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Lively characters partner up in play 

By MARK ARNEST THE GAZETTE 

CRIPPLE CREEK - In the Cripple Creek Players’ excellent production of “My Partner,” it’s probably significant that I remembered details of Tom Benson’s gorgeous set from the show’s 2000 production, but not even the broad outlines of the story. 

But maybe not: The Cripple Creek Players’ melodrama is always featherweight, and its energetic, likeable casts and slick production values are intended to divert audience members from their travails at the casinos rather than provide a soulshaking artistic experience. 

For those who haven’t seen the Cripple Creek Players, it’s not the usual mustache-twisting offering; instead, the

players serve up once-famous 19thcentury commercial potboilers adapted for the Butte Opera House’s intimate stage. Nevertheless, there’s a hefty dose of camp in this production, and the large crowd at Sunday’s matinee engaged in more-lustythan-usual booing of Mickey Burdick’s villain, Josiah. (You know Josiah is the villain because he’s dressed in black, and, well, he has a mustache.) 

(But he does not twist it!) 

Members of the Cripple Creek Players have a strong connection with the University of Arizona’s excellent musictheater program, and as usual, the cast is first-rate — especially gangly Kyle Harris as the show’s strangely passive hero, Ned. Harris was a finalist on the recent “My Broadway Debut” on “The Early Show,” and he demonstrates why here, with a pure, unforced voice, floating pianissimo high notes and an earnestness that makes Ned touchingly sympathetic. 

Samantha Berman and Jennifer Weingarten play stage sisters who actually look like sisters — Berman as the troubled Mary, and Weingarten as the perky, self-absorbed Grace. The spunky servants are played by Amanda Hunt, who has one of the biggest and brightest voices I’ve heard at the Butte Opera House, and the radiant Cara Manuele. 

Richard Hanson again provides steady direction, and Renee Cloutier’s costumes beautifully evoke the Old West, or at least the Old West of old Westerns. Josh Lamoreaux provides excellent music direction while presiding at the piano. 

Does it mean the world is ending that Cyndi Lauper’s “Girls Just Wanna Have Fun” has made it to a melodrama olio — the variety show that follows the play? Hopefully not, and anyway, it’s in good company. The skits range from a medley of Four Seasons songs — Michael Mendez has the ringing falsetto to pull it off — to a bevy of tap-dancing crustaceans. 

Read those last three words again, slowly. 

Honestly, I meant to write more about the play itself, but unfortunately I’ve forgotten it.

