
DANCE: TREES. CHOREOGRAPHY: CRISTINA CAPRIOLI  
To tear oneself down and to be reassembled  
 
Hundreds of white plastic ribbons suspended from the ceiling. Lights and sound entangled tearing down impulses shaping new structures, like the dancing of 
clouds in the sky. The white floor under this upside-down forest is framed by black paths. An unreasonable scenario: that it might be possible to choose not to 
participate in a cosmology or a weather system. It is even allowed to sit on the edge, a breathtaking feeling. Half-gods and wallflowers meeting in one and the 
same ambivalent figure. The beholder cannot escape. There are no chairs. The bravest move towards the middle of the forest, where the dancers are, and 
become participants. That’s where the individual body ties together, dissolves, reshapes, becomes anew, tears apart. everything is in motion. On the side of 
the stage, a couple of persons dressed in black pull the strings that make the trees travel.  
What a sight in the midst of the sharp digital light and the electronic soundwaves. When everything is just a becoming, without being, they stand there and pull, 
representing a not to be seen craft of muscle-driven stage labor. How classic metaphysics remains in its own metaphoric.  
 
The dancers, as they appear, also bring about a classical touch, hard to counter even if standing on the side. It is a Summer night fairy tale reflection on 
birches’ tree-trunks. Or else, under the surface, in see-weed waves; the naiads. Graces at an instant of aesthetic perfection. The reactive cultural nervous 
system responds by instinct to the soft moves of a handful dancers. The soft, habitual and suggestive join in romantic, a self-evident image, with no claim on 
clarifying value. Of course, one should just get on moving into the interactive dance installation and thereby regain a tactile “becoming”, but where do all the 
cultural codes go? Are they being neutralized? Or have they started a new life on their own, under the surface?  
 
Choreographer Cristina Caprioli has performed her installation for children and peoples which our society has diagnosed as “disabled”. Before entering the 
performance, we, the so called “normal” adults are told that we will probably feel awkward, but we that we should take off our shoes and try to loosen up. After 
all, we are told, getting too close to someone, is not an everyday experience. Rather than an invitation to our potential, we are brought face to face with our 
repressive super-egos. No wonder we are what we are, apart from a few brave souls. If performing TREES for grownups who suffer from “normality” is an 
experiment, then it should also experiment with pedagogical formats. Or not. One could also assume that in a parallel, virtual universe able to turn into reality, 
we would be capable of loosening up. As if we did not believe in the subject and transcendence and whatever might be. Otherwise, adults would probably 
need more discipline and from above preaching then children do. Adults’ self-discipline would have to be handled by a highly controlling de-disciplining.  
 
And yet. Disciplining her audience would be no problem for Cristina Caprioli. Her moves are well intended and non-aggressivity rules the fairy-tale imagery. 
She has already paid her dues. Rather than sustaining the dark belt we may hide behind, what she now targets is turning everything into a performance. 
Unleashing a grownup’s fantasy and turning it into a child’s imagination would need some wicked discipline-freaks screaming at one single target. That is not 
her way.  
 
Still, after some time of heroic struggling with the darkness of your inhibition, you find yourself spontaneously moving in the middle: a visually perceived 
aesthetic experience equally perceived within as outside one’s own body. And then it is all over. The piece is over before the inhibited man has even begun. 
What do fairytales do when they do not dance? An audience of adults walk out in the cold winter night, perhaps heading for the drugstore as if almost nothing 
had occurred. No one can ever be sure, eventually half a dance-move will be danced in the queue to the cash register. Whilst strongest of all is the memory of 
a magical summer night, long time ago and yet just now.  
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