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Players at the National

With his first brief in"
years, the barrister is full
of ideas for the defence of
his reluctant client, who
blatantly admits his guilt;
but his dreams of how he
will sway the court don’t
quite work out as he ex-
pects. Nevertheless, the end-
ing is a happy one thanks
to a neat twist in the tail.

As the barrister, Donald
Whittle (on right) is de-
lightfully
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persuasive. How-
his  superannuated

Puck — zalthough missing
none of the inherent comedy
— is not Mortimer's “Mor-
Morgenhall has
sadder depths — depths
‘which Mr. Whittle does not

]
) ever,
b
i

" Amusing, and
intriguing,
double-hill

THE DOUBLE-bill presented by the Nairobj City

Theatre provideg a very

amusing, as well as intriguting, evening. The Dock

is a witty sketch of an un-

successful barrister provided by the court to
defend an unsuccessful murder.

l ments for his characters, he

would have been wise
give more attention to put-
ting their “third dimension”
in perspe’cltive. iy

ea nspector

Hound, by Tom Stoppard, is
in complete contrast —
though still in a comedy
vein, It claims no depth, but
makes up for that in the
ingeniously satirical use of
words and situations. It
shows two dramatic critics
at the first night (in Lon-
don?) of an obviously bad
(but inevitably to-be-suc-
cessful) “whodunnit”.

Producer Benny Good-
man has computed the
mechanics of his production
excellently — with the ex-
ception of the appalling
lighting. He has also intima-
ted in a pre-opening inter-
view that as the critics on-
stage say everything, there
is nothing really left for us
“live” critics to say. :

Taking him at his word,
I'll just remark that, while
the performances in the
play-within-the-play are
supposed to be rather poor,
they should be intentionally
s0 — two of them, unhappi-
ly, were “for real”. In com-
Best's
boot” was superb and the
gem of the .whole evening;

and David Field as a James-
Agate-type critic proved a
first-class foil. B

the production sagged to a

ever, S
Mr. Stoppard nor Mr. Good-

man in ad! and hiah
r critic — -.Oaithe:n_ .w... "h_?,:
- unremarked. ]
Sy P TR .

After Mr. Best's demise,

fizzling anti-climax, how-
which I'm sure neither

Twe familiar faces to Nairobi
playgoers — the husband and
wife team of Dorothy and
Denis Patience — are behind
stage this week for the latest

production by the Nairobi

Cily Players, due to open ai |

the National Theatre’ on
Friday. Denis is producing
“The .Dock  Brief” ' while
Dorothy is stage director for
this play and the sccond half
o} the City Flayers' double
bill, “The Real Inspeclor
Hound”.. The picture was
taken during rehearsals at St
George's School.

City Playe:

One reason for the Nairob
City Players’ choice of Th
Real Inspector Hound as a par
of their current double bill a
the National Theatre, 1 suppose
is to disarm criticism of the
efforts.

If taken seriously, which luckil
is impossible, this unusual an
diverting comedy by Tom Sto
pard would put paid once and fi

' all both:to critics and to “thrillers

It takes place during the fit
night of a banal murder pla
watched by a pair of pompo!
critics — the melancholy Mo
David Field) who_ as second-stri

| &ritic for an apparently intellectu

Ta8, nently overshadoy

feels perma
| ed, and the bluff Birdboot (Gec

frey Best) who tempers CrILICIS

‘ with a personal interest in actress

y they are obliged

The pla
: watch is of the type I hope nobo

ever wriles. Certainly, I wonder

| anybody but Moon and _Birdbe



