'Oorlog' van Jetse Batelaan is een ijzersterke komedie
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"How long do we need to go on?" the actors ask the technician of the theatre halfway through the performance. After an endless series of battles, they really are all the way through it on stage. One has a blood nose that doesn't stop, the other is about to collapse emotionally and the third lies unconscious on a stretcher.


The decor resembles an exploded house, with vibrating cabinets, exploding balloons and everywhere popping and crackling by falling objects. It is 'War' at Theater Artemis. War with an unknown enemy, between the players and with the audience in the room.

Director Jetse Batelaan often makes estranging performances, likes to misguide the audience and preferably challenges all theatre laws. Sometimes this results in brilliant theatre, but his experimenter can also be irritating. The war theme for children aged six-plus appears rather risky, given the wars on the news. But once again he has succeeded in taking a very surprising path: 'War' is a very strong comedy.


Theatre, child's play and actuality intersect in an apparent chaos that touches on slapstick. This begins with the collapsing set, but it is mainly due to the tragicomic acting style of the actors, who step in and out of their roles in an incredibly clever way. In the beginning Martin Hofstra, Tjebbe Roelofs and Willemijn Zevenhuijzen play like children, as if they had just been woken up at the age of six and were looking at the fireworks with flashing eyes.

Simultaneously they play credibly that they are actors feeling sick about with this heavy war theme, embarrassed that they are standing there. They speak two languages, Dutch and backwards Dutch, which sounds like a kind of Eastern Bloc language. The many battles that follow, in which the actors carry megaphones, vacuum cleaner tubes and long sticks, sometimes stumbling or on roller skates, work on the laughter muscles. The children in the room are allowed to make live war sounds and they are just as enthusiastic about it.

Yet director Batelaan also makes the misery of all the joys tangible. The high pole with its shrill loudspeakers can be recognised almost unnoticed in films about the Second World War, and on a stretcher lies groaning a wounded person that nobody cares about. It is on the cutting edge, goes back and forth from playing war to serious, bloody battle, which after 'Battle 5387' seems to come to an end.

[bookmark: _GoBack]The question " Will we simply agree to do a little sweeter to each other", spoken half in tears, is the most beautiful text. But another argument about that arises.


