FOR Anouilh read Ennui—that was my thought at the interval

of Teddington Theatre Club’s current prod

THE

CAVELR,

| 9+&

Cavern.

N _ This is the one in which the author (playe
himself on the stage as a sort of Greek chorus
play we are (fitfully) seeing and the dramati

not come off—they very nearly don’t.

Happily, all is saved
by the second half and
everything comes to-
gether more or less satis-
factorily in the end. But

jence fto maintain our interest in
e " cogvg @ dozen or ‘so Characlers,
wants is suspense{” says _yqe siing aong with the
a leading characfer in piaywrigat's outspoken dis-
The Cavern, being per- satisfaction with the play
formed by Teddjngton at the same fime. A
R e ‘Amazingly, Jobn
Theatre Club at H: )™ way’s ~ production works
ton Court Theatrp this poh as a play—with a? e
: : ©  \: . attendant suspension Oi dist
W%glll{ét they get is an belief—and as' a theatrical
intrisuing and _elaborate: experiment. Althou & n,
game devised by Jean thinking back to Forget- t:-
Anouilh, taking a leaf out Not Lane, in which eg
of Pirandello’s book. main prot\agenmt‘ al.sq act
Anouilh’s characters are as narrator a lmk-_m;tr’x,
hardly in search of an perhaps the playwrign tg
author since the author és mtervenl‘g%gng;s not aui
‘on stage, criti- so revolutionary.
g?gligseggsegov?rﬁ pla,% ’__the Outstanding m&haeene'r-
one he claims ‘he mnever ally strong caﬁtwayew Sren=
o rote—and giving a kind dan Buckley as a .s%%;rm-
of running commentary on lious . valet, apg -3 {i?t}:
the action. - Davies as_a waif-like &i
The idea is that the play- chen maid who_ -gm uses 'h:
wright's characters, drawn stir upstairs when S =
but given only the sketch- pours  SCOTE tqr-_ Q;?r
fest outline of a plot, begin attempts t?ga ronﬁﬁ?d" ber,
to make up their own lines Susan Doy'e’s cook pae
and situations. " moments. but she put SO
The setting is an aristo- much stress on the embit-
cratic Parisian household at tered nature of the woman
the turn of the century that it was impossible to

(Melanie Wood's remark- feel symoathy 4- - Loy when

vi i NS.
able set gives us full view it was }ﬁgﬁg
of uvstairs and dnwnstairs R
simultaneouslv). The cook,
once the master’s mistress.
is found desd, A detective
is called in, Are we in for
a whadupnit? i
"~ The  detective (Chris
M~Dermoft, livelv and re-
sourceful as ever) baoves
so. but the vlavwrioht
(Cliff Rroad. guizzical bt
over-emphatic) has ofher
jdeas, He woaunts mnre
from his characters than
stock resvonses and predict-
able dialocue. hut he is con-
stantly frustrated bv the
characters’ desire

day) of the French master’s “autob

moments en route!

First half matters
not over-helped by {
direction (his first ma
e

hn Holloway, who 3
were there some dodgy  pears to havz only

until Satur-
’ play,. The

tell us that the
employs will

But do go and see
s it contains some
“quite telling performances
1511 s well a% 'som%agmfthers)

urned in by a con-
 taining several faces new
to the group. ’

I particularly noticed

Brian = Campbell as the
Count (a shame he is so
tall), Davina Andrews as
his Countess (incidentally
surely a Duke is addressed -
as “Your Grace” a Count
or Earl is merely “My
Lord”?), Alex Weir as
. Baron Jules and Abigail
Ortiz as the Baroness. In
fact, on the whole, I
preferred the people
“upstairs” to the people
in the kitchen (Cavern),
- pity we didn’t see more of
them and less of the lower
orders.

I, personally, could also
have done with less of the
“ over-verbose Author in
the person of Mr. Broad.

Below stairs I

Andrew Martin’s Semin-

arist and the two domes-

tics of Laurie Coombs and

Mary Davies.

Incidentally, the cos-
" tumes (turn of the century

Paris) and set are magni-

ficent (Melanie Wood
‘ designer) and almost
worth a visit alone. =~ = ' _



