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THREE PLAYS THAT DIDN’T COME OFF

With the best will in the world, I have to report that, in
the Questors’ students’ triple-bill, directed by Michael
Hoddell last week, I found the first segment
wrongheaded and inadequate; the second ineffably
dull; and the third, unentertainingly trivial.

The saddest failure was the opening piece, Pinter’s “A
Night Out,” since it was the only good play of the trio.
Pinter is one of those dramatists (Racine and Noel 
Coward are others) who positively demand a
particular, rigid form of stylization in performance, by
virtuoso actors alert to every demi-semi-quaver of
class-consciousness, sarcasm, colloquialism, verbal
poetry, sexuality, and threatened violence in the
author’s scrupulous text.

The secret of Pinter’s art is that his apparently
naturalistic writing is in reality subtly and mesmerically
formalised. Played accordingly, “A Night Out” is a
painfully gripping study of an over-mothered youth.

For the naively old-fashioned naturalism of the
Questors’ production, which reduced the drama
almost to the level of a henpecked music-hall joke, I’m
inclined to blame less Mr Hoddell than the limitations
of the student cast.

POSSESSIVE
Jillyann Healy sketched a strident, shallow and
unconvincing cartoon idea of a possessive older
woman, whilst James Harrop, as her son, similarly
sounded a single caricatured note of gaucherie,
missing the character’s deepest frustrations and
eruptive savagery.

The rest of the evening was Mediterranean, with a vengeance. Lamb tried all his life to
like Scotsmen: I have been trying for a fair slice of mine to like Pirandello. But he still
appears to me to beat Beckett by a neck (Beckett’s neck buried in sand, of course) for
the wooden spoon as the twentieth century’s most criminally overrated playwright.



“The other Son” is a peasant melodrama, chock-a-block with black-shawled old crones
witting doomily around stirring stews and the cast was quite unable to prevent it seeing
the swiftest soporific since Seconal.

UNFUNNY
The same sentiments applied, too, to the last iteM of this eminently forgettable three-
decker: “The Red Velvet Goat” (yes, goat, not coat: such is the quality of the humour),
by one Joesphina Niggli. A doggedly unfuNny tale of ham Thespians it only served to
remind us (as if we needed the reminder) how genuinely funny are the mechanicals of
“A Midsummer Night’s Dream”. The Mattock-lane Thesps postured through it with a
stentorian and inexplicable enthusiasm.

DOUGLAS McVAY


