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T  H  E  A  T  E  R
Bluebeard

Khanazar Von Bluebeard (Richard 
Magram) dreams of creating a “third gender,” 
neither man nor woman, but a combination of 
the two. East Heights Productions’ version of 
Charles Ludlam’s Bluebeard  is a curious 
theatrical amalgam: Neither good nor bad, it is 
merely incompetent.

The play itself is a trifle. A parody of 
Gothic melodrama first produced in New York 
in 1970, its gender-bending message scarcely 
raises an eyebrow today. One could confront 
more disturbing issues of artifice and gender 
by contemplating the enormously unnatural 
image of human self-parody presented by two 
nearby billboards featuring the perpetual 
annoyance that is Angelyne.

The work’s very thinness requires 
treatment with a certain style and energy, yet 
Gregor Oganesian’s staging is rudimentary 
traffic control, intent only on keeping actors 
from bumping into each other. 

The acting, when not soporific, is 
monotonous. As Bluebeard’s niece Sybil, the 
object of his base experimental plans, Carolyn 
Chiodini is the worst offender. Her acting is so 
nondescript that, in a scene requiring Sybil to 
sleepwalk, it is impossible to discern a 
difference from her waking state. As Sybil’s 
fiancé, Marc Shrem’s emotions vary in pitch 
and intensity independent of the words he      
speaks. Kara Maria Miller, as the leopard 
woman (don’t ask) Hecate, has the only 
memorable scene, revealing her past in a goofy 
French-cabaret-style song.   

 The set is cheesy, the lighting changes 
obvious (when actually on cue), and the 
intermission pointless, as it comes before the 
final twenty minutes of the play.
(Patrick Corcoran)

Hollywood Court Theatre, United 
Methodist Church, 6817 Franklin Ave. (213) 
480-3232. Fri-Sat at 8, Sun at 5. Closes Dec. 30.
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