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All in the mind: Becky Veduccio and John Cusllum in Mr Peters’ Connections

Rambling dream

voyage ends up
missing the plot

O HERE is Arthur Miller, at
the age of 83, daring to experi-
ment and be different, after
being ranked for 50 years as
America's great traditional
playwright. You realise by

FIRST NIGHT
by NICHOLAS DE JONGH

Mr Peters’ Connections
Almeida O

the look of Peter J Davison's s
lar, surreal stage-set, on which a col-
lapsed skyscraper lies tilted at a dizzy
angle, while a black bag-lady sits close
by, that something strange is theatri-
cally afoot. And Miller’s language in
Mr Peters’ Connections is impres-
sively shot through with a vivid, rue-
ful poetry of regret. There's a fresh
vein of sardonic wit too. “I am too old
— facing reality is for the young who
still have time to avoid it,” Peters sen-
sibly explains. But pretty words are
not enough. A proper theatrical plot or
structure is missing.

You need nostalgia's sepia glow and
plenty of indulgence to rate Mr Peters’
Connections as much more than a
chance to float aimlessly around on an
old man's sluggish stream of con-
sciousness for 85 minutes. This mean-
dering dream voyage offers litile
illumination of the man within. Death,
or at least the dread of it, may be one of
the play’s subsidiary themes, but it's
never really brought to theatrical life.
Instead, we're regularly obliged to
pause in this crowded American
memory-lane for one of Mr Peters’
rambling reminiscences or to savour
his bemused reaction to our brave new
world.

“Here we have penile augmentation
for a thousand dollz he says of an
advert in the newspaper, tartly observ-
ing that his father paid only a thou-
sand more dollars for an eight-room
house in the old days. Significant dead
parties from Mr Peters’ past, his
brother and a girlfriend, his still-living
wife and daughter with her lover,
appear.

But they are peripheral figures. They
hardly bring back yesterday or
explain the life of Mr Peters who's a
long-retired military pilot and lec-
turer. But they ought to. For Miller
sets his play “inside the mind” of Mr
Peters, who's intent upon discovering

the secret that will explain the point or
bject” of his life.

Davison's stage design, with that
half-toppled skyscraper, another with
a cavity in it, a tilted piano, and
stacked upright chairs, forcefully
establishes the right dreamy atmo-
sphere. But Michael Blakemore,
almost invariably a director who
knows just how to capture and convey
a mood, presides over a production
that’s too realistic and mundane. John
Cullum's Mr Peters hardly gives the
impression of being caught some-
where interesting between conscious-
ness and sleep. His feet are all too
earth-bound. Yet, although Cullum’s
performance is too theatrical and over-
pitched for the Almeida’s intimate
space, it's also emotionally cold

OR this Mr Peters seems

unduly afflicted by the “termi-

nal indifference” to which he’s

prone. At the sight of his

lovely, long-dead girlfriend —
Rachel Woolrich's provocative Cathy-
May — Cullum remains unenthralled.
As Peters looks back on his life, recall-
ing anything from the trouble-causing
s of American presidents to per-
x with Polish girls, there’s little
trace of amusement or regret. It's also
disconcerting that Cullum plays too
young and misses old age's derelic-
tions. Nicholas Woodeson as Peters’
brother, Calvin, is the model of sar-
donic cool, with eyes that look eerily
dead. He takes all the acting honours,
while Becky Veduccio as Peters'
daughter helps him see at last, oh dear,
tnat all we need is love.

Ratings: - O adequate, * good,
% very good, * %% outstanding,
X poor
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