Drag king commands a downtown counter: Diane Torr transformed.
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it P.5. 122 the other night, 1
arnmed ow to make myself a pe-
s out of surgical gauze and cot-
i [balks. This is not a matter 1've
ven much attention to before.
ow, thanks to Diane Torr's F2M
ansforration, 1 can fantasize
rout slicking back the hair, gla-
2 on the slubble, and charging
it bo take back the space those
s with their wide-apart g
eal from me on the subugy.

Toar's  leclure-demonstration—
e mst engrossing part of her
irent show—is a spin-off from
e drag king workshops she's
en giving around the LLE. and
urope for several years. At least
vo choreographers, Jane Comfont
Wl Pavla [osa-Jones, have gone
 Tarr for [e350ns when prepanng
nder-twisting works, 1% en-
zhtening to walch this [ormer
odern. dancer-choreographer,
g0 dancer, Mack-bell in Bkido,
minist, political activist, wife,
1d maother transform herself from
comewhal stereotypical waman
ed lipstick, heels, dangling ear-
ngs) into Danny King, & $ocky
ke man with a perpetusl sncer.
ddressing us as putialive mem-
ers of the American Sosely of
fen, he warns us nol 9 smile
srthcomingly. at anyon.w bz
hows o 1o move big, kedp our

whole head rather than just the
cyes, and mike our gestures cul
the air (George Bush to the life).

Power—getting it, losing if, be-
ing borm f il—is Torr's main con-

cern, Twelre vears ago, she was |

investigating the sleazy workd of
go-go dancers: how they manipu-
lated their male audiences and
were in tum controfled by their
male bosses. In her current Imper-
sonations of men, she's smart and
on-target, although her personac
are shameless stereolypes, like the
heer-awilling low-life limey Jack
Zprat, a has-been rock singerdan,
still ecstatically replaying the
19605 and the drugped-oul wirs
between Gritain's Mods and Rock-
ers, and sinping—excruciatingly
dead-voleed and o taped accor-

dion—"He was a mutant, she was
an amputes."

[ found Torr's Cortexds/Desire,
on a Movement Hesearch evening,
livelier than Drag Kings and Sub-
jects, although her film, Cpen for
Flapor, which all but vanished on
a wall of judson Church, fully re-
vealed ifs elegantly lubricious
black-and-white composilions
(piled-up naked hodies and busy
tongues) when projected on a
sheet made to bilkow by two of the
E.5. 132 performers.

One pleasure ab Judson was
comparing three aikide duets foe
Torr and Elizabeth Albin. The first
is a straightforward affair. During
the zecond, the women allow what
they might be feeling during real
¢ombat o show. They grunt, re-

coil, let rage and pain aller thetr
dymamibcs. For the third, Tor's in
drap, & coarse, dim-witted masher
whio won't take no for an answer
and 15 baliled when Albin whomps
him b the foor again and again.

Baoth shows feature chorus lines
of three perambulating black pil-
lars whose opened windows revesl
g flash-lit dance of tongues and
another of wripgling butts, The
tongues win the day for expres-
siveness and agility (even if, at
P.5. 122 thoy have trouble getting
in syne). The Judson periormance
also offers Pable Beracochea, a
hepuiling wild boy, trying to insert
himzeli wiglently into a contact im-
provisation dust by Eva Brunner
and Draniel Safer, and then mak-
ing do with an inflatable woman
{she's tecrible at supporting him).
Torr's performances, though,
made me wonder again about the

| raffish, thrown-together look that

seems 1o be a hallmark of much
downtown performance art. May-
b it's a legacy of the '&ls horeor
of slickness and the wild-party as-
pect of Happenings.

ands off our own bodies, turm the



