“Great Montreal Smoked
& Homemade Meats"

NEW

&
Solys
deli & dessert
restaurant

Licensed under LLBO

“Exquisite Desserts”

Sun-Wed
9:00 am.-12:.00 a.m

Thurs-Sat
9:00 a.m.-1:00 a.m
Toy's ‘R’ Us Plaza, 300 Steeles Ave W

‘CATERING SPECIALISTS' — PHONE 886-3732

aE kK A BrR J&
N 2R ¥ EELBR B E HNER

THE WINDS RESTAURANT

SUPERB CHINESE FOOD
DINING, TAKE-OUT & HOME DELIVERY
UNIVERSITY CITY PLAZA
59 FOUR WINDS DR., DOWNSVIEW, ONT
PHONE: 736-4646
SUN-THURS, 11:30 a.m.-12:00 midnight
FRI & SAT, 11:30 a.m.-1:00 a.m.

SUMMER JOBS ~

NOW INTERVIEWING FOR
CAMP STAFF POSITIONS

Group Counsellors, Activity Specialists,
Swim Staff, Unit Heads.

“For the Best Summer of Your Life"

Daily transportation
to camp provided.

"GREEN ACRES'DAY CAMP

Kennedy Road & Major Mackenzie area
in Unionville

For an interview
appointment call
LESLIE at

887-1400
Directors: Eddy Bogomolny & Leon Hochglaube

"RICHMOND HILLS DAY CAMP_

Bathurst St. & Highway 7 area
in Richmond Hill

Jack Daniel's Tennessee Whiskey 1s represented in Canada by F ishilery Lid . Brampton, Ontario

LYNCHBURG, TENNESSEE (population 361) is
where we make Jack Daniel’s Tennessee Whiskey,
and where we make lots of Canadian friends.

Folks come from all over to see how we make
our whiskey. Then, as often as not, they -
remark as how they wish they could get
Jack Daniel’s Tennessee Whiskey at home.
Truth is, it’s easier to get our whiskey
in Canada than it is here in Lynchburg,
You see, we're in Moore County
and that’s a dry county. So we just
tell everyone to look for Jack Daniel’s
Tennessee Whiskey back home. It's
real easy to find, and real easy to
enjoy, especially with friends.

e e e

JACK DANIEL'S TENNESSEE WHISKEY

If you'd like a booklet about Jack Daniel's Whiskey, wrnite us here in Lynchburg, Tennessee, 37352 US.A
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Buddies in Bad Times celebrates ninth annual theatre festival

Rhubarb! revels in risk-
taking and suspense

8y PAULETTE PEIROL

.

‘B reaking down the barriers
of artistic disciplines,” is the self-
proclaimed mandate of the ninth
annual Rhubarb! festival, presented
by Buddies in Bad Times Theatre,
along with Danceworks.

In organizing the festival, Bud-
dies’ artistic director Sky Gilbert (a
York alumnus), is providing an open
forum for new works of experimen-
tal theatre, including performance
art. This allows for a broad range of
risk-taking. But artistic integrity
cannot be sacrificed for the sake of
haphazard innovation.

To combine various art forms
with the aim of conveying an idea or
feeling more fully, is a noble and
indeed rigorous task which demands
that the artist be well versed in each
medium he or she employs. The
danger of such multi-media work is
that the very message the artist
wishes to convey may become obs-
cured by the forms themselves.

Such was the case in two of the six
pieces presented in last week’s seg-
ment of the three week festival; B.J.
Castleman’s Bread and Soft Clocks,
an expressionist work about Salva-
dor Dali and Andrew Paterson’s The
Butler Did It, a solo monologue/vo-
ice over using slides.

Rhubarb’s media release billed
Paterson as an ‘“‘established artist
who's (sic) participation will make
Rhubarb! an exciting festival.” Yet
after opening night February 4 dur-
ing which many audience members
left after Paterson’s self-indulgent
performance organizers were quick
to take advantage of the ‘‘Program
subject to change” clause. Bread and
Soft Clocks and The Butler Did It,
originally scheduled to run third and
fourth respectively, were promptly
changed to fifth and sixth on the
program.

The two pieces did, however, serve
one important purpose; as exem-
plary models of theatrical pretention
they both formed a qualitative back-
drop by which to judge the four pre-
vious pieces.

At the opposite end of the spec-
trum, Nigel Hunt's She Said and
Robin Fulford’s Lovesong were
effective examples of innovative
theatre. In each case, the directors
chose a strong stylistic base to pro-
vide a ballast for the plays.

She Said focuses on one woman
(personified by two characters) and
one man, both obsessed with
Phaedra, ‘‘an outside force which
acts upon characters on stage with-
out being present,” according to
Hunt. The plot itself is obscure, but
director Peter Hinton surmounts
this by focusing on the play’s theme

of romantic love in all its variations.
To this end, he exploits the French
“buffoon style” of acting, which he
describes as ‘‘grotesque and
absurd.”

The play, set as a Restoration
Drama with all its artifice and rom-
ance, easily lends itself to satire, Hin-
ton noted. From its harpisichord—
tuned, synthesized Baroque music
to its ornate clear plastic period cos-
tumes, She Said free-falls into the
realm of the absurd and delightful.

Lovesong, on the other hand, is
neither lavish nor humorous, but
rather frightening in its stark min-
imalism. Fulford’s play is based on
court transcriptions from the trial of
Sheryl Gardner's murderer in

Toronto, 1981. Lovesong is the
unapologetic confession of that
murder.

Pastko, trapped
between the character’s
“mental’” and “criminal”
sides, is utterly convinc-
ing as a murderer with
the naivety of a child,
but without the inno-
cence to match it. It is
the character’'s amoral-
ity which is most dis-
concerting to the
audience. Fulford forces
the viewer to see
beyond the eyes of the
judge and jury, into the
mind of the criminal
himself.

Director Ken McDougall has set
the court-room scene by using only a
single prop; the defense stand. Actor
Earl Pastko’s actions on stage are
equally minimal, however his man-
nerisms alone lend essential power to
the monologue (Lovesong would not
work well as a radio play).

Pastko, trapped between the char-
acter’s “mental” and ‘‘criminal”
sides, is utterly convincing as a mur-
derer with the naivety of a child, but
without the innocence to match it.
It is the character’s amorality which
is most disconcerting to the audience.
Fulford forces the viewer to see
beyond the eyes of the judge and
jury, into the mind of the criminal
himself.

The Right One, a “‘lyrical piece” by
Michele M. Jelley and Daniel Macl-
vor, was perhaps the most commeri-
cally successful play of the series. Jel-
ley and Maclvor have written a

tightly scripted work about three dis-
tinct characters all obsessed with one
man—a streetcar driver. Both the
characters and plot are well deve-
loped, and most of the humour
works.

Director Eddie Roy manages to
keep the play fast-paced and juxta-
poses the characters effectively
through the use of props and posi-
tioning. In one scene in particular,
where Manny nurses a crumpled
coat, Carol caresses herself with a
dull butcher’s knife and Fern pas-
sionately chastizes the memory of
her ex-husband, Roy’s direction is
superb.

All three actors (Lisa Lelliot,
Cathie McNalley and Daniel Macl-
vor) give strong performances in
roles which often threaten to become
caricatures. Overall, The Right One is
a well-made play which is not terri-
bly challenging, but enjoyable to
watch.

Our Parents, by York MFA student
Ken Keobke, features two incestu-
ous siblings who have killed their
parents, and co-stars two life-sized,
styrofoam-chip filled dummies.
With such a cast, one wonders if the
piece is meant to be pathological or
humorous. Yet due to the directing
of Michael Caruana, combined with
the over-acting of Patricia Medwig
and Brian Young, the play is neither.

Because of this ambivalence,
Keobke's intent is lost. The play
becomes, in effect, a parody of itself:
the audience is left with the conclu-
sion (as expressed in Eugene lones-
co’s Exit the King) “*Laugh or cry,
that’s all you can do.”

With Bead and Soft Clocks, the
audience is left feeling emotionally
seasick on a wave of superfluous
motion. The piece’s only consolation
is the exaggerated, yet controlled act-
ing of York graduate Steven Hill,
playing Dali. Hill’s fluid movements
are captivating, and his voice reson-
ant, especially in his sharply choreo-
graphed Dadaist solo. Yet the power
and angst of this central character is
obscured by the aimless movements
of the rest of the cast and the over-
bearing score by Nancy Rio
Schroeder.

The Butler did it lies stranded on an
island of subterfuge without a ship-
to-shore radio. Yet one gets the dis-
tinct impression that Paterson revels
in his dramatic solipsism. His per-
formance is supercilious at best.

Week two of Rhubarb! features six
more works playing until Sunday,
and in week three (February 18-22),
seven new plays will be performed
for five days running. Rhubarb! is
risk-taking, as much for the audience
as the performers. This, no doubt,
is the basis of its wide annual appeal.

Excalibur Presents . . .

The Black Crick Poetry Movement
and
The Downsvoid Suburbia Short Story
Contest

DUE TO AN ACUTE INFLAMMATION OF THE LOWER LEFT WISDOM
TOOTH, THIS CONTEST HAS BEEN EXTENDED.

HIP! HIP! HOO! HOO!

Rules:

e All submissions for “Suburbia Prose” must not exceed 2000 words.
e Winning entries will be published.
® Prizes are a surprise.

e Excal reserves the right to withhold prizes if entries are not of sufficient

merit.

NEW DEADLINE: FRI. FEB. 20 1987




