Risque Business

The Va Va Voom Room At Galapagos

By RICK PALLEY

It is my solemn duty this week to report to you, the devoted readers of “Whatevah,” that writing a weekly newspaper column isn’t as much fun as you might think.

Sure, I bet you figure it’s all free tickets to Broadway shows, invitations to posh gallery openings, endless shmoozings with black-clad artists in$10-a-martini bars, that kind of thing. 

And sometimes it is.

But you’d be surprised how often our beleaguered staff is asked to make great sacrifices in the service of keeping you, the entertainment-hungry audience, up-to-date on the latest “culcha-craze.” 

Such was the case last week, when it became necessary to abandon the cozy confines of a warm apartment and a night of  “must-see Olympic time-delay TV,” to take in a show that promised only the humdrum distraction of nearly-naked women (and men) gyrating suggestively to music.

You know what they say--it’s a dirty job, but somebody’s got to do it. 

The occasion for all the fun and frolic was St. Valentine’s Day night, and Galapagos in Williamsburg was celebrating the romantic event by presenting a neo-burlesque outfit known as the “Va Va Voom Room.” 

Yes, ladles and jelly spoons, burlesque is back.

Seems like everywhere you look, from upscale Soho bars to sideshows at Coney Island, woman are dancing behind fans, stripping down to g-strings and pasties, and shaking and shimmying their “assets,” all in the interests of reviving the art of the on-stage tease. 

For those inclined, men too, are turning up and dressing down to their shorts.

Rudy may have cleaned up Times Square, but New Yorkers have perversely responded by bringing back burlesque in a new, humorously self-aware, tongue-in-cheek form.

Think of it as urban evolution.

And what better place for a little burly-Q than the front room at Galapagos? 

It’s already been home to well over a year’s worth of Monday night appearances by the “Wau Wau Sisters,” an entertaining duo whose combination of circus tumbling, cleverly risqué dance skits, and lewd singing have been drawing steady crowds.

The “Va Va Voom Room” is hosted by Miss Astrid, who sports a black bob, eyepatch, and wears enough feather-trimmed corsets and stockings to look like she wandered in from the set of “Cabaret.” Her world-weary, German-accented comments were hilariously deadpan.

She kicked off the evening with a few choice words about this “god-forsaken holiday,” and then introduced the first act. 

 “Vood chew like to see tem danze?” she asked, not sounding like she cared much either way. 

After a smattering of applause and a few obligatory hoots from the audience, “Les Boys,” her four male “assistants and chorus boys,” came onstage, dressed in tuxedoes. It wasn’t long till the tuxes were off and they were down to their boxers, being led around the stage in dog collars and chains by Miss Astrid.

“Les Boys” returned twice during the show. Each act was followed by a fairly long break; it seemed as if the “Va Va Vooms” had, for whatever reason, stretched their talent a little thin that night.

That said, the performers who were there where a lot of fun to watch.

Miss Jenny Lee, a well-proportioned singer/dancer accurately described by Miss Astrid as “healthy-lunged,” appeared in two skits. In the first she stripped in front of a large stuffed ape doll while eating a banana; later, she belted out a hot little number called the “Halo Hop” while dancing around in a bra, panties, and angel wings.

The only other performer on the bill was the improbably named Serge Le Gainswhk, who Miss Astrid referred to as an ex-boyfriend. 

After explaining to the crowd that “this is about art,” Miss Astrid turned him loose on a mock-serious dance routine--all angular, spasmodic movements—set to “Crimson,” a churning, 60s-sounding spoken-jazz recording by Ken Nordine. It was hilarious.

If you’ve never been, the front room at Galapagos is worth the trip.  

A one-time a mayonnaise factory, it’s framed by painted metal I-beams that support huge stainless steel tanks looming overhead. Dozens of tall glass votive candles glimmer along the walls.

Kind of like “Blade Runner” meets “Harry Potter.”

The crowd runs toward the friendly side, maybe as a result of the reasonably priced drinks.  

During the lull between acts, I had a professional mover explain to me the voyeuristic delights of looking in other folk’s closets, and a slim young woman

extoll the pleasures of a mid-winter dip in the ocean at Coney Island.

I’ll have to take her word for it—that’s a sacrifice even I’m not willing to take.

For info about upcoming Va Va Voom Room shows, visit their web site at www.vavavoomroom.com. Galapagos is located at 70 North 6th Street in Williamsburg; for info about upcoming shows there, visit www.galapagosartspace.com.

