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‘DrFaustus’ isa notoriously hard play to

interpret, sowhy notstageitasabroad
comedy withmusical interludes, using
only threeactors, and throw ina couple of

| banjos for luck? Similar thoughts must

haveoccurred todirector John Wright,
whose version of the classicinvoking-
the-antichrist-turns-bad drama comes
with the slightly pantoish tagline: ‘Allin
theword n!'C"n'is"'np'nr\l'u'lu\\'r .. (but
notnecessarily intherightorder)’. The
original textis cutand supplemented

| with pungent contemporary asides, as
wellasseveral songsaccompanied bya

rof strummed instruments. The

stage is dressed with touches of decadent
gothicand the dimred lighting suggests
asatanicboudoir.

|

nthetitleroleis the unheroic figure
of Nicholas Collett: squat, bearded and
balding, his not-so-good doctorisa
perfect tortured soul, the eager vet
reluctant plaything of his imposing
guests. Anthony Gleaveis terrifically
suaveas Mephistophilis, a sharp-suited
reader of The Guardian withahandy
line in conjuring tricks and most of the
best gags. Keeping the standard high is
Shelley Atkinson’s polished Lucifer
(publication of choice: Heat),a
burlesque girl with a killer smileand
multifunctional red leather gloves.

wming tool that killed her
stors In herhands, do not become
in eye for an eye, Ghandi once

ad, will tum the whole world
iFarber's scorching production
gottably illustrates as much. ‘
Powell
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Arcola Theatre and Silkensaw present
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Nicholas Collett, Shelley Atkinson

The modern insertions illuminate
without antiquating Marlowe’s own
verse, whichis givenroom toshine
relatively untrivialised by singularly
thoughtful delivery. The compromise
made by playing so much of the piece
for laughs is that the drama, when
facingaway from comedy, lacks any
real capacity to frighten or move, so we
are left tosit waiting for the next joke.
The denouement is tame and hopeful,
but carried off in the same ballsy, devil-
may-care fashion as theentires hu\\
Theattitude’s underscored when, a
lights up, we hear l’mt s famous ;,m\\l
‘Je ne regrette vien’. Nor should they, for

this is boldness at its best. Robert Crowe

the lady from the sea




