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12.28.2001, 3:00pm 
Star Quality (Noel Coward, 1966) Dir. 
Christopher Luscombe Apollo Theatre 

A fairly interesting play, especially with respect to Coward's treatment of the disparity between the world 
of the actor and the play and the author of the play. Brian, although he's fumbling and uncertain in the world of 
Ray, Lorraine, and company, is the creator of the world in which Ray and Lorraine must involve themselves - and 
they are uneasy in his presence, as Lorraine repeatedly tells him. Coward suggests the existence of some sort of 
barrier that lies between the playwright and those who interpret his writing: there is general approval of Brian's 
work as being that of a great writer on the verge of public acclaim (although there is the concern that he may have 
lifted passages from a play he insists he's never seen before), but the company cast to perform it fidgets through a 
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perhaps a more distilled version of what it is in `real life.' Lorraine and the other 
actresses, especially poor Marion ("the egoist's dream"), are all subject to a world 
ruled almost exclusively by men,, men who take a jaded view of the female race in 
general. Brian initially takes Ray's disgust with Lorraine to mean that he doesn't like 
women, but Ray's assistant hastens to assure him that "nobody can like the theatre 
without loving women": their temperamental flights, peevishness, and capacity for 
putting on a show - all under the direction of men - is what makes the theatre so 
great. There is an exclusiveness to this liking though, one defined by the parameters 
of homosocial bonding: men form one component and women another. This is perhaps 
increased by the strong homosexual component of the relationship between Ray and his 
assistant, and the frequent passes the assistant makes at Brian. "We like women," Ray 
tells Brian, "just not in that way." 

With such a towering distinction made between the authoritativedirector mentality 
of men and the hyper-hormonal rantings of their female charges, Brian has a 
considerable hurdle to clear in voicing what he believes to be a better assessment of 
Lorraine's abilities or value than Ray has been able to propound. He does )however, just 
as a back curtain on the stage rises and Lorraine can be 
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to this resolution at the same time they devote themselves to self-
flagellation. 

Frayn's imaginative handling of perspective makes this possible. By 
staging the backstage of the play, he allows the audience to see what goes on behind the 
scenes, a somewhat illicit glimpse into what (to the fictional audience of OAPs) may 
initially seem to be a seamless, well-rehearsed production. Yet as the act wears on, 
with Fred becoming increasingly furious over what he sees as Gerry's involvement with 
Dotty and Poppy and Brooke at each other's throats competing for Lloyd's attentions, the 
audience (that is, us) sees things slowly begin to unravel into one disastrous sequence 
after another. The actors struggle on, desperately trying to avoid embarrassment, 
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group of actors and actresses. Throughout the program, the author is very careful to 
avoid mention of plot, preferring to focus on defying Freud's own assertion that 
"sometimes a cigar is just a cigar." I think my favorite part of the program-within-a-
program was the caption for one of the two sardine 
pictures: 
 

The common sardine. Britons eat an average of 13.8 million pounds of sardines 
daily. The word is derived from the French, sardine. 

 
In mixing painfully obvious commentary with the pomposity of self-important critics, 
Frayn not so much comments on his own work as he comments on the human insistence upon 
making more out of something than there should strictly be. Noises Off functions well as 
a Wittgensteinian - or as Frayn suggests, Freudian - play in its use of frantic 
coverings-up and fanatical adherence to the idea of a tiny worldview, the brain's own 
form of self-limitation, as described within the limits of Nothing On. 
 
12.30.2001, 3:00pm The 
Lion King (1997) Dir.  
Jul ie  Taymor Lyceum 
Theatre 
 

The first thing that caught me about The Lion King was, as I'm sure many people 
would say, the spectacle of it. I sat along the aisle in the third row and got to have a 
huge puppeteer-operated rhinoceros, beautifully swooping birds, and other creatures pass 
right by me. The diversity of animals represented pa0137no3.4( )]Tog33t-13g33t-13g-13.3(f)-13.3( )]TJdfine
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At times I found myself wondering if Mamet wasn't channeling George Bernard 
Shaw when he was writing Boston Marriage. There were moments of repartee and sly 
remarks that reminded me of Shaw's cutting, dry Victorian 
style humor, with hints of misogyny a la Pygmalion. At the conclusion of that play, 
Shaw lays out all the reasons why Eliza and Higgins become friends but never marry. At 
the conclusion of Boston Marriage, I got the impression that Mamet was laying out his 
reasons as to why Anna and Claire stay together: like Shaw, it is a matter of realism. 
Shaw contends that Eliza marrying Higgins would be unrealistic; Mamet suggests that Anna 
and Claire have to stay together by virtue of the fact that each is wholly dependent 
upon the other. 

It was a pity, therefore, that Zoe Wannamaker and Anna Chancellor didn't seem to 
be wholly dependent on each other. As other students pointed out, there wasn't much 
chemistry between two otherwise terrific actresses. I've seen Anna Chancellor in the 

BBC's production of Pride and Prejudice and Four Weddings and a Funeral, and in both 
movies she played the inferior (and scheming) competitor to Jennifer Ehle's and Andie 
MacDowell. It was a bit of a change, then, seeing her being so actively involved in a 
relationship, notwithstanding the fact that this relationship is somewhat strange. 
There was an element of distance between her and Wannamaker that was distracting at 
times, something that played up the Victorian artificiality of Mamet's setting. 

The sense of artificiality comes, I think, from the fact that we as audience are 
staring into the private space of Anna's living room where two highly educated women 
are frantically piling allusion on top of allusion in a game of intellectual one-
upmanship. The only person to hear them is Catherine the maid, who counts as a 
nonentity in Anna's book. Whether they be Claire's swift one-line interjections or 
Anna's discursive sermon-like wailings ("I am become as a sounding brass!"), their 
conversations all have an air of rehearsed lines, rather than being truly spontaneous. 
It seemed at times that Claire and Anna were playing out an old game, one in which they 
jockey for position against the other and try to wheedle favors out of the opposing 
party 

Both of them are, however, bound together inextricably in this relationship, much 
like Frayn's hapless company of actors in their mutual commitment to get their play 
produced. Claire and Anna struggle to preserve their dignity and Anna's status with her 
protector by concocting an elaborate fortune-telling scheme in which the Protector has 
given Anna this brooch as a means to divine his wife's future. Like the increasingly 
bizarre and ineffectual efforts of the company, Anna's plot seems doomed to fail before 
it can even begin, a desperate attempt to cover her embarrassment and preserve her 
reputation. The farce is made clear as Catherine appears onstage and begins to wail and 
dance about to a vaguely Oriental tempo - a touch by Ms. Lloyd that I absolutely loved. 
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Henry and Good, the above actors performed much more strongly in either King John or 
Hamlet, as the case was. The supporting and comic roles, especially those of Feste, 
Sir Belch, and Malvolio, were the only things that kept me going through this 
production. Henry was brilliant as the austere and inadvertently amusing Malvolio and 
Hadfield 
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down onto an especially bare world upon which these people are moving, thrown into 
stark relief by the emptiness of their surroundings. 

This emptiness didn't possess the `vacuum' qualities of Twelfth Night's staging, 
though. On the contrary, the simple set pieces (leather seats, the wheeled tables, 
simple and mobile furnishings) made me concentrate more on the acting - or maybe the 
acting was so brilliant that a huge, lavish set would have gotten in the way (or maybe 
the set designer could have put an elephant onstage and it wouldn't have mattered). At 
any rate, I could easily picture the various milieus - a gentleman's club or private 
den in the first scene, the receiving hall of Portia's house, the streets of Venice, 
and so on. The stage's smallness, the closer and more intimate atmosphere, didn't allow 
the power of the play to `disperse' as it were - there was always an element of engagement. 

Not, I think, that the play's power could have dispersed in the hands of such a 
phenomenally talented cast - after Merchant, I could definitely see why the RSC is such a 
respected company. Ian Bartholomew's Shylock was absolutely poisoned with hatred for 
Antonio, desperate for vengeance against him but with a strange devoted streak for his 
miserable daughter Jessica. Ian Geldar's Antonio mixed contempt for Shylock with his 
genuine friendship and solicitation of Bassanio and his pals. The general camaraderie 
amongst the cast - in particular, the male cast - was one of them being `a good old 
boy's club', looking out for each other, congratulating each other on sexual conquests (real, 
imagined, or upcoming), and supporting each other in their baiting of Shylock, who is 
blatantly and unashamedly Jewish (Ingram's interpolation of Jewish liturgy into Shylock's 
speeches was a wonderful touch.) 

The conflicts that play out between the Christian band and Shylock's lone, defiant 
self were for me the centerpiece of the play, culminating in that one horrifying moment. 
Given this, I found the ending particularly disturbing in its implication of audience 
response and Christian hypocrisy as embodied by Portia/Balthasar and the Duke. When the Duke 
declares that Shylock must convert to Christianity in order to receive his pardon, I was 

shocked that the audience actually laughed. This was something I could imagine an 
Elizabethan audience doing, but a 21st-century - and supposedly less biased - one? For 
me, that was the most wrenching part of the postattempted-murder plot: to abandon one's faith 
under threat of life doesn't seem to be a laughing matter to me. Surely Shylock's enraged, 
despairing offstage howl is a testament to that. 

Furthermore, Shakespeare uncomfortably complicates the matter of mercy and how it 
should be disposed, under what circumstances - and in which cases justice should be applied 
instead (or when justice can become perverted). Portia pleads with Shylock to spare Antonio, 
and Shylock fanatically insists upon claiming his `bond' of the merchant's flesh. Very well - 
but then Portia springs upon Shylock the letter of the law, forbidding him to take one drop 
of Christian blood on pain of forfeiting property and life. Already the law is of 
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essentially pre-determined within their own personalities and proclivities. The 
swaggering arrogance of Morocco and Aragon virtually guarantees that they will choose 
the incorrect caskets and be rewarded accordingly; only Bassanio, who is willing 'to 
hazard all he has' can choose correctly, being much more aware of risk in the hope of 
gain. There's that and Portia loves him, indicating some kind of felicitous 
predestination after Morocco and Aragon get packed off like idiots. 

Our discussion on the significance of Ingram's addition to the final scene was 
quite intriguing. Antonio's cool lighting of the cigarette - a casual sort of post-
coital gesture - seemed to be a gesture of a man quite satisfied with the way things 
have turned out. By all rights, he should be - he's alive and some of his ships have 
made it safely back to port. But there's a calculatedness to the action, especially in 
the presence of Jessica, that is deeply disturbing: his success is directly connected 
to the downfall and utter ruin of a man who he hates on the principles of ethnicity 
and religion. Jessica is calumniated in Antonio's judgment as well; his turning away 
from her signals his utter rejection of her, and suggests that he hasn't learned much 
from this near-death experience other than that the law, devised by the upper-class 
Christian majority, is on his side. 

01.04.2002, 2:30pm 
Aladdin (2001) 
Told By An Idiot Productions 
Lyric Theatre Hammersmith 

After our first encounter with children's theatre, Alice in Wonderland, I was 
apprehensive about going into another production, and this despite the assurances of 
Time Out's review: if a company prestigious as the Royal Shakespeare Company could put me 
to sleep, what could Told By An Idiot do? Would Aladdin be full of sound and fury? Or would 
it signify.... nothing? It didn't help that one of the descriptors attached to its title was 
'A Christmas Pantomime.' 

To my pleasant surprise, Aladdin was something I would sooner consider to be 
children's theatre than Alice: it was presented in a far more accessible manner and told 
a far more coherent story than Adrian Mitchell's adaptation of Lewis Carroll's classic. It 
didn't display the level of 

.?we-~A ,W- so histication found in Alice - on the contrary, it seemed to dwell in the 
dwu v realm of sitcom humor mixed with standup comedy, but perhaps that's why it worked so well as 

a piece that admirably fulfilled the goal it set out to fulfill: to make kids, and 
adults, laugh. 

I had a hard time finding any deeper moral message to Aladdin, beyond the traditional 
`bad guys lose, good guys win' motif that runs through everything from video games to action 
movies, but the production's inventiveness did not seem to drift in that direction. Rather, 
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and their audience, one that surfaced most audibly when a little girl two rows behind me 
kept shouting instructions to Aladdin and insults to Abdulnazzar. The characters were 
acutely aware that they were participating in a performance piece, yet the effect was 
not annoying or able to be overlyanalyzed (as in, say Hamlet's soliloquies) - it was 
simple interaction, an experience appealing to children of all ages, including myself. 
 
Favorite lines: 
Abdulnazzar (or whatever his name is, to Gorgeous): You'll be transformed from a 
hideous camel-beast into a beautiful woman-person!" Twanky (to Aladdin): "You look 
like a white rapper." Gorgeous: "Women's things! Women's things!" 
 
01.04.2002, 7:00pm 
Hamlet (William Shakespeare, 1600-01) 
Dir. Steven Pimlott; Royal Shakespeare Company 
Barbican Theatre 

Another tremendous production! Matt, Marnie, Jessica, Renata, and I had to 
practically fly from Lyric Hammersmith to the Barbican to 
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Yet there is also a touching vulnerability to him, evinced in his soliloquies, 
which are not so much him talking to himself as they are a frank address of the 
audience, a working-out of the very real situations that plague him. His meeting with 
the ghost of his dead father carried so much more emotion in the production than it 
seems to in the actual text - the physical touching, falling, 
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irritated invective, he says that the painting is of a man moving across a white 
space... and disappearing. 

The foundation for this unexpectedly powerful moment - coming, as it 
does, so soon after a hysterical argument between the three men - takes place when 
Serge offers the felt-tip marker to Mark in a demand that he do whatever he wants with 
the painting. In placing his friendship with Mark before his love of the painting, 
Serge offers Mark the chance to conceptualize, and so tacitly wins the battle that has 
been waged since the play's beginning. Mark draws a skier going downhill - odd and 
funny enough, especially in a very funny play - but it embodies the entire thrust of 
what Serge has been attempting to tell Mark: that concrete representation 
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in his last soliloquy, a lie he feels obligated to make. It is, perhaps, as the group 
effort involved in restoring the painting may be responsible for the restoration of 
their friendship. 

With regards to the set, I enjoyed the 
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01.06.2002, 4:00pm 
Private Lives (Noel Coward, 1930) Dir. 
Howard Davies 
Albery Theatre 



 
 
 

 

threatening presence of too much sentiment, around which they both feel acutely 
uncomfortable; whenever the scenario teeters too close to sentiment, such as 
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business' and defeats his enemies by farting. A demon asks his superior, "What's it 
going to be, General 
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The first note I made in my rough journal for King John was that I found the 
Bastard to be somewhat annoying. I'm not entirely sure now why I wrote that, or what 
inspired it, and now I look at it with annoyance for myself, because Gregory Doran's 
production was probably the most exciting one I saw during our time in London. I have 
the Complete Works here at home with me, but while in London I couldn't wait - the next 
day when we went to the National Theatre to see No Man's Land, I plunked down £7.99 for 
RL Smallwood's New Penguin edition and devoured it that night after Cat on a Hot Tin 
Roof. 

Dr. Peck, you mentioned to me that Doran had produced the Henry VI trilogy at 
Stratford one year, and now I'm infuriated that I never saw it! Doran's production of 
King John - initially annoying Bastard notwithstanding - left me cursing myself for my 
consistent skipping over of King John whenever I looked through my Norton's edition of 
Shakespeare's corpus. It was right there, sandwiched conveniently between Richard II and 
The Merchant of Venice ... which, I suppose might explain why I frequently passed over 
it. I had heard from various sources that King John is not Shakespeare's best play and 
that it deals with what modern audiences would consider fairly esoteric history: there's 
nothing in it about the Magna Carta or even Robin Hood, or anything cool like that. No 
one knows what it's about because, as the program says, no one ever reads it and no one 
ever sees it. 

Doran's stripped, bare set forced me to concentrate on the plot more intensively 
than I think I've concentrated on any other stage production. I found myself responding 
very quickly and contemptuously to the naked powerbrokering taking place between John 
and King Philip and the victory of what the Bastard terms `commodity' over moral right. 

King John seems to me to be about the gradual breakdown of the state and the process 
of entropy that's begun once a ruler gives into the hunger to preserve and extend power at any 
cost. The fact that John is firmly identified as a usurper (and by his mother, no less) 
initiates this; his desperation to cling to the throne in the face of Arthur's challenge, the 
Church's interdiction, and eventual armed French invasion nearly brings England to its 
knees. He abandons his claims to the five English satellite provinces in France as a means 
by which to preserve his power - `willingly departed with a part', as the Bastard scornfully 
puts it (II.i.563), -parting with some of the disputed territories in order to keep the chief 
prize. Despite his initial resistance to Pandulph's excommunication, he gives up the 
crown to him in order to receive it back as a Church-recognized ruler and stave off the 
Dauphin's armies. 

John's usurpation and continued self-abasement prompt Salisbury & c. to revolt to 
Arthur's cause; the lower he goes, the more the country rises in unrest against him and turns 
to French sympathies. He falls apart with increasing speed throughout the play; as ruler 
whose power is preserved through the loyalty of others (the discontented nobles, the Bastard, 
Queen Eleanor), his influence crumbles at an exponential rate once it becomes clear his chief 
props are falling away from him: only the Bastard remains faithful (or, as the case may be, 
alive), but even his support isn't enough to prevent 
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scheming against helpless little nephew, brother plotting against brother, 
and husband and wife divided by national loyalty, the Bastard's attachment to both 
Eleanor (calling her `grandam') and his uncle John is truly startling. I found the 
interaction of Stone-Fewings and Henry particularly indicative of this in two places: 
when John gives the Bastard royal authority after giving up his own to Pandulph and when 
John dies. Their physical closeness and embracing reminded me of that between Hamlet and 
the Ghost in the RSC's Hamlet a few days ago, the Bastard's solemnly re-crowning John 
after John offers him the crown an implicit rejection of the power John implicitly 
thrusts upon him. John himself believes he's already damned, damned in his flesh and 
then in eternity - but the Bastard, in contrast with Prince Henry's meditations on death 
and the nobles' reserve, says without qualification that John has gone to heaven. His 
speech has shades of his being "more an antique Roman than a Dane", with his vow to 
first avenge John and then to follow him to his reward. Filial and feudal duty are 
transferred to Prince Henry without hesitation - although all the time Shakespeare 
implies that it is the Bastard, illegitimate son of Richard or no, is the rightful 
claimant to the throne by virtue of his demonstrating an honor absent from all the 
other political contenders of the play. * 
 
01.08.2002, 7:30pm 
My Fair Lady (Lerner & Lowe, 1956) Dir. 
Trevor Nunn 
Drury Lane Theatre 
 

Having seen My Fair Lady with Audrey Hepburn and Rex Harrison about 2 million 
times and read Shaw's Pygmalion, I thought that the real-live musical production would 
fail to impress me: I know the songs, the dialogue by 
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are judged that ma
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impertinence, and Briggs's youthfulness. Our discussion of No Man's Land also made 
sense, especially because as a writer I struggle with my own no woman's land constantly 
- the annoyance of writer's block, the anal-retentive groping over a 
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approached femininity, women in power, and other topics differed in each act's 
handling of them. 

I enjoyed the first act, in its representation of women who have traditionally 
taken backstage roles in history and are not as well known as, say, Joan of Arc or Susan 
B. Anthony. They represent every possible arena of human existence: Pope Joan who 



 

 

28 
 
 
Churchill share is that there is always some specter of male presence. Claire and Anna 
jockey for domination in their relationship and have to resort to duping men in order to 
survive together. Joyce has 'had an abusive husband, and the ladies at the dinner have all 
sacrificed their femininity on the altar of trying to be more like men. The total effect 
created in thinking, even generally, about these two plays together is one of women and their 
interactions all taking place against a very masculine background, however remote they may 
be (neither play has a man anywhere onstage, for example): it seems more difficult to banish 
the influence of masculinity in an all-female play than it is to banish women from a male-

dominated one. a 
 
01.11.2002, 7:30pm ~ 
Privates on Parade (Peter Nichols, 1977) V0 Ec 

c 

Dir. Michael Grandage C4 
he . 

Donmar Warehouse 

From Nicole Kidman to William H. Macy, the Donmar certainly has a great reputation, 
and the production of Privates on Parade definitely lived up to it. Scarlett Mackmin's 
choreography worked very well on the Donmar's small stage, and it felt (I would imagine) as if 
I were at one of SADUSEA's productions, a tired and confused solider huddled under a tent 
to watch a group of people try to lift my spirits. The earnestness of all the characters, 
especially the naive and eager-to-please Steve Flowers, was engaging, and there is an 
inherent candor in Nichols's writing - a refusal to sugar-coat - that was echoed in all 
the performance. 

SADUSEA, as a group of actors, is probably more mutually dependent on each other 
than most. There are relationships - be they homo- or heterosexual -- that have formed 
within it, ones in which members provide each other mutual support. Indeed, I think it a 
fair assessment to say that the homosexuals, who are horribly derided by Reg Drummond and 
the fanatical Maj. Gen. Flack, convey more human quality and caring than their 
heterosexual counterparts. Swindon's death almost destroys George, and Capt. Dennis marries 
Sylvia when Steve abandons her in a crushing demonstration of youthful (and masculine) 
irresponsibility. Dennis's proclivity for exchanging masculine names for female ones 
(Stephanie, Jessica Christ) has an air of almost maternal affection, especially when 
contrasted with Reg's black-market profiteering and Flack's determination to use SADUSEA as 
a means to his own glory. 

Although his main character is staunchly heterosexual, Nichols roundly disapproves 
of heterosexual orthodoxy and the constant demand it makes upon every human being to abide 
by its rules: the men of SADUSEA have to conspire and lie in order to cover up their 
involvement with each other - involvements that are, in some cases, more fulfilling than 
their marriages. If one was being especially pioneering, it could be said that Privates on 
Parade anticipates the 1990's backlash against the order imposed by heterosexual 
politics: a division of One against the Other, the stigmatizing of the different, the 
justification of imperialism. The heterosexual men in the play - the tyrannical Reg, Flack, 
and adolescent Flowers - all behave badly, whether it be gun-running or running out on a 
pregnant woman and responsibility. It is left to Dennis and his cohorts to uphold some kind of 
moral ground, a moral ground traditionally denied to them by religious conservatives. 

Nichols's indictment of imperialism seems to be closely tied to his black view of 
Drummond and Flack, who are responsible for SADUSEA's losses. The building of empire 
is entirely predicated upon the subjugation of a lesser force - in this case, the 
South Pacific - for the betterment of the greater. The building of Drummond and Flack's 
egos require either beating 
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Sylvia or subduing and converting the pagan inhabitants of Malaysia: that both of these 
activities are carried out by the company's senior officers is highly significant. 

In lecture, we discussed Nichols seeking to depict the identity crisis the 
British suffered when relinquishing the last of its empire as imperialism fell out of 
favor at the close of World War II, and I could definitely see that. Flack is hide-
bound in his fervent embrace of the White Man's Burden, and is terrifying in his 
devotion to the cause. His soldiers are much more realistic; they know that they aren't 
soldiers - they're artists, privates on parade - and aren't cut out for the war Flack is 
casting them for. Dennis's takeoff on Marlene Deitrich mocks 1930s Germany and its 
preaching the gospel of Nazism. Ironically, Flack's speech following the surprise 
attack on his camp mocks his own blindness: these people do not want to be converted, 
his soldiers are not trained for this sort of thing (although they do exhibit 
considerable bravery), and he is not fighting to build an empire - he's holding onto a 
tiny island by his teeth. 

This truth is realized in the final song, as SADUSEA's members climb 
aboard their steamer home. The news announcer paints a happy picture for each hero as 
he (or she) walks up the gangplank, but there is still visible 

tension between Flack's self-aggrandizement and the sorry state of his ,r 
troops, the joy of Sylvia and Dennis's marriage and the look she shoots Steve as she walks 
past him. Nichols eschews any sort of patriotism in this final scene: our devotion belongs not 
to Flack but to the people who finally get to escape being pawns in Flack's campaign of self-
deception. 
 
01.12.2002, 3:00pm Stones in His 
Pockets 

I was originally not going to see this play: having spent the morning galloping 

from St. Paul's and All Hallow's-by-the-Tower (a wonderful little 7
th
-century Saxon 

church) to Kensington,. f -had planned to spend the afternoon packing up. On my way back 
to the hotel from the Russell Square stop, though, I ran across Matt N., who - only 
after promising he would go with me to get a sandwich from the Alara natural food place 
- corralled me into going along with him. 

Utilizing the considerable powers of direction-finding that only English and Film 
majors possess*, we found the theatre, got a program, and sat down. It was only after the 
play began, however, that we realized Bronson Pinchot, who played Charlie, had once played 
Balky of the 'epoch-forming' Perfect Strangers, a sitcom that '80s children such as Matt and 
myself watched endlessly, both in its original run and then in about 10 years' worth of 
reruns. This became, we mutually decided, the high point of our trip: forget Judi Dench, 

Jonathan Pryce, and Brendan Fraser... we got to see Balky. 
We also got to see him in an absolutely wonderful play. Stones in His Pockets - an 

odd title to be sure - is characterized by its unique demand that two actors play about 
10 parts between them. Pinchot and Christopher B
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sensuality as Maggie the Cat. Burns, who dwarfs Pinchot, can make himself seem 
timid, skinny, and hopelessly adolescent when playing the director's (Pinchot's) 
assistant. 

The irony and power of the play, however, is embodied in Charlie and Jake, the 
main characters. Charlie aspires to become a film writer, following a failed stint as a 
store owner, and the local boy Jake desperately needs to make some money. They immediately 
sign up for the chance of a lifetime: to be movie extras for 40 quid a day (plus food). Jake 
wants to see some stars and Charlie wants to get his script noticed, and their wishes are 
met - although not in the way they expect. Catherine Giovanni falls for Jake's macho Irish 
rusticity and, after Jake tells the little white lie to her of his being a poet, asks him to 
recite some of his compositions. He obliges her with some lines lifted from Seamus Haney - 
and she calls him on it, reproving him for assuming that she knows nothing about his 
culture. 

What she and the rest of the Hollywood cadre don't realize, however, is that they 
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poetry, Burns fawns and twists nervously as the director hands down orders, and so on. 
It's something that truly has to be seen to be believed. 
 
* that is to say, not very considerable at all 
 
01.12.2002, 7:00pm 

Rita,  Sue,  and Bob Too (Andrea Dunbar, 1982) and A 
State Affair (Robin Soans, 2001) Dir. Max 
Stafford-Clark 
Soho Theatre 

Going into Rita, Sue, and Bob Too I knew to expect 'in-your-face' theatre. What I 
wasn't expecting was stadium-style seating, which took a bit away from the intimacy I 
was expecting, something more along the lines of the Don
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through the center's lobby, telling their stories to the audience or negotiating with 
each other, they each achieve an identity and purpose that is startling and compelling. 
As a chorus they are dissonant, but what they have to say resonates as one great 
collage of suffering, anger, and despair. All of them have experienced the death of a 
friend or family member to drugs, but this has not been enough to break them of their 
habits; the only way their physical dependence can be alleviated is by cigarettes or 
methadone prescriptions - and those are only poor substitutes. The center is a 
temporary haven at best, and there is a painful awareness of it in the proprietress's 
acknowledgment that none of her charges stays there very long, and most of them go back 
to their drug use very soon after discharge. 

This felt almost like a 90-minute commercial, but one so powerfully effective 
that it puts to shame any `Don't Do Drugs' pub
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MISCELLANEOUS THINGS 

PLACES GONE: 
British Museum, British Library, London Eye, Tower of London, Kensington Park & Palace, 
Buckingham Palace, National Gallery, many used bookstores, St. Paul's, St. Mary le Bow, 
the Guildhall, All Hallow's-by-the-Tower (a 7'century Saxon church), Jack the Ripper tour, 
Thomas a Becket's birthplace (completely by accident), Parlaiment, Westminster Abbey. 
 
COOL NEW WORDS & PHRASES: 
Wagamama 
Mind the Gap 
 
WIERDEST PLACE NAMES: 
Tooting Bec Wapping 
(WAPPING?!) Ealing 
Broadway 
 
PRODUCTIONS I WANT TO SEE AGAIN: 

Noises Off, Merchant of Venice, Hamlet, King John, Complete Works (abridged), Aladdin, 
Private Lives, Art, Privates on Parade, Stones in His Pockets 
 
PRODUCTIONS I WANTED TO SEE BUT COULDN'T BECAUSE OF SICKNESS: ~ ~ 
Kiss Me Kate L~ t y,,,.,~a ~, 

MOST MIRACULOUS MOMENT: 

Matt Natanson and myself finding our way from Stones in His Pockets to Soho, which really 
was a miracle, considering we were completely lost most of the time. 
 
MOST IRRITATING MOMENT: 
Thinking that I had lost my week Tube pass a day before its expiration, I paid the 4 
pounds for a day pass... and then, somewhere on the Central Line, found my week pass wedged 
between two credit cards. 
 
MOST UNFORGETTABLE MOMENT: 
(among others, but this is the first that came to mind) Seeing the Beowulf manuscript and 
realizing for the first time how TINY it was. 
 
Oh, yes, and the Samantha thing. 


