THE AMERICAN CENTURY THEATER
presents

by George Axelrod
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Theater you can afford to see—
plays you can’t afford to miss!

About The American Century Theater
The American Century Theater was founded in 1994. We are a professional company dedicated to
presenting great, important, but overlooked American plays of the twentieth century . . . what Henry Luce
called “the American Century.”
The company’s mission is one of rediscovery, enlightenment, and perspective, not nostalgia or
preservation. Americans must not lose the extraordinary vision and wisdom of past playwrights, nor can
we afford to surrender our moorings to our shared cultural heritage.
Our mission is also driven by a conviction that communities need theater, and theater needs audiences. To
those ends, this company is committed to producing plays that challenge and move all Americans, of all
ages, origins and points of view. In particular, we strive to create theatrical experiences that entire
families can watch, enjoy, and discuss long afterward.
These audience guides are part of our effort to enhance the appreciation of these works, so rich in history,
content, and grist for debate.

The American Century Theater is a 501(c)(3) professional nonprofit theater company dedicated to
producing significant 20th Century American plays and musicals at risk of being forgotten.
This program is supported in part by Arlington County through the Arlington Commission for the Arts
and Arlington Cultural Affairs, a division of Arlington Economic Development; the Virginia Commission
for the Arts; the National Endowment for the Arts; the Arlington Community Foundation; and many
generous donors.

All but one of the chapters in this Audience Guide are from the original Guide written
and compiled by TACT Artistic Director Jack Marshall for TACT’s first production of
The Seven Year Itch, December 2002–January 2003.
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Twenty-Five Comedies
(Or, Twenty Years of Searching for Lost Laughs at
The American Century Theater)
By Jack Marshall, Founding Artistic Director
As you have noticed by now, this Audience Guide is essentially a copy of the original I
prepared for our first production of The Seven Year Itch, twelve years ago. I wouldn’t
change it much—I wrote a second bio of George Axelrod for the second of his plays that
we produced, and I might add some things from that—but the play’s history, text, and
quality haven’t changed.
It is, however, the show we chose, in our final season, to represent the vast American
landscape of neglected, forgotten, or seldom-produced comedies that, consistent with
The American Century Theater’s quixotic mission, we plumbed almost every year,
hoping to persuade both audiences and other companies that a lost comedy deserved
better. (Well, almost all deserve better than never being produced, in my opinion. Let’s
say that “better” in this case means “a good production every couple of years.”) Mr.
Axelrod’s biggest Broadway hit is not the only possible choice for that honor, but it is
certainly a defensible one.
Here are the twenty-five 20th century comedies that TACT brought to the stage in its
twenty-year journey, why they matter (or not), and how they fared, and what their
prospects are for the future. The opinions offered are mine and mine alone. Not
everyone agrees.
But I’m right, of course.
1995–1996 Season
1. The Pirate by S.N. Behrman (1942)
Behrman is the epitome of The American Century Theater playwright: prolific,
immensely talented, successful, once well-known, and now almost completely forgotten.
TACT didn’t help his cause much with its first attempt at one of his works, either.
The Pirate was a strange (OK, stupid) choice. For one thing, it was not regarded as one
of Behrman’s best or biggest hits, and it was in that risky class of plays within TACT’s
repertoire that I call “interesting but not-so-great uncharacteristic works by great
playwrights.” These plays: (1) re almost always unpopular, (2) were badly reviewed
originally, and (3) are very, very difficult to pull off. If Behrman were William
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Shakespeare, The Pirate would be Timon of Athens. Naturally, I decided that we should
do it as our third show, ever.
The theory, as I recall it, was that nobody had heard of Behrman, but MGM did make a
big budget musical version of the show starring Gene Kelly and Judy Garland that might
cause audiences to be curious about its source. I thought the name of the show was a
bit catchier than other Behrman works—one of the reasons for his obscurity is that he
gave his plays the dullest titles imaginable. Our director, who was a terrific costume and
set designer as well, loved the play, and, as I often do, I deferred to an artist who had a
feel for the script and who was sure it would work.
To say that The Pirate was a disaster would be too kind. We commissioned an original
score, and the composer got writer’s block. Since the play takes place in Santo
Domingo, we had arranged to have two macaws and a parrot in various scenes. They
and their trainer, who was also to be in the show, had an automobile accident: he was
injured, the birds were killed. Our master carpenter sawed off his thumb while building
the set . . . and this was just the beginning. The show is notable in TACT annals for the
fact that the director/set designer/ costume designer walked out on the show in a snit on
opening night, leaving several costumes, the set, and his staging unfinished.
Meanwhile, the large and distinguished cast, which included now-well-known and muchhonored actress Amy McWilliams in her first professional role, Helen Hayes–nominee
(but not for this show) David Jourdan, and Signature’s multiple Helen Hayes–winning
diva Donna Migliaccio, couldn’t make the almost-three-hour mess work. It was
scheduled over Christmas (Don’t you always think about pirates during the holidays?),
and nobody came.
For many years, the tradition in The American Century Theater was that while it was
fine to say “Macbeth” in the theater, it was terrible bad luck to ever say “pirate.”
As Robert E. Lee said to his decimated army returning from Pickett’s Charge, “It was all
my fault.” Let us never speak of it again.
2. The Effect of Gamma Rays on Man-in-the-Moon Marigolds by Paul Zindel (1972)
Our first two productions following the previous year’s successful launch with Twelve
Angry Men were bombs, and in our very first full season, we were on the brink of doom.
The final play had to be a hit, and luckily, it was. Thanks to Don Martin’s direction and
especially a superb star turn by Maureen Kerrigan as “Betty the Loon,” Paul Zindel’s
award-winning comedy garnered excellent reviews and good houses.
But it just wasn’t a comedy anymore. I had seen a production in Boston in 1972, and the
audience was laughing throughout, though the play also had many poignant moments.
Most of the laughs, which involved child cruelty, mental illness, and elder abuse, had

Page 17

evaporated over two decades, as they sometimes do as public attitudes change.
Zindel’s play, we found, worked just as well, in fact better, as a drama.
Verdict: Worthy of regular professional productions… but no longer a comedy.
In the Comedy Games, we were batting .500.
1996–1997 Season
3. The Best Man by Gore Vidal (1960)
It was a Presidential election year, and Bill Clinton was running for a second term.
Reviving Vidal’s back room political drama about a party trying to pick its presidential
nominee, which had vanished from professional stages, seemed like an obvious choice:
I was amazed no other D.C. company beat us to it. Everyone thought doing the show,
which is usually referred to as a satire or a comedy, was a masterstroke and that it
could not miss.
Lesson to be learned: There is no such thing as a theatrical production that cannot
miss.
The cast was strong—I especially liked the late Ray Felton’s turn as a cynical
Congressman and Nelson Smith as the sad, former comrade of one of the candidates
primed to suggest that he had a homosexual encounter in the army—but audiences
stayed away. As I learned the hard way (and other companies have learned, too), D.C.
would rather not watch politics on stage; it gets too much of it during the day. A later
revival of the show in the area met a similar fate, and a subsequent Broadway revival
flopped, too.
This was one of exactly two times the Washington Post’s main critic deigned to come to
one of our shows. Lloyd Rose wrote a disdainful and dismissive review, notable for
(1) criticizing the play for not having female party power players in a 1962 period piece,
before they existed, and (2) sneering that the notion that a President’s personal
character had any relevance to his electability was dated and unbelievable.
She really, really did write that, and without irony, while Bill Clinton was President, as
Monica waited in the wings.
Bitter? Me?
Yup.
The highlight of the production was a fax I received from Gore Vidal himself, then living
in Venice. He thanked us for doing the show, said that he always thought it was worth
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reviving. He also said the first revival on Broadway, directed by Jose Ferrer, was
botched because “poor Jose didn’t get it.”
He asked me to let him know how it did.
I didn’t have the heart.
Verdict: I don’t think the show works any more. Real politics is so much more vicious
now than what Vidal portrayed, the satire has vanished, and now the play just seems
naïve . . .but not funny.
1997–1998 Season
4. A Thousand Clowns by Herb Gardner (1962)
We thought this one would be a slam-dunk. The Jason Robards movie was considered
a minor classic, popular on TV (until they stopped showing black and white movies
anywhere but on TCM); it was family friendly; and best of all, allowed us to employ once
again TACT’s resident child star, Patrick McMurphy, who had impressed us all as an
11-year-old carrying the lion’s share of the lines and drama in Saroyan’s My Heart’s in
the Highlands. But the show about a nonconformist in New York City raising his young
nephew without really raising him felt just creepy thirty-five years later. It seemed like he
was an irresponsible parent, not just an eccentric one, and while the character of
Murray, played at TACT by the estimable Rick Rohan, seemed charming once, now he
just seemed like a jerk. An ugly, amateurish set didn’t help.
A few years later, the revival of the play on Broadway got the same reaction, and Tom
Selleck, who never seems like a jerk, was playing Murray. The show just isn’t funny
anymore.
Years later, living in New York City for real and making his way as an aspiring actor,
Patrick McMurphy was killed in a freak accident when a fire escape collapsed. He was
just twenty-two.
Verdict: For many reasons, I don’t want to see this show ever again. Or be reminded of
it.
1998–1999 Season
5. Adaptation by Elaine May (1969)
This was a one-act comedy, paired with an early Eugene O’Neill tragedy in an evening
called “Two Masks.” The idea was to complete the circle that included tragedy so
absolute that it demands laughter, and comedy so tragic that it approaches tragedy. I
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directed the O’Neill, a play called Thirst in which the entire cast gets eaten by sharks.
You can’t get more tragic than that!
Paired with it was Adaptation, in which human existence is represented as a game
show, and a poor sap goes through the seven stages of life, painfully and hilariously. It’s
a black comedy, but with a gifted comic actor like Bruce Alan Rauscher as the hapless,
and ultimately dead, hero, the play was very funny as well as thought-provoking.
Verdict: One-acts will always be neglected, I fear, but Adaptation was always and still is
a hoot.
1999–2000 Season
6. Luv by Murray Schisgal (1965)
Great set; great director (Stephen Jarrett, who had successfully directed the show
elsewhere); great cast of three (John Tweel, Tony Gudell, and Karen Shotts) and a
comedy that ran for ages on Broadway, by the playwright who for a few seasons was
Neil Simon before Neil Simon was. There was nothing the matter with Luv . . . except
that audiences here were lukewarm about it. I don’t understand it, frankly; it was one of
the most puzzling flops in TACT history. No doubt about it, though: flop it was.
Verdict: I guess it only works in New York City.
2002–2003 Season
7. The Seven Year Itch by George Axelrod (1952)
8. The Second Man by S.N. Behrman (1927)
Director Steven Scott Mazzola aced Behrman’s witty, four-character love square, with a
neat in-the-round production that was, to my eye, perfect in every way. America drawing
room comedy is as dead a genre as Gregorian chant, but nobody did it better than
Behrman, and for intelligent, sophisticated audiences who don’t need a pie in the face to
laugh, this is a still crackling comedy despite the fact that it depicts types, styles, and
mores long, long gone. For a play that nobody had heard of by the playwright who had
given us the Curse of The Pirate, The Second Man was an underdog winner.
Verdict: It’s still an excellent comedy.
2003–2004 Season
9. Mister Roberts by Thomas Heggen and Joshua Logan (1948)
I love the movie and loved the book; we all thought the hit play, seldom revived, would
be a guaranteed smash. It was paired over the holidays with an original revue, If Only in
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My Dreams, about Christmas in the U.S. and among the troops during World War II.
The run of the comedy was split, with the holiday show bridging the two. The revue,
directed by Jacqueline Manger, was a huge hit. Mister Roberts was a disappointment.
Of the productions I have directed personally at TACT, this was my least favorite. The
set was severely limited by the necessity of its having to easily convert into the revue
set, but the real problem was that while Mr. Roberts was once considered a gut-busting
comedy with dramatic overtones, now it plays like mild drama with a few laughs. All of
those enlisted man hi-jinx that seemed so irreverent right after the war have been
imitated, repeated and exceeded since in movies like M*A*S*H and TV shows like
McHale’s Navy. The one famous sight gag in the play, with the cargo net first shown
hoisting equipment later filled with drunken sailors, couldn’t be duplicated in Theatre 2.
It was frustrating, and more so because all the reviews complained that the show wasn’t
funny enough, and blamed us. It was the show, though, and a subsequent Kennedy
Center revival proved it a couple years later, when it got no more laughs than we did . . .
except that it had that cargo net.
In TACT lore, Mister Roberts is best known for the Alpine goats I kept in my back yard
for more than two months, so one of them, Heidi, could make a scripted appearance in
the second act that lasted all of three minutes. I had to transport her—she was the size
of a very large Great Dane—in the back seat of an old Buick Century sedan from my
home to Gunston during the intermission, where she was picked up by actor Joe
Cronin, whom she clearly loved. The goats escaped three times (they cleared my sixfoot fence with ease), finally nearly getting me arrested by invading the yard of an
Alexandria judge. Our back yard has never been the same, for Heidi and her companion
ate every piece of vegetation.
To this day, the one difficult special effect, set piece, costume or prop that every
production seems to require is called “the goat” during TACT production meetings.
Verdict: Mister Roberts is an excellent play. It’s just not much of a comedy. And it can’t
really be done right in a black box theater. And it needs a goat.
2004–2005 Season
10. The Time of Your Life by William Saroyan (1939)
This was director Terry Kester’s dream play—his favorite play as well as the show that
he regarded as containing the secrets to life and happiness. I like letting directors do
works they are passionate about. Usually it works, and it did in this case.
The Time of Your Life is Cheers on steroids—a huge, sprawling, parade of humanity
through a San Francisco bar in the 1930s. The large cast was superb, and the bar felt
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real (except that I wanted us to spill beer all over the house, which was vetoed by
management). This is an epic comedy, and the kind of play nobody writes anymore;
indeed, nobody but Saroyan wrote plays like this then.
We lost our shirts.
Verdict: It’s a wonderful, wise comedy that is just too thoughtful for audiences wanting
only to laugh, and too big and expensive for professional theaters to do without
drowning in red ink. Such a grand show, however.
2005–2006 Season
11. It Had To Be You by Rene Taylor and Joseph Bologna (1981)
Because we lost our shirts on The Time of Your Life (and all the other shows in our
ambitious 10th season), we began the next season in dire financial straits. I chose this
light-weight, far-from-classic comedy because we could afford it: it had two characters,
few technical requirements, and the requisite laughs. Karen Shotts made it memorable,
but this was not a comedy for the ages.
I’d like to forget this whole season, frankly.
Verdict: Nah.
2006–2007 Season
12. MacBird! by Barbara Garson (1967)
MacBird! was a political phenomenon in 1967, an anti-Vietnam, anti-Lyndon Johnson
satirical screed that no professional theater other than TACT has produced in thirty-five
years. Historically, culturally, and because I just wanted to see it after hearing about it
for so long, I thought the company was mission bound to produce it, especially in
Washington, D.C. Ellen Dempsey gathered a wonderful cast and found laughs that the
original production never bothered with (apparently just turning LBJ into Macbeth was
funny enough in 1967). Author Garson came to opening night: a rare treat, since almost
all TACT playwrights are dead.
For the second time, the Post’s top theater critic came to review us, again with a
political satire, and with the same results. Peter Marks showed every indication that he
had never heard of the Vietnam War, in fact. Still, it’s hard to argue that the comedy was
ever good. Nonetheless, it has historical and cultural significance, our production
squeezed every last laugh out of the material, and I’m proud we did it.
Barbara Garson thought we didn’t take the material seriously enough. She hated the
production. But she wrote the damn thing.
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Verdict: There may never be another professional production of MacBird!
12. Here We Are by Dorothy Parker (1931)
Parker’s story about a newlywed couple on a train ride to their New York City
honeymoon suite translates easily to the stage and was the sole comedy in director
Steven Mazzola’s pastiche of short works by female playwrights during Prohibition and
the Depression, called Drama Under the Influence. This was one of TACT’s most
ambitious and worthwhile experiments, beautifully envisioned by Steven. Here We Are
was a highlight.
Later, TACT learned that it owed licensing fees to, of all people, the NAACP, to whom
Parker had bequeathed the rights.
Verdict: Too short to stand alone, but still entertaining.
13. Hellzapoppin’ by Olsen and Johnson (1936)
Some called it a musical, but Hellzapoppin’ was really a sui generis ode to the chaos of
vaudeville and burlesque comedy. We reverse-engineered it, as no usable script
existed, using oral accounts of classic gags in some cases, finding skits and blackouts
from videos of other sources that our research indicated were in some versions of the
show, which itself never had a set line-up of acts and gags.
Most memorable were the audience-interactive bits, like the escaped weasel (simulated
by the Fuller twins rubbing patron legs with fur-on-a-stick), the constantly growing plant,
the loud woman yelling for her husband “Oscar,” the spiders falling from the ceiling gag
during an “electrical failure” in the house, and my then-87-year-old father playing a
brain-injured “Congressman” in the audience who laughed uproariously after M.C. Ole
Olson (Bill Karukas) complained that a joke was so bad only a complete idiot would
laugh at it. It was Dad’s professional theater debut, and he earned it by providing a lot of
the intelligence about what the original show was like, having seen it on Broadway three
times.
This one was a huge risk and massive enterprise, and though the Post reviewer didn’t
get it (though she gave a good review to my father), everyone else did. It was expertly
nailed by a cast of nitwits, and I wish it had run forever.
Verdict: Of course Hellzapoppin’ still works: slapstick and nonsense are always in
style. But nobody had done a full version in sixty years, and I wouldn’t bet on your ever
getting to see another one, unless Tom Fuller and I do it. And some day, somewhere,
we might . . . .
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2007–2008 Season
14. Ah, Wilderness! by Eugene O’Neill (1936)
O’Neill’s one and only comedy (an alternate universe memory play about the normal
family he never had) was lovingly rendered by a cast headed by Kim-Scott Miller and
Rebecca Herron, with Evan Crump graduating from the Hellzapoppin’ plant guy to the
young man coming of age. If only all productions went this smoothly or were received so
well. O’Neill is America’s greatest playwright and its most neglected, which is why TACT
produced more plays by him than anyone else, and there were still more on the runway
when we decided to stop all flights.
Verdict: A great and immortal comedy that should be done as often as any other, but
isn’t.
15. Happy Birthday, Wanda June by Kurt Vonnegut (1970)
A quirky anti-war black comedy by the acclaimed novelist (this was by far his most
successful play), Happy Birthday, Wanda June was a surprise hit despite showing its
Sixties pedigree as strongly as a play possibly could.
Verdict: There is nothing in the play that is less funny now than when it was written,
because Vonnegut is and will always be funny and wise.
2008–2009 Season
16. Life With Father by Harold Lindsay and Russell Crouse (1939)
No play epitomized the bias against older shows in the U.S. better than Life With
Father, which is literally never performed professionally, and only seldom by amateur
companies. Yet it is the longest-running Broadway comedy of all time, and likely to hold
the title until The Great White Way comes tumbling down.
Why? It’s a warm, funny, loving portrayal of a large family headed by a constantly
apoplectic father and his clever wife who is pulling all the strings . . . the basis, in other
words, of every long-running sitcom in the ’50s and ’60s and a sure-fire formula to this
day. Father was Joe Cronin, Mother was Deborah Critzer, kids were everywhere, and
director Rip Claassen showed why the most popular Broadway comedy is also one of
the best.
Verdict: Great comedy. Still and always.
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2009–2010 Season
17. Will Success Spoil Rock Hunter? by George Axelrod (1955)
The other Broadway smash by the creator of The Seven Year Itch, a Faust send-up
about a schlub who sells his soul to the Devil to become the lover of the sexiest
Hollywood actress alive, was looking like a hit for TACT when a blizzard closed the
production. This show is cursed, clearly: the original, the play that made Jayne
Mansfield a star, was insulted by a terrible film adaptation that junked Axelrod’s plot, wit,
and craft; the title confuses everyone (there is no “Rock Hunter”), and comedies about
the old days in Hollywood seem especially dated in the era of E!, reality shows, and
breast implants that make figures like Jayne Mansfield’s the rule rather than the
exception.
Verdict: A still-funny comedy whose time, I fear, has passed.
2010–2011 Season
18. Stage Door by George S. Kaufman and Edna Ferber (1936)
This “dramady” about the interlocking lives and loves of a hoard of aspiring young
actresses staying at a New York City boarding house during the Depression was first
done as a staged reading in TACT’s “Rescues” series. I didn’t think the reading did it
justice, and it is a great vehicle for young actresses, so we mounted a full production.
Stage Door is another vanished species of stage comedy, more general good feeling
and smiles than belly laughs, likable characters, a few running gags, and a happy
ending. It wasn’t one of TACT’s strongest productions, but the large, young female cast
was energetic and appealing, and I thought the show was enjoyable as well as
fascinating in its portrayal of a very different time with very different attitudes toward
women, work, relationships, and sex.
19. Visit to a Small Planet by Gore Vidal (1956)
Gore Vidal fared much better in TACT’s second foray into his stage work. His satire
about a space alien landing on Earth and completely misunderstanding human
practices and foibles—perhaps because they don’t make any sense—proved itself to be
the laugh riot that the Jerry Lewis film version was supposed to be but wasn’t. Credit
Vidal, but also director Rip Claassen, Bruce Alan Rauscher as Kreton, the space man,
and a creepily realistic mechanical cat, this play’s goat.
Verdict: One of the cleverest and funniest American comedies.
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2011–2012 Season
20. Little Murders by Jules Feiffer (1976)
This black, black (but funny!) satire by the celebrated cartoonist was written when New
York had become a shooting gallery, but sadly, it is not as dated as we might wish.
Nothing justifies its obscurity other than the squeamishness of too many theater artists
about guns on stage, a self-defeating bias. Ellen Dempsey’s production connected with
audiences, who found it both amusing and profound.
Verdict: Still relevant, still disturbing, still worth seeing.
21. Sister Mary Ignatius Explains It All for You by Christopher Durang (1979)
Joe Banno’s version of Durang’s anti-Catholic school comedy infuriated some Catholics,
revived disturbing memories in others, and sparked lively nightly debates that followed
every performance. A one-act that stood alone, the near-monologue of a pathological
nun (played with a smile by Cam McGee) had the audiences laughing until she started
killing her former students . . . and for most members, even after. Offending anyone is
dangerous in these political-correctness-infected times, and Sister Mary is all about
offending.
It is a very funny play.
Verdict: Theater companies should produce it if they dare, and they should dare.
2012–2013 Season
22. Biography by S.N. Behrman (1932)
Yet another Behrman play, certainly his best, Steven Mazzola’s expert direction of the
proto-feminist character study Biography banished memories of The Pirate (but not my
nightmares!) forever. The show was essentially a tour de force for actress Jennifer
Hopkins, in what I believe was as demanding and nuanced a performance as any that
has appeared on our stage in two decades. (Naturally, the Helen Hayes judges were
asleep.) There are amusing characters and wit aplenty in Biography, but no jokes; once
again, such plays are not called “comedies” any more. They are called “dinosaurs.”
But dinosaurs were pretty spectacular, too.
Verdict: Behrman’s masterpiece is a classic, and it will be revived now and then, but
nowhere near as often as the script deserves, in part because there aren’t many
actresses who have the requisite charm and endurance to stay on stage at the center of
the action for three hours.
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23. The Show-Off by George Kelley (1924)
Helen Hayes herself kept this ancient comedy in theaters for decades, appearing in it
often, but once she died, the play retreated onto library shelves. A comedy by the
forgotten Neil Simon of his day and a pioneer of modern stage comedy, The Show-Off
has been made into more movies than any other work, was cheated out of a Pulitzer
Prize, and yet is now completely ignored. Producing it was mandatory for TACT, and
George Kelley didn’t let us down. Lee Mikeska in Helen’s role led a superb cast, and
although the plot looks like it could veer into tragedy right up to the O. Henry happy
ending, our audiences left satisfied.
Verdict: You need a perfect cast, but if you can get one, and we did, Kelley’s most
famous comedy still has charm and kick.
2013–2014 Season
24. Come Blow Your Horn by Neil Simon (1961)
We had to wait for Simon to become passé and go out of style to feature him, which we
finally did in our penultimate season. This was his first play and the most neglected of
his good ones—a semi-autobiographical comedy about a shy young writer sharing an
apartment with his swinging, girl-juggling older brother. The production was fine-tuned
and fast-paced.
Based on the box office, I would have to say that Simon is passé and has gone out of
style.
Verdict: I’m not sorry we did the show, but with so many Simon shows to choose from,
companies without our mission won’t choose this one. It’s not The Pirate, but it’s not
The Odd Couple either.
25. Oh Dad, Poor Dad, Mamma's Hung You in the Closet and I'm Feelin' So Sad: A
Pseudoclassical Tragifarce in a Bastard French Tradition, by Arthur Kopit (1962)
Our longest title, our most polarizing show (as many hated it as those who thought it
was brilliant), and the epitome of what The American Century Theater is all about, this
very strange comedy was reinvigorated by the creativity and courage of director Tyler
Herman. He turned the author’s prop piranha into a brilliant human turn by Anna Lynch,
the Venus Flytraps into a rock band, and yet was true to the chaotic, “Here Come the
Sixties and Hold on to Your Hats!” vibe of the original, which is famous, controversial,
and usually terrifying to theater companies and directors alike. Not TACT. Not Tyler.
Verdict: TACT’s version of ODPDMHYITCAIFSS enhanced the original and makes the
show more viable for other theaters, but probably not viable enough.
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2014–2015 Season
And now here we are, remounting #7.
Are there more comedies I wish we had had a chance to produce before we slip off into
the shadows? Sure. We did a Kaufmann and Ferber, but never a Kaufmann and Hart.
George Kelley’s spoof of community theater, The Torch-Bearers, has been on our list
from the beginning. I think the world deserves to see one last production of Abie’s Irish
Rose, and there was a sequel to Hellzapoppin’, Funzapoppin’, that would allow us to
use all the wacky material that didn’t make it into the first show.
Still, I think we did a pretty good job searching out and doing right by the lost comic
gems. The misfires (Mister Roberts, A Thousand Clowns, The Best Man, Luv, and of
course The Show Which Must Not Be Named) were worth the disappointment, I think, to
give you a chance to see Life With Father, Visit to a Small Planet, The Show-Off,
Biography, and others (yes, and ODPDMHYITCAIFSS, too).
There are a lot of great and good comedies waiting to be seen by new audiences.
I hope, when we are gone, that other companies have the sense and the courage to
produce them. The American Century Theater has pointed the way, guys: all you have
to do is follow the laughter.
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