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All right, I'm willing to eat crow. Not the 
whole bird, but at least a good part of it. 
When Theatre Aquarius announced they 
changed the musical She Loves Me for the 
more intimate musical revue Forever 
Plaid, I was a tad ticked. 
I'd seen Forever Plaid at least six times -- 
three of them in Hamilton. And, I 
understand it I wasn't the only one perturbed. Phones rang.  Well, who knew?  Familiar 
or not, this is one of the best Plaids I've ever seen. It's Campbell, MacDonald and McDuff 
rolled into one. 
 
By now pretty well everyone knows the Plaid story.  Four young guys who like tight 
harmony are killed on the way to a gig. Happily, heaven finds a way of returning them 
to Earth, allowing them to give the big show they never ever gave.  During the course of 
that songfest, they get to sing everything from Harry Belafonte's Matilda to The Four 
Lads' stirring Moments To Remember.  Jinx, Sparky, Frankie and Smudge are four pretty 
ordinary guys. The thing is, though, they can sing the socks off the songs they've heard 
on their 1950s LPs.  They give us a no-holds-barred history lesson in just how good pop 
songs of the mostly pre-Beatles era really were. 
 
To work at all, Forever Plaid needs performers who can create an ensemble feel. It's 
true, each member of this terrific quartet gets to shine. But make no mistake, it's the 
rapport these guys share that makes this show sink or swim.  At Aquarius, Trevor 
Covelli's Frankie, Matthew Boden's Jinx, Jeff Moulton's Sparky and Adam Stevenson's 



Smudge form a tight unit. They seem to genuinely like each other. They come across as 
guys who support each other even as they individually hold the stage.  Director Marcia 
Kash and choreographer Jim White add neat touches to a familiar show. 
 
They're abetted by designer Debra Hanson's heavenly Mylar set replete with sparkle 
drapes and touches of plaid. Kevin Fraser's imaginative lighting sends shards of 
brilliance across the performance space and twinkle bulbs into the happy audience. 
All in all, this is a bigger production of Plaid than I've ever seen before. 
At the preview I caught, things were a tad forced at the outset. Too many facial tics, too 
much body language and too many choreographic flourishes for the show's simple 
intentions. 
 
I began to worry that Kash and White were working too hard, trying to reach the back of 
the balcony, trying to make Forever Plaid fit a larger-than-usual space. 
Then, too, the boys onstage struggled at first to connect with the show's warm, 
nostalgic appeal, choosing instead to hit every laugh line hard. Fortunately, about 10 
minutes into the show things settled down, the guys found their level, and White's 
choreography fell into a delightful nostalgic place. 
 
From here on it was clear sailing. Stevenson dug deep for the dark heart of Ernie Ford's 
Sixteen Tons. Covelli sold Belafonte's Day-O, Boden wailed the guts out of Johnnie Ray's 
Cry, and neat little Jeff Moulton celebrated Perry Como's songs.  The whole gang had a 
terrific time with an Ed Sullivan spoof, reminding us how much we loved all those 
Sunday-night plate twirlers, ballet stars and manic jugglers.  You've probably gathered 
by now this is a show aimed at people past a certain age, old enough to feel nostalgic 
about Sullivan, Como and The Four Aces.  Never mind, by the time these Plaids tore into 
that quintessential date song Shangri-La, we were hooked. 
 
Marcia Kash's production is beautifully, cleverly, unforgettably staged. If you've seen 
Forever Plaid before, go anyway.  It's worth a second, third or fourth look. And if you 
hear a crunching sound, that's me eating more of that crow. 
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