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  Foreword




  Aislinn Rose




  As a writer and performer, Adam Lazarus loves to live in the complicated. He’s not interested in pat solutions or neat endings, and all that he asks of his audiences is that we sit in the complicated with him. He has built a career asking us to look at ugly things. I think it’s fair to say that not many actors are willing to be hated by their audience, but in an effort to get us to look at the world, to really look at it in all its beauty and its gore, Adam offers himself up as the object and target of our hatred.




  Daughter, as a play, as a performance, is often accused of trying to humanize a monster, but what I love about bouffon, the theatrical tradition from which Adam builds his performances, is that it so brilliantly reminds us of the monster in the human – the monster that’s in each of us. It’s when we can’t acknowledge that, when we push it down and forget that it’s there, when we deny this part of our humanity, we risk being overtaken by it.




  Is the father in this story a monster?




  So many have argued that he is, while I’ve spent hours in dozens of post-show conversations examining with audiences the hard truth that the father who loves to dance with his daughter, who cried over her birth, who loves his wife, is the same man we meet later in the show. Humans are complex creatures, or to paraphrase Whitman, we contain multitudes. We are both delicate and brutal. But the world becomes much simpler when we can neatly categorize people into groups of good and evil, human and monster, and even when we know better, we have a tendency to do just that. It’s less complicated that way.




  Bouffon, then, performs this essential service of tearing down those categories, of showing us the complications of human and monster, while turning a mirror on the audience and saying, ‘Look at yourselves, this is you, this is us.’ It’s an uncomfortable position to ﬁnd ourselves in: sitting in the dark with our fellow humans, and recognizing ourselves onstage. We feel the audience around us, ready to revolt against the man in front of us, the man we see ourselves in. And in our efforts to create distance from what we are seeing, we remind ourselves, it’s just a play. He’s just an actor.




  And so what Adam does with Daughter is all the more extraordinary. By stripping away all of the traditional artiﬁce of bouffon – the costumes and make-up, the grotesque characterizations and accents – and maintaining only that thing that is at the core of the form, the mirror, we are left staring only at our friend, our neighbour, our father, ourself.




  Ourselves in the world we’re truly living in.




  We crave in those darkest of moments a view of a better world, of where we could be if we only worked harder, tried harder, addressed those darker parts of ourselves in a meaningful way. The bouffon might even show us a glimpse of something better, but it’s also going to rip it away from us as quickly as it’s offered. Why? Because that is not where we are. We are in the mess. We are in the complicated. We can’t have catharsis because we haven’t yet done the work.




  So in the end, here we are in the dark, staring at the worst parts of ourselves, and in the case of Daughter, staring at the worst parts of the humans we encounter, and love, and support, and marry. Here we are in a world that holds those parts up and says, ‘This is okay. Boys will, after all, be boys.’




  And if we’re bothered by this, if this is not okay, then what’s to be done about it?




  

    

  




  Daughter was co-created by Adam Lazarus, Ann-Marie Kerr, Melissa D’Agostino and Jivesh Parasram. It was developed and presented as a workshop production in August 2016 as part of the SummerWorks Performance Festival in Toronto, Canada. It was further workshopped when presented at the Sibiu International Theatre Festival in Sibiu, Romania, in June 2017, and received another workshop showing in Kingston, Ontario, Canada, as part of the Kick and Push Festival, August 2017.




  Daughter premiered at The Theatre Centre in Toronto, Canada, on 9 November 2017 with the following artistic team:
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  I’m Talking About You




  Adam Lazarus




  Satire must not be a kind of superﬂuous ill will, but ill will from a higher point of view… hatred against the bogged-down vileness of average man as against the possible heights that humanity might attain.




  Paul Klee, The Diaries of Paul Klee




  How many of you have had an affair or cheated on your partners? Spread an STI? Swore at your kid? Hit your kid? Punched a wall in front of your kid?




  ...




  I don’t need to know what your little secrets are. I know you have them. We all have secrets.




  I am an artist and teacher, often known to work in a theatrical performance style called bouffon: a style rooted in the deep pleasure of mocking the human experience. Or we could call it the ﬁne art of satire.




  In the Middle Ages, throughout Europe, bouffons were the village outcasts, shunned and turned away from civil society and thereby forced to live on the outskirts of town. It was in these shantytowns, swamps and slums that the bouffons banded together and learned to love the freedom of a life beyond the system. They were uninhibited, unrestricted and uncontrolled. From time to time, they would hear stories from the village that had banished them. Stories about their queen’s drug habit, her suitors, the king’s problem with impotence, the banker’s trysts with underage school girls. These tales of bad leaders made good fodder for the bouffons’ plays. And bouffons like to make plays.
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  Once a year, because of civic duty or royal pity, the village gentry would invite the bouffons back into town, to parade and put on a show. The plot of the show? Perhaps the zany tale of a backwards kingdom where a queen is high on amphetamines and has torrid affairs with her squires; where a king who can’t get it up weeps for the plight of his wilting wiener; where a banker who is known to steal from the village poor plays dress- up in diapers while getting spanked by the high-school class president.
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