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THE 3RD ANNUAL NYC BURLESQUE
FESTIVAL/Hiro Ballroom/May 22

by Barbara Wegner

And a fish-net stocking, spike-heel shoes,
Strip tease, prick tease, car keys blues
And the porno floor show, live nude girls,
Dreamy and creamy and brunette curls
Chesty Morgan and Watermelon Rose
Raise my rent and take off all your clothes”

—“Pasties And A G-String”
—Tom Waits

NEW YORK, NY—If you like your dames to be
dames and your broads to be broads and lots of
gorgeous goils who can strut their stuff to the
beat of hot and sultry innuendos galore, then
step inside, buddy, onto the Burlesque floor!

This is a must see event, so do yourself a
favor and don’t miss it next year.

The 3rd Annual NYC Burlesque Festival, pre-
sented by The Pantini Sisters and Thirsty Girl
Productions, serves up the most savory and tan-
talizing dishes available in Burlesque today and
yet this show doesn’t lose any of historic
Burlesque’s original spice, proof that some tradi-
tions die hard...ahem... Moving right along, this
year’s Festival, which took place in NYC’s
sumptuously kitschy “Hiro Ballroom” (located in
the heart of “The Chelsea” district), appropri-
ately carried a lesbian theme: another time test-
ed aphrodisiac, especially when “they” wear lip-
stick and not much else! The host of the show
was New York’s own Murray Hill, an ambiguous
personality who proclaims that he/she is “not
gay at all,” leaving one to wonder exactly why
this disclosure was even necessary, unless, of
course, for its obvious comedic effect.
Mustache and all. Yep, Murray Hill is quite the
“gent” and quite entertaining, adding an ele-
ment of no-holds-barred humor while playing

clown to the band’s “straight man.” Providing a
backdrop of musical implications to enhance
every performance and Murray’s antics, “The
Fisherman Xylophonics” set the tone for the
night! Everyone was ready to abandon their inhi-
bitions at the door and join in the raucous fes-
tivities!

The Burlesque troupes hailed from as far and
wide as Chicago to Seattle and everywhere in
between.There was “Cleavage, cleavage, thighs
and hips, from the napes of her neck to the lip-
stick lips...” and yet somehow, even with all of its
provocative displays of flesh and fantasy, bumps
and grinds, the overall effect was—cute. Sassy,
sexy and cute.Contrasting sharply with a world
inundated by hardcore pornography, Burlesque
at its best offers us pure satire, poking at and
tickling our sexual foibles, farces, pretensions,
fears of inadequacy and expectations.

It shamelessly strips us naked and gives us
the opportunity to howl with delight!

Throughout this show, there were moments of
sheer wonder intermixed with hilarious irony,

i.e., when Miss Saturn hit the stage in her
1950s style bikini and vintage sunglasses, she
simply wowed the crowd into a frenzy of wild
cheers as she managed to twirl (what looked
like) 20 metallic Hoola Hoops simultaneously—
amazing! The bevy of beauties included

naughty housewives unable to keep their aprons
on, sword-swallowing belly dancers, a tres, tres
risque can can, a gracefully feathered ballerina
and a balloon popping transvestite going
bananas. Something for every persuasion and
preference.

Colorful, sexy, funny and cute...On a scale of
1-10, this Burlesque Festival is a solid 100!

“Pasties and a G-string, beer and a shot/
Portland through a shot glass and a Buffalo
squeeze...”

3rd annual burlesque festival

At The HERE Arts Center,
Between Spring and Broome off Sixth Ave.
Presented by HERE and Gertrude Stein’s Repertory Theatre’s
Digital Performance Institute
Created and Performed by James Scruggs
Directed by Kristin Marting

by Radomir Luza Jr.
During the first few moments of Disposable Men at The HERE Arts

Center, images of famous black actors like Paul Winfield, Samuel L.
Jackson, James Brown and Scatman Crothers being disposed of or
dying, jump off the large video screen upstage left. Later, scenes of
King Kong and Frankenstein dominate the screen.

To many, slavery and racism are a thing of the past. To James
Scruggs, creator and performer of this one-man show, they are here
now, everyday in every way. Whether that is simply Mr. Scruggs’ per-
spective is not the question.The question requires nearly an hour-and-
a-half and takes us from buffoonery to incarceration to an empty vial
of crack to a fully robed Klansman to 41 bullets in the murder of a black
man at the hands of the NYPD.

Mr. Scruggs’ point is clear. Since coming to America from Africa in
chains, the black man has not only been treated like a second-class
citizen, but in many cases looked upon as less than an animal. Indeed,
it was not until the 1960s, a full century after the Emancipation
Proclamation, and the Voting Rights Act that he was allowed to vote
and had gained for himself a measure of hard-won dignity.

Director Kristin Marning reins Scruggs in when needed, it seems,
and keeps the dialogue, though sometimes a tad wordy, flowing from
point to point. The images of Frankenstein and King Kong nearly
brought this critic to tears as the analogy between the two and the per-
secuted black man rose to a teeming crescendo by play’s end.

Whether the video footage and electronic wizardry add to the mes-
sage is questionable. As with the recent All Wear Bowlers it often
made it more difficult to concentrate on the actor, and at times seemed
redundant. Mr. Scruggs is very good as he brings a fierceness and
intelligence to the many roles. What the performance, however, lacks
is a differentiation between the roles. The restaurant worker is the pris-
oner is the drug addict. Indeed, the main problem with Disposable Men
is that it is less a theatre piece than a dissertation. Sometimes, one
must entertain before he can inform.

In development since 2000, Disposable Men makes a timely state-
ment in this era of racial tensions and differences. Indeed, it is only
through art and politics that changes in opinion and perspective can

bring about changes in loss of life and self-esteem. Whether you agree
with its fervent arguments or not, Men shines a comet from one artist’s
heart and mind to a collective unconsciousness.

Scruggs, Marting, Technology Director Hal Eagar and HERE must
be given major kudos for their passion, perseverance and courage in
tackling this controversial project that almost certainly would not be
seen on Broadway.

disposable men
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