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Roading Home to Aunty. Splintersand
associates, at the Canberra Contempo

rary Art SpaceGallery, Gorman House
and

environs, until Saturday
27 at 9pm.

Professional.

SPLINTERSambulatoryproduc
tions

inevitably explorethe larger
questions

of life— sex,love, death, the
universe.

ReadingHomeis no
exception.

The
journey startsin the CCAS Gallery and
finishessometwo hours later in a far
courtyard.

RoadingHome is drapedlooselyup
on the

sacrificial elements of the Catho

lic Mass.

Aftera
harangue

in whichthe "indi

vidual" performerturnsthe tables on
his audience,the "gatheredtogethers"

are
invited

to joinin a
chanted blessing.

Splinters inflatethe formsof tradi
tional blessings with

meaningless

twad
dle and so

explode religious ritual in the
faces of the

beholders.

Thisis justthe
beginning.

Afterpassingby several diversions,

including

a
prating

manin a treeandan
installation

of diners, the "followers"

(audiencehardlyseems an appropriate

term) emergefroma long black tunnel

to be
confronted

by another Splinters

familiar,
the giant old woman puppet.

Splinters

has a
wonderful panachefor

bringing

out the magical in
familiar

en
vironments.

On
Thursday nightthe youngmen

encased in white, perched highon Gor
man House's red-tiledroof were sil
houetted against a starry night sky with
a full circlemoon.

Of courseGrandmatakes one of

them for her pleasure and,

THEATRE

aftergestation,givesbirthto the young
man set to save the world.

Indoorsonceagain,The Rimeof the
Ancient Mariner and an incredible ses
sionof

bartering

of bowlsset up among

the audiencewith the words"Takethis
bowl" culminatein a communionritual

of a sharedfish takenoff the
stomach

of

an inertyoungman.

an inertyoungman.
Splinterssustainsdramatictension

by these sudden switches
of visualstim

ulationand
"interruptions"

in narrative

lines.

At thispoint ReadingHomeowesa
creative debt to Peter

Greenaway's
film

The Cook, the Thief, his Wifeand her
Lover.

A
baroque hightableis setup under

the vigilanceof a
licentious tyrannical

femalebosswho
controls

eventhe pep
tic juices of the diners— PaulineCody

gives a
nerve-stretching performanceas

one of the diners.

Thelongtable
becomes

a ship,a shot
ringsout — no doubtheralding

the
demise of the mariner'salbatross. The
performancecould have finishedhere
(thepieceis too

discursive)

but since

sex, deathand
immolation

had not
been fully explored,

the show went on.
I have previously commented on

Splinters' preoccupation

with the phal
lus.

In RoadingHometheyturnher
maphrodite in a

no-holds-barred

sexual
orgy.

I'msorry,Splinters.

Thisis reallynosubstitute

for fullyfacing female sexual

ity. Indeed, the
presentation

of the fe
maleas

progenitrix

or as a "fisherof

men" a role put upon Cody,leaves

muchiof the female principalunex
plored.

Still, Splinters

is the most exciting

drama
experience

in Canberra at the
moment and I would not have missed a

minuteof their irreverent,iconoclastic,

convention-erodingshow.
Canberra Kids/RealKids. Written by Lee
Jamesand directed by Joe Woodward.

StageCoach Theatre School at the Joli
mont Centre Theatrette

near bay 9, the
Jolimont Centre. Public performances

each Tuesday at 7.25pm untilAugust 27.
Youth Theatre.

THE
OPENINGsconeof

Canberra
Kids/Real Kids will jolt anyone

who has ever
travelled

by coachinto
convulsive laughter— not because
coachtravel is funnybut rather from
relief at having survived its boredom

and body-wrenching discomforts.

On stagethe driver's deadpan

voice-overelaborately describes the
minimal "comforts"of the coachas the
passengers resign themselves

to a bone
shakingnight.
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The StageCoach production achieves

a nice
continuitybetween life and art

when school visitorsfrom interstate

tumble out of a "real" coach intothe
theatrical interior of the "Pyrex"bus.
On Tuesday evening students from

Paisley SecondaryCollege in Mel
bourne and their

bus-driver joined the
audiencefor the 58th

performance

of a
show designed to present Canberra and
Canberransto young visitors.

In Real Kids Veronica Hobsbawn

convincingly portrays Sydneysider
Sunny,a

reluctant young visitor to Can
berra.

The coach becomesa mad twilight

zoneas Sunnydozesoff to sleepand

fellowpassengerIsabella Brown per
formsa zany,

entertaining version of
My HeartBelongs to Daddy.

Soonthe bizarredreamgivesway to
nightmareas Sunny imagines myriad
handsclutching

at her.
The coachhas reachcdits destina

tion.

Sunny arriveshating the national

capital but, after a day on park benches,

a
landmark tour, an

interlude
in the

garden of the new
Parliament

House
and

conversing

witha group of young
actors,

shefallsin love withthecityand
its friendly inhabitants.

It is allrather idyllic

as the
Canberr

ans helpher to see the beautyof the
landscape

and to
convince

her that they
are "real" kids.

Canberra,
it seems,is an earthlypara

dise peopledwith
philosopher kings.

Fortunately

there is also an ironic

veinin the
script.

At a bus
interchange

the
temporarily

pennilessSunny meets an
ornithologic

ally-inclined Senator Michael Tate, a
well-judged performanceby Neville
Lewis.

SenatorTate actually loans Sunny
some money to phone home. Who ever
heard of a

politician givingawaymon
ey? Sunny'smotherasks.

The
overall toneof the pieceis wel

coming.

The
performance concludes with a

rap number which opens the way for
mingling betweenthe audience and per
formers.

The
freshness, warmthand skillsof

the
performers convincedme that these

Canberra
Kids are very "real" and very

talented young people.


