
 
 
She Stoops to Conquer review – foolish, foppish fun 
Viaduct, Halifax 
This 1773 comedy about mistaken identity is over the top but its preposterous 
humour is delightful 
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Playing for laughs … Northern Broadsides perform She Stoops to 
Conquer.Photograph: Nobby Clark 
This Northern Broadsides revival of Oliver Goldsmith’s 1773 comedy of 
mistaken identity may not be subtle, but it is spirited. The ludicrous 
misunderstandings of a plot in which London gentleman Marlow (Oliver 
Gomm) is led to falsely believe that the house of his prospective father-
in-law, Hardcastle (Howard Chadwick), is a country inn, are delightfully 
preposterous. They are made more so by the revelation that Marlow 
becomes tongued-tied when faced with a high-born lady and prefers the 
company of servant girls. It is a cue for his prospective bride, the 
resourceful Kate Hardcastle, to pass herself off as a serving wench. 
Relocating the action from the West Country to rural Yorkshire does no 
harm at all: it ups the comic stakes by playing on northern stereotypes. 
Director Conrad Nelson has boisterous fun with gormless servants and 
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snooty, self-entitled London attitudes. This is a revival always played for 
laughs rather than offering any critique of class or society. 

In the acting stakes, Yorkshire comes off far better than London, with 
Gilly Tompkins a pleasure as the grasping and aspirational Mrs 
Hardcastle, a woman who seems to have failed to notice that she has a 
cloud of ginger candyfloss on her head. Tompkins makes her both 
ghastly and lovable at the same time. 

Hannah Edwards’s Kate has an unforced intelligence and wit, while 
Lauryn Redding’s Miss Neville displays a down-to-earth charm and a 
highly developed sense of fun, particularly when warring or allying 
herself with her foolish, foppish cousin. Jon Trenchard’s leopardskin 
clad, raspberry-blowing Tony Lumpkin, who plays the piano 
like Liberace and plots like Rasputin, sums up a production that 
sometimes over-eggs the pudding, but then delivers like a well-placed 
whoopee cushion. 
• Dukes theatre, Lancaster, until 13 September. Box office: 01524 598 
500. Then touring until 13 December. 

 

http://www.theguardian.com/music/musicblog/2013/jun/07/liberace-10-things-to-know
http://www.northern-broadsides.co.uk/

