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Emily Mann: Rebel Artist of the American Theater is the story of a remarkable American
playwright, director, and artistic director. It is the story of a woman who defied the American
theater's sexism, a traumatic assault, and illness to create unique documentary plays and to
lead the McCarter Theatre Center, for thirty seasons, to a place of national recognition.The book
traces and describes Emily Mann's family life; her coming-of-age in Chicago during the
exuberant, rebellious, and often violent 1960s; how sexual violence touched her personally; and
how she fell in love with theater and began learning her craft at the Loeb Drama Center in
Cambridge, Massachusetts, while a student at Radcliffe.Mann's evolution as a professional
director and playwright is explored, first at the Guthrie Theater in Minneapolis, where she
received an MFA from the University of Minnesota, then on and off Broadway and at regional
theaters. Mann's leadership of the McCarter is examined, along with her battles to overcome
multiple sclerosis and to conquer—personally and artistically—the memories of the violence she
experienced when a teenager.Finally, the book discusses her retirement from the McCarter,
while amplifying her ongoing journey as a theater artist of sensitivity and originality.Mann's many
awards include the 2015 Margo Jones Award, the 2019 Visionary Leadership Award from
Theatre Communications Group, and the 2020 Lilly Award for Lifetime Achievement. In 2019,
she was inducted into the Theater Hall of Fame for Lifetime Achievement in the American
Theater.

About the AuthorAlexis Greene is the author and editor of numerous books about theater,
including The Lion King: Pride Rock on Broadway, written with Julie Taymor, and the biography
Lucille Lortel: The Queen of Off Broadway. In addition to writing and editing books about women
and theater, Greene's career spans acting, theater criticism, and teaching (she holds a PhD
from the Graduate Center of the City University of New York). Born and raised in New York City,
Greene lives part-time in Gotham and part-time upstate in Walton, New York, with her husband,
Dr. Gordon R. Hough.--This text refers to the hardcover edition.Review"Alexis Greene’s
authoritative biography of playwright/director Emily Mann narrates the life and artistic story of
one of the most important people in contemporary American theatre since the Civil Rights era.
Mann, the granddaughter of Jewish immigrants from Eastern Europe, was the first woman to
direct on the stage of the Minneapolis’s Guthrie Theatre, the first to become the artistic director
of Princeton, NJ’s, McCarter Theatre, and the first to write plays that became known as “theatre
of testimony.” The book chronicles her career in the American theatre at a historical moment
when movements for racial, gender, and social justice, in Mann’s vision, gave it purpose and
energy.EMILY MANN also recounts Mann’s artistic determination and decisions in ways that
illuminate all the important micro choices that allowed her to mount theatre productions that



spoke into their cultural moment. Greene’s painstaking research allows her to recreate Mann’s
landmark productions, many of which became central to American theatre history.Most of all,
EMILY MANN elegantly traces how Emily Mann became herself, and how her personal and
political engagements with immigration, civil rights, anti-Semitism, feminism, and social justice
became the palimpsest for her vital, indelible, inspiring artistic, professional, and personal life" —
Jill Dolan, Annan Professor of English and Theatre, Princeton University--This text refers to the
hardcover edition.
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PREFACEI FIRST MET Emily Mann in 1983, during a theater conference in Minneapolis. She
would sit in the audience, at any of numerous panels, a serious and attentive expression on her
face beneath her head of dark-brown curls. She would listen and then she would ask
challenging, in-your-face questions.Already, by virtue of her art and her drive, she had made a
statement in an American theater that was abysmally short on women seeing their plays
produced or being hired to direct on the country’s main stages. The Guthrie Theater, where
Mann had worked her way from assistant stage manager to resident director, had begun life in
Minneapolis in 1963. But no woman had directed on its glorious thrust stage until 1979, when
Alvin Epstein, momentarily the Guthrie’s artistic director, offered twenty-seven-year-old Emily
Mann the chance to conceive a revelatory production of The Glass Menagerie. By the time she
was twenty-eight, Mann had written a groundbreaking play, Still Life. An unvarnished expression
of the human damage caused by the Vietnam War, Still Life brought Mann international
recognition, and in the opinion of the revered South African director Barney Simon, had
introduced a form of documentary theater that became known as theater of testimony.In the
1970s and early 1980s, Mann was not alone on the front lines as a woman intent on making a
career in the professional theater. She was particularly determined, however, to bring both her
directorial skills and her dramatist’s voice to American theater’s most prominent stages,
including Broadway, and she succeeded. In 1990 she became the first woman to lead the
McCarter Theatre Center in Princeton, New Jersey, and for three decades she would be one of a
minority of women heading a League of Resident Theatres (LORT) stage. The arc of her career
is notable for challenging the patriarchal structure of American theater.In the years since I first
saw Mann in Minneapolis, I often interviewed her for books I was writing or editing and for
feature articles, and during the course of writing a profile for the July/August 2015 issue of
American Theatre magazine, I suggested embarking on a biography. Mann invited me to delve
into her myriad private files, and that exploration informs this book, combined with background
research, numerous conversations with Mann herself, and interviews with more than one
hundred of her colleagues, friends, and family.Events and political movements of the twentieth
and twenty-first centuries have coursed through Mann’s life and inspired the content of her plays.



While a youngster, she learned about the Holocaust and the Civil Rights Movement in America.
She came of age during the irreverent and often physically violent 1960s, and the Women’s
Liberation Movement that thrived during the late 1960s and the 1970s. As a director, playwright,
the leader of an arts center, and especially as a woman, she has responded to and participated
in waves of feminism and, since 2018, to the expanding Me Too movement, activated by women
speaking up loudly and publicly about the sexual objectification and harassment they have
endured. My approach as a biographer has been to integrate historic events and political
movements with description and discussion of Emily Mann’s life, her playwriting, her leadership
of the McCarter, and examples from among the nearly one hundred productions she has
directed.But a biography is not solely a scholarly enterprise. It is a personal journey for both
biographer and subject. From 2015 through 2019, I met and talked with Mann for close to one
hundred hours, often for two hours at a time, and usually sitting at the round table in her
miniature office at the McCarter, surrounded by photographs of her family and posters of her
productions. Occasionally, in early summer, we met at her home, where she could recline on a
chaise in her screened-in porch and look out at her lawn and its luxuriant trees. This is not an
authorized biography. No topic was off limits, and she’s had no approval of what I’ve written.One
of my goals in writing a biography of Emily Mann has been to show that resistance can reside in
defying preconceived assumptions of what a woman of the theater can stage or write or, finally,
achieve. I also hope to show how Mann’s art and career can contribute to the discourse in the
public square, a role that has become essential for American theater as it aims to be part of the
cultural changes enveloping the country.My chief goal, however, has been to write the life of a
woman who has created unique art and along the way has wrestled with, learned from, and
overcome personal trauma and illness. For centuries, the lives of women have been hidden:
buried in diaries, letters, and in the day-to-day tasks that women undertook but few observed.
This biography of Emily Mann brings one more woman’s life into the light.Alexis GreeneApril 17,
2021New York City

Prologue EmilyvilleOne of Emily Mann’s earliest memories is of being about seven years old and
living in Northampton, Massachusetts, in a house with her father and mother and her ten-year-
old sister, Carol.Emmy, as her family and friends called her, is a skinny kid, with curly, frizzy, dark-
brown hair cascading to her waist, smart brown eyes that look hard and long at people, and a
serious expression on her face. But she is often locked out of the bedroom she shares with
Carol, who does not want to play with her younger sister. So Emmy is given the guest bedroom
for her very own private space. She is also given a set of bedroom furniture that her mother used
when she was a girl, as well as a rocking chair and a vanity table, which Emmy uses as a desk.
And along one wall and on the floor she arranges large, cardboard boxes, out of which she
fashions stables and homes for a town she creates and calls Emilyville.On one of her birthdays,
her father gives Emmy a brown, soft, embraceable teddy bear, with floppy ears and amber-
colored glass eyes, and she names him La Guardia, because her father often talks about a



mayor named La Guardia. She designates La Guardia the Mayor of Emilyville. There is also
Bozo, a clown with a white face and an impish smile, a white peaked hat, and a long, red, flexible
body. He is the spirit of Emilyville. And there is a stuffed octopus named Octi, who is the town’s
professor, and there are horses, which Emmy particularly loves, and numerous other
creatures.Sitting cross-legged on the floor, Emmy makes up stories about the citizens of her
town. She invents conversations, sometimes in her head, sometimes out loud, There are laws for
the town, and there is a city council, and town meetings.La Guardia and BozoCOURTESY OF
EMILY MANN“An entire world,” Emily Mann recalled years later. “I would go there and spend
hours and hours and days and days, just happy as can be, away from everyone else.”She kept
the history of Emilyville and the laws of Emilyville in her desk, along with her diaries. And no one
could enter her room unless she let them.

1Family(1952–1955 and Before)EMILY BETSY MANN was born on April 12, 1952, at Boston
Lying-In Hospital. Her mother, Sylvia Blut Mann, and her father, Arthur Mann, were living at the
time in Belmont, a Boston suburb; Arthur was about to receive his doctorate in American history
from Harvard and was teaching in Cambridge at the Massachusetts Institute of Technology
(MIT). Mann recalled being told that she was named for the American poet Emily Dickinson, a
favorite of both her parents. As for the source of “Betsy,” the story Mann heard while growing up
was that Sylvia wanted to use the name of her paternal grandmother, Bertha—except Sylvia
didn’t have the heart to name any child Bertha.Sylvia grew up in Paterson, New Jersey, the
eldest of two children of Isaac Blut and Gussie Blum, Jews who had emigrated from Poland.
Immigration records are contradictory, but it seems that each arrived separately at Ellis Island:
twenty-one-year-old Isaac, known then as Isaak, in 1914 from Warsaw, the capital of the
Kingdom of Poland, which was part of the Russian Empire; Gussie, or Gossie, Blum, who was
seventeen, arriving from Ostrołęka, a shtetl, or town, in Poland’s Bialystok region.Once upon a
time, late in the nineteenth century, Jews dominated the population of Ostrołęka. But with the
onset of World War I, the Russians and then the Germans expelled the Jews, and shelled and
burned the town. According to Gussie, her own mother insisted that she and her sister go to the
United States, an arduous trek: overland across Europe, often to Hamburg, and then by ship to
Liverpool and at last America. Gussie did not want to leave her mother, but that decision
undoubtedly saved Gussie’s life. Twenty-five years later, in 1939, the Jews who had returned to
Ostrołęka after the Great War, including members of Gussie’s family, were annihilated when
Hitler’s armies invaded and occupied Poland.Gussie Blut, Emily Mann’s maternal
grandmotherCOURTESY OF CAROL MANNThe origin and fate of the Blum family, and the
eradication of Ostrołęka and its Jews during World War II, would become the impetus for Mann’s
first professionally produced play, Annulla Allen: The Autobiography of a Survivor (1977).How
Isaac Blut and Gussie Blum met is no longer known, but they were married on June 27, 1920, in
New York City and settled at first in Harlem, where, early in the twentieth century lived one of the
largest Jewish communities in the world. There, at home on a cool, rainy, early spring day—April



16, 1921—Gussie gave birth to Sylvia. Family lore has it that Gussie went out to visit a relative
and do some shopping, came back to the apartment, went into labor, and gave birth on the
floor.By 1925, Isaac, Gussie, and four-year-old Sylvia had moved to Paterson, New Jersey, for in
that year Isaac established the United Shop Cap Company with several partners. Emily Mann
never met her maternal grandfather (he died in 1949), but she knew Gussie, who kept a kosher
home and was an outstanding cook, producing matzoh balls and potato latkes, stuffed derma
and a splendid brisket. She spoke Yiddish—what the writer Isaac Bashevis Singer called “the
jargon of exile”—and broken English, and many times Emmy would sit at a table in Gussie’s
kitchen, chin resting on her hands, mesmerized as she watched her grandmother chop
vegetables, or deftly shape matzoh balls, or cut up a chicken, talking all the while. The intimate
kitchen visits, and the pleasure Emmy took in them—they, too, would find their way into Mann’s
plays, into Annulla Allen and later into Having Our Say: The Delany Sisters’ First 100 Years
(1995).“Some of the most profound wisdom came from older women in my life in the kitchen,”
Mann once told me. “The kitchen is where most people, male and female, used to go and put
their little elbows up on the Formica table, smell all the food, and be in a very close and secure
place, and learn about the world.”America offered Isaac Blut and his family a refuge from the
wars that lay waste to European Jewry, and the freedom to live without fear of official
persecution, but their new country was not free of prejudice against Jews. Well into her nineties,
Sylvia Mann spoke about the anti-Semitism she experienced as a child and also as a young
woman, when, after graduating in 1942 from Paterson State Teachers College, with a B.S. in
education, she tried to find a teaching job and often was passed over.That firsthand experience
of anti-Semitism was something Sylvia Blut and Arthur Finkelman had in common.Sylvia was
twenty, when, during the summer of 1941, she and her family vacationed at a resort in New York
State’s Catskill mountains, a popular destination for middle-class Jews from New Jersey and
New York. The lifeguard at the swimming pool that summer was a young man with dark curly
hair, a tapering waist, and muscular legs, who was sitting in the lifeguard’s chair reading a
Dostoyevsky novel. He and the slim, graceful woman with the heart-shaped face, tightly waved
brown hair, and soft, warm smile became entranced with each other.Arthur managed to get his
hands on an old car and scraped together enough money for gas; fortunate, too, because after
the United States entered World War II, in December 1941, hardly any new automobiles were
manufactured, and gasoline was rationed. Still, whenever money, fuel, and his courses at
Brooklyn College would allow, he drove to Paterson to court Sylvia Blut. As for Sylvia, whether
talking with her children years later, or in private wedding anniversary notes to Arthur, she often
said that her life really began the day she met him.Like Sylvia’s parents, Arthur’s family had left
Europe for the safer, democratic, and ostensibly more economically promising land of America.
Sometime before 1900, Arthur’s father, Karl Finkelman, not speaking a word of English, came to
the United States from Sereth, a shtetl in the Bukovina region of Austria-Hungary. In America,
Karl met and married Mary Koch, who also hailed from Bukovina, and the couple lived in
Brooklyn. Arthur, the third of Karl and Mary’s four children, was born on January 3, 1922.But



staying in one domicile for any length of time was difficult for Karl Finkelman. His business
attempts rarely thrived, and so he moved his growing family around the borough, settling
wherever he could afford the rent. Originally, Karl told his children, he and a brother wereSylvia
Blut at the Lakeside Inn, 1940. Possibly Lake Placid, New York.COURTESY OF EMILY
MANNArthur Mann, probably 1943COURTESY OF EMILY MANNpartners in a wholesale
produce business. Arthur’s youngest brother, George, who was born in 1926, remembered that
“Pop used to talk about how, in the middle of the night, he and his brother Dave would get on a
horse and wagon and . . . go out to the Polish farmers on Long Island and buy produce, come
back home, and sell their produce,” usually at a market that served the immigrant Jewish
community of Manhattan’s Lower East Side.Finally, after what George understood to have been
a nervous breakdown, Karl went into partnership with one of his wife’s cousins, and they started
buying and renovating dilapidated auto-repair garages. In an atypically successful venture, they
bought a garage at Seventh Avenue and Tenth Street in Manhattan and, George recalled,
“That’s where the main living came from after a while.”Unlike Isaac Blut, whose cap factory did
well even during the Great Depression of the 1930s, Karl, Mary, and their four children
(Gertrude, Philip, Arthur, and George) and Gertrude’s husband, Abe Rabinowitz, who lived with
them, all struggled during the devastating economic crisis. George remembered with chagrin
that he, Arthur, and Philip slept in the same room in at least one of the places they lived, and that
he and Arthur had to share a bed. “But,” said George, “we always had shoes, clothes, a roof, and
food.”In George’s memories of growing up in Brooklyn, Arthur always functioned at a higher level
than his brothers and sister. He was studious, disciplined, and certain that, one day, he would be
a college professor. “Serious as hell,” is how George described him. “He always knew, whatever
he would start, he would not only finish, but would finish well.”“When I was in grade school,”
George recalled, “Arthur would come home from high school—always shirt, tie, and jacket—sit
down at his desk and do his work and study, like clockwork.” Arthur was the first person in the
Finkelman family to go to college, where he garnered A’s in all his courses except physics and
hygiene, according to his transcript, and graduated summa cum laude—with the highest
distinction.Arthur’s competitive side also expressed itself through sports: boxing, baseball,
basketball. But tennis was his game. Somehow, despite the family’s tight budget, Karl Finkelman
found enough money to buy Arthur a tennis racket. “Now, who played tennis on East Twenty-
Fourth Street in Brooklyn?” George asked gleefully, during our interview. “But Arthur researched
a tennis place on McDonald Avenue, where he could go and get lessons,” George said, amused
and admiring at the same time. “Then, typical of Arthur, he learned all of the strokes, and if you
ever saw him on the tennis court, he was almost like a ballet dancer. The strokes were perfect.”
At James Madison High School, “Artie,” as friends called him, was on the varsity tennis team,
and at Brooklyn College, the Department of Athletics gave him its highest award, “By reason of
scholarship, sportsmanship and exceptional skill in the sport of Tennis.”By then, Arthur
Finkelman had changed his name to Arthur Mann.The complete story of how and when Arthur
changed his last name is not known, but at some point, according to George, Arthur wanted to



go into the service, perhaps before the United States entered World War II, perhaps shortly
afterward. He had heard that it was possible to receive military training from the Navy and finish
college at the same time, and since he had entered Brooklyn College in 1940, the Navy’s
arrangement must have sounded appealing.But his attempt to join the Navy’s program taught
Arthur a significant lesson. He believed that when the examiner saw “Finkelman” on the
application, suddenly there was no more room in the program. Arthur’s sister, Gert, furious when
she heard this outcome, called the program and introduced herself with an Irish name.
“Absolutely, send your brother down, there’s plenty of room,” was the response.So Arthur went
back, and the examiner, possibly hoping to eliminate this Jewish interloper, quizzed him on the
capitals of what were then the forty-eight states. Studious Arthur easily passed that test, but the
Navy rejected him anyway. So, Arthur changed his last name to Mann. As he would explain to his
parents, to Sylvia, and years later to his two daughters, he realized that if he wanted eventually
to go to graduate school and be hired to teach at a university, he would need a name that was
less obviously Jewish.The Finkelmans of Brooklyn had never been a religious family and,
according to George, there was “a total lack of belief on our part in God.” On Friday evenings
before the sun set, when Gussie Blut in Paterson lit Shabbat candles to signify bringing peace
and sanctity into her home, Karl Finkelman, in Brooklyn, would be setting a bottle of Schnapps
on the table, and at dinner time, talk along a liberal bent would begin. But, as George put it, “the
one thing we understood was, we are Jews.” So when Arthur wanted to change his name, he first
went to Karl and promised, “Pop, I will never, ever deny who we are.” And Karl, according to
George, said, “Okay. Ask your brothers. If your brothers say ‘okay,’ do it. I will not change my
name, but I don’t want your brothers having different names. Everybody must have the same
name.” Arthur’s brothers changed their last names.Arthur had told his family that he wanted to
marry Sylvia as soon as he met her. And so it was that, on Saturday, November 6, 1943, Sylvia
Blut and Arthur Mann were married at the Paramount Hotel in Manhattan. According to an
announcement in a New Jersey newspaper, the Reverend Dr. Wexler performed the ceremony.
Despite Wexler’s title, which suggests that Sylvia and Arthur were married by a Protestant
minister, it is likely that Wexler was a Jew and a cantor, and as a cantor, under Jewish law and
legally in New York, he could perform the ceremony. Emily Mann is adamant that Gussie Blut
would never have allowed her daughter to be married by a Protestant clergyman.Sylvia Blut and
Arthur Mann at their wedding, November 6, 1943, New York CityCOURTESY OF EMILY
MANNThe couple spent three nights at the Paramount and then lived for most of November with
Sylvia’s parents in New Jersey. Exactly a month after their wedding, on December 6, 1943, the
War Department sent Arthur by train to the University of Indiana, in Bloomington, to study “Area
and Language”—specifically Russian and Hungarian—in an Army Specialized Training
Program, and Sylvia accompanied him. While in Indiana, Arthur received his BA from Brooklyn
College on June 18, 1944, one of only three students, and the only man, to graduate summa
cum laude that year. About two and a half months later, on September 2, 1944, he completed
the army’s program, and either in late fall of 1944 or early 1945, Private First Class Arthur Mann



—a.k.a. Soldier #12127087, Company B-355th Infantry Regiment, 89th Infantry Division—was
shipped overseas, and Sylvia returned to New Jersey to live with her parents and teach
elementary school.Arthur saw action, for Emily Mann remembered her father saying that he had
been a radio operator “at the front” and that the bombing had damaged his hearing. Among
Arthur’s personal papers is a note written in pencil to Sylvia, dated March 25, 1945, from
“somewhere in Germany.” Indeed, histories of the 89th Infantry Division indicate that Company
B-355th Infantry Regiment crossed the Rhine River on March 26, 1945, overcame German
resistance, and continued apace through the crumbling Third Reich. At Ohrdruf, Arthur’s
regiment, along with elements of the 4th Armored Division, captured a concentration camp, the
first to be liberated by American troops. Among the personal papers that Arthur left after he died
are black-and-white photographs of emaciated corpses heaped in piles at the Buchenwald
concentration camp, about thirty miles from Ohrdruf. But if Arthur entered any of the camps, he
perhaps only confided in Sylvia. He did not speak about it to his siblings or his
daughters.Germany surrendered to the Allies on May 7, 1945, and Arthur’s company was
ordered to the French port of Le Havre. On January 14, 1946, he sent his wife a cable with news
for which they both were longing: “Coming home.”Back in the United States, Arthur and Sylvia
Mann moved to Roxbury, Massachusetts, about seven miles from Cambridge. Arthur took
advantage of the G.I. Bill, which paid tuition and living expenses for veterans who had served at
least ninety days and been honorably discharged, and in the fall of 1946 he entered Harvard’s
master’s degree program in American history. Sylvia, during the 1947–1948 school year, taught
first grade at the Lincoln Schools in Lincoln, Massachusetts. Twice she was pregnant and
suffered miscarriages, but on July 23, 1949, she gave birth to Carol, and three years later, to
Emily.Perhaps changing his surname did help Arthur Mann’s nascent career, or perhaps his
customary discipline and application, combined with what students and colleagues always
described as a charismatic presence and a sharp sense of humor, brought him early success. At
any event, after earning his doctorate from Harvard in 1952 and teaching at MIT, as an instructor
and then as assistant professor of humanities, he applied to be an assistant professor of history
at Smith College, the elite women’s school in Northampton, Massachusetts, and got the job.In
the summer of 1955, Arthur drove his family about one hundred miles from the outskirts of
Boston to the considerably smaller city of Northampton, with Sylvia beside him in the front seat,
and their daughters in the back. Carol was six, and Emmy was three years old.

2Beloved Second Born(1955–1966)NORTHAMPTON IN 1955 was a picturesque, well-kept
New England city. Its wide and winding Main Street was lined with plain but solid three-and-four-
story brick buildings, many of which dated from the nineteenth or early twentieth centuries.
There was a handsome court house and several churches; a movie house, the Calvin, which
had been built in the 1920s; and an imposing, if weatherbeaten Academy of Music, all yellowed
brick and neo-Renaissance in style—America’s first city-owned theater.The city was home to
about 29,000 people, a number of whom worked or taught at Smith College, an island of formal,



red-brick buildings floating near the center of town. There was a town-gown divide, with a kind of
two-way snobbery prevailing between those who were not connected to Smith—storekeepers
and the assembly-line workers at local factories such as Fuller Brush and Kollmorgen Optical—
and the professors and their families.It was the kind of place where boys and girls took
swimming lessons at the YMCA and hung out at a soda shop after school. Kids rode bikes up
and down residential streets, nobody locked their doors, and parents let their children walk to
school by themselves. And almost everyone in Northampton was white. Mann recalled having
only one African American classmate—a boy whose father was stationed at a nearby Air Force
base—from the time she started kindergarten until she left Northampton at the end of the eighth
grade. When Arthur’s friend, the esteemed Black historian John Hope Franklin, visited the
Manns with his wife, Aurelia, and their son, John Whittington (“Whit”), who was Emily’s age, they
not only stayed with the Manns, they also ate all their meals at the Manns’ house. Local
restaurants, inns, and motels did not welcome people of color. “When the Franklins came to
visit,” Mann remembered, “they got such looks. It was terrible.”Northampton was the site of
Mann’s earliest encounters with racism and also with anti-Semitism. It was a city with a large
Irish-Catholic population and, as in much of America, Jews were a minority. Carol Mann’s
childhood friend Marilyn August belonged to the largest and most prominent Jewish family in
Northampton, and Marilyn estimated that there were only about one hundred Jewish families
there during the 1950s and early 1960s. One Halloween, some person or persons wrapped her
cousin Michael’s house with toilet paper on which they had drawn swastikas. Opening up her
school book in class one day, she found the words “dirty Jew,” and once, when she was eight
years old and riding her bike in Northampton, the mother of a classmate drove by, rolled down
her window, and yelled “dirty little Jew.”Despite its picturesque exterior, Northampton possessed
an ugly side.Arthur and Sylvia Mann were mindful of the potential for anti-Semitism in their new
community. After all, so far as they knew, Arthur was only the third Jewish academic to be hired
by Smith. But as Mann said about her father, “he wasn’t really an idealist. He was a realist. I think
he saw a lot of America’s faults, but he also saw that America was a place where, if you worked
hard and had a great education, you could move up and out. Which is what he did.”Nonetheless,
when they moved to Northampton, neither Arthur nor Sylvia went out of their way to announce
that they were Jewish. “We were not part of the Jewish community in town,” Mann remembered.
“My mother and father were not comfortable with the Hadassah ladies and the merchants.” Her
parents “preferred the company of intellectuals and academics.”Mann was never called “a dirty
Jew” in Northampton, but she did tell the story of how, one Friday night when she was in the
sixth grade, she went to a girlfriend’s house for a sleepover, and this friend, who was Catholic,
burst into tears and predicted that Emmy would “burn in hell” because she was Jewish. Soon
both girls were sobbing, at which point Sylvia was called. She immediately drove over and told
Emmy, “Say goodbye. You’re not coming back.” And she reassured her sensitive and
impressionable daughter that the threat of burning in hell was “absolute rubbish.”In
Northampton, the Manns at first rented a house on Paradise Road, near the Smith campus,



where Emmy attended the Elizabeth Morrow Morgan Nursery School. Then in 1956, when Carol
was seven and Emmy was four, the Manns took out a mortgage on a modest two-story
clapboard house, with an attic, a shallow porch, and enough surrounding property to grow
flowers. The house at 102 Crescent Street was in a different neighborhood from where most of
the Smith faculty lived, but it was close enough to the campus that Arthur could bicycle to his
classes. And when Emmy entered first grade, the house on Crescent was an energetic but
doable walk or bike ride to the public school, several tree-lined blocks away on Vernon Street.By
American middle-class standards of the time, the Manns lived a privileged existence in
Northampton. Unlike many fathers, Arthur Mann had relatively flexible hours, and when not
teaching or advising students—or playing tennis or squash—he could be found in his study at
home, sitting at his short, squat, oak desk, smoking a pipe and reading, preparing his classes or
correcting papers. The only times he could not be interrupted were when he was writing a
scholarly article or working on a book. Yet, when he was writing his biography of Fiorello La
Guardia, he would often ask his wife and daughters to come in, sit on the hassock and a two-
seater couch, and listen to him read the draft of a chapter, to make sure that what he had written
could hold their attention.Come summer, he would usually organize a car trip for the whole
family, often arranged around a summer teaching assignment. Wearing slacks and a jacket and
tie even on vacation, Arthur was organizer, driver, tour guide, and instructor, and each trip
became a lesson in history and geography. The excursions would be for a month or more, and
one that Mann particularly remembered took the family down the East Coast and through the
South to Miami, for a stay on the beach at a grandiose brick edifice, the Roney Plaza Hotel.
Stopping somewhere south of the Mason–Dixon line to use the restroom, Emmy asked her
mother why there were “White” and “Colored” signs, and when her mother explained that
Emmy’s friend Whit Franklin and his family would not be allowed to use the bathrooms that the
Manns used, Emmy announced that she, too, would not use the “White” bathroom and got so
upset that she wet her pants.Left to right: Carol Mann, Sylvia Mann, and Arthur Mann, with Emily
standing in front, center. Arthur presents his biography of Fiorello La Guardia to Tom Bosley,
backstage at Fiorello! c. 1959.COURTESY OF EMILY MANNAfter the births of her two
daughters, Sylvia had chosen not to work, although, according to Mann, Arthur encouraged her
to do so. He also suggested, as an alternative, that she type the manuscripts of the books he
was writing. She turned that suggestion down. Only during the last three years that the Manns
lived in Northampton, when Carol was in high school and Emmy in junior high, would Sylvia
again have a paying job, teaching remedial reading two hours a day in a local public school. She
started the Northampton Remedial Reading Program, a project that helped her earn a master’s
degree in education from Smith.On the surface, then, Sylvia resembled the white middle-class
women who were victims of what the feminist (and Smith graduate) Betty Friedan decried in her
1963 best-selling book, The Feminine Mystique: the false belief, encouraged by a paternalistic
American society, that a truly womanly woman functioned primarily as a wife and mother, fulfilled
by bolstering her husband’s career and nurturing her family.But Sylvia apparently did not feel



she was sacrificing her intellect or skills by dedicating herself to her husband and children. She
seemed to like being a faculty wife and gave memorable dinner parties, at which Carol and
Emmy were employed to pass around hors d’oeuvres. She chauffeured her daughters to
sleepovers and took Emmy, who loved horses, to a farm outside of Northampton, in order to ride.
Sylvia did all the cooking, although someone else, a woman, came to the house once a week to
clean. “I never saw my mother scrub a floor or clean the toilet,” Mann recalled. “I’ve done that all
my life, too. Always had someone come to clean, since graduate school. I’ll even barter: ‘I’ll give
acting lessons, if you would clean.’”Beneath the externals of middle-class life existed the belief in
family as the place for unwavering emotional support and loyalty. Family, and by extension the
family’s home, with its history, its private conversations and secrets, was to be guarded
preciously. Nobody in the family was allowed to reveal that Arthur had changed his last name,
and whenever grandmother Mary Finkelman came to visit, Emmy would squirm when
introducing her.At home, Arthur stressed the importance of thought-provoking inquiry and
comment. “He loved organized thought,” said Mann. “Sometimes he would say, ‘Emmy, that’s too
emotional. What are the facts? Tell me the facts.’ I used to hate that, because I would never
remember the facts, I would remember the feeling.”The mid-to-late 1950s and early 1960s were
tumultuous times for the Civil Rights Movement, and Mann recalled dinner table discussions
about the “Little Rock Nine,” Arkansas Governor Orval Faubus’s ultimately unsuccessful attempt,
in 1957, to block nine Black students from entering a local public school. She remembered
conversations about James Meredith, the first Black student to desegregate the University of
Mississippi, in 1962.“Dinner,” Mann remembered appreciatively, “was like a seminar. You talked
about not only what was going on in your life, but what was going on in the world. My father
didn’t allow you your opinion unless you could back it up. He talked to us, when we were small,
as though we were important people with real minds.” Emmy and Carol never sat at a “children’s”
table, even when company came. They always ate with the adults, and Arthur expected both
girls to speak up if they had something meaningful to say or a question to ask, and he expected
his guests to listen and answer.Arthur Mann set high standards for his children. “You sort of had
to do your best at everything,” said Mann. “I was a straight-A student. But I seemed to want to be,
too.” Yet, in Mann’s memory, her father was not conventionally strict, in the sense that she or
Carol would be grounded or spanked if either of them “did something wrong.”“The worse thing
was, if you did something wrong, you had to go in and talk to Daddy. A horrible thing, because it
seemed endless. He would usually take his swivel chair and turn it around, and I would sit on the
hassock or the couch, and we would discuss what I had done wrong and all the ramifications of
what that meant to others and to him. And you were never let off the hook. It was torture. I
remember feeling really hot and having tears in my eyes, and squirming and hating it.”If family
and education were preeminent values in the Mann household, organized religion was not.
Arthur kept the promise to his parents that he would never forget he was a Jew, and the first
book he edited, while still at MIT, Growth and Achievement: Temple Israel, 1854–1954, was a
collection of essays about the evolution of New England’s oldest reform Jewish congregation.



But Emily Mann described her father as “a secular Jew” and “probably an atheist,” and he never
went to temple. Not that there was even a synagogue to attend when the Manns first arrived in
Northampton; for decades the city’s Jews had congregated in St. John’s Episcopal Church, until
the church was torn down. Finally, in 1963, the Jewish community built a conservative
synagogue for Congregation B’nai Israel, on Prospect Street, a brief walk from the Manns’ home
on Crescent. Arthur and Sylvia became members, but mostly for Carol and Emmy. On Sunday
mornings, Sylvia and Arthur sent their daughters to religious school at the synagogue, “to learn
about who we were,” said Mann, who joked years later that her parents probably wanted to have
the house to themselves.Emmy embraced one of the Jewish rituals to which her parents paid
only lip-service. Every spring, Congregation B’nai Israel made a children’s Seder, so that young
Jews could learn the rituals and meaning of Passover. For Emmy, the experience was a
revelation. “The whole idea that, because you were once slaves, you understand the plight of the
oppressed, that you are not free if anyone else is enslaved and it’s your duty as a Jewish human
being to make sure that you help free others—it was huge for me. It marked me emotionally,
politically, spiritually.”Already a storyteller, she found the saga of the Jews’ exodus from Egypt to
be dramatic, and the Seder a sensual event. There was the taste of the bitter herb—the
horseradish—to remind Jews of their bitter servitude. Reclining while eating, as royalty used to
do, signified that the Jews were no longer slaves but free people. “It’s brilliant theater and brilliant
storytelling,” Mann declared years later. “All five senses are at play: taste and smell and feeling,
visual and aural. You sing, and we learned dances. Reclining, pretending. It was just heaven for
me.”And so much better than the Seders at her Uncle George’s. At George Mann’s home in
Searingtown, Long Island, Emmy, sitting at the children’s table, her curly hair pulled back into a
kind of ponytail, used to get upset that the grownups, at their table, were making jokes and not
taking the event and its rituals seriously. “It just wounded me that they weren’t getting the bigger
picture of why it was so important,” Mann recalled, with good-natured mockery of her younger
self. “I was a very serious child.”Her favorite place in the Mann home was her bedroom, with
Emilyville. “It was my refuge,” Mann said years later. Her favorite friend in elementary and grade
school was Ruth Weinstein, whose father, Leo, was a professor of government at Smith.“Ruthie
was also a nerdy kid,” Mann recalled, “and she and I would get together on Saturday mornings in
the TV room, next to my bedroom, and we would have plastic telephones. We wore our leotards,
and we would take Kleenex and make breasts. And then we had eyeglasses, because smart
girls had glasses. We got frames at the five-and-dime. And we’d take our fathers’ blue exam
books and we would write books. We thought we were secretaries. We’d answer the phone and
we’d say, ‘Hello?’“‘We want a story about a flying horse.’“‘Right away!’“We’d put down the phone
and we’d write a story about a flying horse.”Weinstein, who eventually became a county judge in
Florida, remembered she and Emmy sitting on the floor, “seriously writing,” and then, “being
proud of ourselves, and acting the stories out or reading them out loud to ourselves.”Sylvia
seems to have been especially protective of her younger daughter. If Emilyville was Emmy’s
favorite place in all the world, her favorite time of day was the late afternoon, when she would



cuddle with her mother on the living room sofa. “My mom and I had this ritual. We called it the
magic hour, just about dusk. And everything would get all rosy red and beautiful, and I would put
my head in her lap, and we would daydream together.”But Sylvia did not protect her daughter all
the time. Carol and Emmy often didn’t get along; the older girl picked on or ignored her younger
sister. Also, when Emmy was about eight, one of the bigger boys at school began ambushing
her as she walked home for lunch and punching her repeatedly in the stomach. “I tried going
around the block once,” Mann remembered, “and he found me.” Her teacher said, “Oh, Emmy,
it’s just because he likes you.” But Emmy was scared, and the punches hurt. Sylvia asked Carol
to intervene, because Carol was bigger and older. “And my sister: ‘Unh hunh, unh hunh.’ Never.”
Then, Mann remembered, after the stomach-punching had been going on for a couple of
months, maybe more, “We were all playing dodge ball during recess, and he bent down to pick
up the ball, and he had just hit me so hard with it. . . . And he bent down to pick up the ball, and I
took my hands and went ‘Whomp,’ down on his spine, and he collapsed and burst into tears. And
I said, ‘Don’t you ever hurt me again.’”Both parents recognized that their younger daughter was
unusually imaginative, and they let her explore wherever her creativity led. At school she learned
to play the soprano recorder and the piano (there was a second-hand upright in the Mann’s TV
room), and in 1961, when she was nine, Arthur arranged for her to take piano lessons with the
celebrated African American composer and pianist George Theophilus Walker, who had just
begun teaching at Smith and would become the college’s first tenured Black professor. Later, in
sixth grade, she joined the school’s marching band and learned to play the flute.According to
Mann, it was her fourth grade teacher, Mrs. Deinlein, “who realized I was a writer,” when she was
ten years old.“There were forty kids in our class, everyone from people who still couldn’t read, to
me and Ruthie. And Mrs. Deinlein would say, ‘Okay, we’re going to take the next half hour just to
write.’ She would have what we would call ‘Free Writing’ hours and she would give you a topic or
an idea, and you just wrote. . . . So the one I remember is ‘If I Were a Penny,’ and how, like a
penny, you would go from one person to the next person and the next, and all the things you
would experience. And for some reason it triggered something, and I wrote and wrote and wrote
and I wrote, and everyone else was finished and I asked Mrs. Deinlein, ‘Could I just write a little
more?’ And she was thrilled and said, ‘Of course you can.’ So I wrote for another half an hour, an
hour. I don’t know. And I wrote this long, long, long, long story. There was a monkey; somehow
the penny got to Africa. And Mrs. Deinlein read it and called my mother and said, ‘I think your
daughter is a writer.’ She started encouraging me to write, and I started writing short stories and
showing them to her.” Marilyn August recalled seeing Emmy sitting on her bed, “with her little
knees up, writing in her notebook.”When Emmy was about seven, she saw a play for the first
time: a Yiddish production in New York City of Tzvishn Zwey Weltn–der Dibuk (The Dybbuk, or
Between Two Worlds) by S. Ansky.The Dybbuk tells the story of Leah, who has fallen in love with
a poor Yeshiva student. Leah’s father insists that she marry a rich suitor instead, and shortly
before the wedding, Leah’s body is invaded by the wandering spirit, or dybbuk, of the student,
who has died. Ultimately a rabbi orders the dybbuk to leave Leah’s body, and she, too, dies, but



her soul unites with the soul of her lover.One of the most dramatic moments in any production of
The Dybbuk occurs when the actor playing Leah, inhabited by the Dybbuk, speaks for the first
time in her dead lover’s voice. But no one had told Emmy the plot in advance, so she was
listening to an English translation through earphones when, Mann remembered, she saw “this
amazing woman, all in white, with a big black braid down her side, and all of a sudden a man’s
voice came out of her. And I screamed bloody murder. I was terrified. I loved it, but I was
terrified.”“Emily was very gentle and extremely sensitive,” Marilyn August recalled. “Carol, she’s
got a tougher side to her. Tougher than Emily. Carol and I, we played aggressively. Emily was
more intellectual.”One sign of Emmy’s intensity and hypersensitivity was the willingness, and the
ability, to imagine what it was like to be in someone else’s shoes, to have empathy for another
person’s situation, no matter how painful. This tendency emerged particularly strongly during the
Manns’ 1963 summer trip to Europe, the first European excursion for Carol, who was fourteen,
and Emmy, eleven.Mann considered the trip “one of the greatest educations of my life.” Starting
in June, and over the course of ten weeks, the family traveled from London to Scotland and then
to the Continent, driving to a number of countries in Western Europe.In London, Sylvia and
Arthur had bought books for Carol and Emmy to read about the places they were to visit, and
when they reached the Netherlands and were heading toward Amsterdam, Emmy began to read
The Diary of Anne Frank in preparation for seeing the attic in which Anne and her family hid from
the Nazis during World War II.As Mann described the experience, “At that point in my life, I would
become the characters I read. I would internalize everything. There I was, miles away from where
Anne lived. But, reading her book, I thought we were the same people. She was a hypersensitive
kid, I was a hypersensitive kid. She wrote a book. I just thought, that could be me, and this was
happening to me. So by the time I got to the end of the diary, and she was taken away—and
nobody had told me how it was going to end—Oh, god, I was unable to cope. I could see it
happening, feel it happening. I could see my father—because my father was so fantastic, he
would find us a place. I just totally felt it could be exactly our family, the same dynamics. My sister
was having the same kind of fights with my mother that Anne was having with her mother. And
as we came into Amsterdam, I was finishing it. I remember when we were in the car, it was like
we were escaping, and there was no place to escape.”In retrospect, Mann called her reaction “a
form of hysteria.” The Manns never got to Anne Frank’s attic: Emmy became ill with a kidney
infection, and her parents took her to a hospital in Bruges, where she spent the night.
Unfortunately that overnight stay only added to her fears, for she found the Belgian nurses “cold
and mean” and, still wrestling with the trauma she had undergone when reading the Diary, she
believed that, if the nurses knew she was Jewish, “they would be terrible.” It was, Mann said
years later, “quite a psychic wound.” But her sometimes wrenching capacity to inhabit someone
else’s world would ultimately serve her when she became an actor, a director, and a playwright.
The philosopher Martha Nussbaum has called this “the narrative imagination. The ability to think
what it might be like to be in the shoes of a person different from oneself . . . and to understand
the emotions and wishes and desires that someone so placed might have.”Back in Northampton



in late August of 1963, sixth grade awaited her. That month, in an extraordinary display of
peaceful togetherness, thousands of civil rights marchers gathered at the Lincoln Memorial in
Washington, D.C., and heard the Reverend Martin Luther King Jr. memorably declare, “I have a
dream that one day this nation will rise up and live out the true meaning of its creed: ‘We hold
these truths to be self-evident; that all men are created equal.’” Only one month later, however,
members of the Ku Klux Klan planted sticks of dynamite at the Sixteenth Street Baptist Church
in Birmingham, Alabama, and the resulting explosions killed four young Black girls.On Friday,
November 22, at twelve thirty in the afternoon, President John F. Kennedy was assassinated in
Dallas, Texas, and the principal of Emmy’s school, Mr. Moriarty, sent all the students home. It
was the first time Emmy had seen an adult man cry.The murders in Alabama and Dallas were
opening salvos in a decade that would bring increasing violence across America and around the
world. On March 2, 1965, the United States began bombing Communist North Vietnam,
defending the American-supported government of South Vietnam in an offensive with the
grandiose name of Operation Rolling Thunder.On March 7, later known as Bloody Sunday, the
Reverend King attempted to lead nonviolent protestors from Selma, Alabama, to Montgomery,
the state capital, to support Black men and women’s constitutional right to vote. In 1870, the
15th Amendment to the Constitution had granted Black men the right to vote, but for decades
local and state governments, primarily in the South, had turned Black voters away from the polls
with literacy tests and other invented ordeals. As the marchers crossed the Edmund Pettus
Bridge out of Selma, state troopers and local posses attacked them with billy clubs, dogs, and
tear gas. Two days later, on March 9, King, obeying a federal injunction, aborted a second
march, but violence against the protestors continued. That night, white segregationists beat and
murdered civil rights activist James Reeb, a white Unitarian minister who had come to Selma
from Boston.John Hope Franklin, in his autobiography Mirror to America, writes that Walter
Johnson, the Preston and Sterling Morton Professor of American History at the University of
Chicago, urged historians to participate in what would be the third march from Selma to
Montgomery. Franklin, in Emily Mann’s telling, called Arthur and told him to join them.For Emmy,
the tension between violence and safety was often a part of her private narrative, sometimes
generating aggression, at other times fear. As a little girl, she had confided to her father about
nightmares in which he and her mother both died (they assured her they would never die). And
her experience reading The Diary of Anne Frank emerged in large part from fear. Now, on
Wednesday, March 24, 1965, driving with her mother and father to Bradley International Airport
in Connecticut, to see her father off for the third Selma to Montgomery protest, thirteen-year-old
Emmy was again apprehensive.U.S. Historians at third Selma to Montgomery March in 1965.
From left, John Hope Franklin, John William Higham (with umbrella), and Arthur Mann.©
DENNIS HOPPER, COURTESY OF THE HOPPER ART TRUSTArthur flew to Atlanta, where,
the next day, he and numerous American historians were taken by private bus to the outskirts of
Montgomery. There they joined a march that had begun four days and fifty-four miles earlier in
Selma, and along with 25,000 protestors, Arthur Mann and John Hope Franklin walked to the



capitol building in downtown Montgomery to hear Dr. King and others speak. Someone (Mann
believed it was her father) found a large piece of cardboard and wrote “U.S. Historians” on it in
bold, black letters, and the actor and photographer Dennis Hopper caught an image of Arthur
standing with Franklin and John William Higham of UCLA, while Higham hoisted the sign on the
tip of his furled umbrella and held it high above the group. But Emmy’s anxiety about potential
violence was not unfounded. That night, after the historians had been driven back to Atlanta,
they learned that Viola Liuzzo of Michigan, who was transporting marchers to the Montgomery
airport, had been shot and killed by members of the Ku Klux Klan.For some time Emmy had
slowly been dismantling Emilyville, for her imagined town was less of a refuge now that she was
older. She and Ruth Weinstein were still friends, but they were not so close as they had been
when they were youngsters. In Mann’s recollection, Ruthie “was into boys in a more advanced
way than I was. She had become a woman a little earlier than I.” The girls in Emily’s class at
Hawley Junior High ganged up on her and stopped inviting her to sleepovers. They made fun of
her hair and her body, laughing about her “big butt.” Arthur, in an April 1966 letter to his nephew
Howard Rabinowtiz, wrote that his younger daughter was still recovering from “her operation” (a
burst appendix) and also a “heavy grippe. She has had the worst year possible, poor
thing.”Arthur had been considering leaving Smith for several years. In 1962, Washington
University in St. Louis had offered him a position that would have given him a lighter course load
and a higher academic rank than at Smith. But Arthur had been uncertain about whether to
accept, and a letter from him to John Hope Franklin, who was a mentor as well as a friend,
suggests Franklin dissuaded him. Then in 1964, Franklin became a professor of history at the
University of Chicago, and when fellow faculty member Walter Johnson announced he would be
leaving the university at the end of spring 1966, Franklin recruited Arthur to join the faculty as a
professor of American history. According to Mann, “John Hope called my father and said, ‘Don’t
ask the girls. You should come here. It’s time.’”Arthur ultimately decided to take the offer. In
February 1966 he wrote Franklin, “You must have divined that I was ready for a move and that I
would seriously consider one now that my children were of an age to change homes. Once
again I have reason to believe that you are without peer in reading the human heart.” It would
mean uprooting Carol, who was in her junior year of high school and would have preferred to
finish her senior year with her friends. But Sylvia was apparently open to the change, and Emily,
who would turn fourteen in April 1966, desperately wanted to get out of Northampton.On June 7,
1966, Arthur and Sylvia closed on Walter Johnson’s home at 4919 South Woodlawn Avenue in
Hyde Park-Kenwood, on the South Side of Chicago—a three-story red-brick house built in 1910,
when the neighborhood was attracting Chicago’s wealthy business people. In mid-August,
Arthur, Sylvia, and their daughters climbed into their Ford Falcon, and with Arthur behind the
wheel, they headed for Illinois.
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Marty, “A Biography, A History of Theater -- and of Our Times. Emily Mann: Rebel Artist of the
American Theatre is really four books in one: First, it is a strong yet tender biography of Emily
Mann, a major figure in American theater for decades, rich with insight into Mann’s life as a
woman, a daughter, a wife and mother, a friend, and always, a woman of the theater. (2) It is a
concise anthology of great productions of classical theater, modern plays, and Mann’s own
documentary plays, described concisely yet thoroughly so that it is like seeing those plays for
the first time, or seeing them again if you were lucky enough to have seen them in the theater.
(3) It is a history of 50 years of American regional theater, especially the McCarter in Princeton
which Mann was Artistic Director and Resident Playwright from 1990 till 2020.And (4) Emily
Mann: Rebel Artist gives us a social history of America from the 1960s through today.Alexis
Greene has written, co-authored, and edited more than a dozen books on theater, from The
Story of 42nd Street and Lucille Lortel: Queen of Off Broadway to essential collections of
interviews like Women Who Write Plays and Front Lines: Political Plays by American Women to
monographs on Wendy Wasserstein, Theresa Rebeck and Christopher Durang. There are only
a handful of critical works that personally speak to us from the author’s engagement and
scholarship, while still not intruding on the subject matter. (Think of John Livingston Lowes’s The
Road to Xanadu on Coleridge or Albert Lord’s The Singer of Tales). This book joins that special
company.”

TC Erickson, “A great artist and leader in theatre. It’s just a wonderful read and well reported and
Emily Mann is an original artist in every way.”

Jeremy Gerard, “Detail, breadth of scope, and elegant narration mark this fine biography of an
American original. "As a playwright, 'I found a form,' " she said. "I found a way to work that thrilled
me. I loved the idea of making plays from the words of real people and helping give voice to
them." The words are Emily Mann's, speaking to biographer Alexis Greene about "Still Life," the
searing 1980 drama that announced Mann's arrival as writer and director of testimonial theater
long absent from our stages. Greene's subtitle -- "Rebel Artist of the American Theater" --
couldn't be more apt. Visionary women (Zelda Fichandler, in Washington, D.C.; Nina Vance, in
Houston; Margo Jones, in Dallas) gave form and urgency to the nonprofit theater that arose as
an alternative to Broadway. In this deeply researched and compellingly empathic biography,
Greene, a theater scholar and critic, places Mann firmly and deservedly within their ranks.
Greene also navigates the complex tale of an ultimate outsider/insider whose boundary-busting
work included powerful productions of the classics, championing the work of writers from
Williams and Albee to Ntozake Shange and Nilo Cruz, and running the McCarter Theater for
three decades. Mann never needed Broadway's imprimatur, but Broadway anointed her anyway,
with a Tony Award and five more nominations for her incomparable work as writer, director and



producer. Maverick geniuses rarely get the validation they deserve; here Greene proves to be
more than equal to the task.”

Judith B., “An engaging biography of a talented woman who fought for her well-deserved place
in the theater. A beautifully written and fascinating biography of a talented, searching true rebel.
Ms. Mann has succeeded, and continues to succeed, in creating interesting, thoughtful theatre
that engages and inspires her audiences. She has done this almost always in spite of gender
discrimination. Ms. Greene brings Ms. Mann's life to life.”

Marjorie Kellogg, “An important portrait of a seminal voice in the American Theatre. A readable
and important biography of a seminal voice in 20th century American Theatre, offering fresh
insights into the challenges and rewards of playwriting, directing, and running a not-for-profit
theatre, nuanced by Ms. Mann’s long struggle with MS, and the resistance she faced as a
ground-breaking woman in a profession that had been so long dominated by men.”

The book by Alexis Greene has a rating of  5 out of 5.0. 6 people have provided feedback.
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