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This is an audio description of Kaleider’s Requiem.
In a world strange yet familiar, at an undefinable time, a group of people are constructing something. 
Four people walk into an open space about 20 metres wide. There are several large, metallic objects lying around on the ground and jumbled together in shiny piles: segments of metal scaffolding tubes, up to 2 metres long.  Some of the tubes are joined up to others with metal clamps, forming big, long curves. Some are smaller, about a metre long, and others are huge, up to 3 or 4 metres. 
The people pick up and start joining metal segments together. First, they join up sections into a long, spine-like structure, close to the ground. Next, they add tall 2 metre poles along the spine, sticking straight up, and another bar along the top. There are carriages, little metal boxes, and ropes wound onto the vertical poles. The people unwind these ropes, working together to string and thread them along the sculpture’s spine. 
Then, the people pick up the curved metal objects and attach them to the spine. A sculptural structure starts to take form, towering over the people at 4 metres high. By the time they’ve finished, a jumble of metal has become a giant ribcage, rising from the ground. It could be a whale, or a dinosaur, maybe a mythical creature from the past, or from the depths of the ocean, or the distant future.
All four people stop to look at the creature before them. They check it carefully, ceremonially.
Then, two people go to stand to one side of the creature, and two on the other. Together, each pair picks up a rope lying on the ground. There is a pause.
A breath in. The ribs expand, as two people lean hard and pull on a rope, and the creature suddenly comes to extraordinary, uncanny life. 
A breath out. The ribs contract, pulled on the other side of the body. 
In, out. 
The movement is massive, expansive, steady. For a while, everyone breathes together.
In, out. 
The breath carries on, with muscle and breath. But it is slowing. The performers are tiring, having to lean and strain. They are looking up, watching the creature, waiting for its breath.
In, out. 
The breath grows slower and slower.
Then finally, it stops. We stop.
Requiem asks: what rituals do we need to face the moment we are living? And when we come together, what will we choose to build?
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