SR GOES TO THE MOVIES

with racial overtones, has in recent
vears become the province of in-
dependent film-makers, who have found
the field left open to them by the ever
cautious major producers. Such films as
The Cool World, Nothing But a Man,
and One Potato, Two Potato were fi-
nanced outside of the usual studio chan-
nels, and only the more recent A Man
Called Adam, in which Sammy Davis,
Jr., portrays a tragic jazz trumpeter
{while Mel Torme does the singing) re-
ceived backing along more orthodox
lines from Joseph E. Levine’s Embassy
Pictures. Except for One Potato, Two
Potato, the earnings of these films have
been lean indeed, and so, when a new
one is embarked upon, courage, faith,
and a certain dedication are required.
The latest, Sweet Love, Bitter, was
made for about $400,000 by Gerard
Kleppel and Robert Ferman, and has
for its stars Dick Gregory, Don Murray,
and Diane Varsi, an assemblage that
could conceivably spark some audience
interest, aside from its values as a film.

THE RACIAL STORY, or the story

The Problem

Sweet Love, Bitter was adapted by
Herbert Danska and Lewis Jacobs from
Night Song, a novel by John Williams
which was said to have been inspired, at
least in part, bv the sad fate of Charlie
“Bird” Parker, jazz musician extraordi-
narv. In the film this musician is called
Richie “Eagle” Stokes, and he is played
with surprising conviction and consider-
able realism by Dick Gregory, who now
adds movie stardom to his other attain-
ments. But there is less conviction in the
handling of the material by Herbert
Danska, who appears to be searching
for and exploring a suitable cinematic
stvle, without ever finding it. He min-
gles grav, grimv realism with all too
studied moments of dream and fantasy;
he combines two cities—Philadelphia and
New York—into one The City; and he
obtains performances that are uneven,
to say the least,

Don Murray, as a college instructor of
English heading rapidly toward Skid
Row, is vague as a character and only
mechanically sincere as an actor. Diane
Varsi, who here returns to movies after
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a nine-year retirement, is seen as the
mistress of an intellectual Negro who
runs a hip hangout for jazz musicians,
and while she is pleasant to look at, she
is all too intense and lugubrious in her
role. In fact, the whole movie is pervad-
ed by The Problem, not just the
“Eagle’s” problem of heroin addiction,
not just Miss Varsi’s problem of attain-
ing satisfactory sex and social relation-
ships with her Negro boy friend, and
not the college instructor’s problem of
rescuing himself from the guilt he feels
over the death of his wife in an automo-
bile accident. The Problem seems to be
that some people are white and others
black—and there’s no way out of it.

Filmically, that is. For in life there are
whites and blacks who on occasion do
manage to take advantage of our rela-
tively open society, who develop their
talents, and who gain successes and
human satisfactions. Particularly, the
talented. And, when one tragic case is
made symbolic or symptomatic of the
whole, as occurs in this film—and also in
A Man Called Adam—the material tends
to take on tones that are strident and
sentimental. “Eagle,” we are told and
shown, never managed to face reality,
and that is why he dies from an overdose
of heroin. But just what is that “reality”?
As far as can be ascertained from the
film, it is The Problem.

In real life, Dick Gregory is an active,
effective leader in the movement for
social equality; he is a witty and engag-
ing entertainer; and he is also, as this
film proves, a remarkably talented actor.
In real life, Sammy Davis, Jr., is a fabu-
lously successtul singer and actor, and a
personality of enormous fame. And yet
each chose roles requiring the portrayal
of inchoate anger, frustration, and fail-
ure, There is something odd here.

What seems to be true is that film
dramaturgy that deals with racial themes
is tending more and more to concentrate
on somewhat clichéd assumptions rather
than on truer distillations of reality. The
negative side exists, quite obviously,
but even that negative side is seldom
explored honestly. And while I am
not recommending Dale Carnegie-tvpe
positive thinking, there is a case to be
made for changes in orientation and at-
titude among Negroes and whites alike,
When 1 twn on my TV set for the 6
o’clock news I meet, through this medi-
um each day, intelligent, articulate, and
impressive Americans who are Negro,
and I meet whites who seem fully aware
of the realities of the changing situation.
But I do not meet these people in mov-
ies. Instead of problems. 1 meet The
Problem, and it’s always the same, and
it’s always all but hopeless. T doubt that
it is, and it is my television set and not
such undeniably earnest films as Sweet
Love, Bitter that is the cause of my
doubt. —HoLLis ALPERT.
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THE THEATER

Pinter’s Hilarious Depth Charge

RITISH PLAYWRIGHT Harold
B Pinter’s newest work, The Home-
coming, is pure theater, a play
with all the emotional and didactic fat
neatly trimmed off. To appreciate it we
must pass through the looking glass into
Pinter’s deliberately distorted world
which, like Kafka’s or Beckett’s, is not
the civil one in which we pretend to live
nor the barbaric one of animals, but the
subconscious one in which the two
worlds wage an eternal battle for coex-
istence. In The Homecoming we see the
whole futile and ironic fight more fully
joined than we ever let it be.

The curtain rises on John Bury’s in-
spired setting, an enormous living room
in which a few pieces of rundown furni-
ture slightly larger than life-size are
tilted at us to intensify the play’s strange
atmosphere, and free us from normal
expectancies. It is a jungle cave in which
an all-male family of four fight to pre-
serve their virility.

At its head is Max, the patriarchal
widower, fiercely played by Paul Rogers.
Max knows his physical strength is de-
creasing and this makes him all the more
vicious in his self-assertion. Max’s broth-
er, Sam, portrayed with appropriate
anemia by John Normington, has long
since been defeated not only by the
crushingly powerful Max, but by his
never consummated love for the woman
Max married. He clings to a hollow pride
in being the best, i.e., the most sub-
servient, chauffeur in a car rental firm.

Two of Max’s three grown sons com-
plete the deteriorating household. Joey,
a fat, submissive brute, played with
amusing denseness by Terence Rigby, is
being pushed by the family to become a
prizefighter, and all that’s keeping him
from success is that he doesn’t know
how to defend himself and he doesn’t
know how to attack. The other brother,
Lenny, is the complete pragmatist who
usually reaches his goal with the least
expenditure of words and energy, and
wha reacts viciously to the least suspi-
cion that he is being used by someone
else. Lenny is performed by Tan Holm, a
voung actor supreme at sarcasm who,
like Olivier, emanates a feeling of just
barely controlled danger.

Into this cage of predatory human
animals unexpectedly arrive the third
brother, Teddy, and his wife, Ruth, who
are passing through London on the way
home to America after a European holi-
day, Teddy has escaped from the family
by adopting intellectualism and becom-
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ing a professor of philosophy. His prob-
lem is that in order to retain his objec-
tivity he must exercise such mastery of
his emotions that he has almost reached
the point of no longer having them. As
Teddy, Michael Craig shows us more of
the struggle not to express his feelings
than he does the recognition of his tragic
nonemotionalism. His wife, on the other
hand, is the essence of femaleness. In an
exquisitely direct performance, Vivien
Merchant commences as a woman seek-
ing to be dominated more strongly than
her husband now is willing to do. Lenny
senses this immediately and attempts to
make her more submissive preparatory
to seducing her. But Ruth’s instincts are

the play we sense her tragic awareness
that she is both the conqueror and the
victim of her husband’s family.

Peter Hall has directed his Royal
Shakespeare Company cast with his spe-
cial sensitivity to Pinter. Most telling is
the use of precisely timed silences in
which the dropped pebble of a line
seems to send out infinitely widening
circles of unstated implications. Further-
more, Mr. Hall has nicely achieved the
truth and humor that come from charac-
ters saying the opposite of what they are
doing, or justifying unsentimental acts
with torrents of sentimental clichés.

The Homecoming will undoubtedly
baffle and shock, because Pinter is a
kind of theatrical acupuncturist tapping
the deepest nerves intuitively rather than
scientifically. Thus, while no family will
find itself mirrored in this one, every
family may feel that Pinter has come un-
comfortably close to hitting forces it
only in some degree manages to master.

—HeNry HEWES.

aroused and we see that she will use the
seduction to dominate him. Only Len-
ny’s shrewdness forestalls this.

However, the forces have been set in
motion and Ruth proceeds to use her
seductiveness to conquer and emascu-
late the others in the family. She is not
being evil, but merely following her own
instincts for self-preservation. When the
time comes for her to decide whether
she will return to her home and children
in America or become a high-class pros-
titute in order to stay on and con-
tinue her domination of this newfound
male stronghold, Teddy proves unwill-
ing to do more than present a balanced
statement of the advantages and dis-
advantages of each course of action; his
self-preservation depends upon his main-
tenance of complete objectivity. It is
Miss Merchant’s achievement, however,
that not just at this point but throughout

No writer in this century—not even Gide or
Genet—has probed the depths of desire with
such shattering honesty, impact, and insight.

FIVE
YEARS

An overwhelming spiritual autobiography
by the author of Growing Up Absurd.

With characteristic openness, Paul Goodman de-
scribes his years of frustration and failure; reveals,
without fear of the consequences, his desperate ef-
forts to find sexual happiness in and out of mar-
riage, and with both sexes; records his bitter argu-
ments with God; reflects on his teachers, friends,
lovers, colleagues, critics; and shares his exultations
—in art, literature, sexuality and science.

To read this fascinating “confessional” is to
embark on the most imperative journey of modern
man—towards the goal of self-knowledge, self-ful-
fillment, and moral and sexual freedom. 5.00
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NUMBERS, PLEASE!

The numbers and letters on the
labet that brings Saturday Review
your way each week may not mean
much to you at first glance. But
they are essential in helping our
Subscription Department quickly
identify your records. That is why
it is important to include your
address label whenever you write
Saturday Review about your sub-
scription.

CHANGE of ADDRESS

Please let us know at least four
weeks before you plan to move.
For fastest service, clip or paste
your current mailing address in
space provided, fill in your name
and address, and mail to Saturday
Review's Subscriber Service Divi-
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