Patrick’s Cabaret Review, Enterprise Magazine, Mpls, 1986 N E W S

A Cabaret

ferforming at Manka: tatle

nivers
« & get ) "t
not what ' 2 -

14 i don't get to work on
time, 1 don't leave on time, and
nothin ih Delwean ever runs on
schedule My meal >ome at odd
hour and the cata look grateful to
be fe t a

© how, 1 ask myself, have
managed to attend twd of Pat
A N abarets and make a
ocommitment to a third? Actually,

staggering number of
regular arts performances in the
area, a more partinent gquestion is
“"why." Why would I make such an
effort to attend the Scully
abarets, shunning other artistic
fare? »

It started like this. My
friend Mary and I were sitting
around my office one day, drinking
instant coffee from plastic mugs and
trading equally pedestrian stories
about our tepid social calendars,
when something Mary said made my
ears perk up.

“1 didn’'t see anyone Saturday.

! went to a show, a cabaret.”

“0Oh, a cabaret,” I repeated

stupidly. “That's different, 1sn't

1t2*

Anyway, on one of my trips by
on her level of consciousness, 1
heard Mary describe an
improvisational dancer who abruptly
ended his show by leaping head firsc
out the open window. \

Now this was interesting. I
drained my cold cof fee and swung my

Tent off the file cabinet, one hand

pawing the desk next to me for my
Official Reporter notebook, the one
with the ballpoint pen in the
spiral, ever ready for that late-
breaking story.

Yanking the pen free and
flipping open the notebook, I asked
Mary to give me all the details.

Several seconds later, my pen
poised over the empty page, I
realized she was still looking at
me .

“The details?" she said.

“About the dancer taking has
life in front of the unsuspecting
crowd. Leaping to his death in a
fit of artistic passion. Making the
ultimate statement.”

1 leaned forward, eager to
catch every word. I could see the
Pulitzer gleaming faintly in the air
behind Mary's head. Imagine
interviewing a witness to the most
sensarional suicide of the year!

“7Taking his lifel* Mary said.
“He didn't die - 1t was a first
floor window, for godssake! He came
back in the door and introduced
the next act.”

She looked at me with undiluted
irritation and stood up. Something
about the way she dumped her coffee
in the sink, with brown drops
splashing back over the counter,
told me she wasn't going to continue
the story. A reporter makes her
living be bging sensitive to these
things.

toasty

What the achool lacks in heat
however, Cabaret organizer Pm.—u*k.
Scul?y mare than makes up for in
setting the atmosphere. Evary tabie
An the darkened room sporesd =
glimmering candle and = frean-cur
flower in & bud vase. oully a
stations several theater Lighta
around the stage and does a
respectable job of operating them
[or each performance.

Lo

At a 11
on time, Scully stepped forward to
welcome us and introduce the first
act. Still a little jaundiced with
that roporter's cynicism, [ wasn't
wall-prepared for what feollowed.

I had an absolutely

ttle aftar eight, right
11

time.

From the opening comedian, who
really does need more practice, to
the trio of musicians, to the poets
and writers, every act seemed frest
and entartaining. A couple of
parformers definitely need
polishing, and one in particular
might consider another career, but
their presence still added more than
1t took away. By risking a bad
performance these artists lent
texture and variety to the avening.
And, because they weren't perfect,
some of the responsibility for
entertaining me was shifted to my
shoulders. 1 became a supporter as
woll as a viewer, a member of a
participatory audience.

That's not to say the acts were
amateur, however. To the centrary,
a number were as close to perfect as
you'd pay $8 for elapwhere. 1 wvas
particularly taken with the literary
offerings. Chris Cinque, a local
playwright and author of national
renown, captivated the audience with

Continued on page 10
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Boritoh is a local poet with »
distinotly wry volcs I havse
actually pulled over in my car s
hear her on the radie And Bus
Halloran, & regular At the Aharer
AR NO Blouoh reading an originsl
short story
I think the reoal gom of the
avening, however the act that bhroke
me down completely and =a%e s & 'an
of the Cabaret, war David Lyndahl'»
“Doad Ende,.”™ a4 poriee of fivs
porf ormance poesss
Actualiy, 1 have & real probles
with performances pooms For the
most part, 1'm a jlittla too eynical

to look past Lhe contorted [igure in
tights and really hear the angst as
they describe their Volkswagen, or
some Bubject of squal interest to
ma. 1f you'vae beean following the
marital problems of Mike and J.J.
in * recently, then

“Doanesbury
you'll understand when | say I feel
about performance poetry as Mike
does about hie new-wave haircut. A

little silly.
Appcrcmly David Lyndnhl

adjustmen
h ‘M of th. act?) a tape-
recorder played a charming repartee
between a father and his child at
bedtime. Oh, I thought tolerantly.
Like home movies. After more
silence, Lyndahl appeared with a
flashlight, and padded around the
stage in his stocking feet, making
more adjustments to props we
couldn't see. Another long,
interminable silence. Ever polite,
the audience shifted only slightly,
and waited. And waited. Lyndahl
was managing to create the ultimate
in group apprehension. We were all
worried m M.- Was he going to
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=y Job wasn't over My it i bat
forgotten to talk to Scully., the san
who kEspt these things guing! Even

AtS Feportears have their lapses
Fatrick Soully &9 & friendly
man, and completely accommodat ing
over the phone. An improvisationsal
comtact dancesr (he's the one who
leaped out the window in an sarlisr
cabaret), Scully says he's been
maving toward calling himself »
parformer rather than a dancer.
"Thare are too many
expectations about what dance should
be. I['®m just not interested in
dealing with that anymore."

. Moving away f{rom expectations
is what Scully's work, and the
Cabaret, are all about. Scully
began the Cabaret last spring after
his performance was rejected by
another forum in town as being "too
-xpu-uentn. 'rhc re ection gave

 Scully the
begin the cabarct at St. Stephen's.

*1 just thought, 'I'm not the

only person who's not mainstream
enough to perform elsewhere.' The
Cabaret was partly in my mind
already, but then I really got
going"
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Seully vent Lhrowgh Nis
lodes, calling syery peor son he
wnew who per{orme Fynry Porson .

As Bxully says, e waSR'L intereontel
i paitging thelr work, ar their
genra, but in giving thes space e
par form

“1t's & roal ahalilongs &k &
performer 1o get past judgueent snd
Jant goreate 1 wantod to sreate &
forum as judgement-free ae
possibie . *

For that reastn, Scully does
ROt reduire auditions belfore
poacformeres appear at the Cabaret,
in fact there are nd rentrictions at
all. Aot arve taken on a Firsts
pome ., ((ret-serve banis, with six to
slght acte par avening. Soully sven
salioita his audience, saying, “if
any of you would like to perform for
us, or know af someons who would,
st get in touch with me.* Seuwlly's
only requirement i1a that potential
acts attend a cabaret beforshand so
they know what thay're getting into.

Afver elght shows, and with mix
more scheduled, Scully has had no
trouble finding pecple to perform.
Nor has he had any negative feedback
yot. Scully says he's had poople
tell him it's the best place to
perform in the Twin Cities. “That
makes me feel qood * he llkd

d
His opnrcttu of
the Cabaret is a classic example of

—-— 5% y
pt:u- pu'mlly.
grass roots art in action. In order
to secure the space at St.
Stephen’s, Scully barters dance
lessons to the grade schoolers.
only cash payment from either
activity comes from what remains of
the $3 admission fees after postage
and other bills are paid. In
essence, Scully works at two jobs
for one small paycheck, a situation
he's somewhat committed to.

His

“1'd like to get more money, of
course, and I'd like to pay the
performers,” he says. "But I don't
want to raise admission. I like
that people can afford to come here
and still have a bite to eat after.®

of course, Scully wouldn't be
in it if his rewards were only
monetary or even altruistic. In
addition to giving others a place to
perform, Scully has also given
himself a regular forum to try new
things. One of the advantages to
the Cabaret, he says, is being one
of a number of performers.

"There's sort of a freedom in
being one of a lot of people
performing. The success of the
evening doesn't rest on my
shoulders. When pecple feel freed
of that responsibility, they do
better."

Scully says the audience also
contributes to a good performance.

"Most of the pecple in the
Cabaret know there are people in the
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audience they know. That makes a
big difference. If you go back in
history most people have performed
for people they know. 1It's only in
this mass-media, jet age that people
are performing for people they don't
know."

Scully may have something
there. If you want to join a
friendly audience, or scout out the
Cabaret for a future per formance,
just show up at St. Stephen's, 22nd
and Clinton in Minneapolis, at 8:00
on one of the following Saturdays:
Jan. 24, Feb. 21, Mar. 21, AD. 25,
May 16, or June 20. Admission is
$3. Who knows, maybe I'll see you
there sometime. I'll be the one
with the Official Reporter notebook,
with the ballpoint pen in the
spiral. I just know I'm getting
closer to the Big Story. .









