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	The Chumash Casino Resort hosted the unique company of artists that is Cirque Dreams Illumination Thursday night, a journey that those in attendance will not soon forget. Though the Casino's multi-purpose performance stage was woefully inadequate for Cirque's arena-sized show (about half the program had to be axed because of the tiny stage area and low proscenium) Cirque Dreams Illumination nevertheless gamely offered a truncated yet rapid-fire show that satisfied young and old, alike.

It's hard to pin a tail on this donkey. Part three-ring circus (minus the animals), part musical extravaganza, part theater, with a flurry of costumes festooned in sequins and bobbles, Cirque Dreams' visual conceit is a city street scene, complete with strolling musicians, military lads on leave, cops, railroad crossings, strolling citizenry, hip-hop street kids, repairmen, house painters and a resident bum turned movie director; a thrumming, pulsing spectacle of humanity. There is, however, one eye-popping peculiarity about this town — it is populated by masters of illusion and sleight-of-hand, acrobats, jugglers, virtuoso rope-sliders and contortionists. To paraphrase a young woman who had her own illusionary journey, once upon a time, we're not in Kansas City anymore.

Cirque Dreams Illumination opens in an ordinary sort of way. The street scene is busy, town folk of all descriptions and professions walk before us, going about their mundane business. Soon though, one begins to wonder if this town might not be Oz. A singing narrator begins to hint, in word and song, that all is not as it seems. A young woman and her escort change costumes miraculously, and repeatedly; a hip-hop kid (the incredible contortionist Robert Muraine) rearranges his body parts with fascinating, if nauseating efficiency, and a bellhop starts to juggle handfuls of balls on the job. We're beginning to slip into Cirque's dream.

In no time, the street becomes Barnum & Bailey: a sailor mounts an increasingly challenging stack of chairs; a painter balances on his paint cans; motorcyclists toss each other on top of their bike, all to a pounding, visceral soundscape, abetted by a strolling sax player, who filligrees the vocalist's commentary — both performing live, with stunning virtuosity. The audience starts to hallucinate: headless apparitions in zoot suits stroll the street; a couple of empty bib overalls walk by; a window cleaner flails magnificently on his rope. Just as things start to spin, literally, out of control, an ironic sensibility takes charge: the street bum, who is also a benign master of ceremonies, interrupts the organized mayhem to direct a film.

Martin Lamberti, master clown, adds a few parts to his boom box, and voila, he's a movie director. Conversing in whistle — transforming that innocuous instrument into a device of salute and censure — Mr. Lamberti gently cajoles a trio of hapless and shrinking audience "volunteers" as he teaches them, in mime, the various roles they are to play in his spontaneous cinematic epic of love, jealousy, murder and salvation. Without humiliating them, Mr. Lamberti rehearses on the spot, improvising comedic hilarity as they fumble his whistled instructions. Mr. Lamberti's schtick, which was the centerpiece of Thursday's show, brought the house down.

The denouement of the Cirque Dreams Illumination show, a cascade of acts, choreographed magnificently, and acted with charm and vigor, dazzled and dizzied the audience in an orgy of skilled acrobatics. The impulse to run home and stack some chairs or balance on a telephone pole will pass in time, but our imaginations will be forever captivated by the world of Cirque Dreams Illumination.




