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aether by desipn or
through economic ne-
cessity, the ane-person

show format loomes lirge in the
recent history of Calgary pro-
fessional theatro, Inthe pase
two weeks alone we have seen
thres versions of the ane-actor-
plays-all monre — all memo-
rable,

First, there was Valerie
Planche in Morwyn Brebper's
Music for Contortonist, Then
came Jennie Esdale in Doug
Curtls’ Confessions of a Paper-
bay, still riding a cool bike at
Vertigo Studio.

The third very winning soln
performance is by Calgary
playrwright Ken Cameron, play-
ing himself in his deeply per-
sonal ravelogue through grief
and loss as & strangerin a
strange land — My Morocco.

The play, shaped and directed
by another master storyteller,
Andy Curtls, epened Thursday
at the Big Secret Theatre,

Cameron, past executive di-
rector of the Alberts Play-
wrighis® Metwork (and as such,
akind of midwife in the
birthing of stage-worthy scripts
by numerous other writers
across the provines), 8 cir-
rently bamting rwo for two on
the local theatre scene,

His one-nit bwo-hander, Har-
vest, debuted 1o a positive re-
sponse bist week at Lunchbox
Theatre; and now My Morocoo
— like Harvest, a well-written
excerpt of family history, full of
unpredictably funny and telling

Ken Cameron in his ong-man show My Morocco,

comic detail — shows every
reason for being acoorded a
similarly happy Gie

The play began life as a short
story in early 2004, following a
two=week trip to Mosocco by
Cameron and his then-fiance,
Ritz Bozi, in the course of
which Cameron learned of the
sudden death of his estranged
only sibling, Beth.

By way of a prologue, the
playwripht cecorts ws to Mo-
rocco; The Land and its People,
which includes the country's
history as both a movie locale
and & mid-century hideout for

American Lit bad boys and ex-
pats like Paul Bowles, Allan
Ginsberp, and of course, Naked
Lunch author William Bar-
roughs,

We aleo got & modestly nudi-
ence-intemactive lechure on
common Muslim greetings,
from which springs the subject
of the family tragedy responsi-
ble for our jowrney with
Cameron in the first plsce — an
Everyman trip throuph every-
thing from tourist constipation,
to the hyperbole of rug-snles-
men in the soukhs (or markets),
to Muslim philosophies on the
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soul and art, and the evilsofa
bus o Cpsablanca,

The Moroceo cpisodes are ks
turn enlivened by interspersed
dinlogues berwesn Camenon
and his representation of Boz
— whaoge views on his bereave-
ment and on life in general
seem bo have counterbalanced
the playwright's uptightness
under somewhat trying cir-
cumstances — as well as by
S0me very engnging, reveallng,
andd ultimaredy moving bn-
stunces of soul-searching on
the part af our guilt-ridden nar-
rbar, especially in the mo-
ments that precede the plas
cpilogue,

Elsewhere, ton, the quality of
this Ground Zero Theatre pro-
duction stands out. To lend ug-
ohtrusively suthentie stmos-
phere to the geographical loca-
tan bor Cameron's story ane
souind designer Peter Moller's
subtle use of Morocenn music,
and Bori's photograplis — pro=
jected onto four lange swatches
af eloth {nne blue, the others
white) stretched between the
floor and the ceiling of the Big
Sooret atape.

And lerry Gunvordahl en-
hances his minimal set with
lighting that adds a pleasing vi-
sual dimension to the humina-
tion east by Cameron's honest
and consistently entertaining
play,



