no 
passing here. no free pass. 
Whiteness? what is this? a 
notion a concept? a position, a way out. an absence of 
accountability? 
a departure from a culture, an adaptation? a mutation? 
where are the roots? who are your ancestors? are you 
really the majority? 
are there only two choices? white 
or 
not 
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The Role of Somatics 
Eva Karczag ��Article written for the 
ArtEZ Press publication Ballet 
Why, and How?  

Somatics are no longer the little-
known esoteric practices they were 
in the early 1970s when I first met 
up with them, practiced by a few 
individuals working on the fringes 
of the dance world. Especially 
during the last decade or so, many 
Somatic forms are included in the 

training programs of major dance institutions and mainstream dance companies. 
The simple reason for this is that Somatic techniques work. They encourage 
dancers and dance students to immerse themselves in investigations of their 
own physical structure and patterns of use. Increased awareness leads to a 
more nuanced understanding of their body, with greater respect and trust in 
its intelligence. What goes on inside the body has undeniable impact on what is 
seen from the outside - the look of a movement is different when awareness is 
honed and when internal connections that create each movement are 
considered. Somatic techniques establish the practice of paying attention to 
internal sensation, and they provide a way of attuning to the micro-movement 
that is the foundation of all movement. An additional and important benefit, 
observed repeatedly in dance programs and dance companies, through research 
as well as through personal experiences, is that dancers schooled somatically 
are less prone to injury.  

One way of using Somatics is to improve already existing forms. However, many 
dance artists are delving deeper, into the philosophies underlying these 
practices in order to chart new territory and open up new ways of working, be 
it training, creating or performing. It is this latter use that interests me.  

As well as developing the discipline of a rigorous Somatic-based practice 
where physical exploration allows for and stimulates personal discovery, in 
techniques such as the various forms of Release (eg, Skinner Releasing and 
Anatomical Release) classes are not just about refining the body but are 
structured to generate multi- directional availability in each student by 
sharpening their curiosity, igniting their imagination, and engaging them in the 
immediacy and challenge of continually examining movement and compositional 
choices. Students are taught to take responsibility for themselves and, 
through connecting with their own sources and resources, they are schooled 
to become inquiring and innovative artists in their own right. This focus on 
creative process and decision making feeds the development of a maker. In 
today’s world, where creativity is increasingly valued more than rote learning 
and where workers in all fields are more often required to contribute ideas 
and not merely to follow orders, where most dancers will not find 
employment in established dance companies but will need to rely on their own 
initiatives and entrepreneurship, this seems to be not merely one option out of 
many but an immediate necessity.  CONTINUED ON PAGE 5 
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Quicksand writing by Sandra Wieser 
 
Is that chicken going through the 
garden  
Or is the garden going through that 
chicken 
Know what I mean? 
Interpenetration 
 
A sense of return 
The magic diluted in the absence of 
magic  
Something about the way we intergrate 
our practices  
 
No chameleons around here 
The colors running down our skins 
Awkwardly visible  
Camouflage printing	
  

SOMATICS continued by Eva Karczag 

During the recent Conscious Body 
conference in Paris, an interdisciplinary 
dialog between dancers and 
neuroscientists, Steve Paxton spoke about 
his groundbreaking work as an improviser 
and innovator to a group of students from 
Université Paris 8. He began with the 
questions: have you examined what you mean 
by dance, since in that thought is the seed 
of your dancing and your development, and 
do you have any concept of yourself in 
movement? Many of us, who are freelance 
dance artists working in experimental 
idioms, have asked versions of these 
questions. Students need to be encouraged 
to shape their own physical and creative 
practices so that they, too, will be 
motivated to ask similar questions and have 
the ability and skills to discover their own 
answers. When students are only 
stimulated to perfect what is already 
known, and space is not given for entering 
the unknown, then learning stays within 
recognized parameters. The possibility for 
invention can happen only when notions of 
right and wrong are discarded, and 
students are taught to value their 
impulses, aspirations and preferences. As 
Deborah Hay so fittingly puts it, the dancer 
can redefine his or her role “as a site for 
inquiry.”  

Using Somatics in the training of dancers 
within applications that are not limited to 
simply the physical but also include 
intellectual and creative considerations, is 
surely the way into a future where dancing 
and dance making are responsive to 
changing contexts and new worldviews and 
trends. In my own teaching I have seen over 
and over again that it is possible to train 
students for a career in dance through 
humane health-promoting methods that 
generate experiences of both kinesthetic 
and intellectual delight.  

Conscious Body conference 
http://theconsciousbodymeeting.wordpress.c
om/ Deborah Hay 
http://www.deborahhay.com/ ��The expression 
"kinesthetic delight" is from Barbara Dilley  
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FOUR HAIKUS by Kentaro 
inspired by Marcio Canabarro & Czaba Molnar’s Tropical Escape No 1 
 
 
Alien ant dicks 
emerge from the great mother, 
so full of bright cum. 
 
 
  Cake cake cake! Yum yum! 
  Thanks for the cake Marcio, 
  the dance was nice too. 
 
 
     Moving then talking 
     about old paintings and AIDS— 
     two-spirit hoop dance. 
 
 
        Queer is not here yet. 
        Right now flows out the 
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BOOK TEXT by Steph Maher 
EXCERPT 
 
There has been a great robbery. We 
could have read deluz. We say We do 
not have the time but We have been 
robbed. We could have lifted this 
table and it would have flown like a 
flying saucer.We are not always this 
strong. Our persecution has been 
locked in a box. a book not opened is a 
world  not opened. We will not  roll 
in squeeze out or suggest a corner to 
inhabit. dance in this corner or that 
corner of the room. what robs us of 
our freedom? a portion of the brain 
is to undermined, too physical, too 
small too lazy. stipulation occurs 
continually . our robbery has 
blocked this mechanism, this door. 
robbed us a way in. robbed us a way 
out. 
 
connected I am touching the floor. do 
you understand? I am touching the 
floor. I  am rolling across your back. 
you are a book. you were left on the 
bed you were not under the covers 
she  made love. you were not the 
deciding factor. you were treated 
with care. you were held with dry 
ancient fingers you were seen by men 
by woman by children you were used 
to hold the papers down you were 
there to elevate a plant, a  real 
living creature, a needy pot, a needy 
bit of oxygen. but  water spilled on 
you. you were soil, water, yellowed 
disrupted. you have not helped 
anyone. you were thrown down you 
were lifted up you were erased and 
burned history has made you the seat 
of power. you are still referring to 
Aristotle and Plato. where is my 
Deluz? where is he? what is it? what 
is this time?   
 
 
 

	
  

	
   give me a sense of the 
temperature, when to breath. 
when to get water .when to 
dissolve. you have robbed my ears 
. listening and you do not go 
together. the competition is 
immense.  you rob me of all my 
attention. and you strike 
sentences! a few words. memory 
is not your friend. you are soooo 
long so weighted so trivial. so 
smart. you have robbed my days, 
my nights, my windows of 
opportunity. you have robbed the 
right time to seed and you have 
still given me life. it is not 
without you . thou are not life.  
 
you are a bastard you are a cheat 
you a racist you are not seeing 
woman or man or other you are 
not accepting the other . but you 
are our only chance.there you 
are! so  out of reach. you are so 
far from war. you are so far from 
death from beating from smiles 
you are so far away. but you are 
in this country, in this town on 
this land. 

and you have given mouths so 
much pleasure. we can talk about 
you endlessly rudely critically 
we can re write you  
painstakingly.we quote you. we 
can hold you as the most 
powerful tool the world knows. 
but you have escaped our 
attention again and again.  
 
cat you stroke my hand? can’t you 
lead me into the underworld of 
your armpit can’t you jump over my 
mountain back my mountain 
shoulder? 
 

	
   Can’t you stroke my hand? can’t 
you lead me into the 
underworld of your armpit 
can’t you jump over my mountain 
back my mountain shoulder? 
 
 you can not  slide your wrist 
in-between gripping hands and 
feet going in no direction at 
the same time. you can not hold 
this chaos  you can not sweep 
me off my feet and smash me 
playfully to the ground. you 
can not control the erotic and 
continue to fold the hips at the 
same time you 
can not 
perceive the 
light hitting 
the wall and  
be the 
tracking  the 
curve of the 
spine without 
manipulating 
them into your 
bed. you can 
not hold the 
atmosphere responsible for 
what happened. for your yawn, i 
yawn and  you do not know why? 
you can not answer that! why 
do I yawn and you yawn and 
seven million animals are 
contagiously yawning all at the 
same time directly as we speak! 
 
what part of my brain don’t you 
understand. where did you get 
that sense of  validation? 
where did  you get  that stamp 
of approval? which library do 
you go to?	
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TROPICAL ESCAPE review by Jen Polins Continued from Page 2, photos Tom Doherety 

Audience enters the Kuhstall that is distorted into fantasy world with a movie soundtrack of “King Kong” 
blasting many balloons  and the floor is textured with a layer of inflated, milky 
plastic, taped down around the edges with lights shining softly from underneath. 
A massive balloon of plastic lurks in the corner. As the audience sits an air pump 
interrupts the music and starts to loudly inflate a giant dark plastic figure that 
sags and waves with the force of the air. Soon the “mother figure” as the 
choreographers describe her, becomes animated by a body moving it from the 
inside, dancing gestural choreography to the epic music for our amusement. A 
quick deflation reveals Canabarro and Molnar- adorned in balloons sticking up 
out of their heads and bodies held on with pantyhose that blur the 
characteristics of their faces and genetalia. They proceed with the best 
rendition of “L’apres-midi Dun Faune” that I have ever seen- literally to the music 
of Debussy. Balloons under their heels force them to dance for the entire 

section on relevee. The duet is committed to their choreography to the point of absurdity, intertwining balloons and 
bodies into cliché sexual innuendoes, two bare assed fawns- throwing in balletic vocabulary- so irreverent it becomes 
relevant. 

 Canabarro describes the performance as a “collage of fiction and hollywood, porn, Italian movies, South 
American soap operas, French ballets, entertainment figures, birthday parties and rituals.” Another theme is the 
dramatic sound of popping balloons- balloons pop- filled with clothes that are put on, balloons pop - filled with flour 
and glitter and colored liquids that fill the space and cover the performers, popping balloons activate the space with a 
violent explosive sound that snaps us to attention. 

An Italian Soap opera sound track begins a lip sink duet between the performers who create a literal theatrical 
scene that slips into abstractions and alternate scenarios.  A porn movie soundtrack takes over, the lip sinking pauses 
and a post-modern Cunninghamesque duet develops. The climax of the piece happens with the long drawn out climax in 
the sound- as the dancers commit to lip-sinking with choreography that again transforms the multiple orgasms into 
alternate scenarios- ending with Canabarro mouthing “YES- YES- OH MY GOD- YES” as he fakes his suicide.  

The work ends with a laid back, personal lecture revealing the theoretical inspirations and processes behind 
the work. References span from the literature to fine art to dance: see list at end of article. There is a slide show and 
the performers merge their own histories with the histories of visual artists- performance artists- dance theorists and 
composers.  

  Peter Pleyer remarked that this new work is entirely self-produced and the set, costumes, and script is created 
by the performers for each performance. It takes the dancers about five hours to set up, with materials that fill a huge 
space but can be transported in one suitcase. Canabarro was Pleyer’s student and performer in INVISIBLE 
UNDERCURRENT- where Pleyer recognized compatible making strategies such as: “a newly discovered interest in EPIC- 
newly discovered interest in collage, interest in the juxtaposition of artifice against informal/ found against personal- 
a playful inquiry posed in coffee table speech- a theatrical confusion in what is performative and what is casual.”  

Pleyer shared-“ that as a teacher and choreographer who works 
with people- its very rewarding to see smart dancers developing work 
from the teaching on such a level- without being to obedient to the 
exercises. He spoke of LOVE being an essential element in his work- and 
that the element of love was clearly present to make a work like this- to 
share it with Ponderosa and the festival- the love for the place- the 
love for the studio- it will not look at good anywhere else.” 

references: Jean Auguste Dominique Ingres/ La Grande Odalisque / 1814, 
Guerrilla Girls / 1985 , Mary Beth Edelson / Some Alive American Women 
Artists / Last Supper / 1972, Marcel Duchamp / L.H.O.O.Q. /1919, Marcel 
Duchamp / Rrose Sélavy, Testo Junkie: Sex , Drugas and Biopolitics in the 
pharmacopornographic era/ Beatriz Preciado / 2013, Disidentifications: 
Queers of Color and the Performance of Politics / José Esteban Muñoz/ 
1999, Carrie Mae Weems/ from the series Ain´t Joking : Mirror Mirror / 
1987-88, Karen Finley, King King Theory / Virginie Despentes / 2006, Paul Gauguin / Te Arii Vahine / 1896, Eduard Manet / 
Olympia / 1863, Nijinsky / L’Après-midi d'un Faune / 1912Dancenoise,T. Osa Hidalgo - De L a Riva / Two Spirits: Native 
Lesbians and Gay Men / for Royal Eagle-Bear Productions / 1992Merce Cunningham / 1968, Andy Warhol, Fred Herko, Jack 
Smith, Crusing Utopia: The Then and There of Queer Futurity/ José Esteban Muñoz / 2009. 
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Writing by Eva Kartzac Ponderosa 
2015 
 
E writing after giving 
Patience is a state of being. I watch 
this apple ripen. It sings “red” and 
“ruby” and “why do you stay so long 
with me?” I answer by staying, and 
know not myself . . . .  yet . . . yet . . 
.   gather the treasures of early 
morning sunrise, and begin to see the 
meandering way forward. This leads 
me, guides me, and so I stay. 
  
E writing after receiving 
Fish swim in water. We swim on land. 
Catching currents and eddies we travel 
waterways and air waves, until a small 
gesture of hand or knee, telling this 
story or that, drops into our path and 
sends us spinning. A top. A tip. Tip-
tapping gently, rain falls, soaking the 
countryside. 
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