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Theatre

Buried Alive

Hampstead Theatre,
London
Jokr iy

“Only connecet”, wrote UM

Forster. And in Buried Alive
Philip Osment seeks to forge
connections between past
and present, domestic
tragedy and professional
ethies. But while Osment, as
ced by his earlier plays
such The Dearly Beloved and
Flesh and Blood, writes
excellently about family life,
I here found myself doubting
ssumed links between
¢ and public worlds.
Osment’s play takes the
form of a detective story, The
black, ambitious Ammy is
writing a newspaper profile
of Stewart, a reclusive, award-
winning photo-journalist
hiding away in Suffolk with
his teenage Brazilian son.
Sensing something murky in
Slewart's past, Ammniy pursues
herinvestigations to his
native Edinburgh, where she
just happens to be giving a
talk on the portrayal in the
media of developing coun-
tries. Through flashbacks to
the late 1970s and Stewart's
home life with his two sisters,
ferociously religious mother
and supposedly mad dad we
gradually discover the nature
of the private tragedy that has
determined Stewart’s career.
And there's the rub. Osment

i ——-=wmm—-——— | Michael Billington

as Osment does, that public
postures are the result

of private derangements

is to fall for the oldest of
reactionary canards.

| Until May 19. Box office:
020-7722 9301.

' Pop
‘Nana
| Mouskouri

Barbican Centre, York
ki iy
i The big glasses are back!
| In a style era dominated by
| perfectly sighted celebrities
sporting spues for no |
reason at all, it is surely time
to salute the myopic Greek
songbird who made her
name when glasses were
considered an affliction
rather than the latest
must-have accessory, though
Liam Gallagher wouldn't be
seen dead in the big, black- |
rimmed bottle-ends she
sports for her first British
concert in 12 years.
Mouskouri’s favourite
subject is love, which, in the
manner of an entertainer
proficient in six European
t languages, she pronounces
| “hlov”. Perfectly preserved in

what appear to be a set of
sparkly pyjamas, she explains
that she is here to thank her
British fans for 40 years of
loyalty and hlov; and
launches into a souped-up,

provides a chillingly plausibl

cabaret arra of Hlov

account of a puritanical
Scottish matriarchy where
all pleasure is punished and
where daughter Kate is
locked ina cellar once it is
discovered she is pregnant;
Veronica Roberts is particu-
larly good as the vindictive
muther who brandishes a
semen-stained towel in front
of her teenage son.

What I find facile is
Osment’s assumption that
Stewart’s obsession with
third-world victims is shaped
by the disaster that has
overtaken his family. [
suspect people become
photo-journalists for many
reasons: curiosity, ambition,
altruism, an appetite for
danger. There is something
reductive about the idea that
they are simply working out
their problems by identifving
with their subjects. And even
the extract we hear from
Ammy’s Edinburgh lecture,
arguing that images of
suffering are absorbed by a
consumerist culture, never
asks the obvious question:
isn't all information a source
of light and hasn't tyranny,
in Europe as well as in
developing countries, been
exposed by the probing lens
of the camera?

1 wouldn't deny that
Osment writes well about
family eruelties or that Mike
Alfreds’s production is acted
with scrupulous truth. Paul
Higgins as the haunted
photographer, Jane Arnfield
and Louise Bush as his
sisters, John Ramm as their
abusive uncle and Michelle
Joseph as the journalist are
all first-rate. But to suggest,

Changes Everything. Her
multinational approach

has sold more than 200m
albums worldwide, recorded
in over a dozen languages,
including Corsican and
Hebrew. Recently she has
been busy as an ambassador
for Unicef and as Greek
deputy to the European
Parliament, for which she
drafted a report on artists’
royalties and the internet.

After the absence of a
decade, the singer, whose
remarkably inclusive reper-
toire stretches from Bizet to
the Beatles, is back to find
i out if we still need her now
+ she’s 64. The answer, from a
| packed hall of expectant
Nana-raks, is resoundingly
affirmative, though
they must be transported as
much by memories as her
performance.

Though still revealing
flashes of radiance, the voice
is really a bit of a ruin, I
wandering uncertainly
through its various registers
like a badly tuned radio.

i None the less, now that Andy
Williams, Dean Martin and
other doyens of easy listening
have been rebranded as cool
for consumption by an
audience young enough to be
their grandchildren, there

. must be a place for Nana's
insouciant brand of music to
watch guys by. i

After three hours on stage — |
what astonishing stamina! — |
she concludes the show, sur- |
really, with Beethoven's Ode
to Joy. She basks in her
audience’s undiminished hlov.
And the serum of well-wishers
attempting to get backstage
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