MaryJane and Bach Musica  

MaryJane says she does not really suffer from nerves. 

That did not mean she was not nervous on Sunday May 23 at Auckland’s Trinity Cathedral. She was – in a good way, from excitement.

The Cathedral was the venue for an unusual and imaginative collaboration. Hearing that MaryJane had been dipping her toes back in the performance pool after 16 too-long years, Bach Musica asked if she would like to dance to two of Piazzolla’s Four Seasons they were playing. She agreed, due in part to her recently having been taking tango lessons. 
Known for developing nuevo tango, Piazzolla’s music, in fact, is steeped in baroque. This hybrid of influences made for the perfect match between MaryJane and Bach Musica.

MJ’s appearance in the first season – Otono Porteno (Autumn) – marked the mood. Veiled, and with a flowing skirt, there was the immediate essence of South America. She glided down the aisles, holding a flower in each hand and trailing incense. Even though the movement was feline smooth, her character seemed to quiver with tension, eyes glinting and smoking from under the veil. And when this restless, tormented character finally rose and was still on a small platform, the air truly seemed to crackle.

Then began the dance proper – Invierno Porteno (Winter). MaryJane knows her physical limits. She is comfortable dancing, for her, in a new way and it’s very fresh. She may not be able to leap and tumble as before, but her focus and precision is possibly more accomplished now. The characterisation is concentrated; the interpretation complex and mature. The result was an intensity that was riveting, like tasting a sauce that’s been slowly reduced until it’s rich and strong. 

MaryJane is restricted in what she can do because of rheumatoid arthritis. You wouldn’t have thought so watching her. The shapes she created with her arms, the language of her hands, was astonishing. And her spinning was inch perfect; her balance true.

There was such power in the performance – the energy, the tension, the anguish that could only come from an authenticity of emotion. The end of the dance was like a purging. But it was frustrating. You were left wanting more. 

Keep performing MaryJane. You have really come into your own in this new phase of your choreography and performance.

