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Six characters in
search ofa play
EIU's Interpreters' Theatre has just concluded a four-performance run of Robert Patrick's Kennedy's Children in the Fine Arts
.
Center Theatre.
The play began life in an
off-off-Broadway theatre
where hardly anyone reviewed itr then turned up in a London pub theatre where it ran
for over a year, and finally
made it to Broadway in 1975.
The scene is a bar in New.
York's East Village. Into it
come various representatives
of the 1960s who now, on
Valentine's Day 1974 (coincidentally, the EIU production opened on Valentine's
. Day 1986), are disenchanted
with all that has happened - John F. Kennedy's assassination,
Marilyn Monroe's dath, the Vietnam War. They include a schoolteacher, a would-be actress, a Vietnam vet, a gay off-off-Broadway
actor, and a committed hippie rebel of the 60s.
In a sense, the play anticipates the movie The Big Chill, but with
one big difference. The five characters in Kennedy's Children
engage in unrelated monologues, talking on and on, but not to each
other. There's no plot, no continuity, no interaction, and unfortunately little or nothing to involve the audience. Back in the 70s,
when the play (if it can be called that) first appeared, there may
have been a certain immediate urgency to the stream-ofconsciousness reflections, but now it all just seems verbose, unfocused and dull.
The fault, however, is in the play, not the EIU production. Director Debra Gwisdalla managed to generate some movement ~nd
physical action, as well as contact by wtly of a pool table. The barroom set looked like the real thing, with a Cigarette vending and a
pinball machine, lots of whiskey bottles, and a jukebox playing
vintage songs, sometimes loud enough to drown out the words being spoken. There was good work by Eileen Sullivan, Karen Lynn
Vogt (even if too young and pretty for a frayed actress), Louann
Stallard, Gerry Lunsford, and Timothy J. Estep.
But it was Stephen A. Donart as the barteitder who had the best
part. He didn't have a word to say!

