Jetse Batelaan tips over de world in ‘(….)’
[bookmark: _GoBack]In '(.....), a show that doesn't give a shit about its own vague title', director Jetse Batelaan uses ingenious directing to reveal a world next to reality. The performance skilfully switches back and forth between witty absurdism and existential nightmare.

●●●●●

For most of (......), the new performance by acclaimed youth theatre maker Jetse Batelaan, three high school students remain on the exact same spot on the stage floor. At first they talk about the school performance they have just attended and they have not really understood a thing or two. It turns out, however, that the vague stuff they describe coincides one by one with (......) itself, and that's only the first in a series of alienating elements that increasingly call into question the reality around the characters.
The absurdism of Batelaan often has a dark undertone, and (......) is no exception. The longer the performance progresses, the more the view to reality of Elias (Elias De Bruyne), Willemijn (Willemijn Zevenhuizen) and Carola (Carola Bärtschiger) deviates from one another. Elias notices that his good friends' voices have suddenly been changed while they are not aware of it, and a notch later he appears to be unable to touch any of the objects in the area. This leads to a brilliant work of physical theatre by De Bruyne, in which his frustration leads to increasingly strange antics. As the light switches on and off continuously, the room also subtly transforms. The friends appear to have found themselves in a kind of Twilight Zone. The existential despair of the main characters matches their age: in puberty the world feels as if it is constantly changing around you anyway. Moreover, (....) seams to be a performance about watching at art: by attending this weird school performance, the perception of the characters is tilted and they all must learn to relate to reality again. Theatre, Batelaan seems to say, is not entirely without risk: before you know it you are hopelessly lost.
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