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emotional tale witha
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Rtis this conceptof

‘*{‘ime present and hme ‘
- | pastare both in time

| future. And time future
| continues in time past.”
Htellingherstory -

| time, that Mtshali so
cleverly plays with.

' Mishali, together

- with some clever props

fills the stage with

~ardour and attime

vehemence, witha
clinical cynicism
running throughout —

from childhood through
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While I left the
theatre withouit any
sense of having been
forgiven and feeling an
uncontrollable guilt,
1left with sense of
peace that only a
confession can bring,

regardiess that it was

not mine,
A band of Welsh

‘rockers ask: “Hurry

up and wait. But what's
worth waiting for?”
‘Mtshali will show
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