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Renewal and rededication 
April – amazingly one of 

the rare sunny, warm days 

that we have had this 

year!   

     Eleven of us gathered 

to view the restored     

memorial, including Lucy 

and several of her original 

‘group of friends’ – Simon 

Williams, Lee  Clayton 

(representing the Sir    

Terence Rattigan Charita-

ble Trust), Susan Cooper 

and Loretta Monaco.    

Unfortunately, Norman 

Home, who had been ex-

tremely pro-active in the 

project, was not able to be 

present, but our Chairman Martin Amherst Lock 

was also there along with TRS Founder Barbara 

Longford, myself (Treasurer) and another trustee 

of the Sir Terence Rattigan Charitable Trust, Sean 

O’Connor – and of course, David Suchet himself.        

     David arrived with a suitcase as he was kindly 

fitting the ceremony in just before going off on one 

of his narrowboat holidays, and we were delighted 

that he took the time and effort to attend.  The 

final guest at the event was a lady called Patricia 

England — the person who set the ball rolling by 

drawing the attention of the trustees of the Chari-

table Trust to the neglected state of the memorial. 

Hopefully, the photographs reveal the transfor-

mation of the memorial that has   Cont on p6… 
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S 
ome members may 

recall an intriguing  

article in issue 37, 

July 2021, of The Rattigan 
Version, by Lucy Briers, 

where she wrote about her 

connection with Terence 

Rattigan and her determi-

nation to raise money for 

the restoration of the    

family memorial in Kensal 

Green Cemetery.  At that 

time the memorial was in a 

deplorable state, and it did 

not bear the name of Ratti-

gan, although his ashes 

were interred there.   

     With the help of a 

group of friends (Lucy insists that they were not a 

committee!) Lucy set out to raise the £24,000      

required to do the renovation.  Here at TRS we      

assisted by channeling the funds through our bank 

account as well as publicising the appeal, and      

unsurprisingly a number of our members donated 

to the project.  Lucy and her friends managed to tap 

even greater sources of funding so that by the end 

of 2021 the whole £24,000 had been raised!  It took 

a further two years for the work to be completed by 

Robertson Memorials, but this has now been done 

and the results are splendid.   

     It was agreed with Lucy that we should have  

a rededication ceremony led by our beloved Presi-

dent Sir David Suchet, and this was arranged for 12 

Chairman Martin Amherst Lock, President 
Sir David Suchet, campaign organiser Lucy 

Briers and TRS Founder Barbara Longford at 
the rededication of the Rattigan memorial.  

More photos inside on page 6  

Report by Alison Du Cane 



 
2 

 

born and well-married Hester now shares with 

the man for whom she has left her comfortable 

life. 

     The role of Hester is often cited as one of the 

great roles for an actress – up there with Hedda 

Gabler. For the regular viewer it offers so many 

subtle facets that perhaps there just can’t be a  

definitive interpretation. Nevertheless, Tamsin 

Greig comes close to that – highlighting the      

vulnerability of the character, engaging audience 

sympathy on her first 

appearance. A first-

class performance that      

deserves to be seen by 

a much wider audi-

ence than this short, 

sold out, run in Bath 

attracted. 

     This production is 

notable for both the 

casting and the char-

acterisation of two    

male characters. In the 

case of Freddie Page, on numerous previous occa-

sions with this play, and even watching Terence 

Davies’ 2011 film, I’ve witnessed casting directors 

invariably getting it wrong. So bravo to Ginny 

Schiller, for here in the person of Oliver Chris, 

we have at last a Freddie shown as the confused, 

slightly feckless man-child that he is, all at sea 
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O 
PPORTUNITIES to experience what is 

arguably Rattigan’s finest play have been 

frequent since the landmark-reassessing 

revival directed by Karel Reisz at the Almeida in 

1993. Over the years I’ve heard from many TR  

enthusiasts who, like me, acknowledge Reisz’s   

production as a revelation of this beloved title—

both at the time, and as a lasting benchmark for 

future stagings. Could that have a lot do with the  

setting? With the physicality of a production? We 

know that the 1952 

premiere took place at 

the Duchess Theatre, 

incidentally the most 

obvious choice of West 

End properties to be re

-named The Rattigan, 

the most intimate of 

the capital’s proscenia. 

The compact interior 

of the Ustinov Studio 

in Bath has a capacity 

less than a third of the 

Duchess. The stage here so small that for once it 

offers the perfect dimensions for the accommoda-

tion in Mrs Elton’s boarding house in a part of 

town which Hester so memorably dismisses as 

“this low neighbourhood”. There’s no escape from 

the drab fixtures and fittings—nor the cramped 

conditions—of Peter McIntosh’s set, which well-

A first-class performance 
Phill Ward reviews ‘The Deep Blue Sea’ in Bath  

———————————————————————————-— 

Nicholas Farrell as Sir William Collyer and Tamsin Greig as Hester Collyer  

Photo: Manuel Harlan 
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 Danbury’s home in the Netflix series, Bridgerton.  

It is a Grade I listed building and the city’s first 

public art gallery.   

     Inside are fine and decorative arts built around 

Sir William Holburne’s superb collection. In the 

main gallery we were able to enjoy works by 

Gainsborough, Guardi, Stubbs, Ramsay and       

Zoffany.     

     Sir William Holburne (1793 – 1874), fifth     

baronet of Menstrie, seemed destined for a naval 

career but, following the death of his brother  

Francis, inherited the title and a modest fortune. 

He embarked on an eighteen-month Grand Tour of 

Europe.   

     This sparked a life-long interest in art and his 

enthusiasm for collecting. He particularly loved 

bronze sculptures, silver, porcelain and Dutch 

landscapes.  

     It was his wish that his collection be left to the 

city. 

     Since his death more than two thousand items 

have been added to the collection. Portrait       

miniatures, porcelain, embroideries and portraits 

by some of the greatest artists of the eighteenth 

century. 

     We were also able to enjoy a visiting exhibition: 

Henry Moore in Miniature, which was delightful. 

     A sympathetic modern extension to the house 

was added recently providing a lift and more     

gallery space. Visitor numbers have surged since.  

     The museum engages in a strong and worth-

while outreach programme supporting the more 

vulnerable members of the community.  

     At the conclusion of our visit we repaired to the   

excellent cafeteria for lunch. There was also time 

to browse and purchase in the well-stocked shop.  

     Phill Ward then kindly led the way to the    

theatre on foot through a very crowded city. The 

sun was shining and excitement mounting as we 

prepared to watch The Deep Blue Sea.        

     Our grateful thanks to Phill for all his organisa-

tion, booking tickets, making arrangements at the 

museum and reserving tables for the post-show  

supper where we were privileged to meet members 

of the cast (including Oliver Chris, seen above with 

Phill, Martin and our Founder).   

with a woman whose passion he cannot fully   

understand nor hope to satisfy. Then there’s the 

mysterious Mr Miller – Finbar Lynch here mining 

the ever-watchful cautiousness of a man with a 

troubled past. A TRS favourite, Nicholas Farrell 

found rather more warmth and compassion in Sir 

William Collyer than the norm. He seemed a 

thoroughly decent sort, not least in drawing     

attention to the line “If we’d be able to have a 

child, how much difference would it have made?” 

-  one that often passes unnoticed. 

     Director Lindsay Posner must be thanked for 

giving it to us straight – no agenda, no virtue sig-

nalling, just putting on stage the masterpiece that 

Rattigan gave us to cherish for generations.     

Phill, Martin and Barbara relaxing after the show with Oliver Chris 

And that’s not all 
Harry Cowd adds to the day in Bath 

I  was delighted to join the Society’s visit to see 

The Deep Blue Sea in the Ustinov Studio of 

the Theatre Royal in Bath. To enable a prior visit 

to the Holburne Museum, I caught an earlier 

train from Paddington where I was delighted to 

share a seating zone with our Founder, Chairman 

and another friend. The journey to Bath Spa 

seemed to pass very quickly, probably due to our 

continuous conversation!  

     At the station we met other members who 

were joining the party, hailed taxis and made our 

way to the museum. 

     The imposing house, which is the museum, 

was familiar to several of us as it is used as Lady          
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science fiction. Anybody struggling with computers 

at the time will well remember the unreliability, the 

files that wouldn't save, the text that simply vapor-

ised, the blue screen of death, Windows 98 or ME. 

Folk ringing helplines were invariably given the 

threadbare advice to unplug everything and then 

plug it in again. Worryingly, that often worked.  

Faced with strange results, like, say, an unprece-

dented PO Branch loss, 99% 

would immediately have   

suspected the system, unrelia-

bility being what it was. The 

only people with seemingly 

uncritical faith in this stuff, 

despite failure after failure, 

were governments - of any 

colour - and quangos like the 

Post Office, who saw some 

panacea (for what was never 

clear) while we were banging 

our heads against the wall 

trying to make the printer 

work.  

     Politicians’ faith and     

investment in new technology is nothing new,    

neither are the often dire results and ill effects as 

recorded by Nevil Shute. And a couple of paragraphs 

from his autobiography Slide Rule, which had such 

an influence on me that in the end they made me 

virtually unemployable in any organisation through 

mind-speaking. (As I was to all intents and purposes 

unmanageable, maybe there were other factors!) 

Nevil Shute Norway (in private life) was an engi-

neer who worked with Barnes Wallis on the Airship 

R100, the private sector competition for the state-

built R101 in a 1920s programme aimed at develop-

ing a network of services across the Empire. The 101 

crashed in France en route for India on what was 

really a PR trip for Lord Thompson, Minister for Air. 

R100 had in contrast made a, probably misconceived 

but successful, return trip to Canada. R100 was a 

more conservative design, Vickers, the private com-

pany, were trying to make money or at least break 

even. But taxpayers’ cash was thrown willy-nilly at 

the R101, too many innovations were tried, and too 

little testing took place. Yet nobody seemed to be 

able, or even want to, talk Lord Thompson out of his 

J 
ASON BEER KC is an unlikely TV star, but that's 

what he's become. If I was on trial I think his 

presence in my side would be a boost – mind 

you, I wouldn’t bet on anybody getting past him if I 

had a nightclub and he was on the door with the guest 

list. Mr Beer, in case you didn’t know, is one Lead 

Counsel to the Post Office Scandal Enquiry and by the 

end of this tortuous probe into perhaps the most dis-

graceful scandal in public life 

(until the next one), he may 

well have done more live tele-

vision than anybody else in 

the country. He certainly has a 

huge fan club if web com-

ments are anything to go by. 

I’ve spent far too many 

hours watching these hearings, 

often with my jaw resting 

comfortably on the floor, as 

senior PO figures who either 

proceeded against Sub-

Postmasters (or stood by un-

concerned) visibly shrank and 

aged, faced with Beer’s quiet 

but relentless questioning. Rather like cinematic Wins-
low's court-martialled Naval Officer and Handwriting 

expert. 

Yet it occurred to me that he would not be the first 

casting choice for Sir Robert Morton; his patent lack of 

an histrionic approach wouldn’t give much in the way 

of theatrical fireworks—which is the difference       

between the law as it is and Perry Mason, I suppose. 

However, I sense some of his fellow silks (Edward  

Henry and Sam Stein especially) weren't acting when 

they took an aggressive, combative stance. Their 

wrongly-found-guilty-clients, some of 900 modern-day 

Winslows, are sitting next to them and they know their 

stories.  

But I want to bring in here Nevil Shute, another 

highly commercial writer - in his time as successful as 

Rattigan - and a hero of mine. Maybe I should say why.  

The Post Office Scandal goes back to 1996 with the 

Horizon pilot, and 1999 for the software roll-out, when 

we were all talking about the Millennium Bug. Most 

homes did not have a PC, the local press invariably  

carried pictures of the Mayor with the school's one 

computer, and tablets, leave alone smartphones, were 

Mr Winslow to Mr Bates (by way of R101) 
It’s very easy to do justice, very hard to do right! 

Roger Mills finds current parallels with ‘The Winslow Boy’  

————————————————————————- 

Robert Donat as Sir Robert Morton in the 1948 film 
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lunatic plan to fly to India in an a largely unproven 

craft.  

Shute wrote - and have Horizon in mind please: "I 

considered at the time that the disaster was caused by 

the actions of the men at Cardington [those actually 

building R101]; I do not think that now. [They] were 

honest, hardworking men doing their best in a job that 

was rather too big for them. The first-class brains in the 

Air Ministry, the high executive civil servants at the top, 

should have been able to assess the position correctly 

and take action that would have avoided the disaster. 

They had plenty of evidence, extending over several 

years." 

"Either these men [...] were extraordinarily stupid, 

which I do not believe, or they appreciated that quite 

abnormal and unjustifiable risks were being taken with 

RI0I. [...] If just one of them had stood up [...] and had 

said - 'This thing is wrong, and I will be no party to it.' - 

if that had been said then, or on any one of a dozen   
previous opportunities, [my emphasis] the disaster 

would almost certainly have been averted. It was not 

said, because the men in question put their jobs before 

their duty." 

Those few sentences will resonate with anybody  

following the Post Office story. What on earth was the 

PO Board doing? The government paymasters? The 

Ministry of Justice? Somebody in the corridors of power 

should surely have wondered if 5% of sub-postmasters 

were really on the fiddle now, when they apparently 

hadn’t been before.   

Yet what happened with R101 and the PO is simple 

and with a long and disgraceful history. I'll argue here 

it's what we (in my case ex-) social scientists call 

'groupthink'. A group of individuals or an organisation 

come to believe in something, back something, defend 

something, without sufficient evaluation - usually     

rejecting any alternatives as wrong without investiga-

tion. Don't rock the boat became the watchword - or 

we're all sunk. You are either with us or against us.  

Groupthink stalked the Post Office - that's pretty 

obvious - but really it squats hoof in mouth in many 

large organisations ready to attack anybody with the 

temerity to challenge. We're right, Groupthink says - or 

at least we have to be - and the devil take the hindmost. 

When Catherine Winslow says: "Sir Robert’s very 

worried. He said the Attorney-General’s speech made a 

great impression on the jury. I must say it was very  

clever. To listen to him yesterday you would have 

thought that a verdict for Ronnie would simultaneously 

cause a mutiny in the Royal Navy and triumphant jubi-

lation in Berlin."  Groupthink. 

When the First Lord declaims: "The Admiralty,   

during the whole of this long-drawn-out dispute, have 

at no time acted hastily or ill-advisedly." Classic Group-

think. Deny. Push back.   

Arthur Winslow was fighting typical bureaucratic 

groupthink, the most pathological aspect of which is 

the willingness to consign anybody from a complain-

ant to a whistleblower to the scrap heap - usually with 

weasel words or orotund justifications. Often by delay 

and filibuster. Take the piece of advice revealed on the 

day I was mulling this over -  solicitors suggesting the 

Post Office simply drag things out so those funding 

appeals either ran out of money, or patience, or both, 

and would simply melt away.  

Groupthink is an organism dwelling in no one  

person, witness the poor souls in this enquiry who 

really can't explain why they did what they did or 

why they didn’t speak up. As a driving force it seldom 

appears as a deliberate development either. It just 

grows - in the right soil. The seed is often one tiny 

failure to do the right thing, which isn't questioned. 

Or lack of questioning at all. Or blind faith. Or most 

potently lacking courage to admit things have gone 

wrong and all the money has been wasted.  (The so-

called ‘sunk cost’ fallacy.) Or just, as in Winslow,    

saying it’s simply not right that this case should go on 

for (whatever public policy reason happens to suit).  

Watching these proceedings, I sense Rattigan 

watching along too, thinking to himself Winslow is 

still relevant and Arthur Winslow could have just as   

easily been Mr Bates fighting what is still (despite 

what it might think differently) a pretty unrecon-

structed money pit of a public service. Nothing more 

than an arm's length government ex-cash office, hope-

lessly trying to find a new profitable role and deter-

mined to defend itself whatever the cost both to the 

taxpayer – natch – and to the feeble grains being 

ground down by the wheels of the courts.  

What struck me most, though, was the similarity in 

what the Post Office victims and the Winslows had 

suffered – not financial loss, bad though that might be, 

but for so many victims the complete trashing of their 

reputations. Bad enough to lose your house or business 

or your place at Osborne, but worse to lose your good 

name. It’s a nice point and one which Winslow has as 

an undercurrent throughout. Think about it. Ronnie’s 

dad was a bank manager when five bob was a day’s pay 

for a farm worker. It’s an aspect of the play I don’t 

think is given as much consideration as it might be.  

As Arthur Winslow found, fighting an 

‘establishment groupthink’ takes special qualities no 

matter how good your case or how deep your pockets 

– their pockets will be deeper and they have all the 

time in the world. Mr Bates found the same - until a 

drama got going.  

In both Winslow, and Bates too, the Court of Pub-

lic Opinion reached its own conclusion far quicker 

than the actual courts. The Government simply threw 

in the towel when the heat got too strong. Cont. on p8 
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been wrought 

when compared 

to the pictures 

taken in 

2021.The glow-

ing white stone-

work includes 

the new inscrip-

tion to Terence 

Rattigan, below 

one for his  

mother Vera, the 

memorial is sur-

rounded by green 

grass, and Lucy has planted flowers and herbs to 

brighten the top of the sarcophagus/chest tomb.  

She plans to arrange some low-level garden 

maintenance to keep the memorial looking trim.  

The words of the inscription are simple but clear 

proclaiming: “Sir Terence Rattigan Playwright 

born 9th June 1911 died 30th November 1977”.  

     Once we had all inspected and admired the 

renovation work, David gave a short address pay-

ing tribute to Rattigan and expressed thanks to the 

fundraisers who had spearheaded the campaign.  

Lucy and Martin also spoke about how the project 

had come to fruition. Lucy paid particular tribute 

to three very generous donors: Sir Kenneth      

Branagh, Alex Michaelides and an anonymous 

benefactor.  As a footnote, David mentioned that 

he and others are still involved in a campaign to  

re-name one of the London theatres in Rattigan’s 

honour (watch this space).    

     The ceremony at Kensal Green was followed 

by an enjoyable sandwich lunch at the nearby 

Masons Arms.   

     We would recommend any interested members 

to go and view the restored memorial.  It is on 

Oxford Avenue, near the main west entrance, 

close to Kensal Green station (Bakerloo line and   

Overground) – and of course Kensal Green Ceme-

tery is a fascinating place to visit anyway, housing 

so many graves and memorials to famous and   

interesting people – of whom Terry Rattigan must 

be among the most eminent!   

The Rattigan Memorial 
Continued from front page  

 

O ur former Secretary, Group Captain Clive 

Montellier was our host for the Annual 

Birthday Dinner at the RAF Club on 4 June and 

a splendid occasion it turned out to be.  Our 

guest of honour was Tom Littler (pictured, in 
full flow), Artistic Director of the Orange Tree 

Theatre, where we have seen a number of shows 

on Society visits, most recently a superb revival 

of She Stoops to Conquer last winter.   

Dinner with Tom Littler 
A report on the Annual Birthday  

Dinner  

     Answering some searching questions from 

our Events Secretary, Phill Ward, Tom con-

fessed that earlier in his life he was much more 

familiar with the works of Noël Coward and 

had thought Rattigan “not terribly difficult”, 

but changed his mind when   Cont on p 8… 
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 while constructing the character of young Ronnie 

Winslow, and the dramatic rendering of the   

Winslow father and fictitious older sister who    

supports him throughout the play. Although the 

piece ends on a victorious note, none of its charac-

ters rejoice in the court victory. I imagine the   

weariness and sadness that underpins the play is 

down to Rattigan's knowledge of the merciless fate 

that awaits them. Most assuredly, this knowledge 

helped to ensure the play's enduring dramatic    

appeal. 

     Since the London debut of The Winslow Boy at 

the Lyric Theatre in 1946, this virtuoso piece of 

writing has been performed thousands of times 

worldwide (ChatGPT) has transcended two centu-

ries and continues to introduce thousands of theatre

-goers to its timeless elegance – which brings us to 

its most recent revival, acted by third-year drama 

students at The Royal Academy of Dramatic Art 

(RADA) and what a superlative production it is, 

both in casting and in the creative team responsible 

for its direction, lighting, sound and set design. 

     The term amateur production appears on the 

RADA website, but the term contradicts itself    

because there is nothing amateur about the prepa-

ration required to take on the complex layering of 

Rattigan's characters, nor in mining the play’s    

dramatic potential. 

     The RADA production is truly an ensemble 

piece with each actor digging deep to capture the 

strengths and frustrations of their character. And 

given the nuanced interpretation they bring to the 

piece, their delight is apparent as they speak of 

'taking on the skin' of such deeply mortal charac-

ters. This sense of appreciation was particularly  

apparent during the after-show discussion. Cast 

members spoke of their privilege and awe in       

approaching the subtleties of Rattigan's text, of a 

finely tuned rehearsal process and of their attention 

to their character's emotional responses, i.e. when 

to pull back and when to release the intensity of a 

well-sequestered response. They were honoured to 

be chosen for The Winslow Boy and spoke of join-

ing the Terence Rattigan Society. 

     We were delighted that Dr Holly Hill, founder 

of the TRS’s French Fund, was able to attend the 

performance and present a cheque for £2,000 to 

RADA on behalf of the Fund (see photo).  Apart 

from the pleasure of speaking with the actors, TRS 

members also enjoyed the most delectable cakes 

served up in their honour. A truly marvellous after-

noon was shared by all.   

T erence Rattigan's 1946 play The Winslow Boy 

needs little introduction to members of the TRS. 

Most, if not all, will be familiar with this masterful 

work based on a sensational court case concerning a 

thirteen-year-old cadet, George Archer-Shee, wrong-

ly accused of stealing a five-shilling postal order   

during his enrolment at the Royal Naval College,  

Osborne. Although the false accusation took place in 

1908, Martin Archer-Shee's battle to clear his son's 

name took two years to come to court and depleted 

the Archer-Shee family finances as well as its physi-

cal energies, but did result in an acquittal for young 

George and an award for legal costs worth about 

£5,000 in 1910, equivalent to about £740,000 in 2024 

– depending on which online account you read – and 

there are many. 

Tragically, the financial award brought neither    

happiness, nor longevity to the Archer-Shee family. 

George's father died in 1913, his real-life 14-year-old 

sister died of meningitis in the same year and 19-year

-old George was killed/missing in action in 1914,  

only a few weeks after his battalion was deployed to 

Ypres, Belgium, in the early days of WWI. His moth-

er, Helen Archer-Shee, placed ads in newspapers, 

desperate for information about George, but none 

was forthcoming. His grave was never found and he 

is commemorated on the Menin Gate Memorial in 

Ypres. Little is known about Helen or how long she 

lived after suffering the loss of her husband and two 

of her children. A sorrow-filled ending to follow a 

victorious court ruling and substantial award which 

the family did not live to enjoy. 

     Rattigan would've been aware of these tragedies 

The French Fund in action  
at RADA 

Report by Loretta Monaco

Dr Holly Hill presenting the French Fund cheque to RADA student 
Jonathan Rubin, who played Sir Robert Morton  
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working on the revival of Flare Path with Trevor 

Nunn in 2011.  He and Trevor had fun “being  

aeroplanes” in rehearsal to simulate the sound   

effect of bombers taking off, and were privileged to 

meet present-day members of Bomber Command.   

     Tom was also responsible for the revival of  

Rattigan’s first play First Episode, which he  

directed whilst running Jermyn Street Theatre.  

In that play he detected “the seeds of Rattigan 

greatness”.  As he observed, and as is often       

observed about Rattigan, it is rare in life—and 

drama—to find a couple equally matched in their 

depth of passion.  The inequality of love is very 

evident in many Rattigan plays; and in the Oxford 

student days of the 1930s, the setting of First    
Episode, there was much to foreshadow the tragic 

loneliness of Hester Collyer in The Deep Blue Sea.  

     Asked about directing plays ‘in the round’, as 

at the Orange Tree, Tom said one of the hazards 

was stopping the audience stealing the props as 

they cross the stage area to get to their seats. 

Mostly chocolates, apparently, wanting to see if 

they were real, so it was a relief to hear that Rich-

mond audiences were only very petty thieves and 

not making off with larger loot.  More seriously, 

the transfer from ‘in the round’ to the wide open 

spaces of Chichester, for instance, as was the case 

with Maughan’s The Circle recently, did present 

some tricky problems—new sightlines, for one, 

and making the actors take larger strides to cross 

the stage.  Perhaps the main advantage of theatre 

in the round is that it is very liberating—it opens 

the play up and, said Tom “creates a very demo-

Dates for your diary 
_______________________________ 

 

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.  

 

Brief Encounter by Noël Coward 
Friday 5—Saturday 13 July 2024 (not Sunday 7th) 

At Bromley Little Theatre.  Members are invited to make 
their own arrangements, should they wish to do so. 

 

Table Number 7 and The Browning Version 
(‘Summer 1954’) 

Saturday 16 November 2024 

A chance to see a very interesting pairing of one half of   
Separate Tables with The Browning Version at the Arts 
Theatre, Cambridge. It is planned that we also hold our 
AGM the same day, before having lunch near the theatre 
and then seeing the matinee performance, allowing mem-
bers plenty of time to return home.  A booking form will be 
issued. 

The sub-postmasters have had justice - much good 

did it do some of them. What they wanted - all they 

wanted - was for right to be done.  I'm not sure even 

with Sunak's panic legislation that's happened yet. I 

hope Sir Wyn Williams' report will do that job… 

What it all proves to me once again is simple. Leav-

ing aside the qualities of all the rest of Terry's output, 

this inquiry highlights that The Winslow Boy might be 

his most important legacy. It's an artefact of crucial 

importance. It's an enduring warning. It should be on 

every Eng Lit syllabus in the country. 

In a previous Rattigan Version, I pondered whether 

the sun ever set on Winslow. Let’s hope it never does. 

I think I'll just watch the DVD again.    

Mr Winslow to Mr Bates 
Continued from page 5 

cratic experience”. Another great benefit is that it 

disposes of the need for a large stage set, and 

smaller things can indicate the style of the setting, 

for example “by letting the ornate fruit bowl    

convince you you’re in a really smart hotel”.         

     Finally, he saw a line of progression through 

Wilde, Maugham, Coward and Rattigan on the 

ways “to navigate emotion through disguise”.  It is 

as if “the baton were being passed on.”  This was a 

truly entertaining evening and it was wonderful to 

have Clive (‘Monty’) and Holly Hill with us again 

for the occasion.   

Dinner with Tom Littler 
Continued from page 6 

Caroline Langrishe and Philip Labey in First Episode, directed by Tom Littler 
at Jermyn Street Theatre in 2014 


