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A NOTE FROM THE EDITOR

In a letter written to Alexander Woollcott, Edna
Ferber—the author of the novel Show Boat on which
the musical was based—described seeing the 1932
revival on Broadway. There was standing room only in
a theater with no place to stand, and she arrived late:

I went in, leaned against the door and looked
at the audience and the stage at the very
moment when Paul Robeson came on to
sing ‘Ol Man River.’ In all my years of going
to the theater...I have never seen an ovation
like that given to any figure of the stage, the
concert hall, or the opera. It was completely
spontaneous, whole-hearted, and thrilling....
That audience stood up and howled. They
applauded and shouted and stamped. Since
then I have seen it exceeded but once, and
that was when Robeson, a few minutes later,
finished singing ‘Ol Man River.” The show
stopped. He sang it again. The show stopped.
They called him back again and again. Other
actors came out and made motions and their
lips moved, but the bravos of the audience
drowned all other sounds.

That kind of collective audience experience,
unique to live theater, is one of the things Marshall
Brickman and Tom Stoppard talk about in this

issue. We are also pleased to be publishing some

of Brickman's New Yorker pieces and the acceptance
speech he gave when presented with the Ian McLellan
Hunter Award for Lifetime Achievement in Writing,
as well as excerpts from Stoppard’s play Coast of Utopia.

The Back Page features A Note On the Type by Patricia
Marx from her book Him Her Him Again The End of
Him, which was published this year in hardcover by

Scribner and will be out in paperback in January 2008.

— Arlene Hellerman

Front cover illustration by Herb Gardner
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STOPPARD: It just occurred to me that because

of Jersey Boys, we're both now qualified to say
something about writing for theater and writing
for film. That would be a fresh question, wouldn't
it? But you've never had it because you've never
written for theater, you said.

BRICKMAN: Well, I did contribute a joke to David
Merrick for 42nd Street.

STOPPARD: Did it get a laugh?

BRICKMAN: I don't know. It was kind of at the end
of his effectiveness as a producer. But that's the
extent of my writing for theater, except for college
where I contributed a lot of anti-Vietham War
skits to the campus socialist club. So I feel totally
trumped and outclassed in this conversation.

STOPPARD: The boot is on the other foot as well,
because you've written original movie scripts and I
never have. I've only adapted other people’s work.
So we're not actually that good a fit, you know. Or
perhaps we are, because we haven't done the same
thing as each other.

BRICKMAN: I have to get this out of the way, I saw
the first part of The Coast of Utopia trilogy when it
opened and I saw the second one last night—

ON WRITING: —Voyage and Shipwreck.

BRICKMAN: —And I thought, how is it possible to
do that? It was an amazing achievement.

STOPPARD: Thank you.

BRICKMAN: It has everything, this play. I do have
one thing, if I may—

STOPPARD: Yes, anything.

BRICKMAN: It occurred to me that the idea of

a bunch of aristocratic intellectuals trying to
reinvent a country and drag it into the 19th century
is exactly what America needs right now: a major
rethinking of the Constitution to incorporate and

deal with what the framers presumed was going
to be an informed electorate, which we don’'t have
any longer in this country because of media. Your
play made me think that it's sort of stunning that
a group of people—even though it took 70 years
to happen—actually had the arrogance and
confidence to start thinking about these things.

STOPPARD: I think there were fewer pieces to play
with in those days. And there were certain kinds
of people, like the people the play is mostly about,
who clearly felt it ought to be within one’s mental
grasp to redesign a country so that it worked. As
it happens, there’s a scene in the play you haven't
seen—

ON WRITING: —The third in the trilogy, Salvage.

STOPPARD: —Which I thought needed more
substance to it. For the last few days I've been
messing about with it. And before I went to bed
last night, I was trying to deal with this very thing
that you're talking about. Herzen—I don't know
if he’ll ever get to say it onstage because until I
wake up in a couple of days and look at it again

I won't know whether I really think it's of any
use—but he’s complaining to Bakunin and he
says, Western civilization actually managed
Michelangelo, Newton, Galileo, Shakespeare,

it managed to drive ships across the oceans by
steam, and somehow we haven’t had the wit to
arrange ourselves so that nobody’s hungry or
afraid. It doesn't seem that it ought to be that
difficult, as long as—and this is the essential
thing really—as long as you believe that left to
themselves people are essentially good rather
than bad. But it's a hard thing to keep faith in.

ON WRITING: I read Salvage, and in it, Herzen—
who it seems did believe that people were basically
good—gets into the question of, once the revolu-
tion happens, who's going to run the show and if
the proletariat is, in fact, capable.

STOPPARD: I'd better emphasize that a lot of great
stuff is not me at all. Herzen had, even in transla-
tion, a wonderful free-flowing grasp of things, and

on writing | 3



a style. And he wrote this striking thing, which

I just plopped straight into one of his speeches.
He says that the masses want a government to
govern for them, not against them. The idea of
governing themselves doesn't enter their heads.
He says that they love authority, they're suspicious
of talent. We all recognize some truth in this. But
the question is, is that their human nature or is it
that they've been tainted, contaminated by the way
society developed?

BRICKMAN: From what I can see from the
two plays, you've been very careful about not
proselytizing at all on this very issue.

STOPPARD: Because [ don't know the answer.

BRICKMAN: If I were to wake you up at three
o'clock in the morning and asked whether you felt
that wisdom does reside in the unconsciousness of
the people, what do you think you would say?

STOPPARD: It’s interesting, it's not only wisdom,
it's also love. And this is what I find completely
fascinating, that in very small, intimate groups—
the family being a good example—we're perfectly
at home with the idea that life is a little contest

of generosity: here’s the turkey, or whatever,
there’s one slice left. You have it. When it's family,
there’s nothing odd about people being good to
each other. And then you get the sort of extended
family, and then you might have neighbors, and
then you might have a hamlet, then you might
have.... At a certain point it all goes wrong. At a
certain point, some corruption enters in and greed
and fear come into the equation. And from then
on, you're fucked. From then on you have war
between nations. In other words, rather in the way
that physicists can never figure out where micro-
physics has its frontier with macrophysics, where
the behavior of particles becomes the behavior

of grains of sand, there seems to be no frontier
between the area where people really are good and
the area where they behave badly.

BRICKMAN: I am now convinced that the great
enemy is electricity, because from electricity you
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get the electric guitar, and sound systems loud
enough to knock out your immune system—and
television. And all of those things are of course
anathema to the aspiration of art, which is to
realize the full potential of what it is to be a
human being.

STOPPARD: Interesting, yes.

BRICKMAN: Of course the real culprit might in fact
be agriculture. Because the only truly balanced
societies that exhibit everything you're describing
are the primitive societies that work in concert
with their environment. And the minute you get

a concentration of people—too many people in

too small a space, or whatever it is—you get a
disparity of wealth and opportunity, followed by a
slave culture or capitalism, followed by imperialism,
exploitation and abuse of the environment and
culminating in the sitcom and George W. Bush.

ON WRITING: But then there’s also the question
—which Herzen talks about in Shipwreck and
comes up again in your new play Rock ‘n’ Roll—
of whether people will act or vote in their own
self-interest, regardless of whether or not they
have good intentions. In Shipwreck, it comes up
after the French Revolution and in Rock ‘n’ Roll,
it's a matter of working-class people voting for
Margaret Thatcher.

BRICKMAN: T think what Tom said before about
the quote from Herzen, where he says that the
people, whoever they/it may be, want government
to govern for them not against them, but the
notion of them governing themselves—

STOPPARD: —Never enters their heads, he says.

BRICKMAN: Never enters their heads. I think that's
a characterization of an adolescent point of view
about one’s position in society at large: you want a
parent, or at least an authority figure, to tell you
what to do and what the parameters are and so on,
and you don't imagine yourself taking on that
responsibility. And I think the reason the red
states vote the way they do, against their own self-



interest as many have suggested, is maybe there’s
a higher self-interest—if that's the term I want—
operating, which is the abdication of responsibility.
I've always thought that Americans—unlike, say,
Europeans—don't live comfortably in the gray area.
Americans like simplistic, almost mathematical
solutions. That's why we like polls so much: 73
percent of people with red hair who were born in
August brush their teeth left to right and vote
conservative, or some such. Black and white. This
is right and this is wrong, this is good and this is
bad. Ambivalence is uncomfortable.

STOPPARD: I felt this years ago when I came here
and saw WarLk-DoN’T WaLK. I always thought
there was some kind of internal contradiction
about America when I discovered it personally.
Because the bottom layer was that the people were
only here at all because they had some gumption.
They were pioneering people. I know many of
them were fleeing from something, but even in
that context you felt Americans were get-up-and-
go people in some way. And when you came here,
they were in some ways very, very conforming. It's
less true than it was, but I remember we would
stand on the corner and it would say DoN’'T WALK,
and you could see a quarter of a mile in both direc-
tions, nothing was coming either way. And people
would wait for the sign to change. I was always
surprised trying to put this together with what my
own European view of Americans were, that they
were people who walked when it said don’t. And
nowadays, they are.

ON WRITING: At least they are in New York. I'm
just wondering if you've seen any kind of related
change in American theater.

STOPPARD: I am currently slightly in love with
Broadway and American theater, which is not
always my state of mind.

BRICKMAN: How come?
STOPPARD: Partly through you, actually. I had

this reaction the other day—because Utopia is
categorized as being so “intellectual” for a theater

piece and so on. And there was an implication, the
premise of which was a kind of categorization, a
kind of hierarchy of worth between entertainment
and instruction, I suppose. I got into a spin about
it because I so deeply disagreed with the premise.
My personal experience of Jersey Boys reconfirmed
to me what I've always felt, that categorization
completely misses the point of theater. While

I've been in New York I haven't seen very much,

I haven't had the opportunity, but I went to see
Vertical Hour, which is well-written, intelligent
conversation for good actors about something
important happening right now. And it was the
most extraordinarily wonderful thing to be among
what, 900 people, who were completely agog to be
part of this conversation—the silent part, but they
were part of it. It was fantastically affirming for the
world I work in that they were completely part of
the argument. And when I went to see Jersey Boys,
there were a different 900 people who in a weird
way were in exactly the same state of mind. They
were absolutely part of that narrative. Theater is
entirely about being done well, quite well, very
well or not well at all. What the piece is, is such a
secondary matter for me. I've seen two musicals
while I've been here, Mary Poppins was the other
one because friends were involved in that as well.
To be honest I wasn't that interested in Mary’s
adventures and the family, it didn't mean that
much to me. But I sat there with my mouth open
at the sheer brilliance of the event, just the display
of precise expertise. So I left the talk piece and the
music pieces on a similar plane of satisfaction,
and I had a moment of sentimentality about New
York theater, that it delivers this standard, and that
it's not at all about some kind of hierarchy between
entertainment and instruction.

BRICKMAN: There’s an Indian word that describes
the mystical experience of being in a crowd. And
the thing that took me by surprise about Jersey
Boys was watching people in the audience relate
to each other through the medium of what was
happening on stage—it seemed to be, for them,
an intensely socializing experience. I'm not the
first person to say this, but the crucial thing seems
to be that the theater event is happening in real
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time, in the moment, with real people, which gives
it an impact and an immediacy that's impossible
to achieve in film. Film has already happened.
People don't stand up and cheer in the middle or
at the end of a film. Well, rarely anyhow. And very
rarely do you hear the same sound from a film
audience that you have in a live theater when the
thing works. And it is that highly socializing event,
I think, that speaks to some atavistic need, perhaps
hard-wired into the brain, because—now this is
going to start to sound like a seminar—that is the
origin: it's ritual, it’s religious.

ON WRITING: Theater’s origin?

BRICKMAN: Yeah. The Dionysian rebels,
Aeschylus, that whole crowd. And that's the
interesting thing for me. The theme of Jersey Boys
and the story couldn't be further from my own
experience as a Jewish kid from Brooklyn—a Red
Diaper baby listening to Pete Seeger, The Weavers
and Woody Guthrie, and not to The Four Seasons.
But the Seasons’ music, and their story, turns out
to be universal—a kind of folk music, really. Bob
Gaudio's genius was to be able to retain a kind

of simplicity but also be musically and rhythmi-
cally surprising and exciting. And what happens
is, it's an intensely socializing experience for the
audience. People walk out of the theater talking to
people they didn't know three hours ago.

ON WRITING: I just want to say that Bob Gaudio
was the Four Seasons member who wrote much of
their music.

BRICKMAN: I had a question that occurred to me

as I was walking down here that I would like to ask
you, Tom. I was born in Brazil, and I stayed in Brazil
until I was about 3% years old. And my mother

told me that I had about 300 words of Portuguese,
which is certainly enough to communicate anything
you need. I think someone did a study of the vocab-
ulary of a typical anchor newsman in America and
it was 5,000 words, maybe.
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STOPPARD: Really?

BRICKMAN: Well, anyhow, much less than you'd
think. And you came over to England when you
were, what, six or seven, something like that?

STOPPARD: Eight.

BRICKMAN: And I had read somewhere that people
who as young children were bilingual, first of all
become infatuated with language in a way that
perhaps other people aren’t. And the second thing
was that those people who as children were bilin-
gual found it easier to get on in the world. And I
wonder if any of this resonates with you at all.

STOPPARD: Well, it doesn't apply to me unless the
process begins very, very early. Because although I
came to England when I was eight, I was educated
in English. I spoke Czech with my parents probably
until I was four. We went to Singapore at the time
of Pearl Harbor, and I guess we all spoke Czech.
But we got to India—this is a gang of Czechs and
their kids—and we all went to this convent in a hill
station in India, which meant that I was educated
in English from that point on, from the age of five,
six. I was boarding at that age, too.

BRICKMAN: And do you still speak Czech?

STOPPARD: Unfortunately I don't because when
my father died—he was killed in the War—my
mother married a Major Stoppard in the British
Army, and he brought us to England. And my
mother’s temperament was such that essentially
we drew a line and carried on. By the time I got to
England, I probably hadn't spoken any Czech for
the two or three years in India.

BRICKMAN: And not in the house either?




STOPPARD: My mother had Czech friends, but
my stepfather was, it's interesting, in some sense
a difficult man. He wasn't the kind of man who
would say, “Oh come on, speak Czech, I don't
mind.” He'd feel put out as if a foreign language
somehow isolated him if it was the second
language in the house, maybe that was it. We
were at boarding school in England. We were
turned into little English schoolboys and it was
good-bye Czechoslovakia. I didn't even know I
was Jewish until much, much later.

ON WRITING: You're Jewish?

STOPPARD: Yeah. My mother got the idea that

my brother Peter and I would be disadvantaged in
England by a kind of residual anti-Semitism, and
I assume she meant at school. I honestly think
she was wrong because there were Jewish boys

at school and I was never aware of anything like
that from my side of things. Although of course
there was an endemic unthoughtful, mindless
inheritance of anti-Semitic culture which, before
the War, was respectable culture. It was the culture
of the newspapers.

BRICKMAN: Well, even during the War in some
quarters in England.

STOPPARD: My stepfather was—I'm not going to
get into this, it's not what we’re here for, I don't
think. But he was an absolutely extraordinary
contradiction, because he was definitely anti-
Semitic in the sense that he didn't like Jews,
blacks, Irish, working class. I mean, he was a
case. And he married a Jewess with two children. I
never, ever understood it when I thought about it.

BRICKMAN: He fell in love.

STOPPARD: He fell in love with her. God, after all
these years, the answer.

ON WRITING: There was overt anti-Semitism in
this country, even in the ’50s and "60s. Marshall,
did you experience a sense of being part of a
minority when you were growing up in New York?

BRICKMAN: I was a member of many minorities,
including being Jewish and the son of Communists.

ON WRITING: Oh, your parents were Communists?

BRICKMAN: They were what was called “fellow
travelers,” not card-carrying members, but almost.

STOPPARD: What decade are we talking about with
your parents?

BRICKMAN: ’50s.
ON WRITING: During the blacklist years.

STOPPARD: Oh, that was a scary time to be a fellow
traveler.

BRICKMAN: Oh yeah, our dinners would be
interrupted by two gentlemen in the traditional
trench coats and snap-brim hats—the whole
uniform—who'd come to the house and ring the
bell, and my father would throw his napkin down
on the table and talk to them in low tones. And,

I am not making this up, there were times when
I was both fearful and hopeful that the FBI would
come and take away my father.

STOPPARD: No wonder you turned out to be a
humorist.
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BRICKMAN: Well, that was the best way to deal with
my father.

ON WRITING: Marshall, you started out as a
writer—the head writer—for Johnny Carson on
The Tonight Show when it was still in New York.
When was the transition from writing for Johnny
Carson to writing screenplays?

BRICKMAN: While I was working on The Tonight
Show, I was kind of moonlighting with Woody
Allen on material for his stand-up act and also

for an obsolete TV phenomenon known as the
“special,” an hour-long one-off, usually featuring
some personality—in this case, Woody—with
guests and some singing group, a tap dance act,
whatever. On one special I recall Woody convinced
the Reverend Billy Graham to be the guest and
Woody interviewed him, and his first question was,
“What's your favorite sandwich?” This is why I
love Woody.

STOPPARD: Before I consciously registered I'd
seen movies that you'd written, I was reading
The New Yorker one day years ago in England
and I read this piece that I tore out of the
magazine—I read it twice and I thought, I'm
not quite finished with it. I kept it for years. I
was enraptured by this piece.

ON WRITING: Which piece was it?

STOPPARD: Well, when I knew we’d be meeting

to talk, I made arrangements to get Marshall's New
Yorker pieces dug out of the mines so I could read
the ones I hadn't read. But when I read them all,

I couldn't remember which was the one I read in
England because I just liked them all. T think it
could have been A Short History of Deedle.

BRICKMAN: What's nice is that, with that
medium—they call them “casuals” at the
magazine, although the work that goes

into them is anything but casual—you have
complete control. You don’t need an actor, a
director or an ambassador to interpret your
work. It’s just you and the reader. And then
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of course there’s the infantile delight in the
wordplay and the way it looks on the page and
all that.

ON WRITING: Those pieces are not just prose,
they're not just succinctly getting from one place
to the other. It’s like they're constructed. They
almost remind me of S.]. Perelman’s work.

STOPPARD: They are quite like that, you know.
You'd never mistake Perelman for Brickman or
the other way around, but I know what you mean.

BRICKMAN: If you're lucky enough to get the right
premise, then it really helps and you don't have to
force it. But it does take a bit of time to get it right.
I am still in awe of Benchley and Perelman and
Russell Baker, when he was doing it for the Times,
and Dave Barry, who can be as hilarious as the best
of them—anyone who has to deliver humor pieces
on a schedule and keep up the quality. I could
never do that.

STOPPARD: I was going to ask you, is that Jewish
humor, and if so, why is it?

BRICKMAN: Well, the Jews have always had
something amusing to say while they were getting
the shit kicked out of them. But seriously, since
we're talking about humor, yes, I suppose there’s
a rhythm and an attitude, don't you think?

STOPPARD: I do, and yet it seems strange to
me that there’d be so much of the human race
in how many languages which by implication,
wouldn't be able to write that piece. Or if they
wrote it, it wouldn't come out with that feeling.

BRICKMAN: But humor is always ethnic, isn't it?

STOPPARD: That's a really interesting thing to say.
It's never, ever occurred to me.

BRICKMAN: I think it is, and that's why sometimes
I'll see television humor—which has been leached
of all of its ethnicity in order to presumably appeal
to a broader audience—and then you lose every-



thing. I think it was F. Scott Fitzgerald who said,
if you go for the universal, you get nothing, go
for the specific and if you're lucky you get the
universal.

STOPPARD: Here’s something of anthropological
interest, maybe. In Shipwreck, Herzen is talking
about his name being German and he says, “Being
half Russian and half German, at heart I'm Polish,
of course.” And in New York—

BRICKMAN: —Big laugh last night.

STOPPARD: —That is a big laugh. In London it's
not anything like that, it's just nothing.

BRICKMAN: Why?

STOPPARD: Because in London they understand
my joke, as it were, from the outside. But in New
York it seems to be a joke about almost a third of
the audience.

BRICKMAN: Yes.
STOPPARD: Or somebody they know.

BRICKMAN: But it presupposes some bit of
historical knowledge that Poland has always been
crushed between Germany and Russia.

STOPPARD: That's what they laugh at in London.
But in New York it’s like a personal moment.

ON WRITING: I want to move on and ask about the
relationship between the writer and the director in
theater. I realize it's always a collaboration, but in
theater, is the collaboration for the writer’s vision
or is it for the collaborative effort?

BRICKMAN: I think it's different depending on the
personnel. Tom can probably speak to this more
specifically, but my guess is that control defaults
to the dominant creative personality on a project.
Certainly in film that's true.

ON WRITING: In film it's the director, right?

BRICKMAN: Yes and no. It could be the writer or
the producer. Or even a star who can distort the
script to skew away from the writer’s intention, or
the director’s. George Kaufman said, when they
asked him what makes a good director, “If I have
a good script I'm a good director, if I have a lousy
script I'm not such a good director.” It’s sort of an
unanswerable question, really.

STOPPARD: It sounds as though there ought

to be a general answer to it, but in fact, writers
differ from each other quite a lot, and so do
directors. And you have to split the question up

in just so many different ways and so many
different dimensions. For example, the revival

of a classic is a very different situation from the
first production of a new play. But personally, I
entered the theater thinking that theater was the
expression of the text. And that's remained largely
true. But it's quite a pragmatic art form. For one
thing, writers have the illusion that the typewriter
keyboard offers the notation to comprehensively
describe the event which the writer thinks he’s
describing. Now you get into rehearsal and you
invariably discover that in many unexpected places
there’s more than one way of reading that scene.
It's not as clear as you thought. A lot of the time
you're informing the director and the actors of
what you actually meant, and from that it very often
follows that's what they thereupon try to do. But
now and again, not that infrequently, what directors
and actors thought you meant is quite interesting.
Or, if not quite interesting, it's worthy of interest

in a different way because the way you've been
thinking might have been the way you just slipped
into one Friday when you were willing to settle for
a hand-me-down, something you had in the fridge.
And you get shown up. You get caught out. And
you think, oh, yes, I'd better take that back then. So
there’s all kinds of things happening. The reciprocity
is continuous.

ON WRITING: But it’s still your choice to say yes,
that's better than what I intended.

STOPPARD: On the very simplest level the theater
culture we have is that you don't change what we
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on writing

write without our permission. And you don't need
me to tell you that is not the culture of film. I had
a great time working on a movie before I went
into a rehearsal with a play which I've now got in
London. And the other day in New York I met a
very nice young man who was the seventh writer
on this movie.

BRICKMAN: Where were you, sequentially, in the
seven?

STOPPARD: There had been a script of some
previous incarnation, which I read. But I was

the first guy starting again. I think the second

guy then started again again, and so on. And at
some stage, when I think theyd had five and a half
writers, the director showed me the script again
and like in homeopathy, I could see my molecule
in some way in there. So anyway, look, in theater,
people don't quite factor in that you're working with
friends a lot of the time, so it's not quite right to
think of it as a place where there are certain rules
of the game and you'll stick by them. It's much
more to do with being with your friends and trying
to do something which feels right, and mostly it
stays with the text. I personally change the text in
small ways right through the rehearsal period. I just
consider that to be one more chance to have a go.

ON WRITING: And in fact, you talked about
Salvage, Part I11 of Utopia, which has already been
performed in London, you're possibly changing
the text for the New York production.

STOPPARD: To me Utopia is now quite adrift from
what they performed in London. An audience
which saw the play in London and saw it in New
York may not realize I've done anything. But I've
done a lot. And I don't mean cuts. I mean adding
as well, moving things around. There’s no cutoff
point for this. When I was writing Shipwreck,
there’s a German couple, the Herweghs—he’s
got a very forceful wife who idolizes him. And

at one point I sort of just cheated, really. I put

in a joke which was anachronistic that the wife
one day should invade Poland or something.

This is a World War II joke, it's a 1939 joke. And
it didn't bother me because it's not illogical that
somebody might have said something like that in
the European history of the 1840s. But I knew it.
And I am such a tart, I'll do anything for a laugh.
But actually it doesn't really get a laugh, so I meant
to take it out yesterday and I never got around to
it. I'll probably do it next week. And I like the idea
that's what theater is like.

ON WRITING: Marshall, is that your thinking
about Jersey Boys? Is it that changeable? And also
I'm curious, what was your relationship with the
director?

BRICKMAN: Jersey Boys is by no means, nor does it
pretend to be, anything profound, anything other
than a ripping good yarn with some really neat
music. And something you never see in credits,
it's not only based on a true story but it's based

on a good story. It's Shakespearean, not to make

a ridiculous comparison, all I mean is that it has
jealousy and envy and betrayal and revenge—and
humor. Don't forget the humor. The play will
change slightly depending on the dynamics of the
actors who play the four parts but, with any luck,
it's not going to change significantly from one
production to the next. It's a bit of a machine. And
it's codified in the stage manager’s prompt book,
which looks more like the manual for the Space
Shuttle than a play script. It's three inches thick
and in 12 colors and has all the cues: lighting,
elevators, sound, entrances, exits—the complete
manual for putting on the show, anywhere.

STOPPARD: Did you attend all the rehearsals?

BRICKMAN: Not all of them, but some. Enough to
protect the dialogue.

ON WRITING: How did you work with the director
and the choreographer?




BRICKMAN: The director in this case was Des
McAnuff, who did a wonderful job. He hates

the word “staging.” He says, “I'm not a stager.”
And he’s not. He had some very interesting and
insightful ideas about how to structure the piece;
he made significant contributions to that, in
addition to his, uh, staging, which was brilliant
in and of itself. There was a certain amount of
diplomacy and negotiation having to do with the
fact that we were dealing with living characters,
and many of these characters had friends who
were still alive and had old girlfriends. And there
were people in their past with gun permits, and
other people with guns without permits, and all
kinds of complications that are extraordinary to
the text itself. We sorted that all out and then Des
essentially took over like a general. He is very
organized and he got this thing up and running
in record time, and he’s very impatient, which I
like. He likes to see things happening on stage.
And coming as I do from film, early on in the
collaboration with my co-author Rick [Elice] I
would say, “Then we’ll cut to....” and I had to be
reminded that you don't cut to anything on stage,
really. Although you can, kind of, with facile light-
ing and staging, but it's not really the same. I was
going to ask Tom what his situation was during
the rehearsal period, from the first reading right
through to getting it up to the tech in terms of his
contact with the actors. Is there a protocol involved
in there? What is it?

STOPPARD: The whole thing of interrupting is
quite tricky. I used to have a director in England
where we were a double act, almost, and now [
kind of sit more quietly in the corner. And you
literally, politely, intervene if you think you can

be helpful. It's that simple. There are things you
know about your own page that nobody else knows
yet. And you can save them a lot of time. They
could spend 45 minutes figuring out, what does
she mean by that? Does she mean this or does she
mean that? Well, it's ridiculous for the author to
be sitting there and let them think about it for 45

minutes. You can say, “When I wrote it she meant
that.” And on we go. And we've saved 45 minutes.
So you can see the situation. But you have to
develop a sense of proprietary appropriateness

as well. I love being part of things, and my fault

is that I stick my oar in too early because I just
like being part of it for a moment. I put in things
which could just as well wait. Let them get to the
end and we'll be back here tomorrow or next week,
and they're not ready anyway. But I can’t help it. I
like to get my spoon in the stew. But sometimes
it's not too early, it’s too late. And this is for me the
trickiest thing of all, that if I'm behaving well there
never seems to be a moment where it's exactly
right to intervene. It's like trying to watch the light
in the fridge go out, the kind of middle moment.

ON WRITING: You've both directed films. Tom,
you directed an adaptation of your play, Rosencrantz
and Guildenstern Are Dead. And Marshall, you've
directed a number of films. Is that true when
you're directing as well?

BRICKMAN: The big difference is that the actor’s
internal, unseen motivation doesn't really count
for as much in film as it does in theater, because
the actors have to come up with it all the time—

ON WRITING: In theater?

BRICKMAN: In theater. In film you get it once and
then you've got it for all time. So you can use any
amount of conveniences and wiles and trickery to
get what you want, or put more delicately, to help
the actor give you what is required by the text. In
live theater, if theyre going to be able to get the
energy and focus to make it convincing night after
night, there has to be something a little deeper, a
source for the energy and emotion.

STOPPARD: And this is the other thing. I'm not
good at that, because I know what noise the play
should make at every moment, or I think I do.
And I think, if T tell him the noise he’ll figure
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out how to get there. But what Jack O’Brien, or
any good director does, he doesn't mention that
the noise is right or wrong or what it should be

or shouldn't be. If he wants the actor to produce a
certain moment, noise, effect, whatever you like, he
always gives the actor something which isn't actually
about that moment, or if it is, it's actually about what
the character might be feeling at that moment. And
lo and behold, the guy says, okay, yeah, I getit, and
he does it again and he makes my noise. It's like a
miracle to me. Whereas I keep saying no, no, can
you just go up on the last syllable....

BRICKMAN: Yes, hit that word a little more.

STOPPARD: Yeah. So, you're right. I did direct a
film. I also directed a play once, in both cases my
own writing. I couldn’t do anything else. I'm not
a director and don't think of myself as a director.
You can only be a director if you can do other
people’s work, in my opinion. And I think that were
I directing my own play, it would be brittle because
I would be nagging them to make the right noise
all the time instead of have the right thought.

BRICKMAN: The writer tends to be result-oriented,
because you want to hear them do it the way you've
heard it in your head.

STOPPARD: Yes.

BRICKMAN: And youll do anything to get them to
do it, but you have to have more patience, I think,
than a writer would, oddly enough.

STOPPARD: You enjoyed directing, though?

BRICKMAN: I was going to say I like holding

my hand out and having someone put a cup

of coffee into it. I once saw somebody do that,

an actress on a big movie I had written. She

had this endless staff of acolytes who watched
her constantly, and she held out her hand and
somebody put a lit cigarette into it and I thought,
wow, that's Hollywood. But yes, I do enjoy working
with people I like and solving those little problems.
That's how they get you as a writer to begin with,
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when you have the little problem of the line or

the scene and you solve it. There’s such a great
feeling of triumph and relief. And you get addicted
to that feeling.

STOPPARD: I understand what you're saying, yeah.

BRICKMAN: And you feel that you're using
whatever it is that you've got.

STOPPARD: And also, being on a film set is public,
which the actual writing isn't. If you're on a film
set as a writer and there’s a problem and you just
move two words around and suddenly there’s no
problem, there’s all these people saying, oh, that's
what he does, isn't that great. They don't know how
to do that.

BRICKMAN: You have to remind yourself
sometimes in this environment of competitive
hysteria and grabbing for credits that none of it
happens without the script. My father used to

say the best work is done by individuals working
alone at night. The other thing we’re not talking
about—which has to do with the author’s ego

or his narcissism or, if you're being generous,

his sense of community—is that sound you hear
in the back of the theater sometimes when the
thing is working. I know this will make me sound
like a New Age tree hugger, but for the first few
months, when Jersey Boys was still kind of fresh, if
I was feeling lousy I would go down to the theater
and stand in back and listen to the play and the
audience’s reaction to it, and I would feel better.
Physically. Sue me.

ON WRITING: Do you ever get that from sitting in a
theater watching an audience watch your movie?

BRICKMAN: No. I don't go to watch audiences
watch my movies, because it’s too painful.

ON WRITING: Why?
BRICKMAN: I don’t know. I just don't like them: it's

too long, get on with it, stupid, wrong angle.... The
usual post-mortem anxiety.



STOPPARD: I think David Lean said that the
hardest thing is knowing how fast the actors
should speak, because you're stuck. You can’t
change your mind.

BRICKMAN: Psychological time is so much more
accelerated when you have 600 or 1,000 people in
the room. Something really happens. A second
takes so much longer. It's like a second on Jupiter.
Lean also said you have to always remember that
the film is going through the projector at 90 feet
a minute, which is another way of saying get on
with it.

STOPPARD: I find this thing of time is interesting to
me, because if I walk into a play, my own play, after
it started and I think, oh, I'll just go and watch this
for a while, if I haven't been there at the beginning,
it seems interminable. And I think, what's going on
tonight? Why are they all speaking so slowly? Get
on with it. And if you're there at the top, it's okay.

BRICKMAN: Because you're not in it somehow.
Yeah. Timing.

ON WRITING: [ want to bring up something
you've both written about. The Writers Guild,
East has an award that Marshall won last year
called the Tan McLellan Hunter Award for
Lifetime Achievement in Writing. And in his
acceptance speech, Marshall talked about
language—which Tom also talks about; I've
found a number of references in Rock ‘n’ Roll
and in Travesties about language. What Marshall
said is, “What's happening is that the language,
our common language is being dismantled,
deconstructed and turned upside down and
inside out. And as writers and authors we
should especially be troubled with people
tampering with the tools of our trade.”

BRICKMAN: It started with advertising probably.
Words start to mean something off center of what
they originally meant and gradually they get to

a point where they mean the opposite. Small is
large, large is economy and giant is “family size.”
So how big is it, really?

ON WRITING: Tom, in Rock ‘0’ Roll you have a
character say, “We have to begin again with the
ordinary meaning of words. Giving new meaning
to words is how systems lie to themselves, begin-
ning with the words themselves—*socialism,’
‘democracy.” And ‘invasion’ becomes ‘fraternal
assistance,” and a ‘parasite’ could be someone
who is unemployed, and punished again for being
unemployed.”

BRICKMAN: It’s a kind of inflation as applied to
language.

STOPPARD: I think that's absolutely right. It's the
corruption of language. It's a form of inflation. It's
a phrase I've used many times myself about that
very subject. I just want to slip in my tuppence-
worth. I wrote to the editor of, I think it was the
Times in London three, four years ago—because
this spear would go through my body when I saw
“who” for “whom” in the text of a piece. And one
day I saw it in a big headline. So I wrote to this
guy whom I slightly knew, and I said, “Is this
what the Times has decided, that ‘who’ for ‘wWhom’
is okay?” And he wrote back and said, “No, it
slipped past. Thanks for pointing it out.” But I've
given up now. “Who” for “whom” is an epidemic.
And nobody even pretends there’s a usefulness in
that distinction. In a way I discount advertising,
which has almost become a language of its own. I
also discount informal prose when in fact you're
writing conversation. I use “who” for “whom” in
a given sentence in the middle of a conversation,
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because there’s something unnecessary and
pedantic about the particular at the time you're
just having an informal, idiomatic conversation.
But in a headline in the Times, I just feel that is
corrupting.

BRICKMAN: Can I make a suggestion as to

the source of your anger? I'm only speaking
personally—but I'm including you—that it makes
you feel somewhat alienated from your audience,
that the audience is willing to accept that there’s
no distinction. No?

STOPPARD: You've put your finger on something
really interesting, and I was going to say
something about it earlier. Dialogue is not the
writer’s voice. It's the character’s voice, and it's
naturalistic, usually. So things like cliché and
syntax dor't have the same place in the writing
which I do for a living 90 percent of my time. Martin
Amis titled his collection of essays The War Against
Cliché. As an author of novels, he, I guess, feels it's
a personal failure if he’s nodding and some thread-
bare phrase is there in the middle of a paragraph
describing the weather or whatever it is.

ON WRITING: Nodding?
BRICKMAN: Not alert.

STOPPARD: He nods off. And someone could look
at a page of my play—my play which he just saw
and admired—it would be stiff with clichés, and
stiff with familiar phrases, formulations. I like
them, and also they are extremely useful because
they communicate something instantly in the best
economic way. You know exactly what somebody
means because you've heard it a million times. It's
inoffensive in a play. If the character is the professor
of ancient history at Oxford or something, maybe,
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but generally speaking, we don't have any shame
about using shopworn phrases in a conversation.
So it doesn't apply. I don't have to think about an

audience which cares about language.

ON WRITING: Why?

STOPPARD: What I mean is, that's not part of what
I do. The audience has to care about language

in other ways. They have to like it when you do

the other thing, which is invent a phrase which
communicates wittily and is nice. They've got to be
there for that. But funnily enough—I remember
being at this point in a conversation before, so I'm
just going a bit carefully—in some strange way the
audience is capable of receiving what they cannot
themselves articulate. They haven't been robbed of
that recognition.

BRICKMAN: So you can be a little ahead of the
audience. It's just a choice. I think what you were
saying before is, how much ahead do you want to be?

ON WRITING: One of the things that's interesting
to me about your work, Tom, is there’s a lot you
don't explain to the audience.

STOPPARD: But that's a tactic. We have a skill.
This is part of what that skill comprises. A sentence
moves towards an audience, and there’s a certain
point where the audience comes exactly the right
distance forward to get it. And if you miss that
point, if they have to stretch too far, they've lost
the edge of it. You lose the edge of their response.
If you don't push it far enough, they haven't quite
understood it. This pivot has only one position,
and it’'s different for every sentence you write.

ON WRITING: Well, for instance, in Utopia,
it would be easy enough to explain who the



characters are by having one say to the other, “Who
is that guy? What did he do?” You could very easily
introduce with exposition why somebody is impor-
tant or who somebody is by having a character in
there who doesn't know and needs to find out.

STOPPARD: Well that's 101, isr’t it? Isn't that what
you're saying?

BRICKMAN: He made the choice to write this play
about those characters who were articulate and
educated, and so he can give them dialogue that
has dependent clauses, the way people spoke in
that period of time. He’s not writing a Clifford
Odets play where the characters are comparatively
inarticulate, and some of the tension, and the
artistry, comes from the characters’ struggle to
express themselves.

STOPPARD: And how could I? I think we choose
what we write with that in mind.

BRICKMAN: I like to have one character that's me,
that can speak the way I speak, because I need to
have that connection to the audience, you know?
Even in Jersey Boys, one of the characters can
reference T.S. Eliot and Vivaldi and so on, and
it's something you throw in for yourself and your
friends, but also because it gives you a sense of
connection somehow. Because the other characters
are un-self-aware and the language is much more
constrained and limited.

STOPPARD: I was interested by the Vivaldi reference,
actually. What's been your experience with it?

BRICKMAN: Well, it gets a laugh.
STOPPARD: Yeah, when I was there, too.

BRICKMAN: Maybe it's just the way it's inflected, I
don't know. It’s clearly intended as a joke. The guy
who says it is the producer, Bob Crewe, and I sort
of drew him as someone who might like classical
music, as a guy whose world included but was not
limited to the world of the four other guys.

ON WRITING: What's the line?

STOPPARD: It’s a reference to Vivaldi's “Four
Seasons.”

BRICKMAN: The group comes to the producer and
they say, “We have a new name. The Four Seasons.
Do you like it?” He says, “I love it. So did Vivaldi.”

ON WRITING: I have one more question. I read all
three of the Utopia plays and then I read Travesties.
And I felt very at home reading Travesties after
having read all of Utopia, it's a lot of the same
conversations. And one of the conversations is,
what is the role of the artist in this question of
social change—not just the intelligentsia but

the artist. In Utopia Turgenev talks about being
criticized because he just writes good literature.
And at the same time, in your introduction to one
of your collections of plays, you also say that the
primary role of all this is entertainment.

STOPPARD: I didn't say that. I said a recreation.

ON WRITING: Yes, I'm sorry, you're talking about
After Magritte and you say, “A friendly critic described
[The Real Inspector] Hound as being as useful as an
ivory Mickey Mouse. After Magritte is maybe slightly
less useful than that. ...The ‘role of the theater’ is
much debated (by almost nobody, of course), but the
thing defines itself in practice first and foremost as a
recreation. This seems satisfactory.”

BRICKMAN: Yes, but in the original meaning of
the word.

STOPPARD: To recreate yourself. You know,
Oedipus Rex can be a recreation in a certain mood
on a Friday evening. I'm not saying that it means
it has to be light or funny or anything. I just
mean that you don't go there like you might go to

a public library to look something up or to learn. I
really just want people to have a good night out in
whatever way, whatever that means to them. I don't
see the point otherwise. I just don't see the point.

ON WRITING: Is this something you think about?
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STOPPARD: Not as much as you'd think I should. STOPPARD: But from the outside, this socializing

I don't think about it very much. You know, when influence is paramount. It's what theater is for.
you're writing, the problem is actually the next
line. It's not really one about thesis. BRICKMAN: The weirdest thing that I've read lately
is the new iPod has the ability to have movies on
BRICKMAN: I think there are two things that demand as though that's what's desirable. That's the
happen without your intending to, if it works. One opposite of what you want. What you want is to get
is the sense of the audience coming together as people in theaters. You want groups of strangers to
an organism, as a socialized organism, which is a commune with each other. Otherwise, civilization
good thing. is going into the toilet. In my humble opinion. <

STOPPARD: Yes.

BRICKMAN: Through laughter, or through pity,

or fear. The other is a hope that you get people to
listen to the language in a precise way and there’s
a respect for that precision, and the power of the
language. And mixed up in there is the therapeutic
aspect of the whole enterprise, the writer trying
to express himself or make things come out right
on paper that never come out right in real life. So
some attention is paid to the specific meaning

of words and how ideas can be expressed in an
elegant and meaningful way. And the socializing
experience, which is somehow related, if only
distantly, to a religious experience.

STOPPARD: Because having a story does that to a
group of people. It unites them, the listeners.

BRICKMAN: And despite all of the protestations
to the contrary, all the electronic developments
have done is to fragment this society rather than
to bring it together, I think. It's isolating, mostly,
what's happened. Television takes people from
larger groups into smaller groups in the house in
front of the TV set.

STOPPARD: I think it has.

BRICKMAN: And then one step further, people
alone in front of their computers. And I've
always thought that the terminal is not the thing
you're looking at, but it's you, yourself. You're the
last step in that process. And that's thoroughly
isolating.
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WHO'S WHO IN THE CAST

wrHoNyY Moow (Zeckendarl) was
born in England and atended
Eton, Wibley, and Mis Gob-
bett’s Aczdemy, concluding his formal
educapon st 5, Vigus's C'nlhge, [
fnn:], where he studicd sowe under the
brilliang House Beamish. His first pro-
fessional job was as Obadiah in the re=
vie A Pourd of Cheese, which ran fog
fifteen years ar the Wee-Theatre-in-
the-Bog, breaking all records for ghe
West End and dmhg' |:|r||f when the
cast set fire 4o the scenery. After join-
ing the Matonal Theatre, Mr, Moon
was acclaimed for h prr!"ﬂrrnmm as
Resalind in A5 You Lete frt, Monroe
Parch in Paridppany Place, and Sir
'G;ggll'ng; ral:|'h'.rr|].' in Sheridan's The
Wind«Spcker, Mr, Moon i the suthor
of A Pewn’arth af H‘umﬂr, % fantasy
fod *“children of all ages™ based an the
limericks of Albert Speer, which is
currently in preparation for the 1977
season. His autobeography, Scomer at
Eventide, was a best-seller and will be
filmed by the Rank Qrganisation, {ea-
h.tr'hg' Caolin Ponce and Colin Head-
strong=[omnes as the rwin bakers,

Mun:uu Fex (Curley) in a long
and dsvinpeshed thearrical ca=
reer has appearad in over three thou-
sand productions, from Second Avenue
eabaree (o't Maks Me Langh, Ea
Whe Are You Kuddiog?, P Ewn-
tled, and You Showld Lioe 80 Lowug)
te Fegional theatre (Chaim in 1he
Wild Mowre, Yoniz in Cruss] to
Broadway, where he triumphed Lt
scason as the g;ra'nrlf-ﬂn-l.'ﬁun father in
Runeeleh, the Pulitzer Prize-winning
musical drawn from the life of Eddie
Carmel, the _i:"ll-'i:ﬂ: g,iunt. In recent
years, Mr, Fek has divided his time
berween Kimg Lesr (Mpwice 3 year,
rain or shine™) and Haollywood; his
latesi films include Blowd of the Face
.E'.u.!rrr. Mapprdd lfmm uger Sp#u_ and
Moniter Beach P'-nﬂ:. Hi televigon
credits include nomeros specisls, motas
Bly an abbrevisred version of Runteleh,
for which he won the coveted Em-
meleh. The Department of Smate has
engaged Mr, Fek to tour Europe with
his phln-um-rru] one-rian thow Sfetos
Motion, an entertzinment based on the
rerponra of Chedish, the l.huﬁng rabhi
of Budapese,

MAIT Bern Mustkixs | Nell Run-
cible) & a seli-profesed "sage
kook™ who has appeared in stock and
regional theatre, Amang her favenie
roles are Molly in Tom O Monahoon's
Chewder, Sally in The Miny Bog,
Wendy in ke H'-l:-l.l'jl Fen, Peggy in

The Duiky Gler, and Polly in Poppa’s
Pockrark, She appeared as Princess
Tinkle=Keam in Toast and Mri. Toan
and won plawdis for her portrayal of
the shepherdess in The Blear of My
Mears, She maintzins that the theatre
i a “specisl, magical place, made of
Eairy-webs and gossamer.” She lves in
Mew York -I:."n].- with her cat, Mister
Cat, and a large colored man,

ston PELIGRoSS | Parson Anders,

Ziggy) was Lt scen in the role of
the pq;}'vl;l'hurh; barber i fon’t J\’#mi']
Gonna Whup My Face, presented last
season at the Dirainpipe Theatre. In
addisan, Mr. Peligrosn has appeared as
the mddicy in No Hore for Handker-
ehicf-Heads and the ssdisc orderly in
Em"mﬂ. HE I:rE.II:Ed. I:I'H NII ﬂi Gl.ﬂb'
berry Jones in the pational company of
Harlan Peachiree's Manvoe A pparati,
for which he won the Frobascher
Award, His auschiographical play, The
Repomtivde of Naphihalene Catfick, was
presented last seasom by the Miitant
Playhouse,

EI:II.I Busring  (Mrs, Peahen)
made her theatncal debor thimy
vears age in Tennesiee Williams" For
the Safety of the Parrengers, the Driv-
er Is Not Permitted to Change Any
Bills Larger Than Froe Drollars, play-
ing the harelip o Luther Dabchick's
waterhead. After a hiatus of pwenty-
eight years, she resurned vo Broadway
bist scasan in the revival of Perferad
Desires, which closed during the first
act, although ehe critics were unan-
mous about her performance. This
marks Miss Bunting's first appearance
in the legitimate theatre without a

modcagp.

ENE (CATAFALQUE
Whares, Townspeopie]

T a2y 5 oo be:
To be is merely to seem.
‘The trath is a hag,
—Hans ExHARDT

[ Beggars,

O‘Bul Macvour  {Dbrector)
trained ar L. AM. DA, and the
Yale Drama School wnder Fleming
Pease, directing revie and eabaree { Be-
doubtable Aniics of '62, Arty-Tarry),
Afver 3 spell in relevision, he direcrsd
the wildly succesaful namire film Kemg
of Bright Bewvers (*“Vapid family fun!
Non-threatening " —L.A.  Times),
which grossed six humdred million dod-
lars worldwide and won Fim three Os=
cars, two Patsys, and the Distinguished
Flying Cross, Last season he directed
Sir Henry Walfshane in the highly ac-

claimed R.EC. production of Con-
greve's Pax; or, The Traducer Tra-
duced, which won buh the Drama
Circle Crites Ciation Prize Award
mnd the Awnrd Circle Dirama Criica
Prize Citation.

I_!’u!l Mavuix (Sees and Lighting) s
onc af our meost versatle design-
ers, whese work ranges from the long-
running Leafy Green Fegetables to the
costumes for Mary's Nowe, Trained
winder Schlemmer and Gropaus, he did
pioneering work at both the Bauhaus
and the Bau-wan-haus, the avant-gande
Theatre for Hounds he desgned for
Piscator in Berlin, More recenly, he
waon the rarely awarded Morimer for
Roach!, the musical version of Kafka's
Mepamorphops, which will be present=
el on Broadway every season by Davil
Mernck, He s four feeq tall.

‘A:uml.u Barrisn { Author) spent
several years as an advertsing
copywriter and burst upon the theatri=
cal sene with a cathartie evening of
one=acters:  Spearmint,  Dowblemint,
and Exeresving, which wan him both 3
Mudbeer and a Peavy. Hiz dental enl-
ogy, Dill, Fall, and Rinee, Please, was
hailed as the finest American dental
writing in fifty years and was com-
pared to Gogol's The Coerdite and
Sophocles’ Qledipus tn Prorrhes, Mr.
Batfish resides with his wife, Laurn,
and her wife, Leslie, a1 Nummear Col-
bege, Morth Carolina, where he halds
the Robert Gowler Chair of [Drama-

WEEY.

AHHET Encovasme {Producer)
has heen represented on Brosds
way by Goodbye, My Torr and the
smush bt musical Moroms Ooer Han-
hattan, currently in its third season, In
asoctation with Max Rubrie he pro-
duced The Man mr she Paper Pauts
and The Smell of Shapire for the Cal=
leid Center Theatre Group in Los
Angzlﬂ.. Mr. E:rg-u-r.nml'n.f':. reputation
as a promotonal gemius dates from
1950, when he employed a chimpanzee
in a miter 1o un:'-l.'fq]e through the theas
tre district to pablicize his knockaboir
religious farce, Bishopoapoppin! His in-
novarive xll-blzck pmdul:rinr:l of Tha
Dagee of Dearh was followed by an
equally  succesaful  all-male-Pakistani
Ridery 1o the Sea and an :Il-p:rr\m: fm-
portamce of Betng Earmest.  Next
spring, he will produce Death of a
Ealerman in Mew Orleans wih EVEry=
ane [cast amd awdiencs ) wearing giane
papier-miché Mardi Gras heads, bor-
rowed [ram the Grand Krewe of the
Knights of Toulouse,

—Magstans Bricesax
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A SHORT HISTORY OF DEEDLE

HE cubmurslly obouse who sl
cling e the notion that scat—
that i, the singing of a musical
phrase made up of an idiotic syllable or
syllables—was invented by Lous Arm-
strong or Ellx Fitzgerald would do
well to approach Munce Peasley's new
bonk, *“The He:l.ri'ing]m im Music:
fix Cenuries, from Fasla o Ooblies
dot™ [ Miggling Press, New Haven, Six
pages; £18), with extreme caution. D,
Peasley, curator of rare beineckes at
the Brinccke collection at Yale Univer-
sity, has smembled casteiron proof that
the firse nonsense syllahles were sung
mot by a man in Chicage with a wide
tie andl mor but by an unknown
fourteenth-century  English  thresher,
whese magnificent contribution alwered
the course of Western culture, though
he himseli was rrampled o death by
kine the following week. Peasley, using
bunt scisors and 3 jar of muoclage,
has peconstructed this and other signifi-
cant events i s ﬁrH.. and we can
bar seamd shick=jawed at the qualsy
of his rescarch, 1o say mothing of his
:Frrbrm.] appearance. A shore précs fol-
sfter which the reader may cod-
tifiss 1o stage vacantly out the window,

Fowe I:Iltl.'.:l WO IRGES 'I"h: exrliest
knawn record of prmitive scat, or
sendte, accurs in Weir's “Synggebok™
[ 1345 )—a collecton of Enghish coun-
try are sung at harvest tme 1o celehrate
the continuing Fxilure of all known
farming methods, Weir, a London
acpvener and :m'd.'lmnngv: fa abtained a
contempagary version of the Scots bals
Lad “VWha Haue Ye Gae? ™

i¥h, wha haue & Eac,

Ma’ billy-dilly glomn ?

Wha hawe ¥e gar, i’ Bapney !
Tehs hﬂu ta' ye toon,

Wi ma' nelking all a-blamn,
Syape lack-a-day, witherey-boo,
lack-a-day, tarm —

Here the fragment ends, probably be-
éause of Weir's falling into the mill and
being ground into a fine white powider,
(The cvent was celebrated in another
popular ballad of the day, “Wear Haue
Bene Grymde Intas Whyre Poodre, Ye
Spe™ [1346].) However, the evi-
dence s incontrovertible. “Lacke=a-day,
witherey=hoa," dating from this period,
wias imstantly recognized as the mwost in-
furiating musical phrase in the lan-
gusgE, TEmMaining 1|n.|:]15|'||¢ng'¢d unril the
introcuction, over six Bumlred years
later, of “tootie=frudte, o-roote’ by
Charles Berry,

Transrrion o Oruer Mooes: The
clxssical school begins with the appear-
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ance, in Jialy, of Fra Antondo de]"No-
nentat, a moedest seventecnth-contury
clerie who was the mavstro o concerti
for the Pieth Okpedale during the pe-
rusl when it was entirely under waber
(168950, In an ers alresdy cele-
brated for the hysterical prodiscvity of
i artisss, he stands out ss the pre-
eminent freak, In addition 1o perform-
ing his regular duties at the hospital [ he
W n.':l'l-nrllil'nlt r the daly ifungs
ing of the prvaradsli}, he provided fos
his patron, the Duc M%and, thou-
sands of moesses, cantaies, ﬂpﬂ;ﬁm:,
j'ﬂ'-ﬂuliﬁ, amd EI.IEHI'.'.!'L.. [l]'u: Fanrwd redds
of occwmonal peeces designed, in the
fashion of the tme, e aid the aging
nohleman in the cxecution of his daily
regimen: a mcilienne to help  him
:l::p, = brsk rondo o wake him up, 2
eeneful courante 1o make him cat his
peas, a merry allemande to encourage
Fimr  ©iw |1:|'u'l1 faee forward mmo che
camal, ‘This creative cataraect, dward-
'iﬂF oven 'l'J'lI'.' mmhiﬂﬂd muyre r.|E
Haydn, Scarlasei pire, and Paul {the
Tiny Dynamo) Williams, allowed
the Duke 1o dominate the social and
eiEleers] life of Iut}' for over 5 decada,
uitidl  the  Vatican impounded  his
Rolodex.

[t is no secrer thar MNonenian's end-
less inspiration severcly taxed his eal-
laboirators, mogably che castratn Calas
mari [ Fruggie Spedini, nicknamed the
Baqud becanse he was fat and rub-
bery and darted ahoug the smage in an
ohipoxious manner ). The relagionship,
Ihuuth unpr\mlul:l:ire, was mod mtil'l.'t_lu'
cordisl, judging fram this eniry in the
mioak's journal;

July 20, A long hot sumiser. In tws
weeks it will be July 43, How slowly the
time poesf Up ar 5 aos, for mating and
som light compesition, Compleeed & com-
miEsion  from lte Grand Magistrate ll:r
deviee a mew tuning for his mandsling vie,

==
My doge has fleos

He was quite emchanted with i and sent
along a seroll enbitling me o hawve
my nose pwisted any cimse [ am ar che
palace. Finished today™s opern, bat the
bz woagasin late with che
text. What eo do ? Withoar wordsz, 1 can-
nat rebrarse the gingers, Without singers,
youn god ;o opera. Withour mo opsra, you
ot nothing,

The story & taken up here by Lan-
!'m.l.q{nn, anather T andrarale,
aboait whom Handel n.il] “ Lo he ﬂ'r:g-

"Tranalation by Fabrizie Linen Sopply and
Trasalation Serviees

ing cam make the lnds come down
from the sky and walk around for 2
while. If thar & what you want.™ From
Langoustine's  famous  lepter to b
hiarse:

. - mi the absenee of any pexe, Massrra
uhd: me for tonight's performance o
sing “anything at :||—||:~'rr|- sarmethisg
imbecilic, like your name.” By the second
it h:l'«'rt'rer. the mordmately damp
weather had shrank my codtume (a8
leatker jerkin) to one-quarter of H
origenal size, eotally constrizeing ey chent
and rendering impossible mny bue the
timieit of hreaths, "La—" [ sang, oves
and over, im & series of strangulated
mouse-like imhalations. Fram beyond the
foatlighes came & vellrale rsccling snd
shifting as the awdience gleefully antic-
[I-:ll'fl] & m:j:n' Ell{‘n. T:rrin.' ':M'iﬂ:-l‘ﬂ H\-
hind kis fam; humiliation seemed in-
racapable. My embarrasament turned o
rage. “La...lm...la..”™ 1 persisied,
forcing ecach hreath, until my field of
vision was feplaced by a pleasant serie
of hright pinwheels againat a black hack-
grownd. Upoa being revived, [ learned
that the performance, far from a disas-

ter, had thorosghly charmed the Duke
[who &8 & swime), gnd he swarded me

paelve florics and a rthaler, though |1
would have preferred money.

Tue Bamogue Masrens: Baroque
st had it orging in the work of
Jobann Joackim Chianiz, the German
faaiss who was clever enough e he
called a contemporary of Huxtehode
even though they did not both live st
the same time, Quantz mughe b su-
dents o speak the word *“didll" into
their Butes wo achieve proper articuli-
tion. The novelty caught on quickly,
as the only other diversion available
in cighteenth-century Herlin was the
weekly placing of large stones upon
an ugly person, or “crivic” Chuane
died a wealthy man, and, as befitted a
person of his sature, was bured up-
wde down v see if he had any loose
change i his bib.

Twe Crasmican Scwoon; Tt s prob=
able that the young Mozart was fa-
mitiar with Chuanizs work, mest like-
Iy thraugh the effors of the Baron wan
Swicten, an amateur who aba ran the
catcall concession at the Munich Spicl-
haus, Van Swisten wat a friend and pa-
trom of the young Salzburg genus, and
ocoasionally ler him sce the waorks of
the Bareque masters. As he was mor-
tally afraid of .ldu]l:enl:ing the pure
musical wellpring of the prodigy, he
permitted him 1o wview his copy of
Bach's GﬂHbt-rg Vanaisams nrﬂ_!.'
through & elescope while the Baroa
rede by i a cardage, o|':|-rm'r|g and
:Ihlulh'nﬁ' thie book very qui;l: ¥-

In his memoirs, the Barom himseld
recalls, "“Teday [ chanced ro over-
bear the lad sinming w himself in the



at of |.':|I!1F'H|§.I-ng a s, Ir was & hig=
tersweet, haunting mclody™™:

Alleg e molte

===

l,';|l i!. I|;||'|||'5. LTEET n?qr'ullu'u.'ﬂ ﬁlF &
freer, more poetic siyle. Mendelssahn
hummened 1he |1'u-|||i|:|_.-‘- themie of his Vin=
lin Concerto to Ferdinand David thus:

miplto o pPionate

F— — == g Allepre mo
Dee-dle dum, deedle C-"% e ——
- —
o s F  Duedle dee-dle,
#_ 11
== - PR
dum, eedle dwadom: feodle TP —gt—FT—F
I
— ~ oh ree-die bah dgh-bah

doar, Joudic doag, deedie g v

We now know ths fragment Blonged
nog b0 3 song af all but to the opening
few measures of vhe "[.-ri|h'!ig" Lyme=
phony, or “S8:. Anne’s Jiters,” as it is
known in England, With ypical un-
self-consciousncss, Mozart here wakes
the antiquated “dee”—a prodiact of
the lyrical buar unsophisticated Tealian
ichool—and combines it with the more
mtellecaal “didM™ of the (German
Chiantz and arrives at the Brillian
synthess “decdle,” thus cffecting in ane
mastersiroke a h]tm‘hng af the affegion-
s with the rubato, and the creaton
of a syle that can be either played at
hame for fricmls or warn afrer dark
for an evening of casual eleganee, Ma-
wars himself was quite pleased with the
pl:r 15, erllﬂb 1 his father, Hl'm cer=
taln pou’ll agroe it has womberful po-
rencial i wsed correcely, amd should
E:ITl!I'I‘ |||.-f|:|. :||||_'.-|1 i|‘| |:|{".1| 5.';I|I:'||£:|I'|¢.“
He went on oo say, It has become a
favorite of Prince Leapald, who spons
sored an outdoor muscale on my be-
half, even _il'\'lIIIII.F the orchestra to blow
a hrtle ﬁ\ll_l' I'l_'.'r||.||.'|! H IP.I-l'l"IIII'J}. W hen
the concert wat halted, due to 2 rain
shower, he was ki rn--u.g]l o draw
me aside, saving, ‘Somcday vou amd
vour deedbes will be more famaous chan
.1.i|:ﬂxrl_.1 .Eul-."l;..' I el ."lllll.'.'ul,' ] hlﬂnd
his remsark pervers, until 1 recalled
thar e had been repeatedly soruck by
I:'ghmihg L’Iur.iug the afrernann.”

Twme MNINETEENTH-_ENTURY
ScHooL: The early Romanties (Her-
e, Mendelsashn, Chopin, and the
5||:||,1i|:’:rli—li"|l_' |:|1_.|_ g fl:ll‘l'hr!.-rr"i. hlll
inscparable ) brought scat out from the
musty oorrilars of classicism inge the
bright sunshine of what Liszt called
“the emotive rebohazmd™ (the Abhé
was over seventy at the tdme and may
have mcant ssmething clse entirely ). In
any event, sttt adherence te clazss=

E==c==

d.::-'hah Zoon -

An illummating anecdote about Brahms
illustrxies how thye aristic persomality
transcends  Formalste ]illiil‘.ﬂtilﬂlh. bt
we o not have this anecdote, Yer it
is known that Hrabms, ar the dress
rehearsal of hie “Ein Deatsches Re-
aiem,” admonished the chorus, saying,
“Text, schmexe, just keep it peppy.
Amnd dan' I":iltg-tr |]|.in'r|.g thie zalos, ™

THe MoperriErs annp Bevowo: If
there 15 one composer who develaped
a wruly contemporary technique, it i
cither Maurice Kavel or someone whie
IlIlI'.'.h:lI ill-.[ Iike Fim amd ]Elul;ll in i|i5..
sparement, Ravel, a grear admarer of
Amencan jazx, heard an early Louis
.-"erun::lg I'Il'l'Fl'hrr“Hnl.'l- Oof ullnnp!,'-r
sisckle Flome™ Lﬂm1r||-r|.'ir|.|z the Fr:-ilnwing

phrase

wek-le Rose, [Bah zah zah

P
— 1

IE1
LA E.

Like all great innovators, Ravel ook
grear risks, often saying, as he twirled

Zwy bo

hz upper lip (be had no mustache ),
“Mow [ ke these great rsks, mn'y ief™
and, sumualated by Saichmo's brlliang
improvisation on the Waller rane, at=
tempied to dictate the cadenza of an
|.|r1p1|h'|is.]1uul mxophone concera [pwo
humlred bars, all thirty-sccond astes )
on the syllable “dwane;™ wiz.:

e, PO Dgidatoricsinato

du.wmiu.ﬁrm dwane dwane (efe)

By the third Bar, his jaw had dslscat-
e, amd ||-l|||.'|!|_'|!|_¢r later reporced tha
he hed b Spange faam from the Mas-
Ler's cravat.

Ravel was of course the victim of a
1'-i|li||:|' wrlrﬁrn;ug situabion—aone ghat
Schoenberg charscterized a5 the lack of
E ﬁimrlli",' II:|£P|1":“'!..|.] "':ﬂﬁ—':ql:‘ﬂ'hl'“l" e T
pable of being wnderstood by any-
iHne, neg.'m"ri.-c. af '§.=|:| ||.' Of ||;||:-||||.:|£|:|.
Toward that end, a worldwide artissic
copference  was convensd  In .-"|.|rri|I
]r']':ﬂl in & :|I-|,'|_- FiEaim at |||.L' Ellr.‘ln
Huotel, in Vienna, with falding chairs
fr up [E13 :hr\r: hapd red |H-|:-F|||: ;l:lﬂ
lig?'-t refreshiments pr'-'ll‘uﬁ-rd afterwand.
The steening committes, co=chsired by
Franck Poubene amd Fas Waller,
-Irg---! the :|l.l|.t|.1l'i-l.ln af the sdm|:-'||ﬁq.'|], o
MEeLrc, woup system, a1 workable coms
promass 0 which all previoas syllables,
fram “fa-la" v “vaus-o-zoobe,” were
immeediztely replaced by a simple “wos,”
while the irecgular hyphenates {“zob-
ba=zade, ™ “po=zale,”  and "'n--]'mp"'l
were 0 be dlowly phased out, In the
keynote addres, delivered o almos
thiree hundred f-lll-l“llg {]|;||-|1-_ |'|:|1|rr:|,'-
muaster Slim Craillard captured the spang
of the evening when he said,

Yiip rock, hehrer-zey.

H.I:l |'H\-.-::h' bwee, E|i1]'u;\f fadk,
Ahs=lasha mish-a-Mac vonric!
La-ha, la-ha Macrooney-ma.

Beven years laver, in occupied Aus-
trin, Anion von Webern paised o
|ig]1|: a rigﬂ:'r-rra.- in the 4I|'m:'-.-|.-::.- ol his
e and was struck down by a buller,
An old era had rl'ulnl.I and s far noth-
ikg has replaced it
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INSTRUCTIONS

ONGRATULATIONS! You are now
C the owner of a new Simplex

autemated timesaving miracle
Fleteh-o-mat, designed by space-age
scientists  specifically to remove the
drudgery from tiresame daily fletching.
To operate, unlock the mfety grommet
[_l:_;]- and lomsen knurled screw {H} |1-_-,'
turning in a clockwise directon, bring-
ing the elbow directly in line with the
lower back, Now touch the bottom of
the heel with the chin, exacely as in
Mayurarana, “the Peacock™ | figure
5}, concentrating on the White Spos,
or Source of All Being. Repeat the
mantra for the count of ten, meanwhile
mixing ¥4 tp. nutmeg with the melted
butter and the shallots. Now slowly add
the won hlin lirine :Jlrl'r.rl:pr .'trld o
pinch of matzo meal {for needed ni-
trogen} and, using a rubber spatula,
smoath the mixture spowerd an your
face, especially remembering the aily
areas around the noge and ferchead.
CUince thote dead skim cells have been
sloughed off and wvour pores can
dreathe agzin, the saft cartilage may be
carefully planed away unid the desired
shape 15 obizined. The flap of skin &
then folded back over the bridge and
sutured in place with three or four
common roofing nails or a stapling gun.
A dressing of hydroxyzine suspension
{1 mg. per 5 mlL) may be applied
topically te prevent redmess, scaling,
rot, mites, motes, hloat, erabgrass, or
Murray face (a postoperative symp-
toan i whach the palirn:’: VBAZE 13 Soen
ta resermble that of a man named Mur-
ray ). For three to ten days thereafter,
cOver E'r\-:l‘_ilrrhl-ng with a :t]'nut of clear
plasic Wrap to |1E]|: the :-Ee-ll'ﬁrlgs rietin
motsiure and grow to full matency.
Later, after the plants are dried and
crushed, you can separate the seeds and
twigs by forcing the material through
a strainer, which will avoid a paramoad,
or “had,” trip. A much more pleasur-
able trip i obtained by taking the auto
ferry directly to Capo di Galle, near

Palermo, and boarding the charming
Fundcular railway, which starts at the
base of the sealp and works its way for-
ward, massaping the entire ares and
somulating crculagon where it 5 most
necded, ar the gumbine, A brsk up-
and=down rather than a to-and-lro mo-
ton s what most dentists recommend,
A series of rapid contractions also has a
delightlul effece; your wile can develop
her ability in this area by practicng just
a few moments a day, using a strum-

ming motion, seriking the low E sring

down {.:!:l'ril'r--l:lr folbivared 11-} a El.'ri.i.'.lhdu
up [pak!), tightening the embouchure
for crewendo and relaxing the lips for
diminuende, In no tims you'll be play-
ing such old favorites as “Bie Dat
Cabhage Down™ and John Blow’
“Elegy on Queen Mary,” IF, after six
lessons, you remain a social pariah, re-
member that a simple implosion device
may be fashioned using a dbcarded
length of two-inch pipe and materials
available from any scientific supply
house, The energy released by such a
reaction is equal to the explosive foree
of 30,000 tons of TNT, or seven
forty-year-old men rding a2 bicycle up
it ﬂl-g]'ll: of !.l:l-r'.t.,_ ar n i._'hﬂﬂ 1l;|-|1-|:|i|13 rape
for a hundred years {which burns up
750 calories but does nothing for char
flab around your middle), The easiest
exercise i5 one you can do while gleep-
ing at your desk: (1) Tense the dia-
phragm muscles. (2) Grasp the Flex-o-
toner in the muddle, {3) Snap the lever
around guickly, MNow measure your
prm, You'll be astounded at the resuls
vou will get in only three seconds. If
vou want even better resuls, H. P
Whitebair, leaders in the investment ficld
for years,recommend tax=frec municipals
or C.0.s, which yvield a smaller return
but follow a paticrn you can gew pour-
aelf with illﬂ: riﬂnnl. F ] |1nr nl: g]“t, :md
an astrolabe, Simply compute the volume
of the room, which i the width times
the length times the heighe divided by a
umple Chinese screen or potted  plant,



which maintaing the tralfic Aow withaut
distorting the ambience, An undersated
Parsons table or  lovely hand-rubbed
Shaker gibbet completes the décor, and
witl cont lews thaw tem per cont of wiat
yor would pay o profesconal decora-
for! Everyone agrees: Mister Cork-Baard
(reg. ULS. Pat, OfF.) takes yvou step
by step and climinates the anxiety-pro-
ducing guesswork assoctated with lino-
lewm installation oF any n‘th:r i:l'\f..'lﬁl'-:
underaking. What's mare, the sccome-
panying diagrams (reprimted  from
Creative Underaking ) reveal the ancient
secrets of the Egvprian embalmers and
a.l'mw o how o turn a nice dnuar I:H,:'
winding cadavers in stige of ald ptrt.'llt.
It"s so easy. (1) Open the packet
of powdered grour and empty into a
coffee can or 60 mm. shell casing.
(2)Add just enough water to make a
thick paste. {3} Apply wo the armature,
shaping carcfully until the amorphous
miass resembles a horse or other object
of your fancy (suggestions: wolf, nude
hoy, bunch of pears). (+) When dry,
place the completed work under a
good strong  light, pausing bricfly o
examine your chin in a  magnifying
mirror, Sce these thousands of giant
gnarled wree trunks sticking up out
of the blighted werrainf That's your
beard! That's why we coat each and every
razor blade with a thin film of Silislide,
!hl.- iﬂtrldil*E NeEw fr.i:ﬁl}n L r'hn[
that adds literally vears to the life of
your dog, because it containg not cnly a
natural, organic monfurzer bur a set
of hex wrenches, a saldering gun, six
terminal lugs, and a melding toal,
Even a woman or child can follow our
simple schematic drawing  and learn
how to make BIG MOXEY in your awn
home by poing down s the basement after
dinner and practicipg the kind of person-
alized, demanding ecrafe thar made
this country what it . Using a jewel-
ler’s loupe and a2 Mo, 4 Superfine nesdle,
start by engraving the face (Andrew
J.ll;i:mn if s = |w=nl;r_}, remembers

ing that most beginners slip up by amit-
ting the [little chimney on the left
side of the White House. Work care-
fully. Write clearly. Do not look at
your aeighbor’s paper. When you are
finished, remain sitting quietly. Speak
to mo one. Anything you say may be
taken down amd hell against you,
You are entitled o one telephone call.
If you have mever been impanelled
(and under no circumstances remots
panel; there are no user=serviceahle
parts inside ), please familiarize your-
self with this smple tme-honored trial
procedure; (1) Place suspect in duck-
ing stoal (figure A), making certain
straps. (b) and (¢) are secured. (2)
Lower witch into pand [ figure B) for
perid of not les than five minutes’
duratien, (3) Wawch carcfully: these
bisbbles on the susface of the water
mean that all the goodness is being ex-
teacted, while the bitter oils and acids
are left trapped mside the hair follicle,
leaving the fingernails sofe and shiny!
Mow buff to a high lustre. There's
nﬂhirlg mare fo doj nnl}ring to learn,
assemble, or wnderstand. Simply rall
the doubling cube, :ddingclht numbser
of paints to your Master Score—umless
yroan e pl'eﬁnu!‘.]f :tQUir'ed E Ha‘nrﬂ
card, in which gase you must advance
to the penaliy booth, Once inside: (1)
Diraw the curtain clesed, (2) Examine
the sample ballo. (33 Pull down all
levers marked “Auspezcichnes” Re-
main calm. Do not panic. Place vour
head between your knees. Pull the two
vellow tabs down smanly to inflate the
vest, Step out of the booth, Ohnce in the
water, obey the stewardess, Tf a shark
appears, reimaEin Fl:rfvl'.'l.'ﬂ].' atill, Have
ywour main points in mimd. Speak clearly
and in a loud voice, Use simple words,
The repellent will last approximately
ane hour. After that, anything left
over may be froeen for reuse in small
plastic containers.

—Mansars Brickman
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Below is Marshall Brickman’s acceptance speech when he was given the Ian McLellan Hunter Award
for Lifetime Achievement in Writing by the Writers Guild of America, East in 2006.

Robert Benchley once wrote a New Yorker piece, probably 70 years ago, entitled Why we
laugh—or do we?

I always thought there should be a companion piece entitled Why we write—or do we?
Many of us do write, and for a variety of reasons—for money, of course, for revenge, to
make things come out the way we want them to but never do in real life, for its therapeu-
tic value, for the pleasure of connecting with an audience....

But most of us here know the real reason for writing, which is to get on the health plan. I
believe the WGA health plan to be one of the great triumphs of Western civilization along
with the Talmud, Magna Carta, the American Constitution and, of course, Ray Romano’s
last contract with CBS.

And that's why those of us in this room have it all over losers like Shakespeare and
Sophocles and Moliére and Jane Austen, because when they got sick, they essentially
died. But when we get sick, we check into the Klingenstein Pavilion for as long as it
takes, and that is a beautiful thing.

I was in fact at Mount Sinai when the call came from the Guild telling me of this award. I
had just had elbow surgery—one of the benefits of 20 years of using a Microsoft mouse—
and in my post-operative swoon I thought, as most people would, wait a minute, I'm just
getting started And the truth is, even after decades of thinking about it, I'm only now
getting an inkling about structure, rhythm, architecture, dialogue, what to leave out, how
much of the author’s voice do you want to have in a piece and so on—those things that
can't really be taught, but must be learned.

I recalled, as though yesterday, my first job, which was an assignment to write a TV pilot.
And it was a great day, I could call my parents and tell them that for the first time I was
actually getting money to do what I loved and that they were wrong about medical school.
I imagined my life as a writer: up late, read the papers, some work on the play, then lunch
at my club with Algernon.... And my agent at the William Morris office, who had given
some considerable thought to career management, put his arm around me and said,
“Kid, if this pilot goes, you'll never have to write another word in your life.”

I should say in his defense, he did give me a rather wonderful piece of advice which I'll
pass along. He said, “Kid, whatever you write, be clear. Never confuse fantasy and realty.”
Words to live by.

(there followed a short reel of film clips)

You may remember back in the '60s when 20th Century Fox had to sell off its back lot
to raise money to finish a turkey which was known as the Elizabeth Taylor Cleopatra.



They confused fantasy and realty. They tried to turn their realty into fantasy so they could
eventually buy more realty—and wound up being owned by an Armenian.

I was looking through some of the old films while putting together that audition reel we
just saw and found myself practically weeping with nostalgia for the good old days at
United Artists, where [ started with Woody. These were, for studio executives, unusual
guys. They always used to tell us, “We're not artists, we're just bankers. You're the artists.”
Weird, huh?

At UA, how it worked was, you wrote your script—on spec, and that was the trick—and
Arthur Krim and his team would read it and if they liked it, they figured out what the
budget should be, how much money you actually needed to make the movie—and then
they'd give you a lot less because that built character. Then theyd say, “Okay, go ahead,
make your movie. Invite us to the premiere.”

The idea of a studio executive giving a filmmaker notes on character arcs, whammies,
what needs to happen on page 67, demographic considerations, likeability factors and all
that post-Katzenberg mishegoss—all that was unthinkable and unimaginable.

So things have changed, even in my short span in the business. But the changes are
more subtle and aren’t limited to the business.

What's happening is that the language, our common language, is being dismantled,
deconstructed and turned upside down and inside out—and as writers and authors, we
should be especially troubled with people tampering with the tools of our trade.

If George Orwell were alive today—22 years after 1984—and was in his room (at the
Chelsea Hotel, I feel) watching CNN or Fox News, or even reading the paper, I think he
would be very confused. Because what he wrote in 1940 about Russia and what we now
call the “Soviet experiment” seems very familiar to us today, ironically, in a country that is
supposed to represent the opposite of the Soviet experiment.

It's hard to know how it happened. It probably started innocently with hyperbole in adver-
tising in which the size labeled “large” was in fact the smallest size and the really large
size was called the “economy size,” so large meant small and you never knew exactly
what to ask for. And then television sitcoms and stand-up comedy developed this kind of
deconstructive, ironic approach in which something became funny because it wasn't
really funny. Letterman is a kind of genius at that. And I'm probably crazy, but I think
that the politicians intuited our willingness to accept these weird contradictions in the
language as some kind of opening and ran through it—and now we've got a real
problem. Don't get me wrong, I love Letterman. But he’s not writing the laws. He’s not
on the Supreme Court. Although they probably could do worse.

I don't think we are yet at the stage in which we are being told—and believe—that up is
down, black is white, love is hate and war is peace, but I do wonder what it will be like for
the next generation to have been raised in an environment in which an idea or an event
can be either itself or its opposite.

on writing | 25



26 | on writing

Just to take a phrase at random: “Mission accomplished.” When “mission accomplished”
turns out to really mean “mission not accomplished,” or “We're going to stay the course,”
turns out to mean, “We actually have no idea what the fuck we're doing,” I start to worry about
my kids and their kids and your kids trying to figure out what's true, what's really happen-
ing—in other words, how to tell the difference between fantasy and realty.

So it turns out there’s another reason to write. It's not for money or for revenge or to get
on the health plan, lovely as it is, but to keep them—and you know who they are—from
hijacking the language, and therefore the laws, and tinkering with them; in Garson Kanin’s
phrase, to try and make the system pay off like a slot machine.

Because in fact, it’s all about the language. And I don't mean TV or radio or movies or
theater, I mean everything. Whether you're asking your girlfriend to marry you or order-
ing a chicken sandwich or declaring war, people have to know what you're talking about.
There’s an old joke: a man comes into the deli and asks the waiter for a chicken sandwich.
The waiter says, “Sorry, we're out of chicken.” So the guy says, “OK, make it a turkey
sandwich,” and the waiter says, “Mister, if we had turkey we’d have chicken.” If the day
ever comes when a chicken sandwich can also mean a turkey sandwich then we, as a
civilization, are over.

Sam Goldwyn is reputed to have said a lot of things, some of which he may have actually
said. One of them was, “Give me three writers and I'll write it myself.” Goldwyn was no
dummy. He knew that if you wanna write, you gotta have a writer.

And so it redounds to us, the writers, those who work alone at night, to keep things
honest, to be sure that the words are used to clarify, not to obfuscate; to enlighten and not
to intimidate.

Ian McLellan Hunter, for whom this award is named, fought the good fight and was
rewarded by being blacklisted—another remnant of the good old days—a horror from
which he emerged, probably not unscathed, but he did emerge, which is cause for hope.
And now it seems that they're watching and listening and making notes.... And we can't
let it happen again. As the Japanese said about Nagasaki, “Once is funny.”

Because the next time it happens will make the first time look like a garden party, and it
won't just be writers and actors who get on the list. It'1l be your aunt. It1l be everybody.

Therefore, in the memory of Ian Hunter, I accept this award in the true and certain hope
that we shall prevail and that the day will come when we shall all learn to love and under-

stand, not only each other, but the proper use of the possessive apostrophe.

Thank you.



The following are excerpts from Utopia that illustrate changes from the
London production to the one in New York. Tom Stoppard introduces each excerpt.

The New York text differed from the London text both by addition and subtraction. | wanted to
make the plays swifter and, although | cut no scenes, the net effect was that in New York each play
was about 15 minutes shorter. The examples shown here (from Voyage) are fairly typical of how |
clipped and trimmed, and also added information to help the audience with the plot (page 28).
(Even more typically—of me—I did this work just a few days before we went into rehearsal, having
had four years to do it in.) | doubt that anyone seeing the plays in both cities would have been

A

aware of the cuts, except perhaps in the sense of the play being a little swifter overall.

BELIMSKY

CHAATAEY

BELIMSRY
CHAMDAEY
BELIMSKY

CHAADAEN

BELINMEY

CHARDAEY
0

BELIMSHKY

CHAADAEY

Eut what can | o7 Yvln & book seizes me its ned by tha
elbewr Butb by the thrgat, 1| have 1 slap dawn my thooghis
Befare | dosa thes, and change them sometimes while I'm
Raving them, it 31l goes in_therg's ng time 19 have a siyle, Ity
a miracle i | hawe 3 maln wery. Chacs, excess and ma
Mercy...

Yes .. an mleresting momen.

sy r

J

rdaciding] | nave browghl samething F ming Ior Nadazhdin,
Herg, (Vs db fe2e, 1'% Grobably unpubkshable.

CHh, Fep g it's nal thad bad.

In Bussia. thal is.

A, gins,

| think fs moment has come — W the sanse thal a1 1he
prisiend tima he Moscow Censcr happens o be a men of

glmeisl unfathomakbde stupidity.

Yas ... but if he passes wyour articke, whal will happen
whea ... ¥

When our masiers read 01? W they have any s=nse they'R
igriore il ba-thal el eaamt=ill-Raemo-H-rrrr e i 5t
Burl they haven't got amy 6aNse.

Then the Telescope will oo out i a blage of glory, and we'll
gll ke bumed o a crisp. i

ok . a
=i " How did we come §o be the Caliban of Europa?  WMNWe
sland wrh one feat in the air ... needoing 1 repeal tha whaols
educalion of Man, which pazaed us by, You'll ses | share
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(Vayeye

Al lepst she's a resl woman ewven if she's @ lad.

MICHAEL Mo Matafidl He's not telking about youw.
MATALIE [reesigaend) | know.
{T‘i Hll.rlhb,} ‘l'll"‘l faap i fla St m_ﬂ" Tha fpg ':'I-ll
MICHAEL |'"~.- .r"t e ': to Taliane
[ 1 Euamgdh - .
BELIMSKY lﬁi‘stls‘é'e;-érl.‘.rh” beoh FHr given Wabobia g {1l }
MATALIE Hellg, Vissaran Yo didnt come o s phiagephy cirgle,
BELFMSKEY Yes, Idid'h Com Wi ks bupr Angn = Wedeghtia's ok
1!.'\'”...11. hq.'.hi:l s h:l.l iffitt. .
R e o
= ek |
ULl Ll R NN T R LT
TR e iy
MICHAEL Wik is il
Hl- 1--I-|'|-'|E .
BELIMSHY ‘E'crogzna:' a, puhlish&rl e beitiey breke
MICHAEL mﬂﬂ-nl:,? [oaum dafy o jl1ih-:,,_

fdichawl goos inside and Sloge: N
diéaar. )

BELINSKY Yihy don' you sit domam™?

MNATELIE Thank you. (St A5} Mow the chair exisls. A | exist
where | mael it chair. & real woman! Wb wesdd yoo
calling a tarl, by the way?

BELINGHY Fuhile didm't really mean ... I's the impress of 1 rind opon
e wiorld _.. the Sall.

MATALIE Ak feast Fichte makes us all equal, no like in Géh glliewy wihbrg
you had to be an arlist ar a philesopher, a ganis, 1o b &
moral exampla o tha rast of us.

BELINGHY Yes!  That's right!  Domctracy i fhe maral order. Fichle
puls ws Dack isr R sadkdler
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The Salvage example, by contrast, shows the end of one scene which became a whole

page longer. This grew out of a feeling that | had been less than fair to the character of Bakunin.
I think Herzen (in life) regarded Bakunin with a degree of condescension, and the play as I'd
written it adopted Herzen’s perspective; he treated Bakunin as a bit of a joke, and Bakunin

never turned round and bit him. | wanted Bakunin, for once, to have the
best of the argument. So | redid the scene and gave Bakunin his “moment.”

Again typically, | couldn’t get the end of the scene right until we were close

to previewing. | took the job away with me as homework over a weekend
but in the end kept Ethan [Hawke] and Brian [O’Byrne] waiting for nine days.

BAKLIMNIN

HER.ZEM

BALIM I

HERZEM

Bat LM IN
HERZEM

EARLIMIMN

HERSEMN
Bak.LMIMN
HERZEM

BAKLININ

HERZEM

EARLIMIMN

HERZEM

Ta be fresdorm. fresdam must be freedom far ail - far (ke
equaldy of gach!

Stop ... stop

M= within our grasp, Herzen il wa can only remove the
fetlars from hurmaniby.

| think you're saying we'd all ke free T humanity was given ita
liberty.

fag!
| was afraid of that.

La%t to themselves, peophs are noble, genercus, unesmupded,
They'd create 3 completely new kind cof sceisty il only people
weran 't =0 blird, stupid and seffish.

Is that the same people ar diffesant peopla?
Tha same pacple
Youre do ng it on purposse.

Mey — lislen! Onge — leng age, at the bagannirg of history —
wa warg 3l frae. Man was 3l ome with his nature, ard 60 ha
wias pomd.  He was in harmony with the ward.  Conflict was
unkncesm,  Then the serpent anlared the garden, and the
name of ke serpanl was — Order.  Social ogarisaton! The
wiorld waz no longer at one with itself.  Metter and spinl
divided. Man waz no longerwhefe.  The Golden Age was
ended. How canwe make a new Golden Age and =8t man
frea again™ By déstimying crdar,

(wails] Oh Bakumin ... ' I1's whare vou ware alwayt gaing,
slagganrg drunk iels your fame, tha first Anamchist.

Tha year &f revcfution cracked the foundations of 1ho ald
wiorld ordar.  Thirkgs will newver ke ike same ag3in.

rexosgeratedy Things fra the Sam again'  Reaclhan has
Irurriphed. Bad the game Jisds are making e 2armég
spaeshes caling on peopde 1o sachlice (Remgelwea o
metaprars.  WHo s Iere Brave anaugh 1o zay thal dying bor
Wl WDty o progress is matb the apex of human

Toun, AwE

e “Tep
[
Trhgk
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Wha
(PR tn: l.l f-rhh Toses fuf
= A€ LY
vt Y 1{ W n'lt:.r:_:u"ﬁ‘-vuff frn ole. 2

L T R
happiness? Who is there 1o say tha sacrifice is for wainglory
and five kinds of authorily dressed up in ravolutionarny
slegans? —toffended-Blanc_jugt now.  His version of utopia

oz -come-threugh-wathout 2 seratch, —tha_organisation of

“athour o the-Ancierd Egyplian medel, .without the Pharaq_rj:s ﬂiﬁ.__ -

Aippirats

BAKUNIM I'm dizggusted with you, Resignation is disgusiing.
HERZEM Fatisnce is nol resignation,
BAKLUMNIN What are you waiting patiently for?
HERZEM The Russian people. . :
H.,h wEr L :.I-IJ ”"'I“r"'r
BAKUMIN I that 1he same people or different paople?
HERZEM Chifferent,.  The Russian peasanl.  {vehemanily} Culting

mysalf off from home was the worsl mistake of my lilet The
Tsar was geing to be swept off the board by the filt from ...
from what? Card-housa republics?  Constitulions o pul the
fear of God nta (he Rugsian anmy?  What fools we look
now! Michalas just tightenad the screws — no mare
passports. no contact, no discussion, perpetual fear, lights
gut and ng whispering !

BAKUMIN This is just a hiccup...and besides - for all you knew ... the
Tsar could die tomormow.

{(Herzen laughs. Tale s heard calling
far Rim. )

MARCH 1855

It is daytima. The area around the tabe erupds into celebration, “Every Russian
n Londen” and affilialed Poles and others are dancing and embracing as though
il ware New Years Eve again.  Bul the Christmas decorations have gona,
Herzen wmbles in from the door wilh several new amivals.  He is showing
“everyene” a story in the Times.

Tala and Qlga (still aboul four-and-a-halfy ara dancing hand-in-hand and bara-

faot on the table amid glasses and bottles [Berhaps]. Tata is shouting “Papal
Fapa'
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HERZEMN
BAKLININ

HERZEN

BAKUNIN
HERZEN

o duded L[lu]ag

o

harmony with himsel and the werld.  Conflict
wae unknown.  Then the serpert antered |he
garden, and the name of the serpenl was -
Order.  Social organisallon!  The world was no
lerger at one wilh Heslf.  Matlter and spirit
divided.  Man was no longer whols. The
Golden Age was ended. How can we make 2
rew Golden Age and set men free agein? By
destroving order.

fwalls)  Oh, Bakunin ... ! And when you've
destroyed everyghlng, what then'? —

Libarty, equality and Iratemily, rmy fﬁend-i You e
used to believe In the geodness of the people.

{fanguished) Yes, 1did.

Help me, Michael|

Where are you? ?
4

S 'm herehit's all right. f

Evernyons has fo obey somesne sometimes.
Yilhout arder you don't have peee have
chaos and then despolbsin,
out the solar system and the ca -
ships by steam across oceans, and we hauen“l
tha wit to cur affairs so that no one is
hungry o afraid!  About that, civilisation has
nothing to tetl ve, Bt the future is with Russla
now and our peoplke arg staring with nothing, so
wien lheir ime comes, which won't be soon,
they won't make do with hatf liberties,  Cutling
mysell off from home was the worst mistake of
my ifal  The Tear was going to be swept off the
board by the till from - .. from what?  Card-house
republiea®  Constilutions o pul the fear of God
inte the Russian army? What fools we look
now! Tsar Micholas just tighlened the screws -
o more passports, no conlact no discussion,
perprteal fear, [ighls odt and no whispsring! |

on writing | 31



Y Upoleded 1f{Lrog

thought | could start people at home thinking
agein. | imagined Nick Ogarev and my friends
Jeading me by candielight in darkness that
covers the fand, and beginning 2gain 1o push
back the night. B nnml-rgﬁ—ﬂ:-rg-.' The fortress
doors have clozed on sur generation. | was a
boy when | pledged myself to the cawse, that day
with Wick  on the Sparrow Hille: now I'm 2 foiled
prophet without even a coundry to call my own.

EhHLjNIH You're Iving in Ireedom and comfort, and you're
sarry for yourself, 'm disgusted with you.

HERZEW hen leave me alone. What are you

BAKLININ You dom't need & eountry!  Thera's only one
revolution, and 1t's to make rman whole agan.
This 15 what | was looking for when | was young
and 111 love with philesophy! - spirit and matter
noc langer in conflicl — the Self in harmony with
the Universe and soaring free!

HERZEM {exasperafed) You're in prison]!  Bakumnin, my
heart breaks for you, but no wander you never
made sense. Revolution is for millions to live

ivas. with equally and justice.  1¥'s nat for
your Self 1o mchieve harmony with the Universe,

BAKUNIN {simply) Wsilhe same thing. /?6 f
| know you slways laughed at me behind my
back, but you're not ahways rght  abaout
everything. The people lst you down because
lhesir mner snd cuter lives were Jivided,  They
couldni strugg'e free because their spirt wasn't
free. You puzzle over the problem ag If
revolulion was a batlle plan, and sociely 2
disgram, and in Paris you told ys there was oo
sign of a revolution just kefore it broke out. And
now you're saying in Russiz 1 won't happen
£00n.  Maybe i wont. But when it comes 11 will
come agairst the odds, against calcutation and
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cormimon sense, out of nowhere like an epidemie,
becauze revolution is spint set free. the body is
onky keeping up,  and society will find its own
form, which will be the shadow thrown by the

W inner nalure of ihe people.  So keep faith in thelr
goodness, Herzen
Who knows if I'l évar see you agaln’
(They cmbrace )

{chesrfully) No tears, now. The Tsar might die
lomorraw!
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A NOTE ON THE TYPE
e
The text of this book was set in Wrunk-Targhool, a font designed
by Radaker Targhool, widely renowned in the 14th century as the
tongueless monk. This rarely used graphic style is recognized
for the distinctive halos that hover above certain marks of punctuation
and for the petite figures of Jesus on the lowercase t’s. The liberal use
of serifs, frequently unattached to letters, numbers or symbols, gives the
font a charming quality that some art historians believe to be the inspiration
behind Marc Chagall's mid-period stained glass. This effect is enhanced

by the gramigna curlicues that ofttimes extend gracefully across several
pages and other times joyfully interweave themselves through the copy.

Unlike modern fonts, Wrunk-Targhool favors hextuple spacing and does
away with the upper-case M, R, A, and B. Instead of the prosaic dot typically
seen above the lower-case i, one finds a delicately drawn daisy. What one
will not find on either the top or bottom of each page are numerals of any
kind. These are instead efficiently aggregated in a clump on the dust jacket.

The story of Wrunk-Targhool began in 1358 when Radaker Targhool issued
the illuminated manuscript Doesn’t This Thing On My Big Toe Look Funny
To You? Here, we see the first instance of consonants being bent downward
to show respect for our Lord, still a signature of the font. Although modern
critics consider Targhool’s disquisition to be a masterpiece, the tongueless
monk failed in his enterprise to acquire even a single commission in his
day. Radaker Targhool's malady went untreated and thus, he succumbed
to death from complications (without, of course, comment).

After Radaker Targhool's passing, Baptiste Cano, the Corpulent Acolyte,
refined the font, adding squiggly-looking iconicons to the alphabet to
represent the sounds of, respectively, a sneeze, a hiccup and the scraping
on the ground of a small length of early iron. Despite popular belief, it was
Baptiste Cano, not Johann Gutenberg, who first conceived the notion
of a machine that could print multiple copies of transcription. At that time,
most written matter was sewn into tapestries, which made it cumbersome
for one to read in bed. While endeavoring to fulfill a last-minute holiday
Bible order, Baptiste Cano, using a prototypical cheese press,
was fatally melted in a tragic Gorgonzola event.

The contribution of the Danish trapeze artist Robbie Wrunk to the
development of the font that bears his name is still a mystery.
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