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ture of accents (not at all obtrusive)
is, I think, helpful. There is no jar
when Brando exchanges phrases with
Brutus, and again none when Edmond
O'Brien enters as Casca. O'Brien, by
the way., turns out to be a much
better actor than one would have
heretofore thought him to be. Louis
Calhein’s Caesar seems appropriate:
the vanity, the susceptibility to flat-
tery, the readiness to grasp total power
are all neatlv portrayed. The minor
feminine roles might seem a conces-
sion to the box-office. for we find
Calpurnia done by Greer Garson and
Portia read by Deborah Kerr. It turns
out, though, that they volunteered for
their small roles. and they ave quite
good enough in them.

One decision Houseman and Man-
kiewicz had to make between them
was whether to use color or black-
and-white photography. The latter
was chosen, obviously, because of the
starker effect it gives. Another deci-
sion probably was to what extent the
possibilities of spectacle were to be
exploited. Here a sort of compromise
seems to have resulted. Sets were
built that were large, spacious, and

more stylized than vealistic. “Quo
Vadis”’~like views of ancient Rome
have been avoided, but the mob
scenes are of good size, numerically
speaking. The dreary clanking on and
off stage of participants in the Bat-
tle of Philippi has been completely
avoided by the invention of a sort
of ritualized battle sequence showing
Antony's army ambushing the forces
of Brutus and Cassius. My largest
complaint is about the music that
accompanies the action—it seems too
much a matter of simple drum beats
and the blare of trumpets, though on
occasion the sounds do give a height-
ening effect,

I have heard all sorts of announce-
ments about the way the movie will
be shown; at present it seems sched-
uled for Ivide screen and stereophonic
sound treatment, which was not the
way I saw or heard it. In New York
it will have a two-a-day, reserved-
seat policy. That means the picture
will be around for quite a while, but I
wouldn’t waste any time in getting
tickets. Hollywood has given us our
money’s worth this time.

—HoLLis ALPERT.
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TV AND RADIO

OR a number of unimportant
F reasons I have been able to

attend to my television-watch-
ing more consistently on Wednesday
nights than at any other time, and as
a reward I have seen Douglas Fair-
banks, Jr., deliver a short history of
dueling, making play with derringers
and foils, and assuring us that “the
» challenge of modern life” calls for
Rheingold beer. Apart from that, it has

been my impression that Wednesday -

was so off an off-night that even one-
dimensional movies would seem rich
in comparison, all the programs look-
ing like poor-man’s versions of some-
thing else. Checking almost illegible

notes written in darkness against pro- -

gram listings over several weeks
hasn’t done much to change this
judgment. A few good-to-nearly-fine
programs occur, but as summer re-
placement time approaches I begin to
wonder what will happen.

At seven there has been Captain
Video and half an hour later you
could choose between “What's the
Story” and “A Date with Judy”; the
lesser Godfrey show plays opposite
“I Married Joan” (the lesser “Lucy”

show?); there are several half-hour.

filmed dramas and, while this element
in programming is always a variable,
the Wednesday night offerings have
usually been on the vapid side; “Man
Against Crime” is the night's most
successful effort to prove that routine
can always be counted gn to be rou-
tine and, by now, if you have taken
in “Strike It Rich,” you are ready for
the 10 o’clock bang, “This Is Your
Life,” a really singular program in
which Ralph Edwards brings on
family albums and private memories
to re-create, for his guest, his or her
life, the guest almost fainting with
surprise when relatives, former em-
ployers, or grammar-school teachers
appear in person to help tell the story
of an obscure, but good, telephone
operator or a famous member of
Alcoholics Anonymous. It is after this
point that Mr. Fairbanks appears and,
the time being 11 p.m., the evening is
pretty well shot.

I do not know the ratings for these
programs, but they are the best
known of the lot; they certainly set
the tone for the evening. Not in the
same general atmosphere, there are
Charles Laughton’s readings and the
“Johns Hopkins Science Review”;
Laughton charmed me by saying that
“the Mott people” (I think that is

Wednesday Night
on the Box

how he referred to his sponsor) had
suggested omitting the middle coni-
mercial and the Johns Hopkins pro-
gram both charmed and impressed me
by a sort of resolute non-profession-
alism; after several years on the air
it has the freshness and the awkward-
ness of the amateur.

Trying to get the real amateur, or
the semi-professional, into an act
hasn’t always been easy. Major Bowes
and Arthur Godfrey being the two
most successful practitioners of the

art. A program called “Stage a Num- _

betr” has been going for some time,
the staging being done by teachers
of music, dancing;, and so on, the per-
formances, I gather, being by their
pupils. It seemed disjointed, the per-
formers missing the ingratiating qual-
ity of the true amateur, and the pro-
duction running down to a point
where, where an MC asked a guest
some questions about her own career,
the answers were obviously being
read, not spoken.

I have said that the plays (on film
in every case if I am not reading my
notes wrong) have not been of a high
order. On one program we had a con-
vict who had submitted a book to a
publisher; a letter had been received
and the warden obligingly asked the
convict to read it aloud. The publish-
er's editor wrote, “I am taking the
liberty of showing your MSS. to the
head of our firm” and presently we
saw the head of the firm accepting
the book and immediately sending for
the head of the art department to
design a jacket for it. (The art-man
said he wanted to read it, which
appeared to strike the publisher as
an unnecessary detail, but he didn’t
actually forbid it.) With the introduc-
tion of a bored “high-society” girl, the
play then went off into the wusual
melodramatics. Did the convict actu-
ally steal the bracelet? Will the girl
confess she was wrong in her accusa-
tion? And so on.

I KNOW there are specialists on
other nights who will assert that
theirs are no better than Wednesday
—but Thursday has Groucho Marx
and the “Lux Video Theatre” and
“Author Meets the Critic” and “For-
eign Intrigue”; Friday has Ozzie and
Harriet and “Down You Go”; Monday
and Tuesday have either big dramatic
hours or the Berle-Bishop Sheen con-
flict; the special sense of the stale or
the stillborn seems reserved for Wed-

29

nesday and, while that would suggest
to an outsider that Wednesday is just
the night for throwing in a big first-
rate program of any kind, sweeping
in a vast audience, the professionals
seem to go in the opposite direction.
Since no topnotch program is on, the
only thing to do is to go along with
the tide and if you have a great pro-
gram, spot it opposite another fine
show, on some other night, splitting
and irritating the audience.

Critics of the popular arts are gen-
erally taken to be moralists who can-
not abide anything but perfection and
are therefore inhuman. They have
often laid themselves open to the
charge by pointing out how much
third-rate stuff is manufactured—
often adding that Gresham’s law will
operate, and bad will drive out the
good. I have done this myself to an
extent, and watching Wednesday
nights on the box has been a warning
to me, because I know perfectly well
that these inferior programs do not
draw the vast audiences of the better
ones, nor do I seriously fear that the
quality of the best programs will be
down-graded to the lowest level of
entertainment.

THE concentration of so much poor
fare on a single night may be acci-
dental, it may have commercial rea-
soning behind it; the important thing
is that in some four hours of broad-
casting, the average viewer doesn’t
get a single fine example of the kind
of thing he likes and wants. He ac-
cepts what he gets, gratefully enough
to justify dozens of sponsors, but this
mood of consent has become a habit
and no apologist for our present stand-
ards can say that Wednesday night is
veally “giving the people what they
want” because the péeople so obviously
want the same sort of thing, but of
higher quality, on other nights. That
people want melodrama and amusing
panel shows is true; that they prefer
the third-rate in these categories is
not true.

In these same four hours (which is
really twenty hours, because five sta-
tions at least are transmitting) the
intelligent well-read man, familiar
with and enthusiastic for popular en-
tertainment, gets almost nothing. That
is bad. But the feeding of low-quality
stuff to the faithful followers of tele-
vision is worse. As it is, Wednesday
night is a rather awful example of
what television could become—and we
should be grateful to sponsors and
stations alike for isolating the other
nights of the week from the contagion
of Wednesday, for proving to their
own profit and our satisfaction that
the common denominator does not
have to be low more than once a week.

—GILBERT SELDES.



