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Mateo explores medium’s earnestness

Jose Mateo’s Ballet Theatre,
“Then, Here & Now,” at the Sanc-
tuary Theatre, in Cambridge, Fri-
day night. Performances continue
throwugh Nov. 3.

By VICKI SANDERS

It’s rare to be able to see a baller-
ina perspire or to witness how a
male dancer’s muscles strain as he
lifts his r, and it’s uncommon
to be so close to the performers that

the clop, clop,
DANCE clop f thei toe
shoes on
REVIEW wooden floor is
practically stereophonic. |

But these and other intimate de-
tails of ballet are part of the exper-
ience — and the charm — of Jose
Mateo’s Ballet Theatre. The staging
in the sanctuary of the Old Cam-
bridge Baptist Church in Harvard
Square is parlor-sized and close-up,
making the audience, which is seated

cabaret-style, feel like a group of in-
vited friends.

In this setting, artistic director Jose
Mateo must come up with the chor-
eographic goods. Missteps on the

partofeitherdanoanalgerordanoer,

would be painfully obvious.

“Then, Here & Now,” a four-
dance program featuring two pre-
mieres, wisely offers no technical
pyrotechnics — just earnest, pretty
dancing made more i
the dancers vulnerability in the set-
ting and their command of the ma-
terial.

“Qceanid,” a new work to Men-
delssohn’s “The Hebrides,” displays
Mateo’s facility for creating lovely
group movement. The women are
dressed in see-through pale gray or
green shifts that evoke water’s ephe-
meral qualities. The men wear sim-
ple tights. .

While never too literal, the eddy-
ing and swirling and the breakaway
clustering of dancers in pairs or
small groups, give the piece a wavy,
restless changeability and an unpre-

dictability that one associates with

Marcos Medina command focus in
“All in Passing,” with which Mateo,
using a parade of delicate lifts, waft-
ing arabesques and constantly shift-
ing patterns, comments on the fleet-
ing nature of relationships. And “Still
Waters,” set to Debussy’s Nocturne:
“Sirenes,” coyly keeps the lid on sex-
uality as the men exhaust themselves
swooping up the temptresses who
ev conquer them.



