


strength in adversity. And these tunes hold what's left of the story together, I must admit, rather well. If
the end comes suddenly, with the big plot points piling up out of the blue after a leisurely first two-thirds, it's
still a pleasure to witness.

This is because the cast is so stocked with talent, who in turn are so obviously ecstatic to speak these
words. I can't remember a big cast this consistently excellent. Not everyone is equally talented at
sustaining dialect, and the one or two less-than-stellar performances out of forty-six (the play's dual casts
play alternating nights) are hardly noticeable in the dazzle of such riches. Many, many of these
characterizations are so brilliant that I just typed half the cast into my first draft of this review, which,
believe it or not, made the thing even less readable. Realistically I can only mention two - Lily Knight, as
uber-representative of the leading players, who affected me as much as any actor has done; and Patrick
Wenk-Wolff, who in his single hilarious ten-minute scene teaches a master class on how to sell character.
Stangl's direction, and Jeremy Pivnick's lights, reveal and highlight this cast with efficiency and grace.

This handsome production will get an audience - with this many cast members, how could it not - but it
especially ought to be seen by young people, and most specifically by those who don't think they like
theater. Disguised as imagined history, like all great art it's about the future. It's a very traditional-looking
show, with its detailed Tom Buderwicz set and gorgeous costumes by Jessica Olson, yet it feels vividly new,
as Coward so frequently does. We can't resist him. He's as compassionate as writers get, and his sympathy
lies with the audience. Therefore ours lies with him.

October 20 through December 11 at Deaf West Theatre, 5112 Lankershim Boulevard, North Hollywood.
Tickets and information: (818) 506-1983 or www.Antaeus.org





