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On darker performances 
 
Marcel Marceau said, “When I started, I hunted butterflies. Later, I 
began to remember the war and I began to dig deeper, into misery, into 
solitude, into the fight of human souls against robots.” 
 
In “The Trial,” he scurries back and forth across the stage. He is 
defendant, prosecution, defense, judge, jury, and all the witnesses. The 
prisoner arrives in chains. The attorneys yap manic speech. The jurors 
deliver a guilty verdict. And the judge’s face glowers without forgive-
ness. 
 
In “Bureaucrats,” a visitor walks through an office labyrinth. He is an 
innocent outsider. He meets one useless drone after another. It is a maze 
peopled with zombies. 
 
And then, on faded video, our performer struts under the backdrop of a 
crescent moon. He is a sculptor chiseling at a statue. In earnestness, he 
hammers until there is nothing left. 
 
 
 


