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West End transplant withers

1Y RAY CONLOGUL

18 ARD (o believe
I M1 i e
e and polntless o

Ln Carpas, which npenal
Thursday hight al the Nay.
View Playhouse, same super:
Intives in thia regand

AN takes (s on species of
farce which, like inter-tidal
wa lle or rare orchids, can
survive only In A specific
vionment — in this case, &
Lnd Lnndon stage €a.
wening particularly 1o local
eheessions  with  bosoms,
Anglican clergy, randy doc.
fors and - wimpish  sons
Tramplant it o a Toronto
1t the custedy of
actors grown candess with
the playing of oo many fuc
e comebes for undemand.
Ing audiences, and watch

DHEHU translines 1L instant
Iy, You sart noticing how
Iacky the production values
are, Wi ottty painted
kdrop of A Niighton
promenade and a few ran.
dom  piec o furmiture
unimaginatively  plunked
every so often in the middie
of the stage. You see how the
crisp gesture and withering
delivery of well-played come-
dy are replaced by a fuz
mixture of mincing, head-
shaking, Upioeing and bel
towing that relaie only ap-
roximately 10 the action
You begin (o notice the gap-
ing scams and mechanical
construction of the  play,
which better acting might
disguise.

1S (mpossible (0 say what
s the focus of Alan Bennett's
play. There's Dr. Wicksteed
and his wife, both longing 1o
Jump 1nto bed with somebody
— anybody — else. There's
Felciy Rumpers. trying lo
cover her tlicgitimate prog-
nancy by martying the Wick-
stced's boy Dennis who is

ag

Scene from Alan Bennett's Habeas Corpus.

going 10 dic In three months
she doesn't know he's @
hypochondriac).  There's
Wicksteed's spinster sister
Constance, who hopes falsics
will lend ineaning to her life;
Canon Throbbing, the cleric
who wishes to marry her
Felicity's  mother ~ Lady
Rumpers, a harridan recent-
ly retumed from the colo-
nies; Sir Percy Shorier, a

pompous doctor; and Mr.
Purduc, who has nothing
whatever (0 do with the story
but comes on every 5o olten
trying to kill himself.

The focus might bo Mrs
Swabb, a cleaning Indy who
narrates and manipulates;
except she's overshadowed
by Mr. Shanks, the falsie
Installer who returns when-
ever the action is flagging 1o

manipulate yet another bo.
wm In search of the one
wearing his product

A 'J« n
wrlte & hinny line every so
often (“the alr 18 black with
the wings of chickens coming
home 1o roost”), he also
expects us 10 Iaugh &l gems
11ke “having sex is ot some-
\hing that happens aver-
night.”” He frequently aban-
dons even the pretence of
onguing action (0 pursue &
puerile  Innuendo, ~ usually
sexual

Parrie Daldaro as Dr

once, he could not
wise. What's worth noting It
that he doesn't even try (0 6o
mare, he's eontent with turn
ing, gestures of a simi
for rle in Mad World My
Masters last year without
any of the manlc energy he
manifested an that occasion
Cynthin Long a5 Fellcity 15
Uie show's entire sex appeal,
but does she have 1o stand
erpetunlly vn one foot with
er knees  appealingly
crussed like @ sloeping her-
on? Roy Wordsworth and
Don Cullen have the accent
rles of the fulsle salesman
and the suicide, respecuvely,
and they dole out the custom-
ary vaudeville ums.

A bright (or at least glim-
mering) light In the evening
was Bunly Webb as Lady
Rumpers. This _substantial
lady refrained from Indicat-
ing every word to death and
managed A moment or two of
style. Moya Fenwick was a

jzarre cnough ~ cloaning
Iady, peeping, out from under
aswatch of prickly red halr.

rt from that it
tooked like blocklng time at
an carly rehearsal. It made

c piza Joint across the
street look like an appealing
venue for an evening out on
the town

Black comedy in bad taste

By Bob Crew Toronto Star

Habeas Corpus s A rather nasty black comedy,
masquerading as a Jolly Iittle farce.

True, there are all the classic Ingredients of
farce, The pants that wor'l stay up. the scantlly
Aressed women, misunderstand(ngs galore and so
an And here are some rnulm‘lK funny lines, as
ane wauld expect from playwTight Alan Bennett,

ane of the Reyond The Fringe orlginaly and author
of the fine comedy Forty Years On

Bt the underlying philosaphy — a nihilistic
View of the warld where lust relgns supreme — is

s S .
Vulgar comedy: Barrie Baldaro and Cynthia
Long give a broad interpretation of acting in
Habeas Corpus at the Bayview Playhouse.
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Endearing lunacy spices British farce

[ ——
Habeas Corpus
* Earl of March High School
wniil

By Audrey M. Ashley
Gitizen steff writer

Habeas Corpus means
“You should have the
body," and it's a sentiment
the characters in Alan
Bennett's play spend a
couple of hours trying to
put into practisc.

They don't try foo hard,
though — they, and play-
wright Bennett, would
rather talk about it. The
terms in which they talk
are often straight out of
\he English music-hall,
with occasional glimpses of
the wit that made Bennett
famous some years ago in
Beyond the Fringe.

The play is really pretty
awful, although there’s a

kind of endearing lunacy
10 it that threatens to win
you over naw and then.

- The characters are in-
troduced by a sort of Ev-
erywoman-cum-chorus
played with Elizabethan
zest by Anne Holland, an
altogether admirable char-
lady of a philosophic turn

f ‘mind who speaks for
the working class.

Among those characters
are a lecherous doctor
from "the silk-stocking dis-
trict of Brighton —
Hove:" his_raunchy but
neglecied wife. his hypo-
chondriac son; and " his
spinster sister whosc
greatest sorrow is a flat
chest. Or “bust”, as the
English say. Much of the
dialogue, and the action,
revolves around the matier
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of busts, Mai and other-
wise. .
There's also a_troubled
cleric. Canon Throbbing,
who wants to marry the
Jat-chestcd maiden lady.
“Why do you want to
gel married?” asks the
doclor.

“Because | look up girls’
answers the Canon.

“Marriage won't stop
that,” is the doctor’s snap-
py rejoinder. .

That's a fair cxample of
the dialogue, plus the
charlady's telling line_at
the end: “This is the first
time this evening every-

body's had their trousers
on.”

The plot, in the fashion
of classic farce, revolves
around a number of
Thursday afternoon assig-
nations in which identitics
are mistaken and the
wrong couples get togeth-
.

From time to time the
characters address the
audience, sometimes in ex-
ecrable rhyming couplets.
They even do a little
dance 1o Shuffle Off To
Buffalo.

The doctor, finally
found out, speaks of him-
self affectionately in the
third person: “At the corn-
ers of his sensitive mouth
there hovered a hint of a
smile ... * Lady Rumpers
recalls regretfully that the
passing-out parly at Sand-

hurst had left” her hus-

band, the General, incap-
able of having children.
And when lecheries are
uncovercd, the charlady |
announces in_portentous
tones, “Suddealy the air is |
black with the wings of
chickens coming home to |

|

s impossible not 1o
overstep the bounds of |

| good taste, given the play’s

obsession with the female
form. But its exuberant
good nature, fostered care-
fully by director Jim
Holmes and his hard-
working cast, offsets that
to some degrec.

Its all done very simply
with the aid of what looks
at first like a group of
pink and mauve boiler-
foom pipes, but which turn
oul to be three chairs of
fantastic _design, created
by Bill Williams with a
fight of fantasy in kecping
with the playwright's own.

If there's a moral in
Habeas Corpus, it's to be
found somewhere in the
lay's last line: “He who
usts last, lasts longest.”

HABEAS CORPUS — Ks
mata Theatre, Earl of March

h
pm. Tickers S350 at the door,
or call $92-1715.
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each |
repugnant. The right people end uit with vach |
Siher But the * tlomhipa are furied on ack
mail and decelt. Jock may ge! his n"u, bul’. o
uote cne of the final ines oC-the iy, Tle whos
Tust lsts, lasts longest.”

Unfarlunstely (o perhaps furtunately) he

roduction which opened al the Bayview Iln'

ouse [ast night falls to bring out (b underlying
hlackness. Inderd. farcical aspects are more
than the cast can bandle. Vulgarity aeeds U b0
perfarmed with zest oni rel Loo often Lot nleht
the predominant feelini wo ure ol

[ embarras

ol 4

Fish out of water |

The events take place In the Susex home of |
Incherous Dr. Arthur Wicksteed and his (ormida- |
ble wife. Tfe has a boring, spineless hypochrondrl- |
ac of a son, Dennis, and 3 flat-chested sister.
Connie, who Is engaged to a celibate canon Connie |
decides 1o augmenl whal nature has cruelly

denied her, with some lively resul!s.

Enter Lady Rumpers, a colontl fish out of
water, and her lovely daughter Felicity ‘l‘ll 10 15 ‘1"4
joctor. 1lis wile,

stantly pursued by the dirty
meanwhile, Is interested in Sic Percy Shorter.
president of the Britlsh Medical Assoclation, not
{o mention the falsie salesman, Mr_ Shanks. who
arrives to check an the success of Connle’s uplift-
Ing experiment.

on there’s a cleaning lady and 4 suicidal pa-
tient who flits [n and out as the plot twists and
1

urns.

Love, decency and moralitz have no place in
Bennetl's scheme of things; almast everyone wrms
out to be hypocritical, sellisn and despical For
example, Feliclty only agrees 1o marry Dennis
when she s spun 3 yarn that he has only Uiree
months 1o live. But the real twist of the knife
comes when we learn that e really is sick and
hasn't got long to live.

Barrie has his moments

It's a cast of easily recognizable stercotypes and
few of the performers manage to rise above the
defects of structure and characterization.

Of those who do, Barrie Baldaro has his mo-
ments as the doctor, Charlatle Vale Adlen per-
forms well as the hand-wringing, round-shouder-
ed spinster Connie, and Bunty Wehb was quite
enjoyable as Lady Rumpers.

'ARd things arent helped by Desmond Scott’s
stoggy direction. It may seem a contradiction i
terms, but farce does have to be handled with
some subtlety. Even Just moving peaple from |
place to place seems to present problems: all oo
often the cast appears Lo be strung out formlessly
across a bare stage (the only objects on it are three |

)
But even a slick production wouldn't sweeten
the sour message Bennett wants to ram down our
throats. Ugh!

Habeas Corpus:
By Alan Bonvett Dvected by Desmona Scoil Bapmmw Phouse.
1605 Bayverw Ave 481-519)
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