


CULTURE AND PERFORMANCE
LA FURA DELS BAUS

Cagliari, the latest show from the Catalan group has been performed nationally
yesterday and Friday in the Exhibition Centre.

An “Imperium” of violence.

A thousand spectators participating in the theatrical action.

A bitter reflection on power
Eight actresses in a captivating,
Multimedia performance.

by Walter Proceda

CAGLIARI. “Fear, fear, fear...” A scream and an unexpected explosion accompany
this dark and ferocious litany, indicating the appearance on stage, inside the
industrial warehouse of the Exhibition Centre, of “Imperium,” the latest work from
the Catalan group Fura dels Baus that was performed for the first time nationally
yesterday and Friday, thanks to the Event Group. A string of ideas which right from
the beginning mark the confines between the real world and the virtual of a closed
space set apart like a ring. A sparse place, with cold spotlights and borders that from
time to time set out the four angles of a rectangle wherein an examination of power
is played out.

Radical, and not at all reassuring, as is typical of this group who have in the past
offered us other strongly flavoured and vaguely iconoclastic works. Anarchic and
rebellious which in an orgy of “total art” mix various languages, always avant garde
and risk-taking: from acrobatic, extreme dance to mime theatre, concert and body
art, painting and visual happenings. Theatre, painting, film, video art. All inside a
blender that’s activated by potent energy. There is a Punk rage here that in many of
their previous shows (from “Actions” to “Suz/o/Suz” and “Third World” or
“Noun”) transmitted the outside reality in the inside visionary montages with poetic
fury.

In this “Imperium,” directed by Jungen Muller, we find the same ideas from a story
which has made La Fura so famous, as to be transforming it into a shared brand
name, as capable of comparison with advertising as melodrama. It’s part of an
important repertoire of our contemporary European study, which has influenced and
taught numerous young experimenters. And its around these co-ordinates that we
look for the red thread of an adventure from afar. Also in this “Imperium,” a
performance that denounces the war and destruction on which any imperialism is
founded, we catch a glimpse of absent fathers. Like that extraordinary group that
once was the “Living Theatre” of Judith Malina and Julian Beck. You only have to



think, for example of the points in common — evident and subtle — with memorable
shows such as the “Seven Meditations on Political Sado-Masochism”... From
theatre, to art. That image of the tragedy of humanity by Hieronymus Bosch, like the
other, completely Spanish version made from the strong contrasts and profound
blacks of the great Goya. In Literature. From Franz Kafka to Philip K. Dick. We
have to enter that rectangle or ring as spectator-actor to understand how everything
can be inverted in a single moment. A mere fraction of time, to pass from audience
to actor. From passive witness to direct protagonist. The audience, a thousand
people, revolve around various monoliths in which eight semi-naked actresses,
dressed cyberpunk with leather straps and metallic masks, perform violent,
provocative actions. They talk of our time: terrorism, painful death, the lack of
communication and negation of freedom. Impotence and insecurity. Above all of
that sensation of being in suspense, perhaps in the hands of terror. The Fura forces us
towards that trembling line of constraint. We are forced to turn around automaton
totems, to stop before actresses who paint their own bodies grey, to follow the
pyramids, symbols of power where the fight for domination takes place, while they
move. And to flee when they come precipitously close. “Imperium,” is a painful road
to the Cross that in spite of its futuristic setting appears uncomfortably like our own
present. The viewpoint changes constantly, establishing a horizontal point of
communication between actor and spectator-actor. There’s a recuperation of tragedy
as partner of mourning and pain, also testing the taste of pain (very bland, in reality)
and the terror of a drop of water that falls on the face unexpected as Scottish rain.
Useful and necessary. Perhaps disappointing for those who enjoy strong sensations
or imagine things that don’t exist. La Fura dels Baus isn’t circus and doesn’t enact
either “I'm a Celebrity, Get Me Out of Here,” or any other reality show. It’s theatre,
perhaps lacking in its former energy, but with a great future ahead.



