Bartholomew Players 15th – 18th May 2019
AND THEN THERE WERE NONE by Agatha Christie
The set portrayed very well the up-market only house on the remote Soldier Island, off the Devon Coast. The music was good and very atmospheric.
The play opened, with the butler, Tom Rogers, solidly played by Steve Ashcroft, with a delightful west-country accent and his wife, Ethel, the stalwart cook, played with a slightly haughty and rebellious air by Lesley Robinson.
Gradually the guests arrive to be greeted by Vera Claythorne, ((Elaine Leggett) the pleasant and reliable secretary to the absent owner Mrs Owen. First to arrive was Philip Lombard (Rory Phillips) a slightly over-bearing ex- army officer, trying constantly to get off with Miss Claythorne. Both of these gave robust performances and made it to the last remaining three guests.
Next to arrive was Anthony Marston, a playboy, with a love for speed and fast cars, played suitably vacuously by Ed Miller.  This was followed by General Mackenzie, portrayed with old-world bluff and bluster by Ianto Wain and William Blore (or was he?) under an assumed name and a false South African accent, who turned out to be a private detective, with cockney accent, played confusingly by Nick Smith.  Emily Brent a termagant, was played humour-less, with an acerbic tongue effectively by Liz Hutchinson. Sir Lawrence Wargrave, a retired judge projected a stately manner by Gareth Hammond, a forte of his, which we have come to expect. Dr Armstrong (Rob Wondrak) was convincing in his portrayal of the hapless doctor.
All of the characters have knowledge of or connection to the putative owner of the house, Mr Owen. As the play progresses the characters are eliminated in accordance with the framed rhyme of ‘Ten Little Soldier Boys’, which hangs on the chimney breast and the ten little figures on the mantlepiece. They are all mustered, when the disembodied voice of Mr Owens recounts the heinous crimes of each of the guests and so starts the elimination. There were good reactions to each accusation followed by a good build up to Marston’s demise. This set the pattern for the remainder, who were finished off in various ways, leaving the last one (I will not say who), who in a manic change of character managed to shoot themself.
In the programme we were warned of loud noises, and prepared for gunshots, however the seagulls took us completely by surprise and perhaps could have been faded in.

The play, although a little long, was excellently directed by Denise Santilli. The cast gelled well together and there were some brilliant moments which shone through. Congratulations to all for an enjoyable production.
Nigel James

