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It’s Not Sylvia, It’s Love That Matters

I’m in love and no matter how much you may complain or disagree, there’s nothing you can say or do that will change how I feel. I’m in love and you should be happy for me, happy that I have found love, and that’s what’s important, not whom it’s with.

It doesn’t take long to find out that Martin, played Malachy Cleary, is in love with someone other than his wife, Stevie, played by Leslie Denniston, and has gone so far as to cheat on her. And, it doesn’t take long to find out with whom, because Martin confesses his, so-called, sins to his best friend, Ross played by Kevin Hogan, early in the play. It doesn’t matter, because for the most part, previous knowledge of Martin’s affair and his mistress has little significance in Edward Albee’s, The Goat, or Who Is Sylvia? Instead, the issues of the play are less about “the whom,” and more about the why “the whom” is or isn’t so important. Albee seems to have fashioned a commentary on the values we, as a society, place on love with his most recent play. He seems to be saying that we have lost our way, and are now roaming through dangerous thickets that are obscuring our view of what love is all about. 

But this is an argument that takes far to long to get to. And as much as I want to say that the statement is too close to the end of the play, I also need to say that, the venue is a factor in my impatience, because I believe that Albee has written an emotionally charged play that needs wide open spaces to let lose, not the closed confines of a small stage. Anger should be flying across the stage, but on the TheaterWorks stage, in downtown Hartford, and under the direction of Bob Ruggiero, Albee’s, The Goat becomes a bit strangled, cut off from the emotional catharsis Albee intended each of his characters to go through. Limited by the physical size of the stage, I found that most movement on stage felt constrained. From the short, shuffling steps of Ross, to Stevie’s hesitant throws of passion, as she practically drops pottery to the floor, instead of throwing her vases at Martin, or the nearest offending wall. 

Don’t get me wrong; I enjoyed the play, but when compared to Albee’s other works filled with torrential passion, The Goat is a play that doesn’t compare. George and Martha are confined to a single room in Who’s Afraid of Virginia Woolf, and Peter and Jerry confront each other, limited to the space, in front of, and behind, a park bench in Zoo Story, but in each of these plays, I never felt that the physical surroundings ever became a factor of each character’s rage expression. Not in the same way as I felt Martin, Stevie, and Ross needed to move beyond the stage in order to fully express themselves. I believe that if Ruggiero and the four participating actors were able to find a way to either release everyone’s anger on stage, or manage their anger in such a manner that its restraint lead to a near bursting of the stage walls, then I would have had no problem joining in on the emotional hike. 

I would have enjoyed the journey to the overlook a whole lot more if the TheaterWorks’ production of Albee’s play chose a different, more scenic route to the cliffs edge. I will say that Albee’s view and comment on love are worth the hike, however, I can’t say much about the hike itself.

