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Sound-waves under the foot 

The preparatory ceremonial is 
considerable. A lengthy announcement is 
played twice in front of the door to the 
theater space. It prepares the audience that 
inside, it will be completely dark, but really 
very dark and that therefore one has to 
walk very carefully. That it is strongly 
advised to leave jackets and bags at the 
coat-check - in front of which a queue 
instantly starts to build. Then two groups 
are formed, preceded by a person with a 
tiny light. Step after step one enters, 
shuffling, into the darkness, close to the 
man or woman in front, this formation 
vaguely resembles a line of chained 
prisoners.  
"Hertz" is the title of a show by french 
choreographer Sidney Leoni who works in 
Brussels and Stockholm. The 'concert-
performance' which premiered in autumn 
last year is now been shown in the 
Mousonturm in Frankfurt. Expectations 
were high, a sensory experience was 
promised. And a sensory experience it was, 
albeit a fairly one-dimensional. Not because 
of the obscurity in the theater, only sparsely 
lit by a soft twilight or a little red lamp. But 
rather because during this 'concert in the 
dark', which it basically can be called,  
"sensuousness" was mostly produced 
through excessive loudness. All the fuss in 
front of the door, the complicated procedure 
of bringing in the audience - after which one 
was seated on a circumferential platform - 
just for feeling the sound-waves, shivering, 
trembling, vibrating under the bottom and 
the feet. An experience that most of the 
spectators might already know from any 
intense (rock)concert.  
First, there was the sound of wooden sticks 
hitting the floor, audibly the actors moved 
through the room. An electronic hum was 
added, then a fervid howling of e-guitars. 

Once though, there was a whirring and buzzing in the air which seemed to come from many directions, 
flying from here to there in the room. That moment gave an impression of what the whole evening 
could have been, had Leoni more trusted the nuances of the almost-silence provoking the audience to 
open their ears, to listen, if only once in a while, to the whispering and murmuring, to the voices and 
the atmospheres created by different instruments.  
But like this, while shuffling out of the theater, the most discussed topic was from which moment on 
one had started to protect the ears with the hands and which rock-concert at the time had been even 
much much louder. 
 


