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Well	  after	  getting	  off	  the	  plane	  flying	  for	  24	  hours	  I	  really	  didn’t	  know	  how	  coherent	  I	  would	  be	  for	  the	  

first	  play.	  But	  considering	  that	  in	  the	  case	  of	  dozing	  off	  during	  Once	  Bitten	  could	  have	  resulted	  in	  not	  

having	  my	  wits	  about	  me	  enough	  to	  know	  when	  to	  move	  out	  of	  the	  way	  of	  the	  actors,	  being	  wide	  awake	  

was	  really	  the	  only	  option.	  I	  thoroughly	  enjoyed	  this	  unexpected	  audience	  participation	  as	  I	  felt	  it	  wove	  

the	  audience	  into	  the	  brisk	  pace	  necessary	  for	  the	  farce.	  However	  that	  ran	  two	  risks,	  one	  being	  that	  the	  

audience	  participation	  may	  have	  just	  been	  inevitable	  due	  to	  the	  layout	  of	  the	  theater	  and	  had	  I	  not	  been	  

sitting	  in	  an	  area	  where	  I	  ran	  the	  risk	  of	  an	  actor	  running	  into	  me,	  the	  brisk	  nature	  may	  have	  been	  lost	  as	  

the	  length	  of	  time	  given	  to	  walk	  through	  the	  unnatural	  doors	  would	  have	  probably	  been	  two	  seconds	  



In	  general	  the	  normal	  devices	  for	  the	  farce	  were	  all	  present	  in	  some	  way	  shape	  or	  form,	  but	  the	  

utilization	  of	  them	  wasn’t	  to	  the	  fullest	  extent	  and	  the	  play	  had	  a	  rather	  mechanical	  feel	  with	  a	  long	  

build-‐up	  rather	  than	  a	  laugh-‐a-‐minute	  consistent	  flow	  where	  the	  story	  can’t	  help	  but	  unfold	  in	  front	  of	  

the	  audience	  as	  opposed	  to	  slowly	  having	  one	  event	  create	  the	  next,	  letting	  the	  audience	  catch	  up	  too	  

often	  to	  the	  point	  where	  a	  lot	  of	  good	  “yuks”	  are	  lost.	  	  

By	  the	  end	  of	  the	  play	  I	  was	  absolutely	  more	  exhausted	  than	  when	  I	  began	  watching	  which	  is	  always	  a	  

good	  sign	  of	  how	  thoroughly	  engaged	  I	  was	  throughout	  the	  entire	  play	  and	  I	  really	  enjoyed	  the	  talk	  back	  

session	  with	  the	  actors	  and	  director	  afterwards.	  It	  gave	  me	  a	  better	  sense	  of	  what	  they	  thought	  of	  the	  
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we	  can	  with	  each	  day	  god	  has	  given	  us	  when	  we’re	  really	  just	  living	  vicariously	  through	  the	  next	  

generation	  hoping	  they	  can	  achieve	  that	  dream	  that	  we	  were	  unable	  to	  attain	  in	  our	  youth.	  But	  then	  it’s	  

just	  a	  vicious	  cycle	  of	  masochism	  if	  we	  never	  admit	  to	  ourselves	  that	  this	  ideal	  is	  simply	  unrealistic	  and	  

that	  we	  have	  to	  create	  our	  own	  dreams	  instead	  of	  trying	  to	  live	  someone	  else’s	  or	  forcing	  our	  dreams	  on	  



too	  fragile	  to	  live	  life.	  The	  emphatic	  scream	  from	  Laura	  just	  plays	  into	  the	  raw	  reality	  that	  this	  

production	  really	  tried	  to	  get	  across.	  It	  is	  pain,	  it	  is	  exaltation,	  and	  it	  is	  release	  all	  at	  once.	  	  

It’s	  a	  small	  world	  in	  St.	  Louis,	  smaller	  than	  you’d	  think.	  This	  production	  played	  on	  that	  perfectly,	  

especially	  with	  this	  space.	  It	  really	  is	  a	  little	  corner	  of	  the	  world	  where	  no	  matter	  how	  much	  you	  run	  you	  

come	  funneling	  right	  back	  into	  the	  same	  mad	  routine,	  seeing	  the	  same	  faces,	  having	  the	  same	  

experiences	  where	  the	  only	  growth	  is	  in	  your	  frustration	  and	  longing	  to	  break	  from	  the	  norm.	  	  
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Now	  this	  had	  the	  advantage	  of	  many	  doors	  facilitating	  in	  the	  fast-‐paced	  hilarity	  of	  a	  great	  farce.	  A	  Flea	  in	  

Her	  Ear	  was	  a	  gem	  I	  felt	  despite	  the	  lack	  of	  its	  main	  actor	  Tom	  Hollander.	  I	  felt	  as	  though	  if	  I	  were	  to	  hold	  

onto	  what	  the	  play	  could	  be	  like	  if	  he	  were	  in	  it	  would	  only	  leave	  me	  sitting	  there	  the	  entire	  play	  with	  a	  

bitter	  taste	  in	  my	  mouth	  and	  then	  I	  would	  not	  be	  able	  to	  enjoy	  it.	  So	  rather	  than	  have	  anything	  spoil	  this	  

wonderful	  opportunity	  to	  see	  a	  brilliant	  farce,	  I	  sat	  and	  waited	  to	  see	  comic	  genius	  unfold.	  The	  timing	  

was	  needless	  to	  say	  impeccable	  throughout	  this	  production.	  I	  don’t	  think	  there	  was	  a	  point	  in	  the	  play	  

where	  the	  timing	  was	  more	  poignant	  than	  when	  Carolos	  Homenides	  de	  Histangua	  covered	  up	  the	  

knocking	  from	  the	  other	  side	  of	  the	  door	  with	  a	  few	  quick	  Spanish-‐dancing	  footsteps.	  It	  was	  brilliant.	  

Raymonde	  Chandebise	  was	  the	  perfect	  wife	  with	  too	  little	  to	  do	  and	  too	  great	  an	  imagination	  and	  I	  

particularly	  enjoyed	  the	  airy	  manner	  in	  which	  she	  was	  portrayed.	  It	  seemed	  as	  though	  at	  any	  moment	  

she	  would	  be	  swayed	  in	  any	  direction	  by	  any	  gust	  of	  wind	  that	  may	  happen	  to	  tilt	  her	  light-‐headed	  way	  

another	  direction.	  By	  that	  I	  mean	  to	  say	  that	  her	  imagination	  was	  so	  strong	  and	  her	  logic	  so	  off	  balance,	  

it	  never	  took	  much	  for	  her	  to	  be	  flustered	  and	  create	  more	  trouble	  for	  herself	  because	  she	  always	  had	  

something	  nagging	  at	  her	  imagination,	  like	  a	  flea	  in	  her	  ear,	  or	  rather	  a	  flea	  in	  her	  bonnet.	  As	  we	  

discussed	  in	  lecture	  it	  was	  most	  certainly	  a	  play	  about	  borders:	  most	  obviously	  the	  borders	  between	  

Germany	  and	  Spain	  exemplified	  by	  Carlos	  and	  the	  German	  guest	  at	  the	  hotel	  of	  Coq	  d’Or.	  But	  borders	  

were	  also	  obvious	  between	  classes	  like	  the	  upper	  class	  status	  of	  Victor	  Emmanuel	  Chandebise	  vs.	  Poche	  

and	  how	  the	  confusion	  between	  them	  very	  nearly	  killed	  the	  both	  of	  them.	  Borders	  were	  breached	  in	  age	  

as	  the	  maid	  sought	  out	  an	  affair	  with	  the	  young	  Frenchman	  Camille	  and	  then	  with	  the	  German	  hotel	  

guest	  (that	  one	  was	  not	  s



be	  between	  them,	  especially	  when	  it	  is	  one	  that	  is	  so	  great.	  Also,	  with	  the	  borders	  created	  by	  the	  

sanctity	  of	  marriage	  that	  Mr.	  Tournel	  tried	  to	  breach	  of	  Raymonde	  at	  nearly	  every	  turn.	  Now	  when	  I	  say	  

every	  turn,	  I	  quite	  mean	  every	  turn	  especially	  in	  the	  literal	  manner	  it	  was	  taken	  with	  in	  the	  second	  half	  

of	  the	  play	  where	  we	  enter	  the	  lavish	  world	  of	  the	  Hotel	  Coq	  d’Or	  and	  a	  good	  chunk	  of	  the	  mess,	  

trouble,	  and	  hilarity	  come	  from	  a	  brilliantly	  mechanized	  bed	  that	  will	  turn	  out	  of	  one	  hotel	  room	  and	  

into	  another	  with	  a	  touch	  of	  a	  most	  obtuse	  button	  that	  would	  seem	  evident,	  cheesy	  and	  vulgar	  to	  

anyone	  except	  of	  course	  Mr.	  Tournel.	  He	  especially	  enjoys	  the	  rather	  bachelor-‐bad,	  Vegas	  nights	  look	  

the	  room	  takes	  on	  and	  it’s	  a	  good	  thing	  too	  because	  he	  finds	  himself	  growing	  quite	  accustomed	  to	  

crossing	  the	  border	  between	  the	  insanely	  vengeful	  Carlos	  with	  a	  gun	  to	  the	  homeless	  man	  in	  the	  other	  

room	  via	  this	  magical	  bed.	  	  

	   What	  was	  obvious	  in	  this	  farce	  was	  that	  it	  was	  very	  much	  about	  the	  mechanics	  of	  a	  farce.	  

Between	  the	  excessive	  use	  of	  doors,	  the	  ridiculously	  mechanized	  bed	  and	  the	  nearly	  overuse	  of	  having	  

the	  whole	  entourage	  react	  in	  the	  same	  way	  at	  the	  same	  time	  at	  the	  end	  of	  the	  play,	  it	  seemed	  to	  rely	  so	  

heavily	  on	  it	  that	  I	  was	  unfortunately	  not	  able	  to	  completely	  understand	  the	  nature	  of	  the	  characters.	  

Now	  this	  juxtapose	  to	  Once	  Bitten	  just	  seemed	  to	  be	  the	  polar	  opposite.	  What	  Once	  Bitten	  lacked,	  A	  

Flea	  in	  her	  Ear	  overcompensated	  for.	  	  	  
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% This	  production	  of	  Hamlet	  was	  one	  that	  really	  played	  with	  all	  the	  normal	  facets	  of	  the	  play.	  It	  

even	  played	  with	  the	  very	  special	  rounded	  stage	  on	  which	  it	  was	  placed.	  Part	  of	  the	  stage	  had	  to	  stick	  

out	  into	  the	  audience	  and	  some	  chairs	  had	  to	  be	  removed	  in	  order	  for	  the	  normal	  squared	  off	  set	  to	  fit	  

within	  the	  rounded	  off	  stage.	  I	  enjoyed	  the	  choleric	  portrayal	  of	  Hamlet	  that	  ran	  throughout	  the	  play	  all	  



	   I	  also	  enjoyed	  the	  theme	  of	  the	  press	  and	  the	  FBI	  that	  ran	  throughout,	  especially	  the	  point	  

where	  Ophelia’s	  suicide	  appeared	  to	  be	  a	  cover-‐up	  on	  the	  part	  of	  Hamlet’s	  mother.	  I	  appreciated	  it	  

because	  Gertrude’s	  monologue	  there	  always	  seemed	  too	  lavish	  and	  beautiful	  to	  be	  real,	  almost	  as	  if	  she	  

was	  covering	  something	  up.	  Who	  would	  go	  to	  that	  much	  trouble	  to	  describe	  a	  suicide	  if	  it	  were	  truly	  a	  

suicide?	  	  

	   Though	  my	  interpretation	  of	  this	  production	  is	  not	  particularly	  as	  thorough	  as	  others,	  I	  have	  

nothing	  but	  respect	  for	  this	  unique,	  modern	  portrayal	  of	  Hamlet	  which	  doesn’t	  always	  happen	  when	  

modernity	  is	  woven	  into	  Shakespeare.	  	  
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I’d	  never	  really	  experienced	  this	  unique	  of	  a	  type	  of	  storytelling.	  In	  the	  program,	  there	  is	  an	  entire	  map	  

of	  the	  places	  we	  as	  the	  audience	  visit	  along	  the	  entirety	  of	  the	  play.	  We	  travel	  all	  over	  Edinburgh	  and	  yet	  

we	  never	  physically	  leave	  the	  Bedroom	  with	  all	  sorts	  of	  particles	  of	  life	  lying	  about	  a	  four-‐poster	  bed.	  

This	  is	  where	  we	  start	  and	  end	  because	  this	  is	  the	  universe	  of	  this	  play	  and	  like	  the	  earth	  itself,	  if	  we	  

follow	  it	  long	  enough,	  the	  story	  that	  is,	  we’ll	  end	  up	  exactly	  where	  we	  were.	  It’s	  this	  very	  matter-‐of-‐fact	  

way	  of	  talking	  about	  love	  and	  the	  adventures	  life	  will	  take	  you	  on	  if	  you	  let	  it	  that	  made	  this	  play	  so	  

refreshing.	  There	  was	  virtually	  no	  predictability.	  One	  might	  be	  able	  to	  argue	  that	  the	  story	  ends	  on	  a	  

happy	  note,	  as	  any	  romantic	  comedy	  would.	  However,	  we	  really	  aren’t	  left	  with	  a	  satisfied	  feeling.	  Sure	  

‘Change	  is	  Possible’	  and	  all	  the	  sudden	  she	  decides	  to	  take	  him	  away	  for	  a	  few	  days,	  but	  there	  are	  no	  

promises	  of	  love	  or	  happiness	  made.	  A	  chance	  to	  escape,	  but	  no	  romantic	  get-‐away	  is	  in	  order.	  These	  

two	  are	  not	  sailing	  off	  into	  the	  sunset.	  I	  believe	  I’ve	  phrased	  it	  in	  every	  way	  possible	  now.	  The	  point	  

being	  that	  it’s	  meant	  to	  leave	  us	  with	  the	  uncertainty	  of	  love	  and	  life.	  The	  point	  is	  to	  just	  go	  with	  it.	  You	  

don’t	  have	  to	  be	  stuck	  in	  a	  rut,	  you	  can	  choose	  to	  change,	  to	  live	  with	  life,	  and	  not	  just	  jog	  beside	  it.	  	  

Beyond	  this,	  one	  of	  my	  favorite	  themes	  came	  into	  play	  in	  three	  beautifully	  different	  ways.	  The	  rhythm	  of	  

the	  comedic	  timing,	  the	  rhythm	  of	  the	  Edinburgh	  accents,	  and	  the	  rhythm	  of	  the	  musical	  interludes	  that	  

sewed	  everything	  together	  were	  such	  that	  I	  was	  lulled	  into	  a	  glorious	  state	  of	  side-‐splitting	  enjoyment	  

and	  loved	  every	  minute	  of	  it.	  The	  audience	  participation	  didn’t	  feel	  as	  though	  the	  two	  actors	  were	  

forcing	  us	  to	  enjoy	  their	  play,	  but	  rather	  saying,	  ‘we’re	  having	  so	  much	  fun	  up	  here,	  please,	  come	  share	  

it	  with	  us.’	  The	  timing	  of	  the	  costume	  changes	  matching	  the	  speed	  of	  the	  speech	  and	  playing	  with	  the	  

rhythm	  of	  the	  entire	  play,	  either	  increasing	  or	  decreasing	  it	  unfortunately	  made	  it	  very	  apparent	  when	  




