od WdSS:ZT ZEEZ “-dd £F

T pE2) TRL TETE

M 3AMoH-A

HLI=s3kEH 38 183HL DTl dA ]

Lyrlc Theatre Hammeramith Saurce; The Times
Late: Thursday 4, April 2002 e
mage el Durrants
Circulation: ABC 720383 Daily o
Ad Ratas: page rate £23,500.00
N see rata £57.00
) Tel: 020 7782 5000
Hammersmith Lyric Theatre
Pacaiofl
cCircus quaint sumplicity. T saw it lsn't conventional stoffl ei-
more than once, and recall ther. After all, here's an
The Junebug tiﬁ_htmpe—walking a few feet ' evening in which a singer's
Sym Dhﬂﬂy off the ground and tricks, oot  skirts suddenly open to reveaf
‘ , with clephants and ligers, but 2 mpan playing a harmionium
Lzrm, Hammersmith with gecse and ducks, Thiér  inside and a clavinettist he-
| 4 % % & o | rée and Chaplin provided the  hind her, It has a madcap
............................................ hints: you did the imagining. quality lacking in, say, the
Their son’s circus is more Cirgue du Soleil’s grandiose
IT"S THE sort of night with  sophisticated. Indeed, I'd rec-  fantasies,
which you'll probably be all ommend it almost more to Can you accuse it of suc-
too famiiar. adulty than to children, Buf it  cumbing to circus’s indusfrial
The bed fits until vou're certainly hasn't sacrificed disease, cuteness? No, even
hanging sideways off it. A freshness and fun. Thidrrée  an elaborate scene involving
hand appeéars from nowhere plunges you into a world a comical door with no cléar
and scratches you, Your arins  where the ground may slart  oulside or inside has its ag-
and feet fall off and get swept  going backwards, you have to  gressive biffon-the-nose mo-
beneath the bed. Your pillow  triple-somersanlt to get into  ments, |
disappears, then gets stuck fo  an armchair, your mirror im- And the Iast and best epi-
your face. Smoke covers you  age picks a fight with you, a  sode starls with what appears
and the bed, Sleeplessness be-  hairy Stone Age man materi- to be a banquet for a spoof
comes restlessaess becomes a2 alises in a sedate 18th-centy- Mona Lisa and a parody
dream in which everything rypainting, a1920s flapperbe- Laughing Cavalier and ends
from gravity to biology goes ' comes a porcupine, and, with the butler turned into a
alarmingly askew, whenever you open your blend of samurai and rhino, a
It's also the opening to The  wardrobe, vou hear music 56 warrior who greels  his
Junebag Symphony, a sarreal  louwd it sends you spinning cra-  clawed engmy with forks,
circus staged and largely per- * zily round the room, trays and spoons and is un-
formed by James Thiérrée, As in old-style civcuses  daunied by the peacock-feath-
who started his careerasatot  there's a hit of contortionism  er arrows whizzing down
in Le Cirque Imaginaire. That  and a little krapeze; but since  from the wings. If only all my
was the creation of his par- Raphaelle Boitel, who is nighttnares were as imagina-
ents, Jean-Baptiste Thiérrée mainly in control of this side  tive as this, I'd be happy to
and Victoria Chaplin — Char-  of things, is a sort of human  have one every night. .
he's daughter since you ask  snake who gets intimately in- Benedict Nightingale
-— and was notable for a2  volved with a chandelier, this O Lyric, Wé: 020-8741 2317
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