Netherworlds

The Mikado is a scrappy hit in lvoryton; the SumCab ends on a high (and weird) note.

By Christopher Amott

triwmiphant in thearrical performmme-

i, Thars not just semething my par-
ens used to say, its & quore from Gilberr
and Sullivan’s The Mikads, now going
through its Japanese jackanapes at the
'[\'l:-r}'l:un P|:].'|'|n|:|:.¢ rhm‘:lgh ,ﬂ.,ug, i,
thanks 1o the River Rep ensemble.

Virtue wasnt exactly criumphan ar the
show's opening matinee, las Wednesday,
There was a mix-up, and | almost found
myself and my theatergning companion
withour ssats for the sold-our perform-
ance, The box office rallied last-minge
and found s seas in the baleony (often
the best place oo sit when the River Rep's
d-:ing_ a musscal, a8 the soumd and size of
a2 lve band—in chis case two
pianos—dominate the front of the audi-
torium). Then, as we walked down the
aisle, my companion tore his menail on a
seat leg and had o hobble down o the
lobby, where he convalesced for the en-
tire firse ace. I was left eo st directly in
frone of three young, audible children
who weren't exactly riveted by the per-
formance and were being pacified with
crinkly bags of candy. At intermission,
bemer sears had been bocated, and we were
ushered to them—past an usher who had
Fainced in the S0-depree heat. EMTs and
Brefighters swooped in to strap the prone
wornan 1o a stretcher. This bed o a much
||:|ng-|:r intermission., followed |:r:,r the an-
nilseement that “the woman is fine."

Then came the second half of The
Mikagge—with s own d:th:rjng =
ups, overextended administracoss, saoon-
ings, fears of death and culmral -mllap.s.:.
and gracious good spirite. The company's
longrime leading man, Warren Kelley,
canses (and collapses in) comic convul-
sionns as Ko-Ko. Adina Verson's a glorious-
ly vain Yum-Yum. The chorus (if you
want te know whe they are, they are pen-
demsen of Japan) make funny faces.

This is the magic of live thearer. Orwer-
coming real-like distractions is an art form
unity itself, and the River Reppers are ex-
L'q.'lliltl.rhﬂ:r akeilled ai .-i.l'l.i.ll'J'li:ILg hack Four
attention and keeping it

It would be an error to call this pro-
duction “ambitious.” When the River
Reps done bigecast Broadway fare like
1776 or Dawen Yankeer, that was amla-
tiows. But this seemingly dauncing
pisce—an 1885 operetta with a cas of
dozens—has been wisely scaled down,
Off O Broadway sevle, by director
Orwen Thompson. The scripr and score
ace uncut, but human gestures, not elab-
orate sets, provide the pornp, and the use

lﬁ an unjust world, and virne £ anly

of pianos instead of an orchestra helps
ke the focus on the show's mynad small
pleasures. The songs jump our of the sooe
like weell-rehearsed cabarer routines—solo
bits like *Tirwillow" and “Wandering
Minstrel," obviously, but also 3 boffe
quarter rendition of *Sing a Merry
M:ldng':L" Savor these SV bam','sjdi

Cabaret at Yale summer season
instead of closing idf This inventive
integration of Breche’s breakthrough play-
with-music and the post—pop art
revolution sucoseds where the company’s

I f anly Bax! had opened the Summer

previous overhaulings of Handke, Fass-
lkinder, Buchner and Frederike Roth fell
shorr, giving the text an accessible post-
madern contexr in which it can appear
niwly confrontational and controversial.

Dhirecror Tea Alagic, scripr adaprer
Eristin Mendicino and chesr in'rn:l:id.,
trusting enserble have jemdsoned Baals
L'FriEi.l'LlJ !UI.'IEE il'l. ﬁ\'Dr ﬂ‘Ftr-El"ﬂ' .L:':I“I.Er-
ground classics (plus larer Lou Reed Live
recordings and snippets from  David
Bowies 1982 TV wersion of Basl).
They've shrunk the script from 21 scenes
te 15. Theywe moved the action from
Augsburg in 1917 o Andy Warhol's Mew
York Ciry Factary complex in 1967, The
actors embody both Breche's characters
and Factory icons such as Reed, Edie
Sedpwick, Candy Darding and Joe Dhalle-
sandro. In Elnuu and a white Warhol

frighrwig, Eric Gilde sets up each scene
by shifting an onstage film camera and
describing the impending action in the
artist’s rademark fey mumbling voice.
The arrenmon o deeall is admirable:
The walls have been coversd in infoil, &
the Factory's were. Sibver mylar "Explod-
ing Plastic Inevitable” balloons floar from
the tables. Bt some design ﬁﬂi];:q: fall
shore: The Wm:.lqﬂ__ selectiomy h}'pus at-
mespheric instrumentals like *Sister Ray"
and “Musder M:.rbtur:r" in favor of melod-
i, beric-bound munes like *Femime Farale”
and “Venuz in Fure,” which are quoted

like cheap gags. The ‘60s iconography

PHOTE SOURTEEY OF SUNKMER CABANET

Camp Baals soup: Warhol meets Brecht at'Yale's Summer Cabaraet.

't superficial, bur the croupe could have
dug much decper and found far more in-
trigning collisions of Brechr's epic thearer
and Warhols superstar verite filmmaking.
A reality-bending intro sequence in
which each character’s entrance & accom-
panizd by videos of the actors discussing
the project has moments of enlighten-
ment, bur also exposes shorcomings;
thiose wha deride ar confess 1o nar under-
sanding Warhol's flm wark, ar the Fae-
tory style, are indeed the least convinging
performers in che show. Thanks to the
maore comancinghy jaundiced and jaded
members of the case, the simple socio-
pathic rale of Brechr's arsy anti-hero is
rersely and tghely cold.

Sure, it’s not for everyone, but ics for a
heck of a let more people than che
Cabarer’s kst three shows were, And its a

validation of the troupe’s ssason-long ex-
periments with soyle and narrative. Az the
Velvet Underground sang, “Mow now

baby, ' beginning to see the lighe.™

he Summer Cabaret at Yale spent

its season reviving a special kind of

cabaret: the politically charged, ex-
perimental German underground variery,
T\'I'D l'_'ﬂh’ll.'El: :lm‘FEI.'EI'IDE il.'l |:|.'|E RLETE T]'|i1
week are arrumed o a variant definitioan:
small-scal= concert perfnrmancﬁ of
showrunes and patter, often paying trib-
ure 1o long-ago legends of the live stage.

The O'Meill Theater Center in Warer-
ford held a cabarer conference for years,
then—when funding Gltersd—had o b=
it g, Cabarer rypes may be a dying beeed,
but they're a hardy lot, and the confer-
ence found a new bome ar Yale, This year
the O'Neill restarted its conference, and
the Yale one persists. It’s ironic that Con-
necticur now hoses ren high-level cabarer
klateches, simce YU N count the num-
ber of year-round cabarer venues in the
state on less than one hand.

Remaining public perfs at the Yale
conference {which commenced July 30
with diva Julie Wilson) are a mupl:nﬁ of
Sharon McNight's Besy Berry, Beeee! The
Music of Grable, Huson ¢ Davis and
Sreve Hayes' Worddls, Showlds, Coulda
an Aug. 4, an equally vivacious double
bill of Lawre] Masse's Srowr the Hearz and
Heather MacRacs Somgp for My
Father—The Songe of Gordon MacRae
Aug. 5, and 3 Crreain Calf revue in which
srudents ar the nine-day ing strut
what they've learned (crucial souff like
how b make Four eyes 5|.1'r.rm1=|:. b o
clasp vour hands giddily and how many
raunchy jokes are too many, I'd wager).

The O'Neill’s skate, proprammed by
Michael Bush, kicks off Aug. 4 wicth
Masva Piatks's Beerer Dont Tk, followed
Aug, 5 by An Eveming wish Penny Fuller,
then Ruch Williamsen's Prre Heaven: The
Music of Kay Thempion on Aug. 7,
Huneer Bell and Tefl Bowen's behind-the-
scenes musical Tink of Shore on Aup. B,
and the magic ace AUl she Pegple, All of the
Time, srarring Darwin Orciz and David
Roth, Aug. 9. The conference concludes
Aug. 10 with Suzzsnne Douglas in Lucky
te Br Me, based on the life and works of
Abbey Linealn. There are also oo “Par-
tictpants Cabaret™ events, Aug, & and
| | —eut arschored by stclenis but by head-
liners lilke Fuller and Piatdo—and 3 "Gend
Finale Cabaret/Reception” Aug. 12, W

orrmarrEneharenadvecate. o



