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BY CAROLYN CLAY
I might bill Come Closer
You're Smothering Me as a

“How To Make a Woman”
afterthought, or perhaps an
sweet,
reduncdant and dxaappm iting.

The Caravan Theatre's newest
, ot
very origirnal and only
sporadically entertaining.

Vhile the program proclaims
that ““Commitment is a complex
word/Ne¢ simple answers ¢an
be given/To people
qvesticning/Why they are
together,” the play is mostly
drivel and certainly as
McKuenesque as the program
note. The “‘Life as an Identity-
Sucking Marry-Go-Round”’
image is certainly nothing new,
and, true to their words, the
people at Caravan merely
scratch at its cliche-ridden
surface without offering any
answers, Simple or Com"‘ex
{except maybe - separate
vacations). And in the end,
everyone winds up riding
for

the
better or

v
orse

. worse,
i

. Come Closer You're
{Smothering Me focuses on two
imarriages in crisis, both
“ecause one partner is more

Zdependent than the other on the
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other. Ronald is a restiess city

! planner, Liz is his doting Wiie,

and Jamie and Chris {note fh-:
unisex names) are two yvounge

freer spirits. (They fart af tr‘e
dinner table.) Unfortunately,
Jamie is somewhat freer than
Chris whois, at heart, just a chip
off the old-fashicned Hm k and
wants a girl just like the girl
who married it. ;‘m}".vni'. the
city planner tobe ‘A
sailor, his wife wants nim to be

wants

topts s Tamvmer: wnaned Td

Chris. Familiar? Terribly.
Inevitably, the couples hash out
their differing dreams and ex-
pectations.  Ronald finds a
comparnion in Chris (who gives
him a book of his poems}), Jamie
performs some consciousness-
raising on ilousewife Liz, and
everybody splits, presumably to
come to grips with their in-
dividual aloneness and comse
together again whole.

But the failing of Come Clos
You're Smothering Me is n
that the premise is simplistic
Hell, Arthur Miller wrote a fine

drama about selling old fur-
niture! But little is done to

theatricalize or to shed new
insight on the by now famian
adages. ("How can we make i

together? Should we?”) "“1e
development is slow and wery

nearly horizontal. The language
is pedestrian and the imagery
banal. (‘I am alone now/I can
think without hearing an echo./
I can break one of my own
pots/And clean it up later./I
am alone now and its ckay.’

And the style 1s so randomly
improvisational that one
questions the existence of a
seript, expeciaily during those
dead halts while the various
characters create their ows
out of the

thinos

backed chairs which comprise
the set.) Maybe its just an
encounter session, and Yon Are
There.

In all fairness to Stan Edelso

and his highly compets

company, there are some
delightful, surprising bits and
X s to this unsatisfactory
work. [ especially liked the city
planner’s elaborate power-

¢

fantasies (diagr included, of
course) wherein he reigns #
center of a giant,
workable cloverleaf,

literal treatment of hac
images is novel nnd mia
{Chris ed by J
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conversation.
“speck’”” then delivers a squeaky
indictment of hitchy
that had me on the floor,
Chris swallows an imeginary
Jamie on which h'm He"m
executing a
“‘poszessiveness test’ he
that he cannot ogwsn his 1
even with clenched ter-:’r‘;,h,
say, "'Hello, I'm Christoph
without his wife's voice

A\nf':t:";

women

When

‘;JD

S{ree "'hnlﬁ

'i he (,rmu.

{ney

(PSR tarat

unless vou .o a kind of
person who tal
comfort from pub’ic
firmation that your lau
no dirtier and no dulier than
everyone else’'s, I would
recomraend an evening at home

tne

con-
undry is

with a stack of Rod McKuen
records (the kind with the
crashing surf in the

background) and the “Can This
Morriage Be Saved?” column
21 the Ladies Home Journal.
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