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Decay comes to life in the East End

ALASTAIR MUIR

Theatre

John Gross

The Waste Land
The Government Inspector
Julian Clary's
Special Delivery

ILTON'S Mu-

was once the docks. (You have
) serew up vour eves Lo find
z

dramatie reading
of The Waste Land.

Tis @ fan
of the house re
boards, crumbling brick-
work, dim staircases. In the
auditorium there are the
original tast iron pillars and
some (resh zilding (though
searcely Tonian white and
gold). Every ~o often a train
bound for Fenchurch Street
hurties by. 1t is very cold. To
see an actual performance

after a contu-

e ont of & naveliby
Aekrova or lain

omethis
Peter
Sinclair.

It seems wonderfully
G et The Waste
Land,

hoes from the
i kel city,
theswedtingriver, rats'alley,
the waters of Leman (Leman
Street 1s just around the
corner).

leeay.

an aficionado of the music
hall.

The ‘¢hoice of sue is a
strokeof genigis. The poem
a work of genins. But what of
the per'mmﬂm! {or the-pro-
dumnn, since I most admit T
1 how much of the res-
Donsibility Ties with Fiona

Shaw, and how much with her

ows on the wall behind. Shaw
moves around, wearing now a
cardigan, now a jacket, now a
sleeveless dress, but always
something black or subfusc.
T g
a khighly accomplished
actress, and on this occasion
She gives plenty of proof of
her skills. Her skill as a mim-

the and the drip-drop of water

Delusions of grandeur Torn Hollander with Kathryn Howden in ‘The Government Inspector’

Deeply,
1mmeasurably
Russiin though
it may be,
Gogol’s comedy
has a universal
appeal

over the rock. And she is ex-
cellent in the comic passages:
it is hard to imagine the pub
scene, for insta (“Good-
night Bill. Goodnight Lou™)
being better done.
Elsewhere, however, she
creates a good deal of havoc.
She shouts, chatters, gasps,

often the tone is shrill and

cct, much of the
time, is to reduce the poem to
the private neurotic outpour-
ing which it would have been
if Eliot hadn't been a great

at the

i
own experienc
work which speaks power-
fully to the world a large.

welded together; the poem is
as much miniature epic as
tormented confession. And to
convey that aspect of it you
need an alto
nore impersonal mode of
delivery than Fiona Shaw
adopts.

Yet there can be no denying
that her performance, taken
in conjunction with the set-
ting, has a weird melodramat-
tis “The Waste
erience”, perhaps,
rather than The Waste Land
pite of all my

reservations I found it one of
the most memorable things I

January 11; tickets are av
able through the Royal
nal Theatre on 0171 928

ernment
lmnrcmrmn be played
kgl gie el

reason 't be
played in Seots. Deeply,
immeasurably ~ Russian

though it may be, Gogol's
comedy has a universal
appeal. But for English audi-
ences, a Scottish version such
as the one currently being

) ble
dnuhl) exotic. Th
Joumd to find the Seottish
ness of Scots actors pretend-

may well end up reflecting on
the differences between Scot-
land and Russia rather than

cuts across
Eliot’s rhythms. “Stetson!"
she booms out to the friend
she sees on London Bridge, as
though she were calling to
him across the Grand Canyon.
Some lines are taken too fast,
others too slo ases are
Cruclly misplaced: all too

ohn Byrue's racy new
adnpulum heads off prob-
ety of this Kind by revelling
in its Scottishness. What we
are given is an unashamed
Russo-Scottish hybrid, in
which the Lord Provost rides
in a.droshky and smokies

coexist with samovars. And
on the whole the mixture
works very well. My only real
complaint is that Byrne adds
a needless further complica-
tion by scattering anachro-
nisms broadeast. Why should
anyone in either 19th-century
Russia or 19th-century Scot-
land be made to speak about
bifocals or Peter Pan collars?

It is all the more regret-
table because the characters
in Jonathan Kent's produc-
tion look perfectly in period.
The play was written in 1835,
and the local officials, when
we first meet them in the

Lord Provost's parlour,
might be Phiz illustrations to
carly Dickens come to life.

down riot of dilapidation.)
We are off to a promising
start, in fact. The officials are
suitably venal and grotesqu
Tan McDiarmid is on fine fr
netic form as the Lord P

vost; the plot begins to bite.
¢ then the production

goes wrong. The action turns
manic Almnsl : ryome tries
t0o has e is no v

tion of pdte. no_ light and
\md‘» Even McDiarmid, a
ist in comic delirium,
overdoes overdoin
Khlestakov, the wastrel clerk
who is taken for the dread
inspector, Tom Hollander is
sadly off-key, a puppet whose
tantrums and delusions of
grandeur never convince.
There are amusing mo-
ments, even so. Individual
bits of business are well han-
dled. And the women are pa

e
CRE I ot
object lesson in Testraint to
those around her.

‘Julian Clary 15 appearing
for a short season at the
Vaudeville Theatre in Special
Delivery, a rigmarole about
fle comioy T o

is still a past master
at Gannting the andience, and
his_innuendoes are stiil in
00d working order. But he
desperately needs a better
seript: force of personality
isn't_enough to get you
through a wholp evening.
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