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When the title of the show has two names in it and the cast list consists of just one man, it's clear 
from the off it's going to be a challenge. Mark Stratford's adaptation of Robert Louis Stevenson's The 
Strange Case of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde is a deeply ambitious but ultimately successful take on a 
classic. Stratford not only plays the two split personalities of our protagonist, but takes on a number 
of supporting background roles. 
 
As Stratford enters, dressed well as a Victorian gentleman, he introduces the seemingly unnecessary 
pretence of a courtroom with us as the audience for an examination into the "Strange Case" which 
has just concluded. The first character is the Scotland Yard Inspector who, presumably, oversaw the 
case. The atmosphere here is a serious, if incredulous, copper-wot-'as-seen-it-all discussing in wicked 
detail the unearthly nature of the crimes ahead of us.  
 
After this initial scene-setting, we are taken through a narrative very close to Stevenson's original 
novella by Mr Utterson, a close friend of the central character, Dr Jekyll. Stratford has clearly spent a 
lot of time on this spoken Victorian gentleman, as his precise way of speaking on the subject of 
criminality is well-crafted (think Ichabod Crane). As the story unfolds, we begin to see moments of 
Mr Hyde, and from here on in we are well and truly hooked. 
 
Various methods have been used in the tellings and re-tellings of Stevenson's story, but ones where 
the actor himself is required to undergo a transformation are usually too transparent, and require 
too much of a pantomime of a change of a hat, or hairstyle, or similar. Stratford's transformation, by 
blessed contrast is purely a physical one, and is done extremely well, with aid from a subtle but 
significant change in lighting which emphasises even the different face that appears when the purely 
malevolent, wholly savage Hyde comes out of hiding. The hunched body, difference in gait, the 
spitting, are all wonderfully gruesome techniques used by director Jo Emery to bring out the 
carnality of the beast. 
 
It is interesting to see the story so well strung out, where the full detail of the identity and 
personality of Mr Hyde are kept hidden for so long. This allows our imagination to fill in the gaps, 
much like a ghost tour, keeping us wanting more detail as well as building tension like a classic 
Gothic horror. It is worth mentioning that it does not overflow, and the fact that the entire story is 
told in the past tense as a recollection keeps the visceral aspect that bit more distant, so unless you 
are front and centre (in the splash zone as it were) you are unlikely to be truly terrified by the 
monster. 
 
As the play moves towards its conclusion, we see the Inspector again taking us through the various 
other pieces of evidence surrounding the case. The Inspector character might seem somewhat over-
egged as being puffed-up and almost comical, but the respite from the grisly detail is important as it 
breaks up the story, as well as giving us a reprieve from the over-articulating Utterson. 
 
The final conclusion is revealed to be the contents of the final confession of Dr Jekyll (which to be 
honest, recounts the whole story again from the perspective of the one on the inside of events, a 
classic crime-drama technique equivalent to gathering the suspects in the dining car after the 
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murder on the Orient Express). We are now told the motivations for everything through the voice of 
Jekyll, including the central idea that morality may be distilled from a person, leaving only the good 
parts, but of course, leaving the licentious elements to fester, force their way through, and live out 
the baser desires in their own persona. 
 
True to the book, although unsatisfying, we are never given the full gory detail of the "lustful" 
pleasures. Perhaps this is better left unsaid, but now that Victorian propriety is no longer a confine 
of the piece, the opportunity is there to add at least a few hints. 
 
This is a very well-told rendition, faithful to Stevenson and leaves us pondering the questions raised 
about inner amoral feelings and how to control them. Attempting to purge or repress them does not 
destroy them, but is destroying them completely really better? 
 


