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Some new and devastating political

spack lights up T.S.Eliot's sinid and

the very lives of the actors depended

production of a strangely cercbral play

1, modem, Eastern
Rustavel company at their peak,or of

Lyubimov's Moscow Tagania 20 years

cnsemble ideal o selfics dedication.

The Eliot play was banned in the

religious callin

vidence on his doorstep. This is not
Eliot’s dilemma, but one that i draggcd

Romanians. And who can blame them?

The tensions reverberate as the
desperate women of the chorus,

scrabbling for water, registr reigions

scepticism over pastoral sympathy,

Fach twistn

suggestion of Thomas's

by wickery, into a fatal knife: there




