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shrewd attention paid to the subtleties of char- 
acter at their disposal. Their work is essentially 
comic, too, but Winters brings occasional pathos 
to her nostalgic termagant. As their son, Peter, 
Richard Beymer is entirely successful. A wist- 
ful yet truculent face gives this young actor a 
wide range with which to convey Peter's rather 
hostile personality and eventual love for Anne. 
One experiences the growth of Anne's inner self 
by watching Peter, who, like Mr. Frank, senses 
death on the other side of the dark. 

The Diary of Anne Frank is Stevens' best 
work since A Place in the Sun; it is an unfor- 
gettable cinematic memorial ode. 

-ALBERT JOHNSON. 

The Crucible 
The Salem witch hunt of 1692, one of the 
myriad manifestations of human stupidity and 
nastiness, provided obvious material for a cam- 
ouflaged study of hunters and hunted nearer 
home in 1952. Arthur Miller's play of that 
year presented the welter of fear, hatred and 
doubt through which a few honest characters 
and many human ones move toward doom of 
one sort or another. Much of this still flickers 
through Sartre's monologue like candles through 
a rather disjointed collage. And, certainly, none 
could more credibly sustain the complicated 
soul-searchings and self-tortures of existentialist 
rite than these Massachusetts calvinists, perched 
over hell so long that the flames had entered 
their souls. But their very amenableness has 
led Sartre into temptation. Farmer Proctor's 
final decision, when wrongly accused of being 
a witch, is to die on the gallows rather than con- 
fess a lie. In Sartre's version this becomes an 
act of social commitment and the occasion for 
a grand finale in which the people, slow in its 
wrath but terrible when aroused, avenges its 
wrongs and his upon the minions of theocratic 
(and petty bourgeois?) privilege. 

Miller had properly ignored the supine people 
of Salem, now roaring for blood, now praying 
for respite and for escape from suspicion, since 
his purpose was to concentrate on Proctor's own 
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quest for salvation. Sartre, however, cannot re- 
sist the temptation to develop Miller's juxta- 
position of Privileged and Underprivileged- 
ranging the narrow cant and shiftiness of the 
former against the rugged honesty and soul- 
searching of the others. In Miller's version, 
when Proctor dies rather than confess, he does 
so because a public lie is harder to take than a 
hanging. He dies in order to preserve his self- 
respect and not, as in Sartre's version, to pre- 
serve a public image-the people's faith in him, 
hence in itself and in its cause. 

Social commitment has taken the place of the 
individual conscience, and the new interpreta- 
tion serves neither historical likelihood nor the 
original purpose of the play, which had been 
interested rather in private motives than in 
public duties. In this respect the script reflects 
Sartre's own beliefs rather than the contempo- 
rary tendencies of French thought which, in 
literature as in film, pays more attention to pri- 
vate problems than to public ones. Certainly 
public hysteria too often makes nonsense of 
private morality; and by now the problems of 
The Crucible affect Frenchmen more closely 
than they do Americans. Thus, Sartre's points 
were well worth making. Unfortunately, in the 
process, Miller's original material has been 
stretched beyond its endurance. The drama is 
often poorly contrived-gods pop out of the 
machine all over the place, individuals and 
situations develop in unexpected ways to catch 
the spectator unprepared. And, in the end, the 
adaptor's facile schematization of characters and 
issues is hardly sufficient for a convincing pres- 
entation of a situation where the real problem 
is posed not by the Establishment, but by pub- 
lic endorsement of the most obscurantist and 
brutal notions, whether they concern witches, 
Algerians, Communists ... or non-Communists. 

"Sex, Sin, Seduction and Sorcery" promise the 
posters, and the film provides them all. It also 
provides yet another instance of the script 
twisted away from the original point: the pri- 
vate plots and tragedies of men and women 
caught unwittingly in the clerico-political strug- 
gles of their time become a chapter in the His- 
tory of the Working Class in Salem, Mass. 
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Clerical problems become social ones and, con- 
trary to history and likelihood, a drama of stu- 
pidity and cant is turned into a Shay's Rebellion 
before its time, a stage in the necessary de- 
velopment of class-consciousness. As George 
Auric's music out-tiomkins Tiomkin, so Sartre's 
script vies with the more dedicated products 
of social realism. The symbolism (so light un- 
der Miller's touch) grows solicitous with ele- 
phantine explicitness. "Have you missed the 
point?" it says, "Let me make it again, just in 
case. 

In all this, Yves Montand upstanding as John 
Proctor, and Simone Signoret homespun and 
dumpy as Elisabeth his wife, worthily represent 
the fumbling farmers, at once humble and 
proud; Jean Debucourt as Reverend Parris is 
as cowardly and neurotic as you please though 
rather bouncier, perhaps, than such a mixed-up 
servant of the Lord would warrant; and Mylene 
Demongeot as Abigail, the cause of all the 
trouble, makes a designing hussy of whom one 
would gladly see more-much more, indeed, 
than the Salem sackcloth that swathes her lis- 
som shape permits most of the time. Salem 
itself is never other than grim, with little hint 
of those fashions and social graces which even 
late-seventeenth-century Massachusetts tried to 
copy from the mother country, and no hint at 
all of the busy little port at the meeting of three 
rivers where the diabolic powers of change were 
better represented by fisherman and sailors with 
their drinking and their alien ideas, than by 
back-country farmers busy with chapel and 
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THE CRUCIBLE: Elisabeth Proctor (Simone Signoret) 
has just discovered her husband (Yves Montand) 
making love to Abigail (Mylhne Demongeot). 

crops and the threat of papist Frenchmen close 
by in Canada. Certainly the play does no bet- 
ter here, but a film may be expected to range 
more widely and draw more heavily on possi- 
bilities beyond the immediate setting, and to 
do so without misleading the audience. In this 
case, the camera is so aware of fields and clap- 
board houses that the Salem of the film might 
as well have been in Ohio. As it is, there can 
be no doubt that seventeenth-century New Eng- 
land must have been a grim place, and the 
overwhelming dreariness of the settings lends 
its own mood to a story which, even misued, 
retains great dramatic power.-EUGEN WEBER 

Aparajito 
One of the most heartening recent developments 
in the cinematic world has been the success of 
Satyajit Ray. A commercial artist by profession, 
he became interested in filming quite by chance. 
Influenced by impressions left by the films of 
Eisenstein and Pudovkin, he could not help 
being tempted by the drama of India's villages 
and cities in cinematic terms. Since, in India, 
the motion picture is the chief form of mass en- 
tertainment, it was not difficult for Ray to find 
technicians and actors, most of them nonprofes- 
sional, who could think and perform with images 
of completed sequences in their minds, at merely 
the briefest sugggestions and explanations from 
the amateur director. 

Ray's cameraman, Subrata Mitra, had never 
touched a movie camera in his life, and was 
strictly an amateur photographer, but he found 
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