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From a director’s perspective 
Mrs Siddons, Sir Henry Irving and John Philip 

Kemble.  

     Also with us as a guest of the Society was Lucy 

Briers, whose campaign to restore the Rattigan 

family tomb at Kensal Green has been well docu-

mented, and is nearing 

completion.  She is to be  

sincerely congratulated 

on this labour of love.   

     Philip Franks is well 

known for his work in 

theatre, radio and tele-

vision.  He has worked    

extensively in regional 

and London theatre and 

has played many roles at 

the National and the 

RSC.  On television he is 

especially remembered 

for his performances as 

Cedric ‘Charley’ Charl-

ton in The Darling Buds 
of May and as Sgt. Craddock in Heartbeat. 
     It was while acting as London’s Greenwich 

Theatre that he was first offered the opportunity 

to direct a play, and he soon established himself 

both as a leading actor and a gifted director.  He 

has long been an admirer of Rattigan’s plays and 

appeared in a UK tour of Flare Path  and in The 
Winslow Boy at Salisbury. 

     At the Chichester Festival  Theatre, where he 

was associate director in 2011, the Rattigan      

centenary year, he directed  Cont. on page 8… 
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T 
HE COMMITTEE arranged for this year’s 

Annual Birthday Dinner to be held, once 

again, at the Garrick Club in the heart of 

Covent Garden.  Forty members assembled in the 

Milne Room to share an immensely enjoyable 

evening.  

     The guest of honour 

was the actor and director 

Philip Franks, taking a 

night off from appearing 

as the Narrator in the 

long-running production 

of Richard O’Brien’s  

modern classic The Rocky 
Horror Show.  He        

engaged his audience 

with elements of his per-

sonal journey as a theatre  

professional and of his 

good fortune to engage 

with the plays of Terence 

Rattigan.  

     He noted that although reference books state 

that Rattigan was born on 9 June 1911, this is a   

disputed date and 10 June is also given as the birth 

date. Rattigan himself appears not to have offered 

clarification on the subject. 

     The Garrick began as an actors’ club in 1831 and 

has occupied its present premises since 1864.  The 

Milne Room provided an ideal setting for the  

evening, the diners all sitting within discreetly lit 

walls lined with portraits of fine performers of past 

centuries, including those of three of the greats, 

Prof. Michael Gaunt  
reports on the Annual Birthday Dinner. Philip Franks, 

pictured left, was guest of honour with, L to R, our Events 
Secretary, Founder, Chairman, and guest Lucy Briers 
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     And now, the ‘something else’.  What is it?  Of 

all things, it turns out to be concrete.  For a brief 

moment, it might have appeared to be a rallying 

cry from David Tennant that theatre ticket prices 

are “ludicrously” high – and if David Tennant 

thinks so then who are we to disagree?  We can 

pass over the ungentlemanly thought that if he 

was so bothered by people being unable to afford 

to come and see him in the flesh, then he might 

perhaps take a slightly smaller cut of the gross.  

No, that was but a small squib, perhaps demon-

strating that he has some fellow feeling for his 

legions of fans who will pay hundreds of pounds 

to come and see him do anything.  In any play.  

Or, as the saying goes, even reading from the  

telephone directory (not that we have many of 

those these days). 

     Ticket prices are, after all, a very well-

rehearsed complaint and, as with everything in 

life, the theatre experience gets increasingly  

costly.  Some shows are worth it, others less so.  

But we accept the general principle (it seems) 

that “you-pays-your-money-and-you-takes-your-

choice”.  So far, so unexceptional.  But concrete? 

     Or Reinforced Autoclaved Aerated Concrete 

to be precise. Who thought that that particular 

substance would be a threat, not only to schools 

but to theatres too?  Admittedly, it’s early days 

with this impending catastrophe, but it has the all

-too-familiar feel of asbestos about it.  Or the 

dreaded word ‘cladding’.  Relatively cheap       

materials that later prove to be not only highly 

dangerous but lethal.  The theatre world really 

could do without this particular blow, just as the 

Covid disaster appears to be settling down.   

     We can but hope that the number of theatre  
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A 
CHARACTER in the play After All These 
Years, recently seen at Jermyn Street by 

some Society members, utters the line 

“There’s always something else” and that particular 

phrase has had a haunting quality of late.  

     In the play it refers to the natural ageing process 

of the (female) character.  “We’re at that age now 
when things start to get a bit… wonky.  Get over 
the menopause and you think you’ve cracked it.  
Plain sailing.  But there’s always something else...”     
     In the wider context of the world of theatre, 

however, it could be an equally valid comment on 

the current situation.  We finally seem to be almost 

(I say ‘almost’ advisedly) back to whatever we like 

to call ‘normal’ in terms of audience willingness to 

cart themselves off to the West End and pay      

exorbitant prices to be entertained for a couple of 

hours. 

     The last great unexpected catastrophe was—of 

course—Covid, which the more cynical of us 

might prefer to see as an exercise in mass compli-

ance.  Despite constant reminders that new       

variants are hard at work to undermine the fabric 

of society, we have largely—it seems—accepted 

that we prefer to congregate in theatres untroubled 

by the lack of two empty seats either side of us.  

Not that that was ever really going to hinder an 

airborne virus.  The little blighters would have got 

us anyway, even in a three-quarters empty London 

Palladium.  

There’s always 
something else 

Editorial 

————————————————- 
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T 
HE actor Michael Bryant, stalwart of the 

National and many a TV drama, and sadly 

no longer with us, was renowned for    

being a little sceptical of new-fangled ways (as he 

saw them) in theatre directing.  

     One tale that is told about him relates to the 

Alan Bennett adaptation of The Wind in the   
Willows when Toad of Toad Hall came out of 

copyright.  Premiered in 1990, it was one of the 

first productions on the Olivier stage to fully use 

the hydraulic drum revolve to great effect. The 

play was directed by Nicholas Hytner and was a 

huge success.  One of the main differences        

 
between this Wind in the Willows  and Toad of 
Toad Hall was the number of additional animal  

characters, including a wonderfully lugubrious 

Albert the Horse played by Terence Rigby.  But I 

digress… 

     One of Hytner’s directorial decisions was to 

send the cast off to London Zoo with the Move-

ment Director to study animal behaviour. This 

they duly did and came to rehearsal full of ideas 

about how they, as humans, might move in a way 

that would suggest a rabbit or a weasel or a field-

mouse.   

     As ever, Michael Bryant sat a little apart, possi-

bly doing a crossword, until Hytner turned to him 

and asked what he had discovered about his    

character, Badger.  Michael looked up and replied:  

“I watched a video of badgers in the wild and I 

discovered that all badgers bear an extraordinary 

resemblance to Michael Bryant.”  

     Another famous Michael Bryant tale is when he 

was playing Enobarbus in the 1987/88 production 

of Antony and Cleopatra at the National with Judi 

Dench and Anthony Hopkins, directed by Peter 

Hall.  Judi had just been made a Dame and during 

one scene of this very long production, Enobarbus 

turned to Cleopatra and in a stage whisper audible 

to the first few rows in the stalls said “I suppose a 

quick shag’s now out of the question.” 

     Dame Judi is of course not averse to a little 

stage naughtiness herself, but perhaps we’ll leave 

that to another issue…  

     Further tales requested, please, be they well 

known or little known, about the famous, the   

infamous, living or dead, or your own personal 

experiences.  Please send by email to the Society 

email address: 

terencerattigansociety@gmail.com   

Telling tales 
The Editor invites members to share 

any theatrical tale or anecdote which 
might amuse readers 

buildings affected remains very small.  Those   

announced at the time of writing include the   

Orchard Theatre, Dartford, St David’s Hall,      

Cardiff, the Core Theatre, Solihull, the Brunton in 

Musselburgh and the Theatre Royal and Derngate 

in Northanpton.  The National seems to be the 

only potential casualty in central London—and, as 

we all know, the entire structure appears to be       

concrete—but they are claiming that it doesn’t      

require any remedial work. Time will tell.  “Bring 

out your RAAC!” will be the hue and cry.   

     And after this crisis has settled down, and the    

affected theatres have once again had to close for 

prolonged periods, what next?  What will the 

Fates have in store for us poor theatre and theatre

-going folk?  Because one thing is for certain:  

there will always be something else.   

Michael Wheatley-Ward 
who took responsibility for 
theatre liaison on behalf of 
the Society since its incep-
tion, has retired from the 
committee to concentrate 
on running the Sarah 
Thorne Theatre in Broad-
stairs and on local charities 
with which he is involved.  

Our sincere thanks go to 
him and we still hope to 
see him at some TRS events 
as he remains a founding 
member of the Society.  
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by supreme artificiality can you achieve realism on 
the stage.” 

Lynn Fontanne then takes up the argument. 

     “I am the most exciting thing in the world—a 
woman.  Every moment that I am on the stage I am 
a woman.  You will note, though, that I am femi-
nine and never female. 

     “ That is the difference between art and mater-
nity.  When an ordinary woman  answers the 
’phone it is because it rings.  To me a telephone call 
is an event, a mystery, a challenge, and, if you have 
beautiful hands like mine, think what you can do 
with a receiver. 

     “Watch me when I walk.  Do I merely reach the 
other side of the stage?  Not at all.  I arrive.  I 
would not say that every actress should be a real 
woman, but every attractive woman should be an 
actress, even if her husband is her only audience.  
Go home, my sisters, and act like me.” 

     Thus warned, one would think that we, who are 

surgeons of the drama, would be able to preserve 

our professional detachment, noting such minor 

defects as we could discover and giving safe advice 

even if we could not suggest an amputation or a 

juicy cut here and there. But it is no use. 

     We are outrageously bewitched and our futility 

extends not only to the actors, but to the author. 

     I did think that we might catch Mr. Rattigan as 

author and Mr. Lunt as the portrayer in their    

rendition of a Minister of Tank Production in a 

From the archive:  
Beverley Baxter on Rattigan’s  

Love in Idleness (1944) 
From his book ’First Nights and Noises Off’  

“M 
AY I make a suggestion to that 

learned and honourable organiza-

tion known as the Critics’ Circle?  

It should arrange a parade of its members up and 

down Shaftesbury Avenue with sandwich-boards 

proclaiming that “The Lunts are unfair to dramatic 

critics.” 

     Mr. Agate could lead the procession with a sim-

ple and understandable slogan such as “A bas les 
Lunts!” while Mr. Ivor Brown in his dual capacity 

of critic and editor of the Observer  could wind up 

the procession with a placard, “Lunts or Liberty?” 

     Mr. Ernest Betts could proclaim the policy of 

the Express  with “End those cartels!” 

     Lynn Fontanne and Alfred Lunt simply have no 

mercy.  With complete and unabashed effrontery 

they remove the critical faculty and have us laugh-

ing and applauding just as if we had gone to the 

theatre for that purpose. 

     Alfred, of course, is the guiltier one. He comes 

on stage and says in effect: 

     “Good evening.  I am an actor.  Watch the way 
I take off my shoes. Now look how I tap my lips 
with my fingers.  No other actor would think of 
covering his mouth with his hand when he is 
speaking; but then I am not an ordinary fellow at 
all.  Why do I appear so natural and unaffected?  
Because I am never natural and always affected. 

     “An ordinary man behaving on the stage like an 
ordinary man would be grotesque.  You see, ladies 
and gentlemen, the duty of an actor is to act.  Only 

Sir Arthur Beverley Baxter FRSL (1891–1964) was a journalist and politician. Born in Toronto, he 

worked in the United Kingdom for the Daily Express and as a theatre critic for the London Evening 

Standard.  He was a Conservative MP from 1935 to his death.  

This extract—under the heading ‘Unfair to Critics’—offers an insight into his particular craft in  

relation to the Lunts (pictured right) who, readers will recall, virtually rewrote Rattigan’s play ‘Less 

Than Kind’—to suit their own taste and style—under the title ‘Love in Idleness’.  It opened in      

December 1944.  It was retitled ‘O Mistress Mine’ for the New York run in January 1946. Ed. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Royal_Society_of_Literature
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Toronto
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/United_Kingdom
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Daily_Express
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/London
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Evening_Standard
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Evening_Standard
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war-time Government presided over by a Prime 

Minister who gave a cigar to a Minister when he 

dismissed him. 

     This was treacherous ground, for in the  

audience I saw Colonel Llewellin, the Minister of 

Food; Sir John Anderson, the Chancellor of the  

Exchequer, and Mr. Duff Cooper, our Ambassador 

to Paris.  The experts were on the job. 

     Sir John Fletcher, Bart., was a rich Canadian-

born industrialist who had come to live in England. 

As the war progressed, the Prime Minister, in    

desperation, appointed him a Minister.   

     I must say that Mr. Lunt’s interpretation of a 

ruthless, successful industrialist is not at all the 

popular one.  Mr. Shaw has given us his conception 

of Big Business Men over and over again.  They are, 

according to him, stupid, gauche, blustering and 

tyrannical.  Mr. Shaw never explains his industrial 

barons, he merely denounces them. 

     Actually, successful industrialists are nearly all 

romantics.  Therefore we cannot make a case 

against Mr. Rattigan on that point. 

     What about the woman in the story, the Widow 

Brown played by Miss Fontanne?  She is so kind of 

heart that she remains a faithful wife to Mr. Brown 

until he dies, although not loving him, then goes to 

live with Sir John (whose wife has left him), agree-

ing that he cannot sue for divorce while he is a 

Minister; and finally when her seventeen-year-

old son Michael returns from Canada and objects 

to his mother living in a gilded cage of sin, she 

leaves Sir John and dwells in semi-poverty with 

her offspring. 

     Mr. Rattigan sets out to prove that women 

who lack character are often kind.  I don’t know 

whether this is true or not, but Miss Fontanne has 

no doubts and carries us 

with her. 

     How splendidly she 

behaves in her humble 

flat, where she finds her 

true vocation as a   

mother and a house-

keeper who has not 

even an obliger to 

help—and how deli-

cately she conveys her 

loathing of it! 

     But Sir John turns up 

and announces that he 

is no longer a Minister, 

and that his wife has 

agreed to a divorce.  He 

also says that he is going 

to Canada for a long 

visit. 

     This was too much 

for the Widow Brown.  

So she saved him for herself, while the rebellious 

son invited Sir John to dine with him at the Savoy 

that night. 

     I absolutely refuse to make any comment on 

the acting of Mr. and Mrs. Lunt.  I just don’t be-

lieve that they can be as good as they seem.  It 

isn’t possible. 

     So we come to Mr. Rattigan, who was in the 

house but was too modest to appear on the stage.  

Is this a play which will be read in years to come 

for its literary quality?  I wish I could say “No,” 

but again one is rendered helpless.  Certainly the 

study of the adolescent Michael is the best thing 

Rattigan has ever done.  Once more the youthful 

dramatist has contrived to write a war play to 

take our minds off the war. 

     If the Critics’ Circle will be good enough to co-

opt me, I shall gladly join in the sandwich-board 

demonstration outside the Lyric Theatre.   
    Cont. on back page... 
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after considering all the evidence you are sure of 
guilt, the verdict must be Guilty; if you are not 
sure the verdict must be Not Guilty. The term 
‘beyond reasonable doubt’ is rarely used in the 
Crown Court but being 'satisfied so that you are 

sure of guilt' has the 
same meaning." 
     Trouble is, for me 
the two could never be 
synonyms. To me 'sure' 
is a far greater test than 
'beyond reasonable 
doubt'. I acted on that 
belief. So I'm sorry my 
learned chum(s) - as 
you can imagine from 
the above, I don't 
agree. OK in law, at 
least based on prece-

dent, they are taken to mean the same thing.   
Maybe that's the only way it can work in the    
everyday nitty gritty of one word against another 
and differing recollections, but really it's all I've 
thought about since the verdict.  

Why am I certain that being sure is a higher 
standard of proof than BRD? The Winslow Boy. 
Indeed I don't think you can ever see The Wins-
low Boy and be the same about legal process and 
standard of proof afterwards. The lessons it teaches 
are too profound. Both the Robert Donat film and 
the theatrical version are great, but the stage play's 
strength is to ignore the trial (which to be honest is 
badly handled in the film) and concentrate on just 
what drives the family on, what they are actually 
fighting for, and how vital being sure is in practice. 

Winslow pulls no punches too in telling us for 
whom we need to be sure and why. 

First 'nil combustimus Profumo' as Michael 
Flanders put it, or ‘there is no smoke without fire’. 
It's a feeling incredibly hard to fight against - even 
after watching Winslow - which leads on of course 
to 'stone in the pond'. That person in the dock has 
family, friends, maybe employees, huge responsi-
bilities. Or in the case of Ronnie Winslow, a      
future. The effects are simply incalculable, they 
ripple out everywhere.  

W 
ELL, it took fifty years but finally it 
happened. No not that, or that - Jury 
Service. For those who've not been 

called, the procedure is pretty simple. A letter sum-
mons you for, it stresses, a highly important public 
service giving you no chance to refuse - unless 
you're a convicted criminal or a clergyperson. 
You're to turn up at 9.30 on the day, maybe for a 
fortnight, maybe not used at all, though if your 
luck's out it could be months. It really is that 
chancy. 

First day's like going to a new school, then it's 
like going to work - a disconcerting experience if 
you have been working for yourself for a quarter of 
a century or more. 

Oh yes, forget Perry Mason.  No shouting, no 
gavel hammering down, no "objection sustained". 
Boiled down it's a serious, polite, decorous even, 
refereed analysis of evidence on which you have to 
make a judgement. 

My case was horrible in content, lasted nine 
days, was simultaneously banal and emotionally 
charged and was without doubt the hardest work I 
had done for years. (By the way, although the    
evidence was frequently disturbing, something 
about the court process robbed it of any real emo-
tional impact. It wasn't processing the content, it 
was mulling over the quality that kept me awake at 
nights. Every night actually.) 

Only one issue challenged me ethically.  
We all know - I suppose - that it's up to the 

prosecution to prove its case. The accused can stay 
completely silent saying nothing in support of their 
own plea of not guilty. I knew the judge would 
make clear just what proving their case meant. His 
directions were detailed, clearly deliberately      
designed to give the defendant a fair do. But I     
expected to hear the phrase "the prosecution should 
prove its case beyond reasonable doubt". (BRD) No. 
What we were directed to do was to reach a verdict 
on which we were individually 'sure'.  

BRD was only mentioned by the defence barris-
ter, yet I'm certain both assumed they were        
describing the same thing. 

This test, I find, is called the standard of proof 
and in one legal help site I found this definition: "If 

Winslow in the jury room 
by Roger Mills 
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case on the balance of probabilities to its own 
satisfaction. Not good enough. 

So we come to the one possible weakness in 
the play, in my view. And it is this. Ronnie isn't 
cleared on the evidence, there is no standard of 
proof test applied in court. The Crown merely 
drops the case. Maybe they are not any longer 
sure. In the film there's an attempt to show the 
weakness of the case but on stage we get no such 
hints. It's equally possible that the public furore 
is more than the establishment can tolerate. 

Public opinion is no test of proof. (Even so, as 
an ex-hack, maybe I shouldn't be glad the       
enfeebled state of the local news media meant 
that nothing in the Crown Court was reported 
over the two weeks. Thirty years ago the case 
would have made at least one front page lead and 
a main story on most of the other days - and 
would have been picked up by the nationals for 
at least an inside page filler. I didn't have to   
consciously avoid reporting and was spared a 
packed public gallery and even crowds outside 
stirred up by such things.) 

Finally, some seem to be convinced that for 
Winslow  to succeed the viewer should take a 
view about Ronnie's guilt or innocence. It doesn't 
matter because, as in the case I was judging - yes 
I use that word deliberately - the only person 
who really knows is the accused. All we in delib-
eration could do was test the evidence and reach 
a verdict on it. That's why, in the final analysis,  I 
think the jury system can only be called the least 
worst system for the job. But it would do for me - 
sitting in the dock. 

On our first day we were shown a video of 
what would happen during a case. It was OK, as 
these things go. Which wasn't very far. Anybody 
serving on a jury would be far better served by 
The Winslow Boy, maybe the greatest play about 
the English judicial system that's ever been   
written and, I'm increasingly convinced, maybe 
Rattigan's greatest play too.  

For no other reason that anybody who serves 
on the jury will be forced to think just what they 
mean by the word ‘sure’. If you are sure and 
bring in guilty, not certain and acquit - then 
right will have been done.  

Nothing less, Rattigan tells us, will do.   

In my own trial, the owner of a successful com-
pany faced 14 counts of grave seriousness.  A guilty 
verdict on even one of these would, I suspect, see 
the end of his £27m a year business and the jobs of 
90 people. In the jury room you can't even bear 
them in mind of course - but they too have an   
interest in the standard of proof.  

Then there's the accused. The most lonely    
figure in the final analysis.  (In the court, not even 
allowed to sit at the same table as his barrister,  
unlike the American system. Well, at least as it is 
shown on Perry Mason! Indeed their very isolation 
in criminal cases accompanied by a uniformed   
officer could be seen as being some kind of         
assumed guilt anyway.)  

Finally the cost - which those continually try-
ing to cut the legal aid bill seem to ignore. Fighting 
the machinery of the state in one form or another, 
which mounts all criminal cases, which has all the 
time in the world and resources which are theoret-
ically limitless, can cost a fortune.  

It also disposes of something else: the triviality 
of the five shilling postal order. Now, I was not 
born in 1912 but in 1953 but can remember a time 
when the loss of a ten shilling note (by yours truly 
as it happens on an errand) blew a hole in the 
housekeeping money for that week. By the most 
suitable measure that five shilling postal order is 
worth about £100 today. Not trivial then, not   
trivial now.  

But when you boil it down there is, can be, no 
trivial criminal trial - Winslow shows us that if 
nothing else. In the end there is no difference   
between a five bob loss and a £27m business. 

That's why essentially for me Winslow is all 
about the standard of proof. If we take perhaps the 
lowest test, i.e. is Ronnie guilty on the balance of 
probabilities, it might be possible to reach that 
conclusion. If Dickie is right and people were    
always pinching stuff at school it might just be a 
prank that got out of control. Beyond reasonable 
doubt? Well the college thinks so. An investigation 
has reached no other conclusion; the evidence it 
feels is irrefutable.  

But the test of sureness? That I think is what 
Rattigan is really getting at, and of course the fact 
that Ronnie, all of 12 remember, has been convict-
ed without representation by some kind of adult 
court with powers of sentencing too. OK, this    
tribunal, to be fair, probably considered it had 
done everything by the book and had proved its 

 

Roger Mills has served on the TRS committee and 
was, for a time, joint-editor of this newsletter 
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From a director’s perspective 
Continued from front page  

Separate Tables (with Iain Glen and Gina McKee) 

and The Deep Blue Sea (with Amanda Root as 

Hester) together with Nicholas Wright’s then 

new play Rattigan’s Nijinsky.  He told us about 

the 1974 Rattigan script for BBC Television, 

which was never aired—the fascinating charac-

ters naturally including Diaghilev, impresario of 

the Ballet Russes, and Nijinsky.  This forsaken 

script came to Nicholas Wright’s notice  and 

prompted his resultant stage play, with Rattigan 

himself (played by Malcolm Sinclair) as a central 

character.   

     Philp spoke eloquently and informatively 

about the Rattigan repertoire, with special refer-

ence to the great four plays, The Deep Blue Sea, 

The Browning Version, The Winslow Boy  and 

Separate Tables.   
     He articulated his approach to directing     

Rattigan and shared with us something of the  

discussions usually confined to the rehearsal 

room. 

     Hearing Philip talk of his work in this way, 

with Rattigan as seen through a director’s eyes, 

and hearing of his preparations as the plays were 

rehearsed, was special.  

     In the way he spoke to us it was evident that 

he was following Stanislavski’s advice to actors—

love the art in yourself, not yourself in the art.  
 

Dates for your diary 
_______________________________ 

The Browning Version 
12 October 2023 

A booking form has been issued for this production at 

the Erith Playhouse in Kent, which will be preceded by 

supper at the nearby Riverside Steak & Fish House at 

6pm.  Curtain up 8pm. Tickets £11. 

AGM and She Stoops to Conquer 
25 November 2023 

A visit to the Orange Tree Theatre, Richmond, is being 

arranged for their Christmas production of Sheridan’s 

classic comedy She Stoops to Conquer.  This will be 

combined with our Annual General Meeting (11.30am) 

and lunch (12.15pm) prior to the matinee performance 

at 2.30pm.  Full details will be advised. 

Our Vice-President Greta Scacchi will be playing Mrs 

Hardcastle, with David Horovitch as Mr Hardcastle 

and Freddie Fox as Charles Marlow.  A booking form 

will be issued in due course. 

     “It is impossible this week to deal with the 

many Christmas offerings in the theatre, but I did 

go to see Miss Frances Day as Peter Pan. The deci-

sion to cast this syncopated star as Barrie’s Boy 

was a brave one.   

     She really did achieve an unworldliness and 

spoke her lines with such clarity and meaning as 

to suggest that the legitimate theatre lost a       

capable actress when she chose the world of girls 

and comedians. 

     Walter Fitzgerald was a grand pirate and the 

orchestra was good.  I found Barrie’s whimsey a 

little trying at first, but it gradually wore me 

down, and I was once more a helpless victim 

when Tinker Bell tried to commit suicide to save 

Peter. 

     It quite shocked me when a small boy in the 

next seat said “Who the heck cares about Tinker 

Bell?”  

     Altogether a shattering week.   

Beverley Baxter  
on Love in Idleness  
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Malcolm Sinclair as Rattigan and Jonathan Hyde as Diaghilev 
in Rattigan’s Nijinsky at Chichester, directed by Philip Franks 

P
ho

to
: A

la
st

ai
r 

M
ui

r 


