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in ‘The End of Things".

W HE End of Thi the Melbourne-
Thased lu{y Gﬁﬁtﬁompﬂnm is one
of the finest pieces of contem
dance, local or imported, seen here for
a long time.

Its power and comic beauty imposed
a spellbound hush on ﬂ'lu;ynpanmg
night audience, a tribute to the elegant
thoroughness with which director-
choreographer Guerin and her dancers,
designers and technicians have devel-
0] and polished this imaginative
work.

The End of Things also has a perfectly
judged length — 50 minutes —
strengthening its case for having a run
beyond its short festival season. _

The work is open to many interprei-
ations, perhaps most obviously that it is
about loneliness, missed opportunities
and coping with disappointment. At its
ﬁu‘e ﬂmvgzrh Pad:ﬁ!uk. a proficient

cer su| me, as gawky as
Jacques Tati and as apprehensive as

"Buster Keaton. He's a sad sack who
COIMmes across as Em-;m n's socig
inept and sexually deprived mmiaﬂy

He weeters and slides in and out of

iy appeal
by Chaplinesque bathos. Patrick’s per-
%:fﬁymm- the lite mh?
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