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THE FUTURE IS A CERTIFIED POET 
 
Co-production between Speakeasy Pictures and LGL: Created and performed by 
Barbara Bulatovic and Angus Reid; Music by Bruce Reid 
 
Once I was told to keep the highest compliments only for the best things and this is 
one of them.  The show MUNDUS ET INFANS is, in a single word, outstanding.  For 
physical structure it has the innumerable possibilities of a white sheet; for content it 
has life as defined by a medieval morality, as it exists for each of us,: and both are 
sure as stone and bone. 
 
Because, just as my umbrella can be my balloon (a well known fact), then a white 
sheet can be a screen, a tempestuous sea, a backdrop, a dance-floor, a cloud, and a 
white sheet – though of course you have to be able to see it that way.  An, vice versa, 
the ones who a re showing it to you must be able to treat it just right.  So, as I 
followed the unfolding life of the hero, I kept feeling as though I was slapping my 
head and saying ‘My God, this is all so familiar!’.  Whether it was to do with the first 
experience of other people in your life, when everyone, including passers-by project 
their hopes, hidden fantasies and unrealised ideals into you; or to do with the endless 
rugs pulled from under the feet of those careless people who never look where they 
step (like the ballerina on dope). 
 
As the first tableau composed itself and the first notes of music sounded, everything 
had found its allotted place.  This first instant is itself sufficient to show that 
throughout all 70 minutes of the performance we are in the presence of an exceptional 
eye for detail.  The introduction is performed by a marionette – Death herself, risen 
from her box.  Are you familiar with Deus ex machine – the God from the machine?  
He normally appears to impose order on chaos and to resolve all the problems, but 
here, and with exceptional lucidity, the role of Death is established with a similar 
quality – a kind of Mors ex Machina – who continuously supervises and cares for the 
protagonist, an Everyman who is completely unaware of her existence.  The figure of 
Death appears many times in the show, during his many stages of life: dancing by the 
piano, singing a solo, skipping, jumping and winking like a vampish coquette, but 
nevertheless watching over.  The truly exceptional feeling for details obvious in all 
the other character parts too: they are stereotypes, but the types themselves are just a 
starting point: they are refined down even to the point of the language they speak.  
This is how the Nun comes to utter literary and polished Slovene in her calm soprano, 
and patiently admonishes the child on the importance of vocal clarity.  How Uncle 
Stan, in his fat bass, speaks energetically, first in words and then in song, praising 
work, brotherhood and honesty.  How the Thief entices the innocent child to 
adventure with a nasal slang.  And, on the subject of language, I must add that the fact 
that half the text is in English doesn’t bother at all.  On the contrary, this well 
conceived dialogue between the two languages even attracts out attention.  And the 
music works the same way.  The Composer, BRUCE REID is – and this is so vital – a 
master manipulator of dramatic tension, following every shift in mood and becoming 
the perfect partner to these puppets.  Among the many conventions deployed in the 



show one is film projection with a witty ‘silent movie’ piano accompaniment, like an 
old burlesque. 
 
But one reason for which I find this show excellent is narrative development, which is 
perfectly achieved on many levels… 
 
Oh yes!  And something else!  There’s another scene I just have to mention.  You 
know how parents often say that kids are stamping on their heads?  Well, in the show 
MUNDUS ET INFANS all the people from your very first experience of life gather 
together to celebrate your birthday and, as ever since you were born, they torture you 
with their mutually contradictory worldviews.  And how do they do it?  On the hood 
of an old pram, draped with the white sheet, they stomp and make merry while your 
face is projected beneath them.  Stamping on your head, or what? 
 
So – the way in which this story is told, and the story itself, achieve a high degree of 
excellence.  Excellent too is the way the tempo of the show gathers pace decisively 
and then diminuendos with great feeling, because even at the end of it all hidden 
details await to surprise us further, like the scene of ‘The Thinker’. 
 
After the protagonist has sailed away in a ship and been wrecked, he finds himself in 
‘Plato’s Cave’, and is personally greeted by the maestro.  A tough debate ensues 
between a head-in-a-suitcase and the philosopher, about ‘meaning’.  It concludes two 
cycles: one about identity, from the childish ‘I am I’, through the rebel’s ‘I am not I, 
to the ‘I am and I am not’ of the future; and the other, the metaphor of the ship – 
journey, song, art… This debate about ‘meaning’ concludes these two cycles and 
wins our protagonist a future.  Plato himself shakes the hand of the protagonist as a 
creator of the future, and titles him ‘certified poet’.  The spirit in which all of this has 
been conducted is infectious: we are converted.  And if THIS (taken into account with 
all the rest that I have had to miss out) is not enough to entice you to LGL to see the 
show… then I guess it’s probably better you just stay at home.  All I can say is: 
Bravo!  One of the best shows of my life! 
 
Ana Golub 
Vecer, 18/11/97 
 



 
 


