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by ROBERT BEAUMONT |

} THEATRE REVIEW

lacks
'|depth

ONE of the features of this
production at the Kenya
National Theatre has
been the publicity.

It seems that Bryan Epsom,
\ {he Players' business man-
¥ ager and co-publicist, fears
that audiences will not inter-
pret the play in the way that
he, producer Jack Dunbar,
and the cast would like them
to. ]

e has gone to conmderahlg
Ht'rm-:ble‘. *both in last week's
SUNDAY NATION and in
the programme, to explain
in detail why the play is
NOT the story of the fall of
a prostitute but the tragedy
of a woman whose unfortu-

/ nate early marriage led to
her seeking release from her
\. loneliness in nymphomania.

~ | His fears, think, are un-
founded. Doubtless there was
misunderstanding and con-
troversy when the play was
presented in London in 1949,
But since then, audiences have
become hardened to seeing
uncountable permutations of
Just on the stage, and' can
distinguish for themselves
the niceties of degrees of
difference between them,
Quite apart from this, these
\ apologias smack of uncertain-
ty as to the ability of cast
and producer to get across
to the audience the meaning
; they intend — which is hard-
1y complimentary to either

side.
‘ As it happens, there are cer-
tain aspects of performance
and production which are

' not quite what ‘I think Ten-

nessee Williams intended. He
deliberately set his play in
i New Orleans to create a par-
ticular atmosphere, almost
©f no-man’s-land , , . a place
where the Europe of yester-
day and the America of to-

day meet and mingle in the

steamy Louisiana heat, and
where the life and customs
derived from both continents
are now 1iypical of neither.
A city to which eccentrics, mis-
fits and failures turn their

steps in the belief that here
they will find either the
anonymity

sympathy or the anony
which other places deny

SBISH TRZEBINSKI. . ..
touching flashes of simplicity
as Stanley Kowalski.

breakdown, making it the
more heartbreaking because
it seems almost as if it were
~ happening to an innocent
_ child. ; T
Nancy Roe has none of the
Southern belle about her.

.\h

Streetcar: Competent but

appearance weakens one's
sympathy with her despera-
tion — which is born not
only of shock and loneliness,
but quite ag much of the fact
that Blanche is now a very
faded benuty at whose door

opportunily knocks but sel-
dom.

This Is not to say that Nancy
Roe doesn't give an excellent
performance, She does, It is
deeply thought outf, Intelli-
gent, and very human, but
the woman she plays is some-
one who has read about
Blance Dubois, not Blanche
herself.

Her foil, (as Stanley Kowalski,
the first-generation American
of Polish family), is Shish
Trzebinski who, according to
Mr. Epsom's calculations,
should impress us first as a
simple man who later be-
comes a brutal one, Mr.
Trzebinski does indeed have
some touching flashes of
simplicity in his moments
with Blanche's sister, his
wife Stella (played nice and
simply by Anita Day).

Irritable

But, in the main, the impres-
sion he gives is of an irri-
table bully throughout, with
the disadvantage of being
unintelligible when he bawls,
and near-inaudible when he
doesn’t. However, in the con-
text of this production he is
a believable person even if
he lacks the range of charac-
ter the author envisaged.

Producer Jack Dunbar has pre-
sented his idea of A Streetcar
Named Desire very compet-
ently, although, for my taste,

. he has only pricked the sur-
face of it and has not set in
motion - feeling of the

tidal wave of inevitable dis-
aster which should start

She is not, in any case,

 She gives more an impres-
sion of Manhattan secretarial |

training, and this tical the final ] ; -
air makes less incredible her However, despite the lack of

early misfortune, her amor- notional Impact apparent
ous middle life and her n the first night, this is a
future mental unbalance.

pia? tremendously  worth
seeing; and one which should
ive grounds for not a little

1 mut-_
ton-dressed-as-lamb” enough;
and her genuinely attractive

Subtlety

 While this unigque almosphere
is well conveyed by the sel-
ting and lighting, it is defeat-
ed by the contrasting atmo-
sphere, created by producer
and -péaﬁers;- of New York's

West Side. F R :
' , this is because of the
Bascaly) U I8 Hey of hem

! Southern accent is vergr
difficult to convey, I admit.
But without it, a lot of
Williams' subtlety — parli-
sularly in his characterisa-
~ tion of Blanche Dubois — is
u lost. So, too, is much of the
-

y  unreality of New

enough to claim that
¥, ®ling the
woman













