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LLOYD STEELE
| once got poison pen letters from
Aristophanes. That's how long I've
been writing about the theatre. And |
thought | had met every type of per-
former. | know little talents with big
aspirations and big talents with little
motivations. | know people who'd

die for the theatre and 1 know ~

people who've died in it. | know
heatthy actors who've been
destroyed by the theatre and sick
aectors who've been made whole by
it. | know rich actors who tak a lot
about art and | know poor actors
who tak a lot about rent.

But all of them — good bad,
healthy, poor, rich or sick — have
had one thing in common: not one of
them has been happy. i've always
assumed that either the theatre at-
tracts more unhappy people than a
peychiatrist does, or that it is written
in their chromosomes that all actors
be miserable.

Then | meet someone like Ton-
delayo Ming Toy Lipechitz, and my
assumptions crumble around me.
Not only is her talent as a singer
somewhere in the superstar range,
not only has she a remarkable
career in back of her and an even
more remarkable career irrstore, not
only is she “the most qualified
woman in a black body on this
planet J"‘

So: yes, Virginia, there really is a
Santa Claus.

| first met Ms. Lipschitz the day af-
ter I'd seen her perform —
exquisitely — in Dont Bother Me |
Cant Cope, which has just extended
its run through December 24 at the
Huntington Hartford theatre. | really
didn’t expect much. People who are
overwheiming on stage tend to be
underwheiming in the privacy of
their living rooms. But Tondelayo —
her real name is Amanda Ambroese,
and | suppoee I'll have to call her
that, but | prefer the more exotic
name, by which she is listed in the
New York phone booksis what in the
Renaissance was called an original.
She's in love with her own iife and
with everyone else’s. She's in love
with being here, and she can make
you forget — at least for a while —
that you're not.

In short, she can cope, and she
gives all the credit to Scientology,
an “applied religion” that is quite a
change from the African

Episcopatian -Methodist church in-

which she was raised, or the Bud-
dhist church in Chicago in which
she brought up her five children.

Maybe there’s something to L. Ron
Hubbard's “technology for living" af-
ter all. Oh, | still have a hundred
misgivings about it, and a score of
questions no one seems able to an-
swer, but, to put it simply, | never
met B Clear | didn’t like.

A Ciear is a kind of merit badge
given by Scientology 16 those per-
sons who have been able to escape
the strangle-hold of their past and to
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use their emotions to their advan- colleges in this country and in didn't do much performing in those
tage. As Amanda puts it: “I no longer Europe — but it ieft her with a four-years since he came into her

operate from that part of my mind gnawing feeling
that-kept-me from-belng-what t-wan—and-drift— - -

ted to be. When you're Clear, you
can look at the stops in your life,
recognize them for what they are,
and handle them.”

Amanda first became a Clear in
June of 1970, two years after “a
panic” about the meaning of her life
had led her to Scientology. Her
career up to that point had been
successful enough to satisty the
average performer — it inc an
appearance in Carnegie Hall, a
with Harry Belafonte, her own TV
specials, and an extended tour of

of dissatisfaction
“I had a chance to get around and
900 the shape the world was in. And
| knew that | had to do something
about it. | didn't want to perform.
The return wasn't great enough.
What | as an ipdividual could do was
like applying 2 band-aid to cancer. |
was doing it, but the bad guys kept
gaining on me. So | couldn’t do it
alone. | had to do it with a group.”
Now is the Administrator of
Public Relations for that group, and

bring-back & sanes of ethics to the
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can't respond to its good vibrations,
then, brother, you're dead. | had
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more confident than they were at the
be Kked, yet they're still fresh

‘em, they all do have rhythml). In
short and in sweet, | doubt that a

something special to me. Her
singing of “Billie Holiday” (after
which Paula Kelly dances what is
running through the singer’s mind),
is the high-water mark of a show
alrendy at high tide. And her a
capelia rendering of “Universe in
Mourning” is almost unbearably
strong. (Ironic, isn't it, that the hap-
plest member of the cast sings the
only downbeat numbers in the

show?)

It should be obvious that I'm a lit-
tle bit in love with her as a performer
and a little big jealous of her affair
with L. Ron Hubbard. After all, she

life — the Taper had to hunt her

o e HOWI O TS “yatht 16 get her for

Cope — and I'd rather have her per-
forming than proselytizing.

Of course, Tondelayo Ming Toy
Lipechitz may be able to do both —
she will go to San Francisco and to
Las Vegas with Cope, and she is
putting together a TV show, a book,
and an album — and | suppose |
shouldn’t be 30 seffish. it ghe were
to do nothing but perform, she'd only
make the stage a better place. What
she wants to do is make the world a
better place. So | guess I'll have to
get used to the idea of sharing her.




