the show a second time, As the audience fillers in, electrician Sarah
Sankey (one of the two Brits with the troupe) is dangling twenty feet
up desperately trying to fix the lighting, which gives the impression
ol last-minule panic. Buatly the same thing, happened the next night

But then un one night the lights did fail during a particularly dangerous
mument during an impressive rope trapeze act, so perhaps it wasn't
in the script. On both nights a Bragilian acrobat called Raquel
accidentally’ loses her top during a routine. So convincing was her
mishap that a Berin radio station ran a reporl it Raguel's
embarrassing moment of public exposure, After some f.)irl}- searching
questions about her clothing arrangements after the show, 1 discovered
the secret of accidentally going lopless in midair. Just the sort of practical
infurmation which may come in useful one day.

The inevitable Mad Max comparisons drawn by Archaos are actually
more appropriate for the show they brought to Britain last year. “That
shuw was very dark, this one has a different colour” says Pierrol. The
bike stunts and chainsaw madness are still in evidence, but the current
show, which comes to the Edinburgh Festival in August and to London
in Seplember, is much more ambitious theatrically. Preposterously so,
in fact, as they claim it tells “the story of the world, from beginning
to end” and is entitled "The Last Show On Earth) although it would
be fair to say that any narrative sequence that may imply is haphazard,
to say the least.

The show leatures a dizzying sequence of tableaux, starting in ancient
Rome with concubines squealing and a senalor purring,. A man erawls
around the ring chased by a Heath Robinesgue motorised contraption
and sprayed wilh walter. i s a covkatou’s head in her month,
Two pormies: srebos with motorbike helmels have corrugated
iron sheels attached 1o their backs = they attack each other wath iron
bars, baked beans and chainsaws, and are dragged anund and run over
by a motorbike, Geese wander about while Aurora the pig unralls a
carpet. A man wearing a tutu with a flowerpol on his head looks
understandably sheepish. The structure of the tenl itse attacked
rhythmically with anvils (this, I'm told, represents the Industrial
Revolution). All this and send-ups of magicians’ clichés, juggling,
pyrotechnics, dana acrobatics s, of course, the famous mad
motorbike tricks. The music v from kitsch cabaret tunes and ropy

disco 1o sub-metal pop played by Archaos's house band, whose musi
competence may well be hampered by the fact that they spend m
of Their time teying 1o avoid being knoched disvn by craved bl
Actually, the musical highlighl may well be the clarinet solu perform
upside-down while dangli win the top of the tem

The show s partly held together by a baldheaded dancerfacrobai:h
called Martin, wha is a cross between Michael Clark and Joel G
Cabwtret. The structure of the show is provided less by a story than
the clever balancing of opposing forces — the elegance of Stephan, wl
looks like an angel on his Honda, versus the demonic greasers on thy

i bikes covered in chicken feathers, the contrast between the deli
acrabats and the antics of Aurora and the Boarish prebos. The whe
shiw, although patchy, aspires o and sometimes achivves o kind of o)
quality of @ battle between Light and dark forees,

Archaos have been hyped up like crazy i Lurope tor the
‘revolutionary circus’. It makes thema little nervous. “People expect
much. We have a good show, bul not revolutionary” savs Marti
Archaos's achiovement in at least partially re invenling circus has b
rewarded with a ].‘lrl;(' B 1 (unheard of Tor a drceus) brom the Fren
cultural ministry. It has enabled Pierrot 1o plan an oven bigger she
for next year called "‘Mechanigque En Sweat” “It will be a funny, viele
shuw using big machines like cranes o contrast with the efforts af 1
perfurmers” They claim they are currently negotiating o buy a

Swileerland is apparently the best place lor picking up army surpl
military hardware

Diows Prerrot ever wish in the middle of the night for a more nors
lile, a mice house, a garden, ajob, a mortgage? He looks alittle perplew
Ladmit 'm a littde mad,” he says, “but this life is less craey for me th,
tu live, b vou say, normal.” He has one regret about the lortheami
British tour. Regulations mean be can’t bring his highwire walki
chickens, the dogs, the geese or his beloved Aurora. “1think itis aliby
ridiculous. 1 have known Aurora since he was a very small pig. [le
free and happy. hink he has a better life than most pigs mn?” Inste)
of the animals Pierrol is working up a vignette leaturing a fukir on
bed of nails. "1t will be very stupid,” be promises, flashing his ¢
pap-toothed prin
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