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Dmms C?mstopher left, Jo}m H. Fields, center, Chmtopher Mzchael Moore right, in “Slab Bays.”

mmﬂ!ups, but not about their miss-

1§g stereos. Here the looters are the
' Jﬁg‘t»&noved in couple next door
Lansing and Theresa Karan-
. ik), who somehow have a key to
e young woman’s apartment.

gnplex aren’t half as flimsy as
tton’s plot. The Back Alley cast
negotiates its complications with
touching loyalty, particularly John
Gallogly as the wimp who sleeps on
the heroine’s sofa. Allan Miller was
the director, replacing Ron Leib-

man, who must have seen the

handwriting on the wall.

“Slab Boys" is a much stronger
play. If only director Bill Castellino
hadn't instructed his players to
‘barge through it, like a Bowery
Boys farce! True, its characters
take pride in behaving like the
Bowery Boys. But there’s a lot
. more at risk for them than that, and

'ﬁhey know it.
Their job is to grind Spemal dyes
%r the des:gners in a big Glasgow
carpet factory,
that could feasﬁ
: -t{the lads will buclﬂe_dgm

LR St

’}fgw" Don't ask. The walls in this -

boring process
something bigger '
i pany does pleasmg wor —Di

He's got art school ahead of him,

he thinks, He’s wrong. This is a
play about testmg the limits of your

world and paying for it. It is not just

§ bundle of sight gags. To be fair,

it’s not literally handled that way
at the Back Alley. But the actors

- aren’t given time to develop what's

going on under the skylarking. _
Nor, despite Chris Idoine’s plau-

sible set, do we have a sense of the
- factory as a place where some quite

serious work goes on—for all the
talk that “we're all crazy here.”
John H. Fields as the foreman

'hterally does come on'as crazy,

with a mania for saluting and
clicking his heels. A trace of this
would be enough to establish him

as a man who never got over being:

in the army.
Nor is it necessary for Catherine

' Harper, as the office sexpot, to

constantly throw her chest around
like the bumper of a '57 Cadillac—
we get the point, already. But don’t
blame the actors. They're no more

responsible for these excesses than

is the cast of “Thin Walls” for the

- dreadfulness of its writing. It's a
director’s choice, and it ought tabe

restudied.
‘Even barging

Moore as his generous best buddy. '
Michael Covert, as a boy whose

social connections will have him
out of the slab room by lunch;
James LeGros as a boy who can
expect to be there until he’s 80.
Zelda Rubinstein makes an :mpres-
sion, too, as the lady who comes in
with the tea cart. “Slab Boys” has
no trouble being bold and vivid.
What it needs now is more pastel
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