
  

Dancing 

Locally, 

Stepping 

Globally 
Many hundreds of people 

turned up for the free open-air 
dance performances at Lincoln 
Center on Saturday evening and 
Sunday afternoon in Damrosch 

Park. The dances 
AL ASTAIR covered quite a 

range, deriving from 
MACAUL ACAULAY the Ivory Coast, Hai- 

ti, Brazil and, well, 
 gikok the Alps. That i is, the 

Alps as rendered by 
Rodgers, Hammerstein and Hol- 
lywood. 

Are there sociologists at work 
tracing the influence of Julie An- 

~ drews on child consciousness 
over the last five decades? The 
recent London and New York 

stage productions of “Mary Pop- 
pins,” “Thoroughly Modern Mil- 
lie” and “The Sound of Music” 
are all part of this phenomenon, 
as is the British cult show “Sing- 
a-long-a Sound of Music.” 

The choreographer Doug 
Elkins’s “Fraulein Maria” (seen 

on Saturday night) helps us to la- 
bel this aspect of culture “Ac- 

knowledge Your Own Inner Julie  



  

Rhode Island Gallery 
Nears Completion © 

Construction continues on 
the Chace Center, above, the 
Rhode Island School of De- 
sign Museum’s new gallery 
space. The five-story, 43,000- 
square-foot glass-and-brick 
center, designed by the 
Pritzker Prize-winning archi- 
tect José Rafael Moneo, is 

scheduled to open on Sept. 27. 
Museum employees, left, are 

moving pastels and paintings 
from the museum’s perma- 
nent collection to their new 
home.    



  

    Weather map appears on Page A20.   

? Washington Edition 
“All the News 3 Today, mostly sunny, highs 90 to 95. 

Tonight, mainly clear, much cooler, 
That’s Fit to Print” é lows 60 to 65. Tomorrow, plentiful 

sunshine, pleasant, highs 80 to 85. 
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The Kotchegna Dance Company performing an Ivory Coast stilt dance at Damrosch Park on Sunday as partof the Lincoln Center Out of Doors festival. 
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hills-are-alive enthusiasm but 
then undercuts the romance with 

smart-aleck jokes. 

“Maria” was preceded by Step 
Afrika!, the first American com- 
pany devoted to “stepping.” This, 
in its percussive nature, rhyth- 
mic intensity and African 

sources, had more in common 
with the three companies that 

| performed the following after- 
noon, over three hours, as part of , 
“Heritage Sunday.” The Center 

for Traditional Music and Dance 
is celebrating both its 40th anni- 
versary and its 10th year of per- 
forming outdoors at Lincoln Cen- 
er: “Heritage Sunday” was pre- 

.sented under its aegis. 
I’m happy to learn about forms 

| of music and dance about which I 
know little, and I like best the les- 

sons that come from live per- 

formance. The stepping of Step 
Afrika! is fun for its physical in- 
tricacy. Even when the perform- 
ers maintain a steady meter, they 
make it intricate by their mixture 
of tapping, clapping, slapping dif- 
ferent body parts, and — a regu- 

lar trick — clapping hands under 
a raised thigh. 

Sunday’s three companies 
were as obviously different from 
one another in sound and dance 
as you would expect from 

troupes representing the African- 
Brazilian culture of Salvador, the 
part-African culture of Haiti, and 
the African culture of the Ivory 
Coast. But they all tended to 
produce a complex intensity of 
drum rhythms that was seldom if 
ever matched by the dancing. 

At the end of the Kotchegna 
troupe’s performance of Ivory 
Coast pieces, the dancers actual- 
ly became a backing group be- 
hind the drummers, who moved 
to center stage, an order that 
seemed much more appropriate. 
These drummers, like the Brazil- 
ian and Haitian ones, were the 
real core of the performance. 

Listening to and watching the 
African-Brazilian Ologundé en- 
semble, I often found it hard to 
trace the rhythmic connection of 
dance to music, and sometimes of 
one drum to another. We were 
shown candomblé, maculélé, the 
relatively familiar and acrobatic 
capoeira and the samba de roda 
(whose roots are traced to Ango- 
la). 

All of them proved vividly pic- 
turesque. The samba de roda, for 

example, had three women in 
huge, bright-colored crinolines 
(when these swirled high, you 
could see their pantaloons above 
their bare feet), circling, stepping 
and occasionally bumping bellies. 
In the maculélé, the men wore 
long grass skirts. You saw brisk 

ROBERT STOLARIK FOR THE NEW YORK TIMES 

The dance troupe Step Afrika! at Damrosch Park on Saturday. 
  

footwork, and yet often you 
couldn’t feel it because it seemed 

* lost amid the maze of drum noise. 
Kotchegna featured eight fe- 

male dancers, moving almost en- 
tirely as an ensemble in various 
formations, especially lively in 
the action of thigh and shoulders. 
But they came and went as if 
they were never more than an oc- 
casional adornment to the music. 
When male dancers appeared, it 
was as soloists. 

Two masked men on astonish- 
ingly tall stilts alternated in spec- 
tacular feats. But the drums 
homed in attentively on other 

male dancing, both by one 
masked zaoli dancer (represent- 
ing, they said, the ghost ofa 
mourned woman) and, more bril- 
liantly, by successive male danc- 
ers, rapidly prancing barefoot on 
the spot as if equaling the drum- 
mers. 

The romantic in me wants to 
believe that all these dance forms 
are authentic and traditional; the 
realist recognizes that such 
things are uncertifiable, and that 
all of these performers are to 
some degree based in New York. 
When the musician Bonga, 
whose Vodou Drums represented 

Haiti, told us that voodoo had 
nothing to do with death but was 
solely spiritual, was he correct? 
He then explained that it was all 
to do with love; later he advised 
us to “have good sex.” Since the 
Haitian music he brought us in- 
cluded a cello (played pizzicato) 
and a didgeridoo (better known 
in Australian aboriginal music), 
all this raised more questions 

. than it answered, but it was also 
the most sensuous, the most ca- 
pable of instilling relaxation. 

My heart lifted nowhere more 
during all these performances 
than when watching the two fe- 
male “Haitian” dancers, Sheila 
Anozier and Belinda Becker. As 
they stepped, they kept their legs 
well apart, often rotating or 
thrusting their pelvises, some- 
times bending their torsos low in 
front, and often keeping their 
shoulders and arms in'lively play. 
Ms. Anozier danced with more vi- 
olence and excitation, but it was 
Ms. Becker who was a constant 
supply of dance pleasure. 

In one piece she kept a rapidly 
rhythmic ripple going from one 
thrusting arm through her pelvis 
to the opposite thigh; in another, 
her arms rose in upward spirals 
or downward circles. Her hand- 
some masklike face and broad 
shoulders naturally lifted to the 
light, but what she presented to 
us often seemed a private joy. 
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The Gaslight Anthem Brian Fallon, the band’s lead singer, performing at the Knitting Factory on Saturday. The group, from New Jersey , is to release a new album, “The ’59 Sound,” on Ti 

Telling Stories Inside Stories, in Songs With Shades of Punk 
A few months ago, the Web 

site Punknews.org reported a 
major scoop: the Gaslight An- 
them, a relatively unheralded 

MUSIC New Jersey band, 

would be touring 

REVIEW 
with its home 
state’s most fa- 
mous musical son, 

7 Bruce Spring- CARAMANICA : 
steen, as his back- 

ing troupe on a 2009 East Coast 
tour. 

It appeared to be a coup for 
this young band, which packs 
rich, lustrous songwriting into 
taut punk arrangements. Its cas- 
ually observed storytelling, over- 

flowing with detail, seethes with 
acool desperation reminiscent of 
Mr. Springsteen in the late ’70s. 

In the excitement of the news, 
it was easy to overlook the arti- 
cle’s date: April 1. 

So the Gaslight Anthem won’t 
be sharing the stage with Mr. 
Springsteen, at least not anytime 
soon. But its vigorous Saturday 
show at the Knitting Factory 
demonstrated why such a pair- 
ing wouldn’t seem so far-fetched. 
The band’s lead singer, Brian 

Fallon, has a controlled bark, all 
fuzzy edges around a clear, crisp 
center; it mirrors the band’s 
sound, which masks highly as- 

sured pop instincts underneath a 
ragged exterior. 

With precision and bravado, 
the group — Mr. Fallon, the gui- 
tarist Alex Rosamilia, the bassist 
Alex Levine and the drummer 
Benny Horowitz — churned 
through most of the songs from 
“The ’59 Sound” (SideOne- 
Dummy), its excellent new al- 

bum, which is to be released on 
Tuesday, and “Sink or Swim” 

(XOXO), one of last year’s most 
promising rock debuts. 

There were songs about wast- 
ed nights and the girls they’re 
wasted with, about dead-end jobs 
and their consequences. Charac- 

ters were generally identified by 
first name, creating an intimacy 
that managed to feel universal. 
And in several cases the stories 
in the songs mentioned other 
music: a soundtrack of a sound- 
track, if you will. 

The Gaslight Anthem is thick 
with references: hardcore, rock- 

abilly, classic soul, country-rock. 
On “Even Cowgirls Get the 
Blues,” Mr. Rosamilia played 
brawny, electric-blues-influenced 

guitar. And at the beginning of 
the encore, Mr. Fallon peeled off 
a few bars of “Ole,” by the goofy, 
well-established.New Brunswick 
punk band the Bouncing Souls, 

matching the lighthearted mood 
of the room. 

Here the band was among 
friends. It addressed one crowd- 
surfer by name and suffered 
good-natured ribbing from the 
audience (“Tune your guitar, 
Alex,” one fan screamed). When 
someone found a set of keys, he 
passed them to Mr. Fallon, who, 

between songs, tried (unsuccess- 
fully) to find their owner. 

Toward the end of the show, 

the band unwound a bit and be- 
gan indulging its soul fetish. “An- 
gry Johnny and the Radio” 
opened up to include the refrain 
from Sam Cooke’s “Chain Gang,” 

  

The Painter and the City: Parallel Tales of Growth 
From First Arts Page 

abolitionist movement was be- 

ginning to make inroads, howev- 
er, and Wright made at least one 

painting that suggests his views 

on slavery were not necessarily 
aligned with those of his subjects. 

The first gallery is filled with 
portraits of socially prominent 
Liverpudlians. Several have fan- 

ciful costumes and gestural affec- 
tations that reflect the younger 
generation’s tastes of the day. 
“Anna Ashton, Later Mrs. Thom- 
as Case” is dressed as a shep- 
herdess; “Fleetwood Hesketh,” 

in ajaunty red coat, sits cross- 

finger on an architectural plan of 
the Acropolis. Wright was a mas- 
ter of physical as well as intellec- 
tual flattery; he softened Clay- 
ton’s features while depicting her 
ruffled sleeves and black lace 
shawl in crisp detail. 

Another remarkable painting 
shows Richard Gildart, the mer- 
chant and sometime mayor of 
Liverpool, at 95 yet not the least 
bit feeble-looking. The portrait is 
flanked by two paintings of osten- 
tatiously accessorized young 
beauties: Mary Hunt, wearing a 
velvet ribbon choker, and an un- 
identified “Seated Woman” who 
cradles one of her pearlescent . 
drop earrings in her left hand. 

  

ONLINE: JOSEPH WRIGHT 

r A selection of his works on 

view at the Yale Center for 

British Art: 

nytimes.com/design 

  

grandfather of Charles Darwin 
and a doctor, poet and inventor, 
He appears flushed, with a red 
and yellow complexion. 

If the issue of slavery lurks in 
the background of Wright’s por- 
traits, it is unavoidable in “A Con- 
versation of Girls” (1770). In this 

painting three girls — two white, 
one black — surround an urn ona 
pedestal. The black girl, differen- 

brown-haired, keeps her dis- 

tance; the other, a redhead, 
grasps the bouquet and gives the 
viewer a searching look. 

In a catalog essay, the scholar 
Sarah Parsons suggests that the 
painting was Wright’s way of 
stirring discussion on slavery 
without going so far as to take a 
position that would threaten his 
livelihood. Her interpretation 
seems plausible, but the girls’ 

oddly adult features — compared 
with contemporaneous portraits 
of children in the next gallery — 
make them seem more like fig- 
ures in an allegory. 

A pair of paintings featuring 
children at play, “Two Boys Blow- 

~~ 

Rear  
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hills-are-alive enthusiasm but 
then undercuts the romance with 
smart-aleck jokes. 

“Maria” was preceded by Step 
| Afrika!, the first American com- 
pany devoted to “stepping.” This, 
in its percussive nature, rhyth- 
mic intensity and African 
_sources, had more in common 
with the three companies that 
performed the following after- 
noon, over three hours, as part of 

“Heritage Sunday.” The Center 
for Traditional Music and Dance 

| is celebrating both its 40th anni- 
| versary and its 10th year of per- 

| forming outdoors at Lincoln Cen- 
ter: “Heritage Sunday” was pre- 
sented under its aegis. 

I’m happy to learn about forms 
of music and dance about which I 
know little, and I like best the les- 
sons that come from live per- 
formance. The stepping of Step 
Afrika! is fun for its physical in- 
tricacy. Even when the perform- 
ers maintain a steady meter, they 
make it intricate by their mixture 
of tapping, clapping, slapping dif- 
ferent body parts, and — a regu- 
lar trick — clapping hands under 
araised thigh. 

Sunday’s three companies 
were as obviously different from 
one another in sound and dance 
as you would expect from 

troupes representing the African- 
Brazilian culture of Salvador, the 
part-African culture of Haiti, and 
the African culture of the Ivory, 
Coast. But they all tended to 
produce a complex intensity of 
drum rhythms that was seldom if 
ever matched by the dancing. 

At the end of the Kotchegna 
troupe’s performance of Ivory 
Coast pieces, the dancers actual- 
ly became a backing group be- 
hind the drummers, who moved 
to center stage, an order that 
seemed much more appropriate. 
These drummers, like the Brazil- 
ian and Haitian ones, were the 
real core of the performance. 

Listening to and watching the 
African-Brazilian Ologundé en- 
semble, I often found it hard to 
trace the rhythmic connection of 
dance to music, and sometimes of 
one drum to another. We were + 
shown candomblé, maculélé, the 
relatively familiar and acrobatic 
capoeira and the samba de roda 
(whose roots are traced to Ango- 
la). 

All of them proved vividly pic- 
turesque. The samba de roda, for 
‘example, had three women in 
huge, bright-colored crinolines 
(when these swirled high, you 
could see their pantaloons above 
their bare feet), circling, stepping 
and occasionally bumping bellies. 
In the maculélé, the men wore 
long grass skirts. You saw brisk 
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The dance troupe Step Afrika! at Damrosch Park on Saturday. 
  

footwork, and yet often you 
couldn’t feel it because it seemed 
lost amid the maze of drum noise. 

Kotchegna featured eight fe- 
male dancers, moving almost en- 

tirely as an ensemble in various 
formations, especially lively in 
the action of thigh and shoulders. 
But they came and went as if 
they were never more than an oc- 
casional adornment to the music. 
When male dancers appeared, it 
was as soloists. 

Two masked men on astonish- 
ingly tall stilts alternated in spec- 
tacular feats. But the drums 
homed in attentively on other 

male dancing, both by one 
masked zaoli dancer (represent- 
ing, they said, the ghost ofa 
mourned woman) and, more bril- 

liantly, by successive male danc- 
ers, rapidly prancing barefoot on 
the spot as if equaling the drum- 
mers. 

The romantic in me wants to 
believe that all these dance forms 
are authentic and traditional; the 
realist recognizes that such 
things are uncertifiable, and that 

all of these performers are to 
some degree based in New York. 
When the musician Bonga, 

whose Vodou Drums represented 

Haiti, told us that voodoo had 
nothing to do with death but was 
solely spiritual, was he correct? 
He then explained that it was all 
to do with love; later he advised 
us to “have good sex.” Since the 
Haitian music he brought us in- 
cluded a cello (played pizzicato) 
and a didgeridoo (better known 
in Australian aboriginal music), 
all this raised more questions 
than it answered, but it was also 
the most sensuous, the most ca- 
pable of instilling relaxation. 

My heart lifted nowhere more 
during all these performances 
than when watching the two fe- 
male “Haitian” dancers, Sheila 
Anozier and Belinda Becker. As 
they stepped, they kept their legs 
well apart, often rotating or 
thrusting their pelvises, some- 
times bending their torsos low in 
front, and often keeping their 
shoulders and arms in lively play. 
Ms. Anozier danced with more vi- 
olence and excitation, but it was 
Ms. Becker who was a constant 
supply of dance pleasure. 

In one piece she kept a rapidly 
rhythmic ripple going from one 
thrusting arm through her pelvis 
to the opposite thigh; in another, 
her arms rose in upward spirals 
or downward circles. Her hand- 
some masklike face and broad 
shoulders naturally lifted to the 
light, but what she presented to 
us often seemed a private joy. 

   



A few months ago, the Web 
site Punknews.org reported a 
major scoop: the Gaslight An- 
them, a relatively unheralded 

New Jersey band, 
MUSIC would be touring 
REVIEW with its home 

state’s most fa- 
ion mous musical son, 

caramanica Bruce Spring- 
steen, as his back- 

ing troupe on a 2009 East Coast 
tour. 

It appeared to be a coup for 
this young band, which packs 
rich, lustrous songwriting into 
taut punk arrangements. Its cas- 
ually observed storytelling, over- 

flowing with detail, seethes with 
a cool desperation reminiscent of 
Mr. Springsteen in the late ’70s. 

In the excitement of the news, 
it was easy to overlook the arti- 
cle’s date: April 1. 

So the Gaslight Anthem won’t 
be sharing the stage with Mr. 
Springsteen, at least not anytime 
soon. But its vigorous Saturday 
show at the Knitting Factory 
.demonstrated why such a pair- 
ing wouldn’t seem so far-fetched. 
The band’s lead singer, Brian 
Fallon, has a controlled bark, all 
fuzzy edges around a clear, crisp 
center; it mirrors the band’s 
sound, which masks highly as- 

u 9 

sured pop instincts underneath a 
ragged exterior. 

With precision and bravado, 
the group — Mr. Fallon, the gui- 
tarist Alex Rosamilia, the bassist 
Alex Levine and the drummer 
Benny Horowitz — churned 
through most of the songs from 
“The ’59 Sound” (SideOne- 
Dummy), its excellent new al- 
bum, which is to be released on 
Tuesday, and “Sink or Swim” 
(XOXO), one of last year’s most 
promising rock debuts. 

There were songs about wast- 
ed nights and the girls they’re 
wasted with, about dead-end jobs 
and their consequences. Charac- 

ters were generally identified by 
first name, creating an intimacy 
that managed to feel universal. 
And in several cases the stories 
in the songs mentioned other 
music: a soundtrack of a sound- 
track, if you will. 

The Gaslight Anthem is thick 
with references: hardcore, rock- 
abilly, classic soul, country-rock. 
On “Even Cowgirls Get the 
Blues,” Mr. Rosamilia played 
brawny, electric-blues-influenced 

guitar. And at the beginning of 
the encore, Mr. Fallon peeled off 
a few bars of “Ole,” by the goofy, 
well-established New Brunswick 
punk band the Bouncing Souls, 

matching the lighthearted mood 
of the room. 

Here the band was among 
friends. It addressed one crowd- 
surfer by name and suffered 
good-natured ribbing from the 
audience (“Tune your guitar, 
Alex,” one fan screamed). When 
someone found a set of keys, he 
passed them to Mr. Fallon, who, 
between songs, tried (unsuccess- 
fully) to find their owner. 

Toward the end of the show, 
the band unwound a bit and be- 
gan indulging its soul fetish. “An- 
gry Johnny and the Radio” 
opened up to include the refrain 
from Sam Cooke’s “Chain Gang,” 
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abolitionist movement was be- 
ginning to make inroads, howev- 

er, and Wright made at least one 
painting that suggests his views 
on slavery were not necessarily 

aligned with those of his subjects. 

The first gallery is filled with 
portraits of socially prominent 
Liverpudlians. Several have fan- 
ciful costumes and gestural affec- 

tations that reflect the younger 
generation’s tastes of the day. 

“Anna Ashton, Later Mrs. Thom- 
as Case” is dressed as a shep- 
herdess; “Fleetwood Hesketh,” 
in a jaunty red coat, sits cross- 

finger on an architectural plan of 
the Acropolis. Wright was a mas- 
ter of physical as well as intellec- 
tual flattery; he softened Clay- 
ton’s features while depicting her 
ruffled sleeves and black lace 
shawl in crisp detail. 

Another remarkable painting 
shows Richard Gildart, the mer- 
chant and sometime mayor of 
Liverpool; at 95 yet not the least 
bit feeble-looking. The portrait is 
flanked by two paintings of osten- 
tatiously accessorized young 
beauties: Mary Hunt, wearing a 
velvet ribbon choker, and an un- 
identified “Seated Woman” who 
cradles one of her pearlescent: 
drop earrings in her left hand. 
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A selection of his works on 

view at the Yale Center for 

British Art: 

nytimes.com/design 
  

grandfather of Charles Darwin 
and a doctor, poet and inventor. 
He appears flushed, with a red 
and yellow complexion. 

If the issue of slavery lurks in 
the background of Wright’s por- 
traits, it is unavoidable in “A Con- 
versation of Girls” (1770). In this 
painting three girls — two white, 
one black — surround an urn ona 
pedestal. The black girl, differen- 

_ brown-haired, keeps her dis- 
tance; the other, a redhead, 
grasps the bouquet and gives the 
viewer a searching look. 

In a catalog essay, the scholar 
Sarah Parsons suggests that the 
painting was Wright’s way of 
stirring discussion on slavery 
without going so far as to takea 
position that would threaten his 
livelihood. Her interpretation 
seems plausible, but the girls’ 
oddly adult features — compared 
with contemporaneous portraits 
of children in the next gallery — 
make them seem more like fig- 
ures in an allegory. 

A pair of paintings featuring 
; O “ 2, 8, bildren at pla hwo Bo Blow. 
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Dancing Locally, Stepping Globally 

By ALASTAIR MACAULAY 
  

Many hundreds of people turned up for the free open-air dance performances at Lincoln Center on Saturday 

evening and Sunday afternoon in Damrosch Park. The dances covered quite a range, deriving from the Ivory 

Coast, Haiti, Brazil and, well, the Alps. That is, the Alps as rendered by Rodgers, Hammerstein and 

Hollywood. 

Are there sociologists at work tracing the influence of Julie Andrews on child consciousness over the last five 

decades? The recent London and New York stage productions of “Mary Poppins,” “Thoroughly Modern 

Millie” and “The Sound of Music” are all part of this phenomenon, as is the British cult show “Sing-a-long-a 

Sound of Music.” 

The choreographer Doug Elkins’s “Fraulein Maria” (seen on Saturday night) helps us to label this aspect of 

culture “Acknowledge Your Own Inner Julie Andrews.” The audience gurgles with joy as the dancers hold up 

lengths of fabric to resemble the Alpine skyline; a white shirt is thrown over one summit to become a peak of 

snow. Then, yes, out comes a big shaven-headed man, then a woman, then another woman, all dressed 

identically as Julie, I mean Maria. 

It’s all so cheerfully emblematic of a higher silliness that it’s almost wonderful, and the audience loves 

boosting it with participation and applause. Key roles are played with gender-swapping and multiple casts. 

The giddy campiness of it all overflows when the eldest von Trapp girl, played by a large man receiving the 

attentions of an equally large man, responds to his (lip-synched) declaration of “I am 16, going on 17” by 

eagerly producing a tape measure to check out his veracity. 

Still, I wasn’t alone in tiring of it. (A 9-year-old boy beside me joined in the songs but was baffled by the 

dances.) Mr. Elkins’s dancers just aren’t precise enough to make the correspondence of dance to words or 

music delicious. And he doesn’t quite know how to acknowledge his own inner Julie: he keeps starting to 

release all that innocent hills-are-alive enthusiasm but then undercuts the romance with smart-aleck jokes. 

“Maria” was preceded by Step Afrika!, the first American company devoted to “stepping.” This, in its 

percussive nature, rhythmic intensity and African sources, had more in common with the three companies 

that performed the following afternoon, over three hours, as part of “Heritage Sunday.” The Center for 

Traditional Music and Dance is celebrating both its 4oth anniversary and its 10th year of performing 

outdoors at Lincoln Center: “Heritage Sunday” was presented under its aegis. 

I’m happy to learn about forms of music and dance about which I know little, and I like best the lessons that 

come from live performance. The stepping of Step Afrika! is fun for its physical intricacy. Even when the 

performers maintain a steady meter, they make it intricate by their mixture of tapping, clapping, slapping 

different body parts, and — a regular trick — clapping hands under a raised thigh. 

8/28/2008 11:30 AM  
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Sunday’s three companies were as obviously different from one another in sound and dance as you would 

expect from troupes representing the African-Brazilian culture of Salvador, the part-African culture of Haiti, 

and the African culture of the Ivory Coast. But they all tended to produce a complex intensity of drum 

rhythms that was seldom if ever matched by the dancing. 

At the end of the Kotchegna troupe’s performance of Ivory Coast pieces, the dancers actually became a 

backing group behind the drummers, who moved to center stage, an order that seemed much more 

appropriate. These drummers, like the Brazilian and Haitian ones, were the real core of the performance. 

Listening to and watching the African-Brazilian Ologundé ensemble, I often found it hard to trace the 

rhythmic connection of dance to music, and sometimes of one drum to another. We were shown candomblé, 

maculélé, the relatively familiar and acrobatic capoeira and the samba de roda (whose roots are traced to 

Angola). 

All of them proved vividly picturesque. The samba de roda, for example, had three women in huge, 

bright-colored crinolines (when these swirled high, you could see their pantaloons above their bare feet), 

circling, stepping and occasionally bumping bellies. In the maculélé, the men wore long grass skirts. You 

saw brisk footwork, and yet often you couldn’t feel it because it seemed lost amid the maze of drum noise. 

Kotchegna featured eight female dancers, moving almost entirely as an ensemble in various formations, 

especially lively in the action of thigh and shoulders. But they came and went as if they were never more 

than an occasional adornment to the music. When male dancers appeared, it was as soloists. 

Two masked men on astonishingly tall stilts alternated in spectacular feats. But the drums homed in 

attentively on other male dancing, both by one masked zaoli dancer (representing, they said, the ghost of a 

mourned woman) and, more brilliantly, by successive male dancers, rapidly prancing barefoot on the spot as 

if equaling the drummers. 

The romantic in me wants to believe that all these dance forms are authentic and traditional; the realist 

recognizes that such things are uncertifiable, and that all of these performers are to some degree based in 

New York. When the musician Bonga, whose Vodou Drums represented Haiti, told us that voodoo had 

nothing to do with death but was solely spiritual, was he correct? He then explained that it was all to do with 

love; later he advised us to “have good sex.” Since the Haitian music he brought us included a cello (played 

pizzicato) and a didgeridoo (better known in Australian aboriginal music), all this raised more questions 

than it answered, but it was also the most sensuous, the most capable of instilling relaxation. 

My heart lifted nowhere more during all these performances than when watching the two female “Haitian” 

dancers, Sheila Anozier and Belinda Becker. As they stepped, they kept their legs well apart, often rotating 

or thrusting their pelvises, sometimes bending their torsos low in front, and often keeping their shoulders 

and arms in lively play. Ms. Anozier danced with more violence and excitation, but it was Ms. Becker who 

was a constant supply of dance pleasure. 

In one piece she kept a rapidly rhythmic ripple going from one thrusting arm through her pelvis to the 

opposite thigh; in another, her arms rose in upward spirals or downward circles. Her handsome masklike 

face and broad shoulders naturally lifted to the light, but what she presented to us often seemed a private 

joy. 
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Dancing Locally, Stepping Globally 
: By ALASTAIR MACAULAY 
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_ Many hundreds of people turned up for the free open-air dance 

performances at Lincoln Center on Saturday evening and Sunday 

afternoon in Damrosch Park. The dances covered quite a range, 

deriving from the Ivory Coast, Haiti, Brazil and, well, the Alps. That is, 

the Alps as rendered by Rodgers, Hammerstein and Hollywood. 
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Are there sociologists at work tracing 

the influence of Julie Andrews on child 

consciousness over the last five 

decades? The recent London and New 

York stage productions of “Mary 

Poppins,” “Thoroughly Modern Millie” and “The Sound of 

Music” are all part of this phenomenon, as is the British 

cult show “Sing-a-long-a Sound of Music.” 

Enlarge This Image 

Adam 
IS THEATERS JULY 25 

Robert Stolarik for The New York Times 

The dance troupe Step Afrika! at 
Damrosch Park on Saturday. 

The choreographer Doug Elkins’s “Fraulein Maria” (seen on 

Saturday night) helps us to label this aspect of culture 

“Acknowledge Your Own Inner Julie Andrews.” The 

audience gurgles with joy as the dancers hold up lengths of 

fabric to resemble the Alpine skyline; a white shirt is 

Enlarge This Image 

thrown over one summit to become a peak of snow. Then, 

yes, out comes a big shaven-headed man, then a woman, 

then another woman, all dressed identically as Julie, I mean 

Maria. 
Hiroko Masuike for The New York Times 

The Kotchegna Dance Company 
: performing an Ivory Coast stilt dance 

at Damrosch Park on Sunday as part 

of the Lincoln Center Out of Doors 
festival. 

It’s all so cheerfully emblematic of a higher silliness that it’s 

almost wonderful, and the audience loves boosting it with 

participation and applause. Key roles are played with 

gender-swapping and multiple casts. The giddy campiness of it all overflows when the 

eldest von Trapp girl, played by a large man receiving the attentions of an equally large 

_ man, responds to his (lip-synched) declaration of “I am 16, going on 17” by eagerly 

producing a tape measure to check out his veracity. 

  
Still, I wasn’t alone in tiring of it. (A 9-year-old boy beside me joined in the songs but was 

baffled by the dances.) Mr. Elkins’s dancers just aren’t precise enough to make the 

correspondence of dance to words or music delicious. And he doesn’t quite know how to 

acknowledge his own inner Julie: he keeps starting to release all that innocent hills- 

are-alive enthusiasm but then undercuts the romance with smart-aleck jokes. 

“Maria” was preceded by Step Afrika!, the first American company devoted to “stepping.” 

This, in its percussive nature, rhythmic intensity and African sources, had more in 

common with the three companies that performed the following afternoon, over three 

hours, as part of “Heritage Sunday.” The Center for Traditional Music and Dance is   
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celebrating both its 4oth anniversary and its 10th year of performing outdoors at Lincoln Summer thriller by Dean Koontz 

Center: “Heritage Sunday” was presented under its aegis. nytimes.com OPINION 

I’m happy to learn about forms of music and dance about which I know little, and I like 

best the lessons that come from live performance. The stepping of Step Afrika! is fun for its 

physical intricacy. Even when the performers maintain a steady meter, they make it 

intricate by their mixture of tapping, clapping, slapping different body parts, and — a 

regular trick — clapping hands under a raised thigh. 

ADVERTISEMENTS. 

Sunday’s three companies were as obviously different from one another in sound and 

dance as you would expect from troupes representing the African-Brazilian culture of 

Salvador, the part-African culture of Haiti, and the African culture of the Ivory Coast. But 

they all tended to produce a complex intensity of drum rhythms that was seldom if ever semsienene 
matched by the dancing. ma ae Michael Strahan Autographed Sack Dance 

Photo 

Buy Now 

    
At the end of the Kotchegna troupe’s performance of Ivory Coast pieces, the dancers 

actually became a backing group behind the drummers, who moved to center stage, an 

order that seemed much more appropriate. These drummers, like the Brazilian and Haitian 

ones, were the real core of the performance. 

      

Listening to and watching the African-Brazilian Ologundé ensemble, I often found it hard 

to trace the rhythmic connection of dance to music, and sometimes of one drum to 

another. We were shown candomblé, maculélé, the relatively familiar and acrobatic 

capoeira and the samba de roda (whose roots are traced to Angola). 

_ All of them proved vividly picturesque. The samba de roda, for example, had three women 

in huge, bright-colored crinolines (when these swirled high, you could see their pantaloons 

above their bare feet), circling, stepping and occasionally bumping bellies. In the maculélé, 

the men wore long grass ome You saw brisk footwork, and yet often you couldn’t feel it nyti mes.com caDA 

because it seemed lost amid the maze of drum noise. pd a oy 
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