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REVIEW

Spoken
words,
flowing
[imbs

David Rousséve’s
‘Saudade’ weaves a
bittersweet African
American tale.

HARLES MeNULTY
fHEATER CRITIC

“Saudade,” the untranslat-
able title of David Rousséve's
dance-theater piece, which

uns through Sunday at the

Freud Playhouse courtesy of
UCLA Live, Is a Portuguese
word encompassing longing
for what has been lost and
hope for its unlikely return.
The meaning is as emotionally
rich as it is elusive — qualities
that fit this meditative col-
lage, which is suffused with
mourning, mystery and more
than a little head-scratching
mayhem,

Working again with Reality,
his multiethnic, transnational
L.A.-based company, Rous-
séve narrates a series of slip-
pery, highly subjective explo-
rations into the “bittersweet”
experience of being. The
monologues he delivers, spo-
ken in the Southemn cadences
of African American charac-
ters (including a former slave
girl who has learned to write
and a mother trying to rescue

'r babjes in Katrina-flooded
.vew Orleans), are incorporat-
ed in a kaleldoscope of video
projections, eclectic world
dance selections and bursts of
movement theater that often
seem uncorked from Improvi-
sational games. Fado, a folksy
Portuguese blues, provides

miteinal hallaet
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BODILY NARRATIVE: Movement and monologue pro-
pel David Rousséve, background, and Olivier Tarpaga.

David
Rousseéve/
Reality

Where: Freud Playhouse,
UCLA, Westwood

When: 8 p.m. Friday and
Saturday; 7 p.m. Sunday.
Ends Sunday.

Price: $34 and $46
Contact: (310) 825-2101 or
www.uclalive.org

Running time: 1 hour, 40
minutes

Moving incrementally and
at times sluggishly across the
stage — the passage is made
deliberately eplc — Rousséve
appears in no hurry to get to
his final destination. Dread-
locks going gray cap a grace-
ful, not-yet-old frame. Yet the
past weighs down the present.
The struggles of black Ameri-
cans — oppression and abuse,
poverty and neglect, AIDS
and allenation — register in
the body of this dancer-chore-
ographer, whose death-
haunted imagination is drawn
to the polarity and paradox of
bondage and antic freedom,

There's mention early on of
& woods, and [t's hard not to
hear echoes of Dante's open-
ing to "Inferno”; “When I had
Journeyed half of our life's
way,/ I found myself within a
shadowed forest) for I had
lost the path that does not
stray.” Dante's collective no-
tion of “our life” is particularly
apt, as Rousséve moves from
the personal to the historical
and on to the universal.

Circulating  around our
storyteller, guide and existen-
tial condult is a frenzy of phys-
ical activity. The seven per-
formers in Rousséve's orbit —
many of them former gradu-
ate students from . UCLA's
world arts and cultirés de-
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partment, where he's a profes-
sor of choreography — press
upon us an awareness of thejr

life. We hear thelr
breath rumble through thelr
throats and chests. We see
their vulnerability as they fall
to the ground or get beaten.
We gape as they descend into

the overall look of the produc-
tion has & remarkable integri-
ty. A scenic backdrop, de-
signed by Peter Melville, re-
sembles a crossword puzzle
Hied i David Porrts ghting
in. 's
_adds ~hallucinatory lustér.
Ashley 'Hunt's video effects
subliminal e
I some of the images seeém
overwrought- (a woman *on
film crying as she.stuffs chile
peppers into her mouth) or je-
june (mutine ‘explosions-&f
wearying horseplay), the
piece ultimately attains that
philosophical state, in
after an episode of grief, a glinit
of sunlight or a fragrant
breeze can simuluneou"ay
molsten your eyes and leave

you smiling in gratitude. ‘Z.
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