dance, love leaming its own steps as it goes. For
this marvellous invention alone, I would happily
see the production over and over.

Isaw nothing better all summer than Journey’s
End. It's a classic text, of course, surely the best
play to come out of World War I. What strikes one
now is its absolute fairmindedness. There are no
villains. The Germans are reduced to a terrified
prisoner and a single (kindly) anecdote. The Staff,
part of later demonology, are perfectly correct in
ordering the trench raid which is the climax of
the play. It is worth half a dozen lives to capture a
single German and thus assess the schwerpunkt
of the coming offensive. The rational and humane
Colonel, who bears the order from HQ, is right to
override Stanhope’s objections. The play is
unblinking in its grasp of the inner logic of war,
and its exposition of the intellectual frames of
attack [penetrating the barbed wire after shellfire|
and defence (laying down more wire around the
perimeter). What Journey’s End offers is not even,
in an obvious way, an ‘anti-war’ plea: it merely
says, this is war. And it observes with a reticent
but candid humanity the behaviour of men
under impossible stress. The central figure in the
production is Osborne, beautifully played by
William Webster, the older man who understands
perfectly what is happening and still does all
he can to help his comrades to do their duty. The
sheer niceness of Osborne is, as Webster showed,
the key to the play; his sensibility is Sherriff’s;
Osborne’s manners are the aesthetic morality
of the piece. And the play’s chief victim, whose
death conducts us to the mysterious verge of
tragedy, is young Raleigh. To see John Ormerod
breathing heavily before the raid is to witness
war as ritual, to experience the pity and terror of
great tragedy yoked to the nation’s history.
Through it all Laura Burton’s mesmeric music,
sometimes all but subliminal, tautened the
nerves and eased the pain. The audience sat rapt,
immobile, at this supreme demonstration of
the director’s art: nothing could more clearly
illustrate Peter Brook’s definition of Holy
Theatre, ‘The Theatre of the Invisible-made-
Visible.’ Between the two Stratfords, one
difference is now salient. Stratford, Ontario has
the services of a great director, the other does not.

Ralph Berry
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Edmonton
A View from the Fringe

Experiencing “ Gone with the Fringe,” Edmon-
ton's annual summer theatre festival, is like
playing the horses. After a careful analysis of

the program centrefold, a critical reading of the
colour commentary for each of the one hundred
and fifty plays, and a juggling of times and dates
for the nine-day run, you pick what you hope are
the winners. It’s important to have a system, one
which has been refined over the past five years of
fringing. First, look to the Chinook Theatre
venue for quality productions. Although this is
only one of fourteen stages scattered through the
Old Strathcona district, it is the headquarters for
that mastermind and master planner of the
Fringe, Brian Paisley. With a seating capacity of
one hundred and seventy-five the Chinook is one
of the largest venues at the Fringe, the seats the
most comfortable. And traditionally the Chinook
has at least two out-of-country sellouts in its
line-up.

The odds on a good time are improved if the
playwright has a track record. This might be a
reactionary tactic for a true “fringee,” who is
willing to expose herself to the widest possible
range of the bizarre in theatre. However, a weird
play can still be well-scripted; the words do
matter. Four plays were obvious choices for the
“well-wrought” category: Annie Wobbler by
Arnold Wesker, Breaking the Mould by Peter
Barnes, The Bald Soprano by Eugene lonesco, and
Therese’s Creed by Michael Cook. Annie
Wobbler is a series of three monologues spoken
by three women, all played by one actress, in this
case Britain’s Anna Barry, a veteran of both the
Edmonton and Edinburgh Fringes. Wesker
exposes through the very different lives of
these women three decades of social attitudes,
class consciousness, personal awareness. The
first female persona is an old cleaning lady, who
forages for food in the home of her East End
Jewish employers. She is drawn from the same
environment in which Wesker grew up, and
mumbles out its sad limitations. The wretched
Annie Wobbler discards her voluminous rags
to reveal black lace undies worn by Anna, a
woman of the sixties, who is exercising her
newly acquired emancipation from social
assumptions with a brisk Midlands, middle-
class wit. And finally, the playwright as a recently
arrived female novelist, Arabella Wharton,
practising her interview responses in a tape
recorder, creating an appropriate public image for
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