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From the Aussie tabs to the stage: Ros Warby and Lucy Guerin in Robbery Waitress on Bail

Lih. v Guenn pays

careful artention to form.

When, n

Tivo Lres. she shows the same briet,
quiet solo performed by herself, then
Rebecea Hilton, then Ros W, arby, she
burns the steps into our brains, but al
s0 invites us to compare individuals,
We might be warching a diving com-
perition, bur without the onus of de-
ciding who's best. And, since
cach woman repeats the solo
at the beginning of the
dance’s second section, we
see 1t six nmes,

At first, the women are
pretematurally saff. The skirts
of their short, cream-colored
frocks stand out from their
thighs on small hoops.
Margic Medlin lights them
harshly from overhead. David
Chesworth's sound score is
minimal—vague hummings,
a distant train, wind chimes.
When the women advance
together on a diagonal, now
in sync, now oddly not, they
'|T]Ib|'|.‘t be dalls. There’s a hint
of confrontaton: d.unn cat
claws; Warby repeatedly
touching Hilton’s shoulders,
then opening her arms
jerkaly; Warby shpping from
the circle of Hilton’s arms to
lie still.

The second hall' is iden-
tical, but movements are
now allowed to breathe and
stretch and melt. The women
= wear colored silk dresses; the
lighting is misty, prone to
bursts of red, blue, fuchsia.
The elegant, crvstalline strue-

L

ture tugs against the enigma of these
women: Guerin sensuous even when
SCCIMING SITUIE 0n wires, Hilton bold
and forthright, Warby delicare, sharp,
slightly sour-faced

Robbery Waitress on Bail takes its
title from a banal newspaper story i
Guerin’s native Australia. A robber
takes a waitress hostage; she turns
out to be his girlfriend and accom-
plice. We read the report on overhead
projecrions, In the dance, character
and event figure as evasive fragments,
I'he story has gener ated movement
l11chl.r|.|.lm!nl\htll.u.l} as to remind me
of the way a Balinese legong or a Ja-
vanese hmhmn conveys a ;‘nrnnn of
narrative by a flick of the finger, a
sudden urn away. We don’t strive to
interpret the way the dancers sud-
denly acquire rubber legs that col
lapse and snap straight like those
jointed toys strung on elastic. Fear
maybe. Or conniving. Yet we casily
see a stff hand dug into another’s
throar as the threateming knife. When
Guerin dances with Yarby holding
|er Ia\. the shoulder, we may read
1|.|uta|_|t Twisting hands could be
de 1|u1i_ cards or washing. At the end,
the women sit '-Illlnpui th_hl!\i the
back wall, Lmunrm hips rising and
falling— presenting a dual vision of
Pl'l‘:]i[l,[ .'||'|\I wanion l'r“r LILILI!I\
handles her material with delicate
clarity, insists on nothing. The result
is beautiful, thoughtful work. Dare |
call it “winning ™ IV
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