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Synaptic bridges
When you start to tell a story, the hardest is to choose which thread you pull first. After that, 
the tiny details, the side stories, the parallels and contradictions, those stories that belong to 
others, the important details and, sometimes, even History aapear. That's also when, from a 
beginning made of loose threads, knots are made, elements woven together, flourishes and 
shortcuts come along, and everything seems connected. That's a bit what lichens do, bringing 
together different organisms, that embrace in a common biologic constriction. This is also the 
idea of The Tale of Tales, a short film by Yuri Norstein (1979) – in which individual destinies 
cross-cut, shed light onto one another. They join to create a unique imaginary landscape, like 
a puzzle in which all the pieces fall into place, without ever succeeding to put them in a 
particular order.

Lichens is the title of this performance by the most Belgian of French choreographers, Karine 
Ponties, presented in Brussels at Les Brigittines. 6 dancers, a set made out of modular 
platforms (that somehow echo magical illusions, or playful performances like Yoann 
Bourgeois's Scala), a Chinese pole, steps, an open cube... a fragmented space that somehow 
remains connected, exactly like the stories that inhabit it. To appear, one simple impulse is 
enough. To move from one stage to another, a jump. To disappear, a fall... all as if by magic. 
We stumble upon a diver descending from a tree, a gala dinner, men in a locker room, love at 
a street corner, the absurdity of dreams, childhood, solitude, a countryside ball, some version 
of the origin of the world, tender insanity, a guy lost in time-space, funerals... A certain 
melancholy emanates from this universe, underlined by a few nostalgic music pieces, like 
tango To ostatnia niedziela by Jerzy Petersbursky (featured in The Tales of Tales), but also 
from costumes showcasing the best of 1950s fashion (suspenders, berets, skirts, suits...) 
without resisting the spur of the moment frivolities that, like Norstein's bison, appear “such 
stuff as dreams are made on.” A particularly theatrical piece, without objective narrative 
threads, echoing Wim Vandekeybus or Pina Bausch's work: a delight for the audience.



Revue de Presse
Dame de Pic / Cie Karine Ponties

What connects these scenes, danced and theatrical alike, is manifold: inhabited spaces, the 
sound and light dimensions that embrace and yet prop up the unicity of each of them, but 
above all, the body. Karine Ponties is a master at gliding into her choreographic language 
– sharp, cutting, at times very graphic, and yet without apparent tensions – while sublimating 
the technical and performative qualities of each of her dancers, whose composure and 
absent features touch the audience, without ever failing to fill the space. Each performer 
inhabits their body in depth. Everything seems authentic, realistic – all the way into oneirism 
and symbolics. A very alive Jaro Vinarsky, wearing nothing but simple underwear and 
wigged eyebrows, Vera Gorbacheva, delicate and indifferent in her cream-colored dress, or 
Ares d’Angelo, somewhere between exaltation and desperation, are perfect examples of this. 

In one hour, Lichens molds time into a dimension that unravels stories, leads us deeply into 
our own meanders while fostering a certain pleasure, not the one that derives from the 
development of a story per se, but from the comfort of running again and again into the same 
characters. Albeit unknown, they become tender, tragic and unreal, familiarly realistic. 
Finally, Lichens allows us to mull over, in the dark, to spin them in our memory, as we 
compose and recompose in our heads a narrative thread that, as we try to bring a logic into 
what doesn't necessarily have one, actually takes on different forms for each of us... Not so 
differently than when we try to tell our own story, made of moments that don't always fit with 
one another. Our own personal tale of tales, our... lichen.  
Seen at Les Brigittines, a playhouse for movement (Brussels).

On tour:
– from 5th to 7th March at Les Brigittines – Brussels
– 10th March at la Scène Nationale de l’Essonne Agora-Desnos – Évry-Courcouronnes
– 12th and 13th March at Théâtre Jean Vilar – Vitry-sur-Seine
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