A TRUNCHEON toting
 prostitute, drugged bank
(inspector and amorous

vegetarian mother-in-

law are just some of the
ingredients in the chaotic
comedy cocktail — No

g;x Please We’re Brit-

The West End classic is
punctuated with slamming
~doors, as characters enter
and exit, narrowly missing
each other in the way that
only ever happens on stage.

‘Workington Playgoers’

‘version, now on at the
town’s Theatre Royal, is

polished and entertaining.

‘When the play opens all
is nauseously normal. Peter
| and Francis have just marr-
|jed and moved to their
nice new flat above a
bank, where Peter is man-
‘Then wham — two unex-
pected arrivals in one morn-

ing. First, the dreaded veg-

Chaotic

comedy
coclktail

Chaos ensues as Peter
and Francis, with the help
of Brian, the bank’s chief
cashier, attempt to get rid
of the steady flow of porn
being delivered to them,
all the time desperately
trying to conceal it from
mother-in-law and two
bank bosses who turn up
:'1 :;u the night (as they

Double entendres rule the

cue. And none of the
actors lost their cool when
a table unexpectedly toppl-
ed over amid all the action.

I never worked out why
2 supposed vegetarian was
wearing a fur coat. And at
points Peter (Philip Mackie
making his Theatre Royal
debut) spoke a little too
fast, muffling his lines.

But otherwise the tal-
ented 10 worked well to-
gether.




