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There’s no need to read the fine print
here: The Black Rider is sure to enter-
tain theatre fans looking for something
a lirde different.

Actually, a kot different. With the ex-
ception of the Fringe and the U of S
drama department, it’s rare 1o see a play
this adventurous on a stage in Saska-

toon.
. Persephone is the host but the theatre
company behind it is November The-
atre ordnadé‘nml"t:l)nn'lm the troupe that
staged gli guage premiere
of this dark musical (music and lyri
by Tom Waits, text b’lx\:’flumu'l‘: S. Bur-
roughs) six vears ago before taking it to
New York. Those hlinaricsu:)gut of
the way, it’s finally ready for Saskatoon.

The story is based on a German folk
tale in which a young man obtains
magic bullets from the devil in order to
w'jn a shoot 1'35 mmw ngghamy
of marrying nisman’s -

A large cast backed by three very
busy musicians puts this touring show
into motion. From the start, it's easy to

tell how familiar the wmwmis with
the play and how much they like it. The
t at Saturday's opening was per-
fc’g.mfw the characters viv.:(‘ﬁy drawn.

The style is over the top — highly
dramatic lighting. actors (and even the
band) in heavy make-up, their move-
ments coming directly from the De-
partment of Grand Gestures.

_ The Mblc:ml::d comes ou‘t’:\oylll;cg ochcng
ing number, i
(Michael Scholar r.)(.':'ho invites us to
“take off your skin and dance around in
your bones.” Ah, that's better.

The story is simple and familiar
enough (o benefit from all the juzzing
up. Katchen (Rachael Johnston) loves
the city clerk Wilhelm (Kevin Corey),
but she’s been ised to the 5-
man Robert (Clinton Carew). If only
Wilhelm could leam to hunt. Despite
the dire wamings (“the bullet spins
away and away, whoever stops it has to
%lem takes the bait.

scene of the deal with the devil is
brilliantly rendered, with expertly
timed sound effects from the band, in-
cluding the am;yzjng noise of S\:mid;cd
strings created by a Chapman Stick. It's
reminiscent of a Road Runner and
Coyote cartoon,

tion; despite its ngs,
i’s often quite funny. Director Ron
Jenkins uses an anything-goes ap-
proach to create some amazing mo-
ments of motion and visual interest. In
one, Johnston ends up on Corey's

Rider a rare treat

shoulders — but since she's wearing a
dress it looks like she's grown four feet
taller and sprouted man's

Onlgra multi-talented cast could pull
this off, and there's certainly one here.
Corey is a natural gymnast who sur-
prises you constantly with his fluidity
and strength. Johnston is one of those
performers who almost magically
draws your attention,

Whether she's bawling or elated,
whether she's singing in velvety tones
or speaking in shnill ones, you can't
take your eyes off her.

The songs are often as lyrically
bizarre us they are melodically i
Imagine a love song with the line “|
want (o build a nest 1n your hair/l want
to kiss you and never be there” It's a
shame, though, that the band overpow-
ered the singers so often. One song, tied
10 & puppet-on-strings theme, came and
went with hardly an audible lyric,

The story itself isn't an unqualified
success, either. The plot has no interest
in telling us where it 10 2o and as

aresult hq ‘anwarlhu:ﬁfmlu)ilwhkh
slows things down at the mid-point. It
helps that the play is condensed into a
single 90-minute act because you know
that regardiess of the destination, it's go-
in%t:z get there pretty quickly.

Black Rider runs to Nov. 17 at
Persephone Theatre,



