" HERALD 8™ OCTOBER 2004

BUTTERFLY, TRAMWAY

GLASGOW

MARY BRENNAN

100 -0: @

THE buifet’s 18.1(:1 out and waiting for
theg guf:bm —that’s us, uy the way. A

pay bar sits at the other end of the
“hall while, overhead, countless
- glitter balls wink entlcmgly Heather
- 1s tweaking plates of sausage rolls.
Her sister Gail’s children ~ livewire
Lauren, 11, Blair and Ellen (eight-
year—old twns) arc already
bouncing about among the balloons .
on the dance floor. Gail’s parents,
Robert and Patricia, are mmg]mg,
chattmg It's somehow so familiar:
we've probably all been there ~ the
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“do” that brings chfferent genera—
tions togetherto celebrate. -
Sowhat is it that Gail and the
others are marking with this party,
and why are we mvited to jomn m?
Director Richard Gregory would say
we're here to observe a real family -
whose memories, actions and
relatlonshlps are not so much an
exposé of their personal lives but
more a reminder that ordinary
things can become extraordmary it
-you take time to think about them.
The personal connections and

closeness are moving in ways that
no professional actor could match.
Because, regardless of the on-screen
videos of parties past, the cleverly
- appropriate music tracks, the
occasional choreographed
moments — all tools of the theatncal
trade — none of whatyou getis“an

~act”. For sure, 1t’s a risk, but ﬁom the
moment Ellen chirpily talks usinto
herhome, this piece has genuine
heart, humour honesty and love.

| Take a hankie and someone to hug.
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