Julie Devaney

The 28-year-old performer is wowing
audiences with a show about navigating
Canadian health care. She lived every

painful minute of it.
by Heather Mallick

ulie Devaney begins My Leaky

Body with an unnerving act.

She walks onstage and puts

on a hospital gown — strug-

gling, as we all have, with the
wretched thing, the worn and faded
fabric, the embarrassing gaps at
the back. Add the snapping sound
of rubber gloves on flesh, and a
torrent of humiliating memories

flood our brain pans. Yet her audi-

ence stays put, in thrall. We have a
queasy need to know what will
happen next.

My Leaky Body is the 28-year-old
Devaney’s monologue, launched
earlier this year and performed

in university classrooms and on
intimate, local stages. It explores
the Canadian health-care system
from the vantage point of that
bewildered, panicky person stuffed
on a hallway gurney: the patient.
For her audience of doctors and
nurses, and for those of us who
have endured a night of panic in a
crowded, hot, noisy and foul-smell-
ing emergency room, this confirms
a revelation we've already had.
Devaney is one of the few individu-
als brave enough to complain with-
out blaming. Her courage is raw.
She earned a master’s in disabil-
ities studies at York University,
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but everything Devaney knows,
she learned the hard way. In My
Leaky Body, she plays herself at
23, lying on a stretcher in a Van-

couver emergency room in 2002,
“To get admitted,” she says dream-
ily onstage, “you have to have a
high fever, a distended abdomen >

She plays berself.

il and weary,

lying on an
ER gurney.
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