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Kimberly Bartosik and Dylan Crossman share a program in a confined space. 

(L to R): Dylan Crossman, Melissa Toogood, and Marc Mann in Kimberly Bartosik’s Ecsteriority 4 (Part 
2). Photo: Ryutaro Mishima 

A pause separates Bound from Bartosik’s Ecsteriority 4, Part 2. After a few minutes, Toogood enters 
through one of the room’s two doors and climbs up the aisle to the top, still arranging a wide piece of black 
elastic fabric around her wrist; when Mann enters, she fixes his wrapping—like a trainer readying a 
prizefighter. (Bartosik likes it that most of us have to turn around to see this.) Then the main door opens as 
if by magic, and Crossman—dried off and cleaned up—enters. The door closes, as if of its own accord, and 
the piece begins with the furor of a Pandora’s box being opened. 
The three dancers walk, then race toward the wood-paneled end wall and slam into it. Bang! End-of-the-
world aural effects erupt from the speakers (sound design by Bartosik, with excerpts from Animals 
Collective, Untitled). You hear what could be voices shrieking amid the roar. As if the wall were a 
powerful magnet, an adversary, the dancers twist erratically, slapping it with a hand, kicking it with a foot, 
but always pressed against it in some way. Until they break loose. Mann runs in circles. Crossman joins 
him, more or less shoulder to shoulder, then returns to the wall. Toogood runs to Mann. One image sticks in 
my memory: Toogood, on tiptoe, presses her back against one of the side walls; slightly instable, intent on 
the space and the men, she’s also consulting herself. 



Melissa Toogood held by Dylan Crossman, while Marc Mann looks on. Photo: Ryutaro Mishima 

Aspects of the uneasy tensions and encounters hark back to Bartosik’s 2008 Ecsteriority 1 & 2. In that, 
Mann and Elke Rindfleisch also related to a wall and tangled their limbs together in ways that 
foreshadowed Ecsteriority 4. I think suddenly of Jean-Paul Sartre’s existential play, No Exit, in which three 
strangers, after their deaths, are locked in a room together for eternity; that is their punishment. In the end, 
the door opens, but no one leaves. I also ponder Bartosik’s title, with its mash-up of “ecstasy” and 
“exteriority.” Even in moments of passion, we often observe ourselves as if from a distance. 
It makes sense that Crossman, Toogood, and Mann are dressed for action in mostly gray and black, and that 
they have additions like the arm wrappings and other protective items (attire designed by Bartosik, with 
input from Reid Barthelme and Jennifer Goggans). This is a ferocious piece. At one point, Mann all but 
throws Crossman to Toogood. And their arms and legs become both instruments and traps. 
But, however they struggle together, their impulses are not mindless; they watch one another intently, as if 
they need to be vigilant (or forewarned). At various times, one or more of them reclines, supporting his/her 
upper body on forearms, and stares at the goings on. Toward the end, Toogood and Mann face each other, 
standing so close together that their faces are almost touching (if this were a movie, they’d kiss). 

(L to R): Melissa Toogood, Marc Mann, and Dylan Crossman in Kimberly Bartosik’s Ecsteriority 4 (Part 
2). Photo: Ryutaro Mishima 

Here’s a sampling of their endeavors. Toogood and Mann, lying close together on the floor, back away 
from Crossman, rotating as they go; yet they keep their eyes on him as much of the time as they can. He 
looks as if he would like to reach them, but can’t. After this, Mann struggles along the floor, with 
Toogood’s legs impeding his progress. Another time, Mann pushes Crossman up the wooden paneling until 



he can hook a hand over its top edge, but nothing comes of it, and what either of them desires is not easily 
decipherable. Toogood, lying on her back, traps Mann against the wall with her feet; Crossman attaches 
himself to them. Together and momentarily motionless, they resemble one of those heroic battle sculptures. 
Then Crossman steps into the web of limbs to alter the picture. At one point, he lies inert, and the others 
hover or drop onto him; when Mann and Toogood then tangle in complicated ways, he finds ways to 
intrude into their maneuvers. 
 
The intimacy is fierce, the reactions of the dancers’ bodies’ complex, and the wall can be both a colleague 
and an enemy. Near the end, though, she charges at it and stops short, as if it were now emitting a negative 
force. We in the first row feel another kind of intimacy. The dancers often come very close to us. I could 
reach out and touch one. Their breathing, their charged presences change my own breathing. 
Roderick Murray’s lighting alters things also, as does the music. It may stop for seconds, during which time 
you forget how violent the sounds are; then they shout at you again. Near the end, the three dance in 
unison—their feet quick in contrast to the way they often momentarily suspend their balance on one leg or 
swing a leg heavily. They never move with a literal intent to squabble; a calm element to their ferocity 
gives their dancing some of the nuances of thought. 
 
At one point, you’re certain the end is near. Toogood, again supine, arranges the two men against the wall 
with her feet. Mann slides down and sits. So does Crossman, and then his arm, which seems pasted to the 
wall, slides down too. The lights are dimming. Bartosik is not done yet though. Her work finishes when 
these remarkably gifted and sensitive performers leave the room, one by one. Crossman and Toogood use 
the same door. Mann the other one. 
 
If the world doesn’t fall apart before then, Ecsteriority 4 will premiere as an evening-length work at the 
Chocolate Factory in 2016-2017. 
 


