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Leonard Eto, working
with Pilobolus, turns the
thunder of his taiko
drums into dance music.
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Rhythm and Moves: It’s a Fit

[ et

“(

L Continued From Page 23
sometimes. Sometimes Leonard

would say, ‘I can’t stop there, I'm in
the middle of a sentence,” or we’d
say, ‘We can’t stop there, we're in the
middle of a movement.’ So then we'd

- have to come up with something new.
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All six of us might have a different
idea, then Alison would mediate.”
Ms. Chase picked up the story: “It

was a shock to him to see our cre-
ative process, because we don't have
a standard repertoire. There are
times when he’ll look at us like—"
She imitated a skeptical look. “We've
had to really grope in the dark to feel,
to find what imagery would really
work. His music is incredibly ab-
stract. So we've done a more ab-
stract piece than I would normally
do. I'm sort of a melody lady. It's
been an intense journey to figure out

what we’re doing. Each of us has had
to bend in very different ways.”

On the last day of rehearsals be-
fore the work’s Boston premiere, the
dancers were doing what they call
cleaning up, working out the thorny
parts of the new piece. Their re-
hearsal space, the Washington Club
Hall just off the village green, all
wood inside, with a high vaulted ceil-
ing, made for impressive acoustics.
The floor vibrated during Mr. Eto’s
drumming. Sound boomeranged off
the walls.

They practiced the “helicopter
part.” Mr. Eto, wearing yellow silk-
screened drawstring pants, running
shoes and a T-shirt emblazoned with
his name in Japanese and English,
placed his feet wide apart in a fight-
ing stance. Facing his largest drum
(the barrel of the giant o-taiko is
made from one enormous tree), he
began a rhythmic attack on its sur-
face with two large sticks, pouncing
like a tiger. The drumming was so
intense that the dancers couldn’t
match it, and one of them said just
that. So, next time, Mr. Eto watched
the dancers more closely and, with a
forward thrust of his head, urged
them into a drumroll the way an

equestrian takes his horse over a |

jump.

At midday, a small group of Pilo- |

bolus staff members and friends fil-
tered into the hall to see a first run-
through of the piece. As the dancers
crouched in a posture of unbeing, Mr.
Eto’s opening drum notes, a resound-
ing, cosmic explosion of rhythm, gal-
vanized six bodies into quivering,
tumbling, reverberative life. The Big
Bang must have sounded something
like that.

The makeshift audience, spell-
bound, watched Mr. Eto leap upon
his o-taiko with furious intensity,
then carefully draw his tempo down.
There was ecloquent silence as he
carefully set down his o-taiko sticks
and took up a smaller drum, played
with a harness slung over his shoul-
der. He moved out onto the stage,
drumming, becoming one with the
dancers. A female dancer darted
through his legs while he pounded. It
was a very charged, sexual moment,
almost kinky. And as the piece con-
tinued to develop, Mr. Eto sum-
moned an astonishing emotional
range from his instruments — hope-
lessness, euphoria and everything
between. Toward the end he used
cymbals to create a plaintive wail,
while the dancers writhed in sympa-
thy.

After the rehearsal everyone
milled in a congratulatory crowd.
The dancers were being fitted for
kimonos and Mr. Eto was prevailed
upon to show the proper way to tie

them. He obliged, but in Japan, he |
teased, you would never wear a Ki- |

mono and spread your legs. The Pilo-

bolus dancers, whose spread legs are |

one of their trademarks, looked un- |

concerned. In any arranged mar- |

riage, especially one between cul-
tures, you expect to make a few
compromises. O



