There is only one word to describe Victor Wooten and his Soul Circus: Wow.
Any further attempt at a description would be futile.  Of course, I will try in vain, anyway, much as I will continue to explore the fretboards of the various guitars and basses I have collected over the years.  Only now, I will know that to do so is to trudge endlessly towards a precipice that has already been discovered, claimed, developed and conquered by a true musical prodigy.  There is no room at the top: Victor Wooten is king of the bass mountain.
The spectacle that I and several other aspiring musicians “witnessed” (almost with the euphoria that would be equivalent to the horror of seeing traffic accident) was more than just a band, more than theater, drama, comedy, or illusion.  It was a family that invited us into their lives to explore the musically impossible.  It started with a bang and ended with a mushroom cloud, with a vast middle of some of the best bass performances that have ever been or could ever be.  No one else could have switched between 4/9 to 4/7 to 4/11 time so effortlessly, nor could anyone but Victor compose a tribute to his favorite bassists of years past and then proceed to upstage them one by one.  The solo efforts by the rest of the band proved that soulful music is a family affair in the Wooten family, but the interspersed bits of magic and playfulness pulled the audience right onto the stage; Victor adeptly knows how to handle being the best at what he does.  He shares his gift freely with love and respect, and the effect is a mind-numbing performance that hits you from head to toe.
I would never ruin the best surprises that appear onstage, but in what other HOB show can you expect to find members of the audience that have experienced the performer’s tutelage, and then are able to please their master by spouting out what they have learned?  The encore alone was worth the price of admission, and then some.

Bottom line: see this show at all costs.  Take off from work, borrow money if you don’t have it, and get to the front of the stage.  Consider your ticket an investment in the future of music, both for your appreciation and for the developing ideas made ever broader by cosmic explorer Victor Wooten.  I can now die happy, for though I wasn’t alive to see Jimi Hendrix blast off with his electric guitar, I had a front row seat on the Soul Circus trip through the wormhole into the future of music.
