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profess ‘admiratiofi for Atnneriem: act- 
ing. They like its forthrightness. This 
surprised- me - if stage rather  than 
fdm acting was meant. For I found 
much of the acting in the Soviet the- 
atre even simpler than ours and,  what 
is more  remarkable, less intense.  What 
Soviet actors for ihe  most part now 
seem to be  after is clarity. This aim 
may also have a socio-psychological 
cause. = I  ..a*@[ 

The  American  actor (under forty- 
five) today often goes through an 
agony of effort to  give his actiEg 
emotional  substance. In its extreme 
form  this becomes a sweating  sincer- 
ity. It would seem that  the  life  the 
American actor leads and the world 
arouhd him afftird him  little opportun- 
ity  for  any  but  casual or mechanical 
responses. Through  his  acting  he seeks 
to compensate for a lack he feels in 
his  environment and consequently in 
himself.  The Soviet actor ,takes feeling 
for granted.  It ‘is $ways pkesent; he 
does not  need to strain ‘hifnself to 
achieve it.  ‘The Russian .player’s  con- 
centration is bent  on  the  most’  basic 
truth of physical action - of look, 
movemekt and relation to immediate 
circumstances. One is G a z e d  by the 
quietness arld repose. of most Soviet 
acting. Only the comedies or highly 
styllzed satires (as in MayakbvskY’s 
T h e  B u g )  are boisterous and colorftil- 
ly complex. , 

These impressions were strong- 
ly  reinforced by the performxmce of 
a new  play called BefoTe Supper that 
I saw at the  Central Children’s The- 
atre.  This  large  theatre in the  center 
of town is devoted to plays for qhilclren 
performed by a company of seventy- 
three admirably trainea  adult actors. 
It has  four directors and  there  are 
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twenT-five pla$s iln its present reper- 
tory. 

Before Supher, I was. informed, is 
a play for’children of high-school age 
and for grownups. What  struck me 
here  was  the subdued reatism of the 
acting, combined with themes  typical 
of the publie’s present  temper.  One 
might describe the  acting as healthg. 
Except for rare moments of agitation, 
no one rgses his voice beyond a con- 
versational, tone, yet the  dialogue is 
not only comfortably audible, but  is 
rendered  dramatically  clear and in- 
teresting. Thoughts become visible 
without stress. The inner  life of the 
character  is externally realized with- 
out  the  aid of physical exertion or the 
heavy fumes of emotionalism. The, 
acting is lucid.  rather than “Cleep,” di- 
rect Without, being  dry. In this limpid 
sfxeam that flows with an , almast 
classic ease, both  children and their 
parents  may behold their own ideal 
image. Here, .rather- than- a t  the Mos- 
cow Art Theatre or at  the Sovremenik 
(Contemporary)  Theatre, its. youthf,uI 
offshoot (now’ playing Gibson’s Two 
for the  Seesaw),  the  latest  fruits of 
StanisIavsky’s teaching are to be 
studied. 
. ~ . _  . .. ~ _,_ ~ . ” 

. Ad for  the play’s content; its 
emphasis 1s on the “new way ‘of .life ” 
In the  first  act  the  theme is lightly 
lunried in a comedy scene  between 
two seventeen-year-olds. The boy has 
Just received a,letter from a French 
youth whom lie has never met, but 
with whom he  has begun  a corres- 
pondence. The  Russian- boy answers 
the  letter  with  one in French  which 
someone has told him contahsu  nine 
errors in grammar  His girl friend 
says: “You shouldn’t have  made  those 
n~istakes., I Tt gmes 4 the Soviet Union 
a bad name abroad.” “You’re a StaLin- 
ist,” the boy Jokingly retorts 

In the second act a man of the older 
generation  offhandedly  remarks  about 
a French  ornament done in abstract 
style that  he notices in the room: “See 
how far the Westerners have gone 
from realism.”  Then  he proceeds to 
boast that  he  has rlever crossed the 
Soviet border and has never spoken 
a word of any  foreign  language. This 
leads to a  bitter  dispute  related to the 
play’s plot In the crossfire of argu- 

’ that “‘he” stands for “Stalin.’”) To 
which the repIy is, “He  can’t be brought 
back. He is  nothing  but ashes now.” - I At the end of this scene the  quar- 

seventeen-year-old 7boy=” of .the family 
uses as a diary. The old ‘man  turns 
pale; he  fears he has been spied on! 
He  tries to destroy the  machine.  The 
boy grabs the  dictaphone. speaker, 
holds i t  up to the older man’s mouth 
and shouts, “Continue! Keep talking!” 
implying that under  the  new  regime 
one  may  speak without fear. 

I t  would be easy to dismiss\ this as 
Boy Scout  dramaturgy. I shall  not do 
so. What we  have here  is a kind of 
morality play. The  atmosphere of the 
theatre,  from  stage. to auditorium, is 
dean. 

Apart,  from  the Children’s Theatre 
itself,  almost every other  theatre  pre- 
sents  matmees for children at 11 A M., 
At these, a wonderfully eager and 
well-behaved , audience of children 
from  the  ages of five to ten see many 
diffqent  khds ‘of plays. At the Mos- 
cow .Art Theatre I saw Maeterlinck‘s 
The Blue Bird (a Stanislavsky produc- 
tion dating back to 1908) and a So- 
viet  play for children, Three Fat Men,  
about  rebellion  ,against a triumverate 
of fat  rulers dressed in gold; i t  was 
done with  delighthl pyrotechnlcal 
adroitness.  But  the Moscow Art The- 
atre’s latest success is the staged ver- 
sion of the  Eernard Shaw-Mrs. Patrick 
Campbell correspondence, Dear Liar. 
The Moscow  Art’s repertory also in- 
cludes  dramatizahons o f  T h e  Brothers 
Karamazov aiid Aana Karenimz and 
such old standbys as Gorky’s Lower 
Depths  and Tolstoy’s The Frui ts  of 
Enlightenment. 

Another great  new success is the 
Brecht-Weill The Threepenny Opera 
(Brecht is respected but  not  altogether 
favored here)  at the  Stanislavsky  The- 
atre - which is  not  the, same as the 
Moscow Art Theatre.  This  was the 
last show I attended in Moscow, and 
I shall speak of it in connection with 
my visit to Warsaw.  The Polish theatre 
- quite  different  from  the Somet - 
is highly  rated by Russian  theatre pro- 
fessionals, some of whom belleve that 
the  greatest progress in their part of 
the world is being made in Prague 
and  Warsaw. 

Tight Rope 
We live in fragments 
like speech. Like b h c  fits 
of wind, shivering against 
the window. 

Pieces of meaning, pierced 
and strun& together. The bright bead 
of the poem, the bright bead 
of your woman’s laughter. 

LeRoi Jones 
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