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Jarek Truszczynski (left) and Geoﬁ“ Hayle star in “The Chairs.”

Stanford Swim

ner Theater presenis a 5ol fcf performance of

The Chairs’

by Lawra Reilsy .

any of them are no-nonsense
bentwood café chairs. Sever-
al are fussy cane-seated Jad-

der-back chairs. There’s one Louis.

XV ypholstered number that looks
worse for the wear. These are the co-

s‘ars hoards aﬂd interlocutors of
Hugene Ionesco’ s
1957 wagic farce and this SURLENSr’S

“The Chairs,”

offering from Stanford Summer
Theater.

Aided and abetted by the fumzmre
Geoff Hoyle and Farek Truszezynski
tell the story of the loss of memory,

loss of momenmm and the joss of

dreams that circumscribe old agefor
5o many people. Hoyle, as Old
Woman (m a brzlhant and understas-
ed drag performance), and
Trusazynsi\;, in the role of Old
Man, struggle through a single
evening, awaiting the Orator wilo
will explain and nerhaps dignify
their long lives to the assembling
crowd, pmyed solidly by the chairs.

With the tics and shorthand of a.

longtime married couple, Hoyle and
Truszezynski eloguenty spin out the
allegory of human Hfe wasted that
SECINS COMNon 1o so many absurdist
plays {the same troupe explored $im-
Uar ground last suminer in “Waiting
for Godot”) They ruminate, cast
about in their memories, blame each
other for past failures (Old Wornan,
wistRitly: “You are very gitted, if on-
ly you'd been ambitious™ and, #-
nally; wair.

What saves “The Chaxrs” ﬁom
high-minded tragedy is director
Aleksandra Wolska and the actors’
devotion o physical comedy. As the
mvisible crowds assemble, doors
tlap open and closed like something
out of “Poltergeist)” and Hoyle and
Truszezynski perform a hilarious pas
de deux, dragging out more chairs
and arranging them to suit their
guests, all the while maintaining 2
light banter with the visitors anci
Reepmg careful track of each other,

Like Old Man and Old Woman,
the guests remain largely unnamed
— Mr., Mrs.,, Belle, General - and
none is given any flesh, physically
or metaphorically. They represent
the machinery that Old Man has set
in motion, unable to stop if he want-

ed to. At the end of their lives,

tucked away on a remose ishand
Man needs desperaely ro deliver hi*;
message o the world, and Oild
Woman needs him ' to do 3o just o
desperately 1o justify her mm iife-
long dedication to her husban

As one walts with the c:rowd for
the Crator o come and deliver hig

nessage, one can't help but hope the
u,\-tizmon can in some way redeam
Old Man’s professional disappoint-
ments.

Of course, you can’t be too hope-
ful. In the course of the play, Old
Man’s words range from the banal
— “T betrayed my mother” (isn't that
a condition of being an adult hu-
man?) — to the ridiculous — “In or-
der to prevent the exploitation of
man by man, we need money” De-
spite Old Woman’s adoration, Oid
Man doesn’t seem sharp as a tack,

Unfortunately for him, the Qrator
comes too late, arriving when the
chairs are all “empty” and Old Man
and Old Woman have gemtly extin-
guished their long lives by backing
out of two open windows. The Om—
tor (Rush Rehm) rushes in with his
briefcase and papers and looks out
over the chairs, silent.

What would he have said? That is
left for the audience to sit and won-
der about. M

What: “The Chairs,” presented by
Stanford Summer Theater

Where: Stanford University’s Pigott
Theater (formerly Little Theater), sit-
wated next to Memorial Auditorium
on Memorial Way

When: Through Aug. 12. Perfor-
mances are 8 p.m. Thursday
through Saturday; 7 .. Sundays;
2 p.m. Saturday matines on Aug.
i1,

Cos; Tickets are $20 general ad-
mission; $15 studenis.

infe: For tickets call (650) 725-
ARTS or order onfine via www. stan-
fordtheater.org.




