Dear Brutal

J.M. Barrie gets his due in Westport; R.W. Fassbinder
is misconstrued at Yale's Summer Cabaret,

By Christopher Armnott

ast years feel-good Lrerary fick

Fivsding Nevertand did 2 real disserv-

ice 1o .M, Barrie, The ou-of-touch
child-man portrayed by Johnny Depp
could mot have written such deeply fele
social dramas of dass and conBlict as The
Asmirable Crichess, The Ot Ladly Shour
Hier Mudale, or mn—-dul:!ilz it pro-
found fantasy elements—Derr Brusus,
which is emting an exquisite revival at
Wemport Counrry PMlaphouse.

In this stylistically old-warkd yee still
wrkingly porent melodrama, a set of ser-
in-their-ways modern folk stray from a
weeckend geraway, ger bost in a wansfor-
rodtive must, and are derest into aleernage

evisterices, The reliabilivy of human na-
Ridre i.'iFILI.L'I’JIJ-ﬂ:': .ﬁ.nﬂn whudxm on
his wife chesrs with the sarme woman in
dreamland; thos= with I1:|.|'|g-upd: ahaur
stams or conforminy ger comforts they
crave, but can't change their stripes. ke

takes its dream thester from A Medsm-
wrer Siphes Diver and ies titde from falive
Casser (" The fauls, dear Brurus, lies nor
i the stars but in oursebves™), but the
play's filter is the world of 1917, freshly
Freudianized and walloped by che War
o End All Wars, Beaurifially artioniboed
qu::i.u inta  the human condition
abound, such as, for example, “Ar whar
age are we nicest!”

Divector Gregory Boyd, who brought
amikidy masterfl mood svings o Tom
Stoppard’s Traewisie ar the Long Wharf
this past spring, keeps the piece purpose-
fully stagey, with a lushness thar aces as
mm h’ dﬂ'd'l.llmn‘ I'lﬂﬁh. A=
nered exteriors, Only the youngest mem-
Ber af the seasomed 'I.]-Fcrmn ensemble,
Corinne Chandler, a5 a darling dsugheer
il :mi:.r extits in the I'rh}"s waaded
dresmscape, misses the playful e she
comes nE’JﬁEmd.dn}'inE. Bur no one
persons foibles can rend chis endearing,
enlightening universe anander.

§ an awlovand prehade (o Rainer
A'ﬁ-"erﬂ:ﬂ' Fasshinder's Preparaaise,
inghr mishandled at the Summer Cabarer
ar Yale, anistic director Kristn Mendia-
no personally visies each person in the
audience v explain that the show they
are ahout 1o see i vividly graphic in i
depiction of sex and violence. This is a
huclbcraus exercise for two reasons: First,
sich one-on-one w::rliﬂg:l came aff az
crass sensanionalEm, nor sincere concem:
arull secomd, the Cabaret ersemble is kad-
ding seself if they think what they've
wrolght here is even remotely realistic or
Erighrening,

This sorry production reeks of anifice
slly stage fighting, amocious Brirish ac-
cents, shadew-screen depietions of phys-
ical and sexual abuse, and drawn-on
swastiles tartocs that pet unconvincingly
smudged away by fresh-off-che-rack
bondage gear. This dull and dopey
shocle-thester misfire is in fact much les
disrurbing than the fase oo SumCab
shows, in which the' pace and abstract-
ness coubd be honesdy distressang and
di.lnrimhng.

The writings of the prolific, meteoric
Fasshinder are concise, radical, rancous
and pointedly perverse, with a sehiual
seediness all their own: In che right un-
waalwed hands, .i“"?pdmdlsa .'ierr_'_r ANy
can be a scream of undistilled ourmage st
b politics and cudiaee ineatably Gl
o crassniess and chaos. Through preen-
ing self-impartance, Cabarer’s bloated.
boring and  distant  assemblage of
overblown peeude-pomn postures emas-
culates the play’s inrent. Don’t blame
Fassbinder—and don’t beieve the pre-
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