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' ! By Phyllis Meras
'l‘hn plle ‘of wood is my alpha-
Marion ; Kinsclla nld. “and I
have; to string the pleces together to

by themselves, of course, but
‘them -work as language is

l fascinating problem.”
It "was a rainy, muddy Saturday
nnermon. Miss Kinsella, a sculptor,

and
designer for Prelty Belle,

had’left” c«dty Xorn:wweekend in
West Tisbury. Had the weather been |
differént,’ it might have been a'
weekend of beachcombing for wood
for' her, sculptures, for, fall, winter
and lprlng one is likely to encounter
her roaming the shore, filling her
arms witl gnarled branches, whit-
ened branches, odds and ends of
clot icle sticks,
wooden floats, lobster pot skeletons.
But it was a weekend of rain, so
she was inside, surrounded by wood
and sculpture, but also by lighting
plots and plans and drawing boards,
as she made diagrams for an up-
coming book on lighting by the late
Jean Rosenthal, the lighting design.
er with whom she worked for more
than 14 ycars

I

delk. and settled in for a longer
talk about lights.
nghung.sheul.d.hlwmewhn
aspect the theatre.
le just mn't aware of
it, “but it's telling you how you
nlouldteel.'rhhmmheoldor
stark or romantic.
u;hunglqanbUAunderlcoﬂdz
visual aspects of a show are, of
d mrle. sets first and then lighting
; |and costumes sharing the rest of it
|~unless you have an open set with
mleemry.'mmllghﬂnz
t thing been

-cnltume-lregomz!obemorelm

| portant.
Art of the contnry

ughung. as far as I'm:'con-

cerned, is especlally fascinating- bc-

‘cause it's ln art of thh century.

the friendship that broughl
the Vineyard, and that kept
lighting.

It was !uclmtlnz workin,
her, Miss- Kinsella .recalls
watching the way she worke
-others to make a perfect prod

“She'd read the play. vary «
and then she'd go and talk
director, and then the set de
and maybe he'd have a third *
of whnl the lighting should |
somehow, from all this she'c
up with a whole image. I've

impressed with this abc
theatre, the same way I'm
impressed when I listen to :
phony ‘orchestra and I realiz
are 60. different individual te
ments there and yet it comes
a beautiful whole.”

‘Before the coming of
./{people were mainly busy’ getting
A enough ' intensity so the audience
could see what was going on on
stage, though there were a few mar-
- 7| velous gags with candles—they even
had a way of getting a 'little color
{/|in. . But “then electricity came, and
: | the real fun began.
‘4  Unwinding from her chair, and
pushing horn-rimmed glasses into
ce efficiently, she talked of what.
maior Jjob lighting is ln the f.henre

"I-or example, if you hlve a hv‘
ish musical with 250 lights, and you
go on a five-week tour before the
LsHow' opens on Broadway-and -you're
n’ one theatre somewhere for two
weeks and. another for three weeks,
‘{you have to have a precise record
of ‘where you put your lights so you
can. set everything up quickly when | my
“jpyou:move.”
This, specifically, is where Miss
“%| Kinsella comes in, painstakingly n—
_{eording lighting patterns.
‘‘Marion Kinsella,” whom friends
call Mickey, got into theatre entirely
by accident, and has stayed in it
“|much’ the same way, for she- re-
gards—-herself as a sculptor and be-
fame involved with the stage “only
10 make a living."
A native of New Britain, Conn,
llldl duate in fine arts of Syra-
niversity, she went to New
orklooklng for any sort of art
with i

ob;.
Muner. and soon found her-
1t her. One of their com-
It's a mon: obvious kind of lighting. Ibinied. jobs -took them to Stratford,
You can use as mlny as 250 lights,] hm she met Jean Rosenthal, and
raham . plan|

(Steve Sl;l!) -

pattern of her choreography hasn't
changed since then there’s been no
need for the lights to change.” Miss
Kinsella shuffled: through yard-long
cardboard plans dom:d with minla-
ture lights.

“Lighting dance,” she- sald, “is
relatively, easy lighting. Its sculp-
tural lighting. You're dealing wu\

was lighting that cnptured nnznuoq

form in space. m.lng a play, as_a’ conversation
the other hand,} lght. 1But' that was the mﬂ ot her
‘re lighting ~ nghung a | test. She: pou white m..vmf"'
seraotional. [eofléejt o

MWQB blug-speakbred

It's like 'mood sdpport for a movie: | around a ung of e chalr. b
¥ 3 !:mmmxm— —

projects. When he had gone, she!
smiled. |
“Last year,” she said, “when II
was asked to define the creative
process, I knew perfectly well no
adult in his right mind would try to
do it. It's so ephemeral. But then I
found Steve_and Mike who are too
young yet to know what the impos-
sible is, so we went out and did the
impossible. It was a good feeling.”
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s, B 1chaln
eanctp& .of .the .American n
+ “That was-in 1957. All ox a
after that musicals
something; or a lot of lhem [3
began to pay more attention
book.. The medium of the r
began to try to be broader. Y
Fiddler on the Roof with a
humeor In it, but it had some
. gutsy moments in it, too, an
you had Cabaret, and that ce .
wasn't intended to .be funn
Pretty Belle isn't. It's a very
[show" about a Southern bigo
First Vineyard Visit
The year 1957, as well as
the year of West Side Siar
the.first time Miss Kinsella, +
M.i::L Rosenthal, came to thc

{‘And this is where I, like Ji
best work. When you war
plny here, you always haw
pany. But when you  want
alone to work people seem 1
‘| 1t and leave you ‘alone. When
someone to walk the beach \
look for my ‘alphabet’ I cai
[ To Page Five-A ]




Island Beaches Provide
Alphabet for SculptureI
i+ [ From Page One-A ]

someonc. When I just want to go
looking all alone, I can do that.”
Like getting into lighting, Miss
Kinsella began driftwood sculpting |
qQuite accidentally. !
“I was a naturalistic sculptor. And
then I just happened to look arpund |
the studio one day and it was full
of wooud. ‘Why don't you use it,
dummy?’ 1 said to myself, and so I
began to. Actually, I started out as
&' painter, but I'm a tactile person
and I kept being dissatisfied with
what I could do on a single plane—
that was how I got “into sculpture.
, But now | find that that old pnder-|
| standing comes in " very

of . color
handy. There are always subtle col-
or differentiations in the driftwood
pleces 1 collect and 1 find that the
color can contribute almost as much
as the shape to the overall work I'm
creating.

“How do I know when I walk a
beach what . piece of wood I want?
I don't know. The plece I pitk up
one day.I might never have looked
at the day before because my mood
would have been a different one.

The wood I collect and the sculp-
ture I create depends on where I
am in my life that day. That's what
creation is. It's how you live your
life and where you're at in it. What!
you spit up out of your guts is
whatever you've been chewing on.
As far as I'm concerncd, Shakes-
béarc ‘is a pretty good source of
fdane M - .

'

there was a dead fawn. It was one
of those beautiful false spring daysl
and when I went home I did a plece ;
called Elegy to a Fawn that sold|
immediately. Whatever you say as'
an artist depends on the quality of
your mind.”

There was a knock on the door.
It was photographer, Michael Zide
who, last year, with another young
photographer, Steve Sint, helped
Miss Kinsella define the creative
process from'the standpoint of a
sculptor for a teaching experiment
going on at Bucknell University.
The pair, followed Miss Kinsella on|
her beach walks, observing what
wood attracted her and why it
seemed to and photographing her as |
she collected. .

Thére was- talk, for a time; ‘ot
Mike's pictures this year. Miss Kin- |
sella talked enthusiastically of his |
projects. When he had gone, she
smiled. |

“Last year,” she said, “when I!
was asked to define the creative!
process, 1 knew perfectly well no
adult in his right mind would try to
do it. It's so ephemeral. But then I
found Steve and Mike who are too
young yet to know what the impos-
sible is, so we went out and did the
impossible. It was a good feeling.”
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