THE EAGLE HAS LANDED

Paddy Cooper, Theatre in Wales, November 1st, 2007

Physical theatre is not, I must admit, my personal cup of Darjeeling, but I always review with an open mind and love having my opinion changed. Such a change took place when Liverpool-based theatre company Fool’s Proof took their current show ‘The Eagle Has Landed’ to the Arts Centre’s Round Studio, in an ebullient and vivacious start to November.

The three-person artistic team of Britt Jurgensen, Mary Pearson and Ben Phillips put together a very entertaining nugget of theatre when portraying the story of Radio 4 presenter Marvin Williams’s round-the-world trip in search of his waggish brother. On a fluid and multi-functional stage space, this quirky journey was effortlessly well conducted, making best use of the chair, table on wheels and portable costume rail that they had as their main props. Lighting and sound struck the perfect balance between the noticeably innovative and the judiciously subtle. 

Phillips, as both Marvin and his brother Jonathan, gave a barnstormingly good performance – well-spoken, shy and deeply sympathetic as Marvin, complete with ubiquitous Dictaphone for his interminable audio diaries, raffish and sexy as the would-be hellraiser Jonathan. Pearson, meanwhile, gave a sensationally sweet and beautiful performance in her primary role, as the frustrated BBC archivist who yearns for Marvin in the most deliciously cringing display of low self-esteem I’ve seen in a long time, blooming into a myriad of other roles including an ultra-male café owner in the States and a lavishly bisexual New York artist while Jurgensen passed through a similar panoply of parts from the Marvin’s hilariously paranoid German neighbour to the serpentine, Dietrich-esque fearsomeness of the New York artist’s lover and a rather entertaining nun for good measure.

This was a delightful piece, of just over an hour’s length, which combined superlative storytelling with quirky characterisation and spectacularly fluid movement in a delicate pastry parcel of vulnerable comedy, putting the Lecoq training of the three performers to best use. My only criticism is that the story ended desperately abruptly, with a degree of resolution that did not go far enough. I could have happily watched another thirty minutes. 

This is one to look out for, so search for them, wherever you can, and let there be no excuses for missing out if they’re in your area.

