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Dealing with Beckett is of course doomed to failure in advance, because it is impossible – everything that is (was) possible to say, has already been said by the author himself. According to this, dealing with this matter is a deed of even bigger bravery, somewhat in the sense of Beckett’s statement about failing, and about trying again and failing again, only this time better.

Beckett is indeed something that can’t be translated into any meta-language, therefore, the basic concept of this theatre performance is the more thrilling: the authors, some sort of Betontanc 2.0, signed as Beton Ltd., its core consisting of Katarina Stegnar, Primož Bezjak and Branko Jordan (for I Say... Daša Doberšek has been invited into their midst), frame the performance as a session of four interpreters, who are interpreting – a lecture about Beckett’s literature, focused especially on the final part of his trilogy, The Unnamable (1953, published 5 years later in English, adapted by the author himself). This clever, witty decision, despite being apparently paradoxical, ensures the performance its fundamental thrill. The latter is sometimes more layered than other times; the performance therefore isn’t uniform, which also wasn’t its intention, I suppose, however, I am not only talking about neatness, when I say non-uniformity (it would be absurd to expect this from the matter Beckett), but about theatricality. Some parts kindle less interest than others, still the performance consistently follows its starting point: we’re observing the interpreters arriving at work, preparing, gurgling, skimming over the news, grabbing a bite, chatting among each other, taking a seat in their booths, checking the equipment, basically following an utterly determined instruction protocol, which we are able to listen to as a recording in the end – everything in order to avoid any coincidence, yet, what they are doing is indeed a coincidence in itself. They are interpreting words by someone, who is just uttering them, and who can say anything. For them, on the opposite, this is what they never can say. In this sense the present performance is superb and the closing scene, where four curious mice are asking the basic philosophical question, what is that, which is, and are by doing just that resuming the entire performance, is virtually anthological.

What the realisation of the performance is concerned, it is absolutely convincing. The almost perfect concentration on words is interrupted by a few short choreographed sequences, which are consequently unfortunately to weak to prove more efficacious as mere scratches. They seem to have missed a chance here. With the protrusion and layering of the physical movement as not-word it would be possible, in my opinion, to achieve the desired surplus, which is probably even a necessary consequence of the decision to stage some substance. In Beckett himself this is indeed impossible to be found, but it exists in theatrical form. It is even more surprising that this wasn't the case, since we are dealing with a group originating from physical or kinetic theatre and is, as it is known, masterfully proficient in this field.

The product is indeed a welcome bringing of Beckett to the light (the reflection of the position, in which the generation dealing with him has found itself in in the contemporary Slovenian society, isn't to be ignored), a magnificent, witty gap between form and matter, from which the entire performance originates, a top-notch realisation and, with the exception of the concluding scene, a shortfall of the more obvious surplus, which possibly could have been established by incorporating more movement into the dialogue. Attendance recommendable.

