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By Ro,bert Crew Toronto Star

Doing the rounds of'Toronto's fringe
theatres is something akin to being an old-
time prospector. You plod through the
steamy (concrete) jungle to pan for gold,
roccasionaily running into strange, wild-
bearded natives. There are hours of frustra-
.tion, even boredom, but one day you may
hit the Comstock Lode.

finally struck it rich the other night at
Theatre Centre at 666 King St. W. - a

place that, perhaps
nently marked on

unfairly, is not promi-
most treasure m

Here, Thieves' Theatre is presenting
Player byWhore And.The Bit Tom

Eyen, author of Women Behind Bars and
the current Broadway hit Dreamgirls.

The White Whore is a remarkable playl
Fool's gold

in the right way, testing
what can beand the limits of

done on stage.
A woman is ln the process of hanging her-

at a mentalself from cross tn her room
In the 0 seconds t takes her

die, she relives key ,

series of flashbacks. on
and

cal, nuclear -of events.
na- moral flabbines.s is
the Gottlieb the central figure in

nun/bit-part player. The businessman,
To tackle this concept (not

dramatic terms
entirely to stay in

new one) in
enough. But

ls ambitious the attic measure.
The hour of bike-worship has one amusing

line, one cute sight-gag and one pieasant
song. The rest is tedious self-indulgence.

Eyen seems to be saying more:
Links of this woman as a whore,

man fi
world th tert' and

broad-ni;
wants to be seen as a

while she imagines herself as nun{ike. How man with a well honed sense
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