This is, and is not, Shakespeare:

Pericles selt-destructs in

Ours is a world without
poetry: left to right:
Beverley Cooper, Robert
Nardi, Richard Partington,
Andrew Lewarne, Robert
King and John Blackwood.
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René-Daniel Dul “Pericles, Prince of Tyre,”
by William Shakespeare takes place after a catas-
trophe. Outside Theatre Passe Muraille a sign
hangs by one corner: it announces the opening of
Shakespeare’s Pericles on April 8 (1987). On April
9 and on subsequent evenings the audience enters
a shattered theatrical space, up the stairs into
what is more like an abandoned warehouse than
any even quasi-traditional space for playing Shake-
speare. We sit behind industrial wire fencing on
four sides of a harshly lit stage. The stage itself
irrupts in places at strange angles, as if it has been
buckled by an earthquake. All around, where it
should meet the wire fencing, is a narrow abyss
into which the actors will sometimes partly slip,
from which will come great, hollow echoes, and
by which we seem irrevocably separated from the
persons on stage.
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At first they stare at us and we stare back. There
are eight of them, six men and two women. Four
men and one woman wear rather shoddy attempts
at Elizabethan costume; the others wear some-
thing contemporary yet out of the ordinary: a
woman in a slip and black suit jacket, a shirtless
man in tuxedo and running shoes, a man in
fatigues and headband, like Rambo. They sit on
chairs and it is a long time before they speak.

Anyone who has come expecting Shakespeare’s
Pericles is by now disconcerted. But even those
who are open to adaptation and distortion begin to
wonder how this will relate to Shakespeare. When
the actors begin to speak, one of the first things we
are told is “to be patient:” “We are aware even
more than you are that this story is awkward.”!
Dubois’ play is the narration of this awkward
story, the story of a Pericles which came apart at
the seams. Dubois’ play is the story of what
happened to the Pericles we might have expected.

Forall its strangeness, what follows is a piece of
straightforward narration in which the actors tell
















