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‘Jerada’ (...) shows us people in an existential 
desert landscape. 
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‘Displacement’ and ‘Jerada’ are both productions that invite us to experience a kind of 

meditative state – one with deeply tragic undertones, the other with intense vitality. 

 

In ‘Jerada’ at Second House at the National Opera and Ballet in Oslo, dancers from Carte 

Blanche under the choreographic direction of Moroccan dancer and choreographer Bouchra 

Ouizguen explore the spiritual potential of the art of rotation – without losing sight of people 

as earthly and collective beings.  

 

The performance starts in a dimly lit black box with a single floodlight as the sole 

scenographic element, and with a ten-minute-long solo dance, where the male, black-clad 

dancer enters the stage spinning around and around. This sequence includes a number of 

poetic variations on this basic, but at the same time natural, movement – he spins around his 

own axis for much longer than our centres of balance would normally permit (something I 

presume most of us have tried out as the simplest way of achieving a free ‘high’ in our 

childhoods). 

 

To me, this black-clad figure looks like a kind of urban Sufi, whose motivation seems to be 

the movement itself, rather than a form of religious worship. I nevertheless get the feeling that 

I am part of an initiation rite, an opening into, if not a higher, then at least a decidedly purer 

state. From the opening, I recognise the quote from Bouchra’s presentation of the production, 

as I see it take physical form:  

‘The first step into the desert – the process – puts an end to the superfluous. In the desert, 

nothing is superfluous, everything is necessary.’ Here, the black box becomes a desert 

landscape, where everything or nothing can happen, and where rotating dancers are placed in 

almost planetary relief. The sun is introduced in the form of a single floodlight that the first 

solo dancer stands beneath during one of few breaks from the recurring rotation motif of the 

choreography. That he rotates on his stocking soles also give me the feeling that I am 

witnessing something truly ancient, yet at the same time modern, and it carries a sensory 

association with feet in hot sand. The soft and hot. 

 

The feet spin in desert sand warmed by the sun, as smooth as ice, as black as soil, on the 

naked dance mats that cover the stage. The first solo dancer is replaced by another dancer, 

who enters the stage rotating. The visual contrast between the two is striking, and a third, then 

a fourth and fifth dancer soon appear, as the production takes us spinning into a choreography 

where the meditative and spiritual engage in a natural dialogue with a landscape of very 

distinctive individuals fighting a kind of undeclared battle: for each new dancer who takes to 

the stage, it is as if a new life form emerges, in familiar but nonetheless unique and self-

sufficient physical manifestations.  

 



This might sound monotonous, but it gradually builds into a performance with an intensity 

and sheer vitality that is so strong that this production becomes for me one of the best things I 

could ever envisage seeing on a stage. The music, which was a recording made at a live 

rehearsal with the dancers and Dakka Marrachkia Baba’s Band in Marrakech, underscores the 

associations with a culture with links to a nomadic, desert life, with strong, heavy rhythms 

and male voices that alternate between wailing lament and a, perhaps after all, worshipful 

tone? In a scenic climax, the ensemble performs a physical, playful and wonderfully 

exuberant sequence in which the pattern of rotation  is gradually replaced by rapid running 

around and around the stage, as the dancers alternately take off and put on clothes, throw 

them in heaps on the floor, and to each other. The tempo, drive, clapping on the sidelines and 

celebratory, party-like atmosphere on stage creates an image of people in their purest form, 

their identity markers stripped off, as here in the form of clothes that are reduced to mere rags 

as they come up against the force of this collective self-centredness (!)  – the dancers on stage 

have become joyful, perhaps mad, gods, but they leave us with a feeling of hope: a 

centredness around our own axis that transports us back to a forgotten or new form of 

primeval force, where people can lay new foundations for an existence in which self-

realisation is the basis for ecstatic interaction? 

 

[…… ] 

 

The two productions underline that contemporary dance is an extremely strong form of 

expression for our time – as we face up to our gods and demons, with the will to explore the 

complex relationship that exists between the natural and cultural determinants of our 

existential rotational axes. 
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