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March 10, 2015
‘Honeymooners’ Musical Pulled From Regional Run, Eyes Broadway

By Michael Paulson

Forget Connecticut. Ralph and Alice Kramden look as if they’ve decided to stay in New
York.

The producer of a new musical adaptation of “The Honeymooners,” the short-lived but
much-imitated 1950s Jackie Gleason sitcom, has abruptly canceled a run of the show that
had been slated to begin in September at Goodspeed Musicals in East Haddam, Conn.

“Goodpeed has been told that the show is ready for Broadway,” the theater said in a
statement Tuesday.

The lead producer of the musical, Jeffrey Finn, directed questions to a spokesman, Matt
Polk, who said, “We are not making an official announcement at this time but are very
excited about the future prospects of ‘The Honeymooners.””

The musical adaptation of the TV show, which centers on the lives of two working-class
couples living in the same building in Brooklyn, is being directed by John Rando, who
won a Tony in 2002 for directing “Urinetown” and is currently represented on Broadway
with “On the Town.”

The show has a book written by Dusty Kay and Bill Nuss, music by Stephen Weiner and
lyrics by Peter Mills. A workshop in November featured Michael McGrath and Leslie
Kritzer as Ralph and Alice Kramden, and Hank Azaria and Megan Hilty as Ed and Trixie
Norton, and the same actors were expected to play the roles at Goodspeed.

The Goodspeed cancellation marks the second time a production of “The
Honeymooners” musical has been scrapped. In 2013, the show was pulled from schedule
at the The OId Globe in San Diego.


http://www.tvguide.com/shows/the-honeymooners-100478/episodes/
http://www.nytimes.com/2014/10/17/theater/in-on-the-town-the-city-is-candy-colored-heaven.html
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Simon Callow Will Be Part of Brits Off Broadway Festival

By Steven Mcelroy

Nearly four years after Simon Callow donned a wig and skirt at the Edinburgh Festival
Fringe, the respected British actor will do so again to play Pauline, formerly Paul, in the
New York premiere of “Tuesdays at Tesco’s,” translated and adapted by Matthew Hurt
and Sarah Vermande from the French play “Le Mardi a Monoprix,” by Emmanuel
Darley.

The solo show (May 14-June 7), directed by Simon Stokes, is about a man who chooses
to live his life as a woman despite many obstacles. The title refers to a weekly shopping
trip Pauline regularly takes with her ailing father, who is accepting of the help but not the
helper and cannot keep from commenting on Pauline’s razor stubble.

It is one of more than a half dozen works in the annual Brits Off Broadway festival at
59E59 Theaters, which will run April 14 through June 28. The full lineup, to be
announced Wednesday, also includes “My Perfect Mind” (June 10-28), by Kathryn
Hunter, Paul Hunter (no relation) and Edward Petherbridge. The show centers on Mr.
Petherbridge’s experience when, during rehearsals for the title role in a 2007 production
of “King Lear,” he suffered a stroke and was barely able to move, but still remembered
the entire part. Directed by Ms. Hunter and featuring Mr. Petherbridge and Mr. Hunter,
the piece looks at his recovery alongside aspects of the “Lear” story.

Other festival highlights include an adaptation of Anthony Burgess’s 1961 novel “One
Hand Clapping” (May 5-31), adapted and directed by Lucia Cox, and “The Tailor of
Inverness” (April 14-May 3), written and performed by Matthew Zajac, about his father’s
hidden past during World War IlI.


http://www.theguardian.com/culture/2011/aug/09/tuesdays-at-tescos-edinburgh-review
http://www.nytimes.com/2013/03/31/theater/kathryn-hunter-in-kafkas-monkey-at-baryshnikov-center.html
http://www.nytimes.com/2013/03/31/theater/kathryn-hunter-in-kafkas-monkey-at-baryshnikov-center.html
http://www.bbc.com/news/entertainment-arts-21689435
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Review: ‘On the Twentieth Century,” With Kristin Chenoweth,
Opens on Broadway

By Ben Brantley

In the theater, there is overacting, which is common and painful to watch. Then there’s
over-the-moon acting, which is rare and occupies its own special cloud land in heaven. |
am delighted to report that this latter art is being practiced in altitudinous-high style at the
American Airlines Theater, where Kristin Chenoweth and Peter Gallagher are surfing the
stratosphere in “On the Twentieth Century.”

Scott Ellis’s ripping, lavishly appointed revival of this 1978 musical about dueling giant
egos on a train between Chicago and New York — which opened on Sunday night in a
Roundabout Theater Company production — knows that when it comes to being
hyperbolic, there’s no people like show people. No, not even excitable reviewers like me
on the morning after a show like this one.

There are so many reasons to celebrate this “On the Twentieth Century,” which features a
score by Cy Coleman, with a book and lyrics by Betty Comden and Adolph Green. For
starters, it’s that rare revival of a musical that isn’t trucked out every few years, like a
wedding dress routinely repurposed as prom wear. (I love “Gypsy” too, but come on,

guys.)

It is also a production that not only retains but also amps up what was good about the
original (memorably directed by Harold Prince, and starring John Cullum and Madeline
Kahn), which | saw when | first moved to New York. It may not make a complete case
for “On the Twentieth Century” as a top-of-the-heap musical, but Mr. Ellis’s version
shines a spotlight on the shrewd silliness and alchemical fizz of Coleman’s operetta-style
melodies and Comden and Green’s giddy gift for showbiz satire.

Perhaps best of all, this “Century” brings Ms. Chenoweth and Mr. Gallagher back to
Broadway, where they can demonstrate the subtleties of being larger than life. These fine
performers have been largely confined to television screens in recent years. And they
grab the chance to chew (and devour) some real live scenery — and in Ms. Chenoweth’s
case, hit pretty much every note on the scale, musical and otherwise — with the ecstatic
vengeance of genies let out of their bottles.

Total Daily Circulation — 1,897,890
Total Sunday Circulation — 2,391,986
Monthly Online Readership — 30,000,000



Such exquisite frenzy is required for the portrayal of Oscar Jaffee (Mr. Gallagher), a
megalomaniacal theater impresario, and his former protégée Lily Garland (Ms.
Chenoweth), who walked out on her mentor (and lover) to become a gold-lamé movie
goddess. It’s the sense of narcissism as a biting, kicking, scratching kinetic force that
makes Howard Hawks’s 1934 film “Twentieth Century” — based on the plays by Ben
Hecht, Charles MacArthur and Charles Bruce Millholland that inspired this musical, and
starring John Barrymore and Carole Lombard — such an enduring adrenaline rush.

The same propulsive energy infuses this revival, which also hilariously features Andy
Karl as a young Hollywood he-man in Lily’s thrall, and Mary Louise Wilson as a crazy
old lady with a checkbook. The show?’s title refers not to an era but to the great American
supertrain of the 1930s, on which Lily and Oscar meet again after a long estrangement.
(David Rockwell is the Deco deluxe designer of the onstage train set, with
mouthwatering costumes to match by William lvey Long.)

Oscar, coming off his fourth flop in a row (it closed in Chicago after its first act), is
determined to win Lily back. He needs her name to bankroll his next show. Besides, they
still love each other, or as much as the terminally self-infatuated can love somebody else.

So Oscar and his trusty, boozy sidekicks (Mark Linn-Baker and Michael McGrath, both
terrific) must coax, cajole or hoodwink Lily into signing a contract before the train
reaches Grand Central Terminal. Obstacles to the accomplishment of this goal include
Bruce Granit (Mr. Karl), Lily’s possessive boy toy; a rival producer at the top of his game
(James Moye); and a rich philanthropist named Letitia Primrose (Ms. Wilson, who brings
devilish understatement to a certifiably insane character).

The play’s shape and rhythms are determined by its plot’s built-in deadline. “New York
Iin 16 hours,” the excellent chorus sings, excitedly. “Anything can happen in those 16
hours.” And Coleman’s score has a matching locomotive urgency, most charmingly
embodied by the tap-dancing, philosophizing quartet of railway porters played by Rick
Faugno, Richard Riaz Yoder, Phillip Attmore and Drew King.

But here’s the original genius of the music: Instead of borrowing from the fast jazz
rhythms of the 1930s, Coleman looks to the fragrantly ripe operettas of the likes of
Sigmund Romberg and Victor Herbert.

That’s because Lily and Oscar are, at heart, old-school theater people. They’re sincerely
and opulently affected in a way that only purple, ornate song can do justice to. Mr.
Gallagher, eyes feverishly aglitter and teeth flashing in an illuminated shark’s smile,



sings with robust self-importance in a trans-Atlantic accent that feels all the more
authentic for being so palpably phony.

As for Ms. Chenoweth, rebounding brilliantly after having to dampen her natural star fire
In a strained revival of “Promises, Promises” five years ago, she uses Lily’s histrionics to
create one of the most virtuosic portraits in song ever on Broadway. The vocal
vocabulary she deploys here ranges from jazz-baby brass to operatic silver, often in a
single number, and she switches among them with jaw-dropping ease.

Leading the big fantasy production number “Babette,” in which Lily ponders her
divergent choices in art and love, Ms. Chenoweth seems to become an entire epic cast of
divided selves. And every perfectly weighted note is set off by an impeccably
exaggerated gesture. When Cecil B. DeMille-style shafts from heaven (it’s Donald
Holder’s lighting) frame Lily as she contemplates playing Mary Magdalene, the
apotheosis is entirely suitable.

The choreographer here is Warren Carlyle. And he (and Mr. Ellis) have steered the cast
into precisely overblown postures and dance moves that suggest hieroglyphs made
animate by steroids. Mr. Karl (who played the title lug in the musical “Rocky” last year)
expertly preens his pumped-up muscles, the better to collapse into pratfalls.

Mr. Gallagher and Ms. Chenoweth are of course the show’s leading practitioners of the
ridiculously sublime stance. Yet we can’t help detecting both the calculation and the
infernal hunger behind those poses. Swooning, kneeling, leaping, clawing and kissing
with the rococo grandeur of silent-movie idols, they always exude a feral heat that makes
it clear that these two masterworks of self-invention are made for each other.

Since this is established from the moment they first share a scene (a flashback, in which
Lily is a scrappy, frowzy young thing named Mildred Plotka), we know from the
beginning that this prize fight is fixed. That means we can sit back, relax and savor the
blissfully bumpy ride in luxury accommodations.

On the Twentieth Century

Book and lyrics by Betty Comden and Adolph Green; music by Cy Coleman; based on
plays by Ben Hecht, Charles MacArthur and Bruce Millholland; original Broadway
production directed by Harold Prince; directed by Scott Ellis; choreography by Warren
Carlyle; music direction by Kevin Stites; sets by David Rockwell; costumes by William
Ivey Long; lighting by Donald Holder; sound by Jon Weston; orchestrations by Larry



Hochman; dance arrangements and incidental music by David Krane; music coordinator,
John Miller; hair and wig design by Paul Huntley; additional material by Marco Pennette;
additional lyrics by Amanda Green; makeup design, Anne Ford-Coates; associate
director, Kasey R T Graham,; associate choreographer, Angie Canuel; production stage
manager, Scott Taylor Rollison; stage manager, Matthew Lacey; production
management, Aurora Productions; general manager, Denise Cooper; associate managing
director, Steve Dow; associate artistic director, Mr. Ellis; executive producer, Ms. Beers.
Presented by Roundabout Theater Company, Todd Haimes, artistic director; Harold
Wolpert, managing director; Julia C. Levy, executive director; Sydney Beers, general
manager. At the American Airlines Theater, 227 West 42nd Street, Manhattan; 212-719-
1300, roundabouttheatre.org. Through July 5. Running time: 2 hours 30 minutes.

WITH: Kristin Chenoweth (Mildred Plotka/Lily Garland), Peter Gallagher (Oscar Jaffee),
Andy Karl (Bruce Granit), Mark Linn-Baker (Oliver Webb), Michael McGrath (Owen
O’Malley), Mary Louise Wilson (Letitia Peabody Primrose), James Moye (ensemble),
Rick Faugno (ensemble), Richard Riaz Yoder (ensemble), Phillip Attmore (ensemble)
and Drew King (ensemble).
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Review: ‘C.0O.A.L (Confessions of a Liar)’ Opens at 59E59 Theaters

By Anita Gates

When Tommy Maloney, a cocky first grader, mentions his $10-a-week allowance, Coal
announces that he gets $100. And not only that, little Coal adds: “My dad is a pirate.”

You have to wonder at first whether the story in David Brian Colbert’s “C.O.A.L.
(Confessions of a Liar),” at 59E59 Theaters, is going to be told on a juvenile level. But it
turns out to be quite grown-up. And Tommy Maloney plays a sad, crucial role.

It’s all too familiar a story in its essence. Boy is raised by a falling-down alcoholic father
who considers his welfare checks his right, and a timid, churchgoing mother who can’t
explain how Jesus can be hurt by Coal’s bad behavior if he died a long, long time ago.
Boy becomes a chronic liar, expressing his rationale, as if addressing whoever has just
caught him in the deception: “I was convinced | knew what you wanted me to say.” Boy
finds something he can do well — he becomes a star on the school swim team — but
during his first out-of-town competition, the nice-guy coach, a respected husband and
father in the community, shows his affection in unwanted ways. The abuse goes on for
years.

The four highly personable cast members — Lisa Bostnar, Mirirai Sithole, Jackson
Tanner and Mr. Colbert (filling in for an actor who dropped out during previews and is
still listed in the program) — do a laudable job under Craig Baldwin’s direction.

What doesn’t work as well is Mr. Colbert’s conceit that all four actors — male and
female, black and white — are Coal. When they huddle together and share dialogue, the
effect is more self-conscious than universalizing. The same is true of making the play’s
title a character name; an acronym for the theme; and a reference to the setting, West
Virginia coal country.

If it would shed such affectations, “C.O.A.L.,” a coming-of-age story about approving of
lies because they “cover up all the ugly stuff,” would feel a lot more truthful.

“C.0.A.L. (Confessions of a Liar)” continues through March 22 at 59E59 Theaters, 59
East 59th Street, Manhattan; 212-279-4200, 59e59.org.

Total Daily Circulation — 1,897,890
Total Sunday Circulation — 2,391,986
Monthly Online Readership — 30,000,000


http://www.davidbriancolbert.com/
http://www.59e59.org/index.php?gclid=CMXWs-65pcQCFUoV7AodEWwATw
http://www.confessionsofaliar.com/
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