The ‘70’s

Opening nite, it seems, and, was almost a thousand years ago. It was London, the West End and the theatre was small. Across the front of the stage was a stretched screen of fabric, on the screen was rushing clouds and the music was Widors Toccata, you the one that Lady Di and Prince Charles were married to. The marriage this night was set in a house of ill-repute, and was organized by the legendary Lindsay Kemp, mime and teacher of David Bowie. The show of course was Flowers from the novel by Jean GENET. It was the first time I had and probably would ever see again, masturbation orchestrated so well with the climax at the beginning of and not the end of an epic. All the women were men, and all their costumes had been scorched by blow-torches especially for the show, an insight passed on by the Australian costume designer of the same touring show at a fabulous party at Gary and Yoshi's Richmond house, the same day I met Joan Sutherlands hubby Richard Bonynge. 

Next to spectacular naked ballet by The Nederlands Dance Company in Melbourne a few years later, these were the days my friends that shaped art and theatre in the heady seventies.

