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New year drinks at the birthplace 
reality he had left Cornwall Gardens long before 

such a scene would have been possible.   

     Fizz flowed freely and we enjoyed delicious 

smoked salmon and pâté canapés prepared by the 

fair hand of our Chairman, Martin Amherst Lock, 

clearly a man of many talents.  Martin then gave a 

short address, thanking Junko and Graham for 

opening their home to us, and giving details of the 

Society’s forthcoming events. These include an 

expedition to Bath in May to see a production of 

The Deep Blue Sea, for which our appetite was 

whetted by actors Rosie Armstrong and Patrick 

Knox reading a couple of significant scenes from 

the play.  

     Discussion of whether this was Rattigan’s    

masterpiece – and specific productions of it which 

people had seen over the years – continued over 

more drinks, concluding a splendid event.  Many 

thanks to Martin and Phill Ward, our Events    

Secretary, for organising the event and ensuring 

that we were excellently entertained and to Junko 

and Graham for hosting it.   

 NEW YEAR DRINKS AT 100 CORNWALL GARDENS, PP 1, 8     MORE MEMORABLE THEATRICAL MOMENTS, PP 2, 3, 7   

 REVIEW OF TRANSGRESSION AT THE WHITE BEAR THEATRE, P 4, 5          THE PLAY THAT NEARLY WASN’T, PP 6, 8 

         DATES FOR YOUR DIARY. P 8          

O N 13th January, some two dozen TRS mem-

bers were privileged to attend a New Year 

drinks reception at 100 Cornwall Gardens, Ratti-

gan’s birthplace and his childhood home.  

     We were warmly welcomed by the current  

owner, Junko Tarrant, and her partner Graham 

Mander, who were delightful hosts and clearly   

enjoyed our admiration of their beautiful drawing 

room.  It was easy to imagine Rattigan seated at the 

piano, surrounded by adoring acolytes, although in 

Chairman Martin Amherst Lock and Founder 
Barbara Longford in festive mood at 100    

Cornwall Gardens. More photos on back page.  

Report by Pat Phillips 
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     Peter Wyngarde was appearing in and 

directing the play Present Laughter at the 

Nottingham Playhouse; I didn’t know the 

play, or that it was written by someone 

called Noël Coward (ever heard of him?), 

but I knew I wanted to see my hero on 

stage to see if I might pick up more sartori-

al tips. The play starred Wyngarde as Garry 

Essendine, a rather pampered and adored 

actor, but a character with self-doubt and 

what we would today describe as having a 

mid-life crisis and on the verge of a nerv-

ous breakdown. Peter Wyngarde, when 

writing about his direction of the play,  

referred to a line spoken by Essendine, 

“everyone worships me, it’s nauseating”, as 

the nub of the performance.   

     I remember the lavish production which Wyngarde 

set in the Thirties, the era for which Coward is best      

remembered, and sartorially Wyngarde didn’t disap-

point, wearing (as I recall) some very exotic creations 

befitting a pampered ‘lounge lizard’. It was during the 

play that a line stood out to me and seemed a non-

sequitur and for some reason stuck in my mind. The 

line in question is spoken when one of the other actors 

walks on set and Wyngarde (Essendine) turns to the 

window and waves a pocket handkerchief. When 
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H AVING had a taste of ‘treading the 

boards’ as a six-year-old, being    

projected towards the stage by a very proud 

mum who was keen to see her offspring on 

stage at the Pier Theatre in Cromer, and 

being encouraged by a very charismatic 

Leslie Crowther (star of the show), along 

with other star struck infants, to mime ‘I’m 

a little teapot etc’ hand on hip and arm 

crooked to resemble the spout, much to the 

delight of the audience, I felt at that early 

stage in my development, that perhaps an 

actor’s life wasn’t for me. Perhaps it was 

the smell of the greasepaint and the glare of 

the spotlight that instilled something else 

in me which turned me into an avid thea-

tregoer and lover of most things theatrical. 

     Some will recall that in 1974 a certain Peter 

Wyngarde was having much success as TV’s Jason King, 

a ‘dandy’, a somewhat ‘foppish’ private detective, and 

for some reason I was drawn to this larger-than-life 

character and his mode of dress. Who remembers the 

Seventies - the frilly shirts with large collars, velvet 

jackets and shoes with 3-inch heels, all of which we 

chaps would adorn ourselves with before parading on 

the dance floor at the local disco? (What were we think-

ing?!!). 

More memorable theatrical moments 

In the last issue, four members recounted their personal memorable moments in theatregoing, or 

performing, and we follow with two more here, by members Frank Annable and Alison Du Cane.  

Perhaps more members will be encouraged to volunteer the theatre experiences which left them  

impressed, excited, awe-struck, or perhaps even those at the other end of the scale when they were 

memorable for all the wrong reasons!  They don’t have to be lengthy accounts—just a paragraph or a 

few sentences will do.  There is nothing quite like the live theatre experience, so here is an oppor-

tunity to share a moment or two that live in your memory.  Ed. 

Peter Wyngarde as Jason King 
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 ity and clever contrivance of his scripts detract from 

evoking real emotions.  But Leopoldstadt is a straight, 

serious play (though still featuring some trademark 

Stoppard wit).  Perhaps his most ambitious play yet, 

with a huge cast of characters, it spans over half a     

century from 1899 to 1955.  Inspired by Stoppard’s own 

Jewish heritage, the play focuses on several key times in 

history (1900, 1924, 1938 and 1955); so inevitably the 

darkest shadow looming is the Holocaust.  But this is 

not depicted graphically, even though the offstage 

sound effects of Kristallnacht are chilling.   

     And although the staging is on a sweeping scale, the 

characters are portrayed as individuals, conveying an 

intimacy that means we are as much invested in the 

people as in the political and philosophical ideas which 

are being explored.  We care about them as human   

beings.    

     Of course, hindsight affects our understanding and 

reactions.  Because we know what horrors happened 

with Nazism, we are moved by the contrast between the 

happy crowded stage full of activity as the play begins 

and the three sole survivors on stage at the end (Rosa, 

who escaped to America; Nathan who survived Ausch-

witz and Leo who escaped to England).  The tree of  

family members who have been lost are shown at the 

back, reminding us how many are gone, while Rosa, the 

only female left, recites their fates.  The large cast and 

the complex family relationships may be hard to keep 

track of, but they provide an essential backdrop.  Stop-

pard highlights the waste of potential and the tragic loss 

of life, by showing us the family dynasty at the begin-

ning, young and old, educated, cultured; full of hopes 

and dreams, some naively believing that they are more   

Austrian than Jewish and that they won’t suffer preju-

dice.  They live in a fashionable part of Vienna far from 

the former ghetto of Leopoldstadt, unaware of dark 

forces which will destroy thousands of Jews who 

thought they were free and integrated in society.  

     It is poignant to learn that following young Leo’s 

escape to England he had no memory of his life in     

Vienna, though he begins to recall something when he 

meets his relative Nathan and is reminded of playing 

cat’s cradle when he was a boy.  This moving scene 

leaves the audience feeling sorrow on an individual  

level, as well as devastated by the wider tragedy.  We 

may ponder the question - is it better not to remember a 

horrific and traumatic past and live a contented life or 

should you be aware of what your roots are, even if that 

means you live with painful and upsetting memories?  

The play also makes us consider how and why such 

things happened.  How did the lively extended Merz   

family shrink to three disparate survivors?  Stoppard 

seems to be telling us we must confront such events and 

remember that it was individual human beings who 

were affected – not a faceless crowd.      Cont. on p7…   

asked what he is doing, he answers, “I was waving to a 

passing horse”. 

     We now fast forward some 40 years, I was present at 

a talk given by Marc Sinden, whom most will know as 

Donald Sinden’s son. Donald Sinden famously played 

Garry Essendine in a BBC production of Present 
Laughter.  Marc told the story which his father had 

related to him about the line which had puzzled me for 

so long. Apparently on an occasion when Coward him-

self had been playing Essendine, he forgot his next line 

and then with horror had realised that the prompt had 

nodded off. He had then tried to attract her attention 

(and wake her up!) by waving the pocket handkerchief, 

at which point the ad lib “waving to a passing horse” 

occurred. This apparently - and for reasons unknown 

to me - got a huge laugh and they decided to keep it in. 

I understand that some directors now cut the line. 

     I have found over the years that it is sometimes the 

small detail in a play which stands out and stays in the 

memory. I’m so pleased that I was able to ‘square the 

circle’, so to speak and, with Marc’s anecdote, solve the 

mystery.   

Frank Annable 

————————————— 

A T a recent gathering of some TRS members, we 

were asked to describe a moving or powerful  

moment or scene in a play we had seen.  I was tempted 

to choose a Rattigan and there are plenty of contend-

ers. Many would select a scene from The Browning 
Version or The Deep Blue Sea ; but I would probably 

opt for Separate Tables either when Major Pollock 

breaks down in front of Sybil or the final scene when 

the residents defy Mrs Railton-Bell and befriend the 

Major.  However, there are two plays by other play-

wrights which had a very powerful effect on me.  One 

was a play I saw as audience; the other was one I     

performed in.   

     The play that impressed me from a punter’s perspec-

tive was Tom Stoppard’s recent grand oeuvre Leopold-
stadt.  I love Stoppard, but sometimes find the artificial-

Luke Thallon and Sebastian Arnesto in Leopoldstadt        Photo: Marc Brenner 
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relationship with Tom and never calls him 

‘Dad’ but only a variety of mocking forms of 

Tom.    

     On going to confront his father at his flat he 

meets Addie and, smarting from the recent   

indignity of having been dropped by his girl-

friend, swiftly inveigles his way into her affec-

tions, and Tom’s 

bed, in an act of 

what seems to be 

both defiance and 

revenge.  Addie  

becomes pregnant 

— but is the baby 

Tom’s or Graham’s? 

And if she has the 

child will she permit 

either of them to 

claim fatherhood?   

     Through a series 

of deftly drawn duo-

logues the play sets 

up a web of relationships in which the more the 

characters assert their autonomy and independ-

ence the more they become entrapped.  As     

advanced thinking Hampstead intellectuals — 

and doubtless socialists to boot — they would 

seem to advocate ‘open’ relationships, freedom 

of expression, and the ascendancy of an individ-

ual’s right to choose over outdated notions of 

familial bonds and duties; and yet none of them 

is able to break away from the family and     

neither son nor father is able to overcome an 

almost visceral need to ascertain and assert   

paternity. ‘Transgression’ has a distinctly and 

deliberately biblical ring to it, and in this family 

set-up it would seem that the iniquity of the 

father — and indeed mother — is being visited 

upon the children to several generations! Han-

nah and Tom in particular long to break away 

from each other and a destructive relationship. 

Yet, in a manner strongly reminiscent of  

A 
T a time when so much contemporary 

drama seems to be preoccupied with 

LGBTQ ‘issues’ and gender identity poli-

tics it was refreshing and a relief to see a play 

which firmly puts the spotlight back on family 

relationships and in doing so asks neglected but 

crucial questions: can the family as we know it 

survive? Is its overall 

effect beneficial or 

destructive?  

     Loretta Monaco’s 

play Transgression, at 

the White Bear Thea-

tre, Kennington, is set 

in the 1990s and un-

folds the pains and 

tribulations of three 

members of an       

intelligent and highly 

articulate family as 

they navigate their 

way through a series 

of betrayals and deceptions.  The original trans-

gression of the title we discover was committed 

some twenty-five years before the action of the 

play begins when Hannah, the wife of Tom 

Greencroft, had an affair while being pregnant.  

Her husband Tom has been left in an agony of   

uncertainty ever since as to whether her son    

Graham is actually his son, and in his smouldering 

anger and resentment imagines his wife’s past   

infidelity gives him the licence to commit his   
current transgression: he is having an affair with 

one of his students, Addie.  

     He plans to leave the comfort of his and     

Hannah’s Hampstead home for a small flat, but in 

the wanting-to-have-his-cake-and-eat-it manner 

we come to associate with this deeply selfish char-

acter he has every intention of continuing to use 

the house for his therapy practice. Graham,      

perhaps intuiting his father’s doubts about wheth-

er he is actually his son, has always had an uneasy 

An evening at the White Bear 
Martin Amherst Lock reviews ‘Transgression’  

by Society member Loretta Monaco 

————————————————————————- 

Photo: Ben Behnam 

Abigail Moore and Bruce Allinson in Transgression 
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Amanda and Elyot in Private Lives, the more they 

hurt and belittle each other the more they become 

aware of a mutual attraction from which they can 

never be free. Irony is used throughout to wonder-

fully comic and at times painful effect. Both Han-

nah and Tom are psychotherapists and boy can 

they analyse! But for all their professional under-

standing of why marriages fail they can’t begin to 

sort out theirs, and in a rare moment of self-

knowledge even suggest they could help their    

patients by showing them how not to conduct a 

relationship! They are physicians who are wholly 

unable to heal themselves, shrinks who can’t     

analyse themselves out of a psychological cul-de-

sac.  Both believe passionately in the power of      

language to enlighten and explain, but both end up 

using it as a weapon to hurt and diminish.  Tom in 

his drama therapy classes urges his students to   

forsake the brain and live by the heart, yet neither 

he nor his wife can abandon the professional habit 

of intellectualising everything. Graham would 

seem at first to have escaped his parents’ obsession 

with self-examination by becoming an archeologist 

— someone who values life outside the immediate 

confines of the family; but he quickly reveals him-

self to be every bit as obsessive a mental excavator 

as they are, relentlessly digging up their and his 

past.    

     Addie, a penniless student who is arguably    

exploited first by Tom’s position as her professor 

and then Graham’s charm and wit, and Susan, one 

of Hannah’s patients or ‘clients’, could easily be 

assumed to fall into the role of the play’s ‘victims’;  

but it is they who finally seem to have the upper 

hand:  Addie is confident in the knowledge that it 

is she and she alone who will decide whether to 

have the child she is bearing and who will have a 

role in its upbringing.   

     Susan, who is suffering from having lost a child 

and not being able to have another, reveals through 

her dreams and reflections on them that she inhab-

its a world whose erotic richness and the certain-

ties to which it leads her is infinitely more coher-

ent and definite than anything the Greencrofts can 

ever imagine.  The play’s energy and constant shifts 

between comic and tragic modes was well sus-

tained by a gifted cast. Abigail Moore as Hannah 

was particularly convincing as someone who fights 

hard to persuade herself and others that all is fine 

when beneath the surface she is deeply wounded. 

The ease and poise with which she assumed the 

psychiatrist’s beaming mask — ‘What comes to 

mind? Let’s pause there’ — was brilliantly done. 

Bruce Allinson playing her son Graham comple-

mented her affectation of seeming insouciance to 

very good effect, making light of sadness yet all 

the while consumed by jealousy of his father and  

unwittingly as cruel as he, declaring to his moth-

er: ‘I won’t become another Hannah Greencroft!’  

     Jonathan Hansler captured well Tom’s sense of 

entitlement and of feeling wronged even when 

he is the wrongdoer, but his arrogance and rather 

seedy appearance made it difficult at times to see 

why Hannah wouldn’t have been pleased to see 

the back of him — or why indeed Addie should 

fall for him.  Alexandra Etudor conveyed Addie’s 

resilience and independence of spirit but one 

could have wished for a greater variety of tone at 

times, particularly in the final scene when serene 

confidence would have been a subtler means of 

exerting dominance over Hannah than antagonis-

tic defiance. The strength of Zara Hadeshian’s 

Susan as a foil to the others’ tantrums and petti-

nesses was extremely well wrought throughout.  

     Bryan Oliver’s direction made excellent use of 

a small playing area, the action moving seamlessly 

from house to flat and the use of circling move-

ment conveying a sense of claustrophobia in both 

locales. Just occasionally, particularly when    

Graham and Addie were conversing, one would 

have wished for greater variety of movement — 

and the stage dressing could have made a sharper 

contrast between the supposed opulence of 

Hampstead with its rose garden and the squalor of 

Tom’s flat — but overall director and cast worked 

well together in maintaining the script’s intensity 

of mood.  This is very much a play in which lan-

guage dominates action, and the director’s and 

cast’s attention to the meaning of what they were 

saying yielded dividends. 

     Loretta Monaco is to be congratulated on   

producing a highly engaging, thought-provoking 

and at times deeply moving script. The small but 

highly appreciative group of TRS members who 

saw the play are indebted to her for introducing 

them not only to a fascinating text but also the 

White Bear — an intimate theatre with an      

excellent pub!   (See Loretta’s article on p 6) 
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come on board at short notice, as did three replacement 

actors and, by the weekend, the job was done. Whew! I 

poured myself a quadruple scotch whisky.  So, once 

again we were fully cast and back on target, sort of. The 

problem being the rehearsal time lost on recasting,  

complicated by a long festive break, and a play besieged 

by setbacks and due to open on 9 January 2024. 

     Upon greeting the three new cast members on 18 

December, along with the two who'd not resigned, the 

director assured them extra days would be added on to 

make up for lost rehearsal time, which proved amazing-

ly do-able, with an earlier return in January and two 

rehearsal days scheduled for weekends. 

     But I still felt uneasy. And this feeling persisted 

when, during rehearsal week – 18 December through 22 

December – the two original cast members took one 

sick day each, albeit on different days, but not a good 

omen. And then, what I anticipated would happen did 

happen.  Each of the two original cast resigned, one on 

Christmas Eve, the other on Boxing Day – one of the  

explanations being an 'existing personal and professional 

relationship with the previous director', and another 

expressing concerns about 'lost rehearsal time'. Each 

wished the producer and myself the best of luck and 

enormous success with the play. Did they think they'd 

served up an Eton Mess? It certainly tasted sour to me. 

And what about their responsibility to their scene part-

ners with whom they'd rehearsed for a week? And me 

having to face the two characters who'd been benched 

and sure to berate me; they simply glared, gave me a 

withering look and muttered something under their 

breath. Quella donna è un'idiota. 
     But I had no time to waste, rehearsals were starting 

again on Wednesday, 3 January and now Transgression's 

scheduled opening was put off for a week. 

     Back on Spotlight, I set about, once again, writing 

new, irresistible role-of-a-lifetime breakdowns for the 

two characters, but having less luck this time. Actors 

were away on holiday and the offices of theatrical 

agents closed for the festive break. 

     I don't have to spell it out, but I will. How were we 

supposed to tell the three replacement actors about the 

two resignations? Surely, they'd walk, too. Or their 

agents would tell them to resign. 

     At zero hour, most likely through Pirandello's divine 

intervention – where fiction and reality conjoin – all 

five characters waged a mighty battle, enamoured with 

swathes of text and a stakeholder's claim to their place 

on a stage.      Continued on back page…  

I 
T must be one of life's most spirited exercises, to 

respond to the knock of a consummate scrapper 

who fights to stay in a play – not an actor – but a 

character who, once conceived, will not surrender its 

right to be born on stage. 

     This was true of Six Characters in Search of an      
Author, Luigi Pirandello's 1921 play about a group of 

unrealised characters who claim they were abandoned 

by an author who lost interest in them. All six interrupt 

a rehearsal process to demand that a director write each 

of them into a play. The director is hesitant but agrees to 

have his actors rehearse some scenes, using dialogue the 

characters provide to contextualise their existence.    

Expecting to play themselves, the characters are critical 

of the way the actors interpret their fictitious lives and 

fierce arguments ensue. 

     And so it was with my play, Transgression: Life in the 
Aftermath of the Eocene (see review pp 4&5), when, on 

the first day of rehearsals, 11 December 2023, an argu-

ment broke out between the producer and the director 

which proved near fatal to the continuation of the play. 

The director resigned two days later and three cast 

members went with him. The subject of the argument, 

and the resignations, is a play in itself but, since my   

immediate concern was to find a new director and to 

cast three new actors, I put my energies towards       

completing this task to ensure the rehearsal schedule 

remained intact. 

     The grumbling from the three characters sitting on 

the sidelines was audible. They were now without actors 

to embody their story and rendered me responsible to 

save their lives. I took to wearing earplugs. But the fear 

they'd never come to life invaded my sleep, while my 

waking hours were spent under the characters' watchful 

gaze and childish reproach; they jeered at my skills at 

recasting, even called me vile names in Italian, worse 

than Stupida. Although English, my characters were 

influenced by the militancy in Pirandello's play. 

     To put this dilemma into a time-urgency framework, 

I needed to find a new director and three actors by the 

weekend to ensure a full cast was on board to recom-

mence rehearsals on Monday, 18 December. To clinch 

this, I set about rewording the original character break-

downs on Spotlight. These were no ordinary break-

downs, these were role-of-a-lifetime character parts and 

you'd be a fool not to apply for them. I sat back and 

waited for agents and/or actors to respond, as well as 

contacting back-up actors from the initial casting      

process. A director friend I'd known for years agreed to 

The play that nearly wasn’t 
Loretta Monaco gives an inside view of her play’s hazardous journey into life 



 
7 

 

 home, like Eva longing to see her Ralph.  For others 

like May the war is an opportunity to develop skills 

and business, and Bertha gets to work on the trams.  

Yet for May the war also frustrates a possible romance 

with her cousin Tom, illustrated in a heartbreaking 

scene.  This moves from the comedy of Eva giving 

Ralph a bath in a tin tub to Tom raging at young   

Reggie’s beating, triggering a storm of conflicting 

views and emotions in May and Tom.   

     But it is the older wife Annie who displays the 

rawest emotional turmoil when she becomes          

convinced her husband Arthur has been killed.  She is 

initially depicted as an unsympathetic harridan always 

nagging her son Reggie.  This perhaps adds dramatic 

effect to her collapse after she sees her husband’s 

homing pigeon has returned and decides he must be 

dead.  It is a key moment in the drama which should 

send chills down the back of the audience, as the   

action builds from Annie’s horror at spotting the bird 

on the roof, exclaiming “It’s dragging one wing.  Oh 

God!  It’s got blood on it!”   

     Eva and Sarah (and audience) are left with a dread-

ful foreboding that their men are dead, although May 

refuses to admit this.  By the end of the scene Annie 

has disintegrated.  She can hardly see or walk, and 

leaves clinging to Reggie.   

     Annie’s collapse is an omen to the audience that 

something terrible has happened to the Pals.  The bird 

scene also sets up the agonising moment when Sarah 

enters saying she has heard that most of the Accring-

tons have been wiped out.  Her description of the 

young officer confirming the deaths is heart-rending 

“he was a big well-spoken young man but he was   

crying”.  This leads to Eva and other women marching 

on the Town Hall insisting they find out what has 

happened.  Whelan builds up to these powerful scenes 

by his depiction of everyday life, including the ironic 

performance of the song “Oh, Peaceful England”.      

     Then, just as a telegram announcing a loved one’s 

death would shatter someone’s family, so the arrival of 

the pigeon “England’s Glory” shatters the Accrington 

women.   

     It is arguable that Whelan echoes the spare and 

subtle style of Rattigan in his writing and his          

restrained depiction of deep emotions, such as the 

poignant final scene, when May asks Eva to read her a 

poem in the newspaper.  The poem expresses the grief 

felt by women: “there are tear-dimmed eyes in the 

town today, there are lips to be no more kissed…”  

May and Eva’s own words are more down-to-earth, 

providing a powerful counterbalance to the sentimen-

tality of the poem, and this increases the emotional 

charge of the play.  The audience is left feeling flooded 

by sadness at the futility and enormity of the losses.  
       Alison Du Cane 

We also need to acknowledge that atrocities still      

happen, and we must keep trying to learn from the  

horrors of the past.  

     An earlier piece of theatre that had a powerful effect 

on me is The Accrington Pals by Peter Whelan (1981), 

one of the first plays I both directed and acted in (on the 

amateur stage).  Yet when I first read it, I was not overly 

impressed.  However, working on the play made me 

appreciate what a moving drama it is, how memorable 

the characters are, and how effectively it can be staged 

with minimal sets and skilful lighting.  It demonstrates 

that most plays need to be performed and it can be diffi-

cult to judge how good a play is just by reading it.  The 

way the scenes overlap, moving between different loca-

tions, heightens the dramatic tension and keeps the  

audience involved. 

     Like Leopoldstadt, The Accrington Pals is inspired by 

real events, this time focused on the First World War, 

and on “Pals” Regiments, when men from one area   

enlisted and served in the same regiment together.   

Hundreds of soldiers from Accrington in Lancashire   

died in the Somme – not quite the wholesale slaughter 

suggested in Whelan’s play, but still a devastating loss.  

The play illustrates everyday interactions in the lives of 

ordinary working-class people.  Whelan combines an 

understated portrayal of emotions with crisp dialogue 

and routine activities that heighten the effect of the 

earth-shattering events unfolding on the world stage.  

And, as with Stoppard, Whelan uses humour to relieve 

the misery that is emerging.   

     There are some scenes with the soldiers, including a 

harrowing vignette of men going over the top on the 

Western Front, but the heart of the drama is what hap-

pens to the females left behind.  A key element of the 

play is how the women cope and how their relation-

ships develop.  Some are desperate for the men to come 

More memorable theatrical 
moments 

Continued from page 3

The Accrington Pals at the Royal Exchange, Manchester in 2013 
Photo: Jonathan Keenan 
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Dates for your diary 
_______________________________ 

 

The Deep Blue Sea 
Saturday 18 May 2024 

A visit to the Theatre Royal, Bath, to see a matinee perfor-
mance of the Rattigan classic starring Tamsin Greig as  
Hester Collyer.  Tickets have been allocated. 
 

The Winslow Boy at RADA 
Saturday 1 June 2024 

This is the fourth production to benefit from the French Fund 
set up by Dr Holly Hill.  TRS members are invited to the 
2pm performance on Saturday 1 June, to be followed by Q 
and A and tea and cake with the cast.  A booking form will 
be issued. 

 

Annual Birthday Dinner  
Tuesday 4 June 2024 

This year the annual dinner will take place on Tuesday 4 
June and will be hosted by our previous Secretary Gp Capt. 
Clive Montellier at the RAF Club, Piccadilly, where we have 
previously dined very enjoyably.  A booking form will be  
issued.  

 

Flare Path at Bromley Little Theatre 
Friday 7—Saturday 15 June 2024 

Performances (not Sunday) are at 7.45pm with a matinee at 
2.30pm on Saturday 8 June.  More details on the Bromley 
Little Theatre website.  Tickets £14. 
 

Suite in Three Keys by Noël Coward 
Thursday 4 July 2024 

A chance to see all three plays in this Coward trilogy at the 
Orange Tree, matinee and evening, with supper in between.   

”We Want to Live,” they shouted, as they held hostage 

two actors coerced into joining the play. 

     Transgression opened on Tuesday, 16 January,    

under-rehearsed and subjected to lukewarm reviews, 

but alive nonetheless. The characters paid the critics 

no mind, drank magnums of champagne and poured 

the bubbly stuff over their heads. 

     On the last night of the run, the five characters 

staged a peaceful protest – simply to continue to live in 

the play. Theatre is life and its partner illusion. I told 

them I'd think about it. 

I want to give most heartfelt thanks to Martin Amherst 
Lock who supported me throughout the production 
and bolstered my confidence in its most troubling days. 

 L.M. 

The play that nearly wasn’t 
Continued from page 6 
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New year drinks 
Continued from front page 


