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I.OUISl~L.L.E. Ky. 
TI1e flick or I he ii lier or oil I he new works nl lhe 

~umana FestiVill of New American Plays wos God's Mo 11 
"' Terru by West Coasl playwright Oovid Rnmbo. It wa.~ 
nothing less than n lcmgl1om. 

Teken from e true story, God's Ma11 loqks In on Rock 
Beptlsr Churrh, "the largest Protestant church In the 

• world" right there In d wntown Houston where Dr 
Philip Gori,;chall hns mode the church Inti:, his own HUI~ 
bnronetcy. 

Dr, G Is on TV c1•ery Sunday morning and don't you 
know there·~ everything else, from thelro-:.n little campus 
to even n dinner the-e,ter where only certified Christian 
plays nre done. 

Bu! don't you also know that all empires cen come 
crash mg down? 

That is the cru.x or Gocfs Man: The numbers, play­
wright Rambo tells us are lower In terms of attendance 
and cash, and the 81-yeer-old Dr. G. suddenly finds out 
there's a Pastoral Search Commtuee looking for his suc­
cessor. 

F.~ter Dr. ,Jercmmh Mears, educaled al the Southern 
Onp11s1 stronghold. Baylor Unlvcrsily, nnd reody 10 move 
lo lhc Big 1.J!egues. • 

The connlct Is obvious but God's Man In Texa.f never 
is. ii makes the grinding of Inexorable gears ~o real, so 
nltly-gritty lhnr you reel them in your own bones. And 

THEATER'S NEXT WAVE 
ting up the inan and his wife, so !hat fl!<leral agents are 
involved. 

Y2K is terrifically funny end often sexy. There's e little 
nudity, some titillating foreplay, and generally e strong 
production; until the end. 

What happens? Well, if you think that you may have a 
little Y2K problem yourself, wait until you see whet hap­
pens to these totally invaded, totally defeated Brits. 
Kopil's play is a nighimare you've got to hope won't. hap• 
pen lo you. 

Bogart's latest 
Anne Bogart's Cabin Pressure is one that has happened 

to B lot or us. . . 
The former Trinity Rep leader (see accompanying 

slo1y) decided lo investigate that all-important (and only­
i11-live-thealer) relationship between actor end audience. 
Bogart surveyed Louisville-iens in depth, having !hem sit 
in on rehearsals and then have discussions wilh the cast 
end herself. 

Developed with the actors of Bogart's New York-based 
SITI Company, Cabin Pressure is very Boga11-ian. Colors 
are bright, movement frenzied, Actors ere often stylized 
and frantic. They seem to love to do schtick, jump in with 
little vaudeville-style jokes and bits. 

The pJay runs from snatches of Who's Afraid of Vir­
ginia Wodlf end Private Uves through dialogue taken 
directly [ram the audience members who worked with 
Bogert. ' 

One playgoer attends !he theater because "it's better 
than 1V." Another goes "because life is unbearable." 

Actors comment on the audience. "They're good 
tonight," one says. "Laughers," !he other agrees. 

It's that mix between seat holder end stage user that 
Bogart's after. Whet is it that makes it work, or not? 

Cabin Pressure does not come up with en answer, of 
course. Bur it hes insights, it is playfully funny, and et the 
very end, the actors rush frantically to their seats. They, 
and Bogert, hope some of us ere reedy to do the same, to 
see more, to love the theater. 

A back-seat view 
Other· mainstage productions were, ahh, less success­

ful. 
Frank Manley's The Cochfighter was just what it 

sounds like: A cock-lighting pit set up on stage turns into 
e r.rher/son liatlleground. The metaphor only goes so far. 

Aloha, Say tlie Pretty Girls by young playwright Naomi 
Jizuka hes so much going for it- lightness, some genuine 
howl-making dialogue, end a general good nature - that 
you wish ii wasn't so overwritten As it bounces from 
Hawaii to Alaska, as it hes giddy moments (Demi Moore 
drives her egenVgofer bonkers, for instance) the play just 
meanders on into the land of pointlessness. You can't wait 
for it lo end, end it seems II never will. 

That's not the case with What Are You Afraid Of? 
Richard Dresser's work takes about three minutes as 

Rambo's 5€ript never carlcntures lhe.se men l11c rev­
erends nre real in their [eith, real In their desire to do what 
they firmly believe is God's work, and ch-so-recognizably 
~enl In I heir humnn fa/ling. In their ambition, their peuy 
Jenlousles and conceits, you cnn always see rhelr henrt5, 

Ytkes,Y2K 
Playwright Anhur Kopit (Wings, the musical Nine, 

nmqng others) is Interested In a very different game If 
you've been following Ooo11esbury on 1he comic pages, 
you can figure thal computer hacking ls kind of a joke. 

Kopit's Y2K sees Ir through a much much darker 
screen, He fOCUSB$ on an llritrsh couple lending the chnt­
tering-class llfe. He's in book publlshi~g - what an 
8Mchronls111 She's in rhe art-al1ctlon business. 

And they chel, drink vodka, peq,etrlitc rho! randy, 
quick and verbal humor known ns Bri1Wi1, ond gene.rally 

· lead a somewhat specious but decent life. 
Unlrl the Boy arrives. On ,Actors Thearre's high,tech 

cage Of a set over rhe usual upper-middle living room, he 
mes In, hair streakt!d blue, mind a hacker's w.arren of br/1-
llance end nlth, 

I won't even pretend 10 understand the cyberspnc<' 
stuff here. Surnce to say thar 1he boy. who calls hlm~elf 
BCuzlCan among other names, induding ISecU firs! 
lnkes over the publisher's per.ronnl computer From theie 
It's n downhill run to pornography with chfldrcn, to set· 

RICHARD C TRIGG 

BUGGED BY A HACKER: In Y2K, a British couple is 
terrorized by a boy with blue hair and a mean streak. 

three folks sit in the back of the Town Car parked in front 
of the theater while two actors pretend to be driver and 
hitchhiker up front. 

The piece moves forward, to their life together, lo !he 
days or children end disappointment and anger. The view 
from the back seat is of lives trapped by life It's a hard 
end pointed piece. 

10-minute plays 
The Humana Festival is known in the theater world for 

its JO-minute play competition. This year seven were pre• 
sented, end, as you might guess, ranged from real good to 
nol so good. 

The Blue Room by Courtney Baron, who describes her­
self as a wayward Texan ·who now lives in New York, is 
IO minutes of poetry about the sea. A man who sails for a 
living and his woman splash in a bathtub. As .they giggle 
and play, the writing is reminiscent of Eugene O'Neill's 
ear)y works In its bittersweet insights into love and loss. 

Dancing With A Devil by Brooke Berman, once a stu­
dent at Trinity's Conservatory, is far from poetry. It's 
about rape. H's about the Aftereffects on a 24-year-old vir• 
gin raped by a masked intruder. II makes you Oercely 
angry end crumpled and despairing, al the same lime. It's 
line wriling, powerful !healer. 

'It's also something you don't get on the tube. Not lhal 
graphic. Not that intense. Not on lV. 

Which happens to be the theme of Slop-Culture by 
Robb Badlam, which chronicles the effect of "25 years of 
bad nr• on Gen X, a generation that - according to this 
play, at least - thinks Gilligan's Island is filled with cul­
tural significance. 
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