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In a puppet costume that features an oversized head and a chubby upper body from which 
her own arms and legs emerge, visual and theatrical arIst Magali Chouinard portrays a 
liKle girl—with limbs and costume proporIons that reflect the typical morphology of early 
childhood—who gives free rein to her curiosity, creaIvity, and fascinaIon as she explores 
the natural world.  
 
Hauling a nest from which a tree grows along an (imaginary) stream, this singular (and 
silent) protagonist encounters various creatures from the animal kingdom, brought to life 
by her performer. The birds, the hare, the snail, the turtle as well as a superb, colossal 
deer—operated by fellow performer Frédéric Jeanrie—which, through a system of wires, 
stomps its hind hooves and wiggles its ears, are sure to capIvate spectators of all ages. 
 
It should be noted that this complex aesthetic universe (every detail of the set design 
conceals one or more unexpected uses) is meticulously crafted (every element is 
magnificent, from the tree to the animal faces), entirely in black and white, and, although 
in constant evolution, offers pictorial compositions of irresistible harmony.  
 
This living tableau is complemented by a richly textured soundtrack of flapping wings 
(which make the little heads in the audience turn in search of the fluttering creatures they 
suggest), croaking, chirping and lapping water. Admittedly, the first performance had a 
few synchronization issues between the sounds and the actions (for example, a character 
tumbling into the water was followed a few seconds later by the splashing sound it was 
supposed to generate), but this will undoubtedly be ironed out over time. The same goes 
for the skirt made of twigs, which stubbornly refused to stay attached to the heroine’s 
body.  
Another, slightly more serious downside to this superb show, which was a hair’s breadth 
away from the sublime, was the interjection from a member of the audience, who came 
on stage and performed a few movements, not only shattered the visual coherence of the 
thousand and one shades of grey that reigned over the performance area, but also broke 
the spell of this timeless microcosm that’s a delight to escape to. We can only 
wholeheartedly rejoice in the fact that an often-overstimulated youth is being offered a 
haven of slowness, an Eden of discovery. We can’t help but be viscerally delighted that 
oZen oversImulated youth are being offered a haven of calm, an Eden of discovery, an 
oasis of wonderment. 
 
 


