Pickwick at
The Regent

BEFORE swriting  this review
I allowed 24 howrs 1o pass
alter seemg Chelmsford  Ama
tewr - Operatic and — Dramar i
Socteny’s production of Pl
wWick™ at the Reeent Theatr o

1472

But it made no differonce.
Ie sull seemed a rather
slapdash production with 1he
[trst performance looking 1o
better  than  a  roueh  dress
rehearsal.

I hknow i’y « trentendois
undertaking; 1 know there's
a big cast; 1 know that the
company - gets  all 100 shory
a time for technical rehearsals
i the Regent: bur ihis Juest
should nor be apparent when
the audience  has filled  the
theatre on the Jirst night. Iy
should—and  oiight—10 settle
down by the time vou read
this. But I have 1o write ay
Lfound it last Monday.

There  were  sonme cood
performances. Bur the overall
g oression  was  of  lots of
cople  nor  knowing quite
where  they  should be  and
lights and  curtains operating
Hist 100 carly or a bit too late.

When  Fred  Cosielle has
committed —all  his  lines 10
nemory and no longer needs
the  conductor 1o 1ol him
across the footlights whar 10
sing, then  his portraval — of
.7)_1('/\ ens S jovial character
Pickwick will be very enjoy-
able. '

He appears 10 be a most
likeable,  capable,  inventive
performer but apparent inade-
quate rehearsal prevented him
from realising his full
potential.

The show is stolen by Peter
Smith as San Weller. Singing,
dancing, performing,  acroba-
ties, this was a gutsy, lively,
full-blooded characterisation
and one 1 thorovghly enjoyed.
“Talk Yoursell Our of It was
superbly sung.

The members of the Pick-
wick  Club  were all compe-
tently plaved by John Cave,
Eric Sutton and John Daldry
although  there was  perhaps
not quite sufficient differentia-
tion in their characterisations.

Peter Farmer made a good
job - of the likeable rogue My
Jingle and  Par  Viles thor-
oughly enjoyed herself as the
unfortunate Mrs. Bardell.

The courtroom  scene  was
the most successful in sustain-
ing the humouor although from
where 1 was  sitting i1 way
impossible 1o see the Judge,
placed as he was in the stage
left box, masked by a screen.

J.o Armitage-Fuggle led  the
small, tuneful orchestra
through Cyril Ornandel’s
music with skill and control.
Bur he couldn't disguise the
ponderously slow and inaccu-
rate novements on stag e.

A genteel  Edwardian  air
pervades  the whole  Sociery
with its programme  request
Jor ladies with hats to remove
them  and  “Hon" this and
“Hon" that. An injection of
new talent and new manage-
ment  might  well rescue  the
group from the doldrions in
which they apparently  find

themselves. JON RICHARDS




