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EAT MY MONOLOGUE
bamBQO Theatre

There are few things in this life that are perfect in both
their conception and execution. Those that meet the
criteria include toaster waffles, skirts with pockets, and
the BAT my monologue evenings at the bamBOO,
which redefine “a night at the theatre”. Rather than
squeezing into an uncomfortable chair and choking
down a glass of sub-par wine at intermission, FAT 1y
monologue showeases a variety of short but sweet solo
performances, where the audience can relax under the
stars in the delightful bamBOO amphitheatre, while
sipping on quality wines and cocktails. The concept lies
somewhere between a play and a cocktail party, and it's
an absolute winner.

Producer Claire French exercises impeccable judgement
over every aspect of the evening, particularly with
regard to the programme of exclusively Australian
material. The monologues chosen for this particular
evening formed a fascinating discourse on mental
illness, suburban despair and thwarted ambition. The
stark set design, featuring picture frames and bare light
bulbs, was intriguing without being overwhelming,
creating a sense of internalisation that drew the
audience into the worlds of the characters,



