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Ah, The Chelsea! My old homestead.
Tonight I am to see Anne Hamburger's En
Garde Arts’ presentation of site specific
theatre, “At The Chelsea". In the early
Seventies, I had a sublet “at The Chelsea,"
tender but turbulent times. I am excited.
Will it be the same?

A woman thrashes about on a bed, dark
expletives of evil and life. A red light,
another woman enters and wakes her,
chiding her for studying too much. One is
wearing a strange “Miss Muffet” style cap,
the other a red garter. I hear the names
“Mary," “Laura.” I am thinking the man
next to me has bad breath, but then the
sheet of the playpen is removed to reveal
“dear little sister Carrie.” She is a goat. Yes,
this is Squat Theatre's “‘Little House on the
Prairie,” this evening’s first presentation,
(Squat, former residents of the Chelsea, kept
a live goat in their room.)

The actresses, Alexandra Auder and
Rebecca Major, are striking and the goat is
very goat-like. Their performances enhanced
by a droll, mock-sincerity in delivery.
WONDERFUL SICK HUMOR

It is & parody of big city prairie life full up
of a wonderful sick humor, which was most
reminiscent of my own experience. Laura
tumns tricks to put Mary through college.
Mary gets high eating bread — it's
something in the yeast. Mary rakes dead
flowers from the floor. Laura waters the daf-
fodils. They coo over “dear little sister Car-
rie’'s” crayon dramngb taped to the wall.
Mary pulls one off. *Did you make this?"
“What an artist you are!" Carrie, the goat,
eats the art. Ah, the metaphor! I can relate
to this! Squat theatre never disappoints me.

A call from Stanley, the evil landlord. The
rent is overdue and they must leave. They
perform voodoo rites on “the Stanley doll,” a
teddy bear, and resolve to survive anyway
because they love each other and life is
good. The cuckoo clock goes “cuckoo.”
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