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A fat cat who gobbtesup
everything in sight. A king
who tests his urife s fidetity
with increasingly horrifi c
triaLs. A manwhose ftatmate
is Pove.ty. lt s hard to ignore
the scathing contemporary
resonances in theatre company
1927 s sty, witty new Roots,
getting its first European
performances at the Edinburgh
lntemationat Festival

The 1927 team cut its teeth
in Edinburgh, in 2oo7 with the
gleef utty gruesome Between
the Devil ond the D€€p BtueSeo.
And Roots feets rather like a
retum to the company! own
roots. but shines a probing
Light onourown times, never
without humour, but with an
unmistakabte seriousness of
pumose.lts short taLes form
a picture of aworldthats

unhinged, driven by greedand
mistrust.and inwhich dark deeds
are accepted as the norm.

But,l9z7seems to be saying,
''twas ever thus". Writer and
director Suzanne Andrade has
assembted her stories from the
British Library s Aarne lnde)( a
catalogue of ancient folktales
from rightacross the world, given
them a few modem twists - the
odd obtique reference to Trump
is unmistakab[e.

What really carry the show
are its visuats, those gloriousLy
inventive, sometimes troubLing
animations from Paut Barritt.
as we[[ as the white-faced,
wide-eyed innocents inserted
among them.Andin Roots,

Barritt is noticeably broadening
his design palette: a strikingLy
semi-abstract sequence on a
sex change provoked by mating
snal€s is particularly memorable.
LilLian Henry s warped music
blends marvetlousLy, as ever, with
Barritt's eerie inventiveness, and
its played Live on an impressive
collection of instruments. from
berimbau to bodhran.

Roots is utterly captivating,
gleefutty macabre,and it makes
its points so cunning[y that
they mightjust slip into your
subconscious without you
evennoticing.
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