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Play Review – The Women of Lockerbie
	When something most dear has been taken away from someone, it forges a void. Though the pain of its existence will haunt them for the rest of their life, there is always some sprinkle of hope to hold onto, a suitcase of memories, washing of once forgotten garments perhaps. These are a few of the abiding themes that ooze into souls of the audience from the play The Women of Lockerbie by Deborah Brevoort. A work performed recently by Theatre TCU, through brilliant but heart wrenching performance from an ensemble cast that featured the likes of Jovane Caamano (Everyman) playing the husband in denial Bill Livingston, alongside his grief stricken wife Madeline, who is all but engulfed by actress Taylor Whitworth.  
	This particular rendering of the play was done in a thrust style seating arrangement, allowing the audience to be enthralled from all sides (except from behind) and different points of view. With the characters themselves walking directly past the audience en route into the main stage, it made for an experience all the more bone chilling, and enhanced the feeling of the audience as voyeurs, being allowed to share the horrors that plagued the people in the story. 
The mise en scene of the mostly dimly lit and baron landscape served as a dark metonymy for the desolation of happiness, and sorrow-ridden emotion that fills the area of Lockerbie, Ireland. The location in fact served as much as a character as any others with two legs and two eyes. It was hard, bare, and void of hope, much as the people, in particular the mother, Madeline, who lost her son in a plane crash, and who grows progressively mad as the story unfolds. Taylor Whitworth brings her grief to life as she dug deep within her depths to deliver a performance that leaves the audience heart broken, and in empathy of her sorrow. As well, Sydney Kirkegaard who plays Olive, delivers a commanding performance, embodying a woman who is in search of solitude and is no stranger to grief and hatred herself. And in a scene where tension rise and emotions reach their peak, the two have a falling out, which is done beautifully by the duo. Both rose to the challenge of bringing out the best in the other to create a physical and psychologically heavy set piece in an important moment in the story.
[bookmark: _GoBack]The direction of the play was well executed, in tandem with bits of performance that were magnificently translated from page to stage. The instance of the mother recapping the day she heard about the news of the crash while she was preparing a meal as an example. Her monologue of her recalling every detail of her prepping, which her movements were then mimicked by the women Lockerbie as a visual re-telling of the event, proved as one of the more memorable and gripping moments in the production
In the end, this was a play whose spectacle relied on the performance primarily of its characters rather than of visual innovativeness. There are instances of lighting changes to reflect the emotional change in a character of a given moment. Much of the time the story runs at a slow pace, characteristic of the heavy burden that invades the lives of Lockerbie, an inability to move forward. As the dust settles and all the women have left are the garments of their love ones now passed, they leave the audience with a pseudo, but albeit tiny ray of hope. When the ladies all wash the clothes into the riverside, ceremonious as they do so, it creates a moment that is ethereal. Which, when suffering the loss of those most dear, life afterwards feels just that way, as if it weren’t really real, and all that you can do really is try your best to hold on to something. It leaves you begging the question, “Where is love, when love has been ripped away from you?”












Theatre:
Moments of catharis with the wife describing the flower
· the women mimicking the movements
· accents well done
the themes of grief, love, hate( love that’s been injured)
Olive- Sydney
Madison her expression signified her embodiment and being there in the moment.
The change and shift in lighting
Them washing at the end was ethereal. All we have left to do is wash clothes
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