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A Friday Eve, heading on to the end of March. The small 'Kammertheater' in E-werk (Freiburg). 

A piano. And 2 collections of scores, white oblongs on top of it. One left. One Right. Organised. They radiate a carefullness and attention by which they were, most probably, layed back down over there. Given place, on stage.

In front of the piano a small piano stool invites. Breathing out the presence of what has been before, what would come and actually also just of that what was. And that what was, at least from my perspective, was - in and of itself - already enough. If not to say: more than enough... A strong still life picture. The musical silence of the in-between. An incredibly simple stage set to start with. 

One spot collected the objects in a circle. The piano, the stool, the scores, and not to forget, a red fleece quilt on the floor. An eye-catcher from the beginning, which would, later on, also take an eye- as well as ear- catching function. I-catching. Meaning also it caught my eyes. And ears. 

After having had the time to breath in, this beginning, as well as to breath, in this beginning, not so much later, the light opens up to full stage light and Eva enters the stage. Walking. Drawing the first line of a piece that would as well intrigate me, as demand attention from the audience.

Eva walked her way on stage, vertically. And almost immediately started to speak, using excerpts of texts from Gertrude Stein, whoms work and literature she already studies and works with over a longer period of time. In 'Zement zwischen die Tasten', she invites the audience to listen to one in English, one in French and one in German; to be more specific, she used bits and pieces out of Steins Portrait 'Ortega and One Dancing' and a Krimi. 

The triologue between her body, her voice and the piano, which was a trio that was actually one, and interwoven, created a piece where full stage pictures including the walls, shadows and the echo of what was happening, got reduced to one spot, to later on open up again.  

Eva combined the use of text with going in and out of movement, creating lines very consciously and clearly composed, thought of. She danced her way around and in dialogue with the piano, before she arrived at it later on and started to play. First: a piece of James Tenny (August Harp) and later on work from Eric Satie (Obstacles Vénimeux). 

Although the stage setting in and of itself stayed the same during the whole piece, apart from Eva moving - of course, the oblongs with the music being put down on the piano in order to be read, and the red quilt being thrown against the wall; the architecture of the space changed constantly. And continuously. And the simplicity of the setting in the beginning of the piece, was clearly only just the beginning. And nothing that would last. 

That way, the piece not only knotted the spectactors, and me, in a new or renewed framework that combines dance, text and music. It also allowed to tarry in very reduced elements of art: for example one single touch of the piano. 

One single movement. 

M.B. 
