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1961
The Ascent of F6

Tue play, written nearly twenty years after World War I, is topical tod
nearly twenty vears after World War II. The hero’s idealism is 3:‘:;! commm
now, Mr. and Mrs. A arc better ofl materially, but the spirit of disillusion-

ment remains, the ers that till
e B pow arc arc still suspect, and the Moon has waken

Somebody has described the play as ““a sardonic charade™. If it is a
charade, the characters are mercly puppets manipulated by author and
producer o point a moral or adorn a stage, painted masks representing
strongly-marked characteristics: the idealist, the demagogue, the Press Lord,

the Common Man, the perfect Second-in-command—in other rd
Chess Pieces, pnwn; moved by the author to make a play, i o

_If that is so, the ceremony demands presentati i ighti
ritual, all the tricks of the rtrade, and fumggi‘{,’;’m’:{;ﬁ;’:é‘°;‘,;u£§h:,‘g§;
subtle a2cting, Michael Ransom (Christopher Shrubsall), pictured as torn
between the desire to be at grips with a mountain and the desire to dissociate
aimself from the politics of the mountain, is the only complex- character;
his aloofness at normal times and his authority in action were well brought
sut, We certainly preferred him on the mountain, His solilequies are most
difficult, and we largely gucssed what they meant. One thing that they
meant, it seems, is that only failures are idcalists.

Michael fails entirely against Mrs. Ransom (Andrew Sproxton) to whose
arguments for climbing Fé he gives in, unconvincingly, simply becausc he
is told that idealists do not hate their brothers. Both in this scenc and in
the last scene Mrs. Ransom looked charming, spoke well but rather too fast,
and even sang nicely. But it scems an easy victory.

The climbing party is amply distinguishable: Gunn (David Margereson),
with an I-plate for climbing but for nothing clse, brash, hearty and success-
ful (one wonders whether the authors had cver been on an expedition with
such an impossible companion!}; Shawcross (Malcolm Love), self-righteous,
jealous and emotional, and not cconomical in his gestures; Lamp (Alan
Glover), the apostle of Polus Naufrangia and all things botanical (and what
a dull character to play!); the Doctor (Gerald Studd), a good fellow, as all
Rugby forwards are, the cternal No. 2, to whom no torch is passed on.
The emotional tensions on the mountain came over well, the climbing hut
lived, Gunn died with éclaz, the dead march upwards after the death of
Lamp was performed with all ceremony.

The go-getting party is amply distinguishable: James Ransom (Joseph
Harris) and Lord Stagmantle (David Stracey), looking and speaking like
Harris and Stracey respectively, but both ‘effective and both born for TV;
General Dellaby-Couch (Roger Harrison) and Lady Isabel Welwyn (Stuart
Harling), Thunderguts and his lady, the Empah and All That. As satire
against the art of publicity the play is very funny. -

Mr. and Mrs, A, (Alan Austin and John Row), the Common Man and
Woman, got across most adequately the jingle of the rhyming couplets with
their smart cynicism. An Announcer (Anthony Carter) secemed to have
studied his medium, For the evening he was our TV heart-throb.



And the Abbot (Derck Wilson) inveighed at length against the evil that is
brought about by the will for power in men's minds and urged the necessity
for self-surrender. He said it very nicely and was J)robably convinced by
it. A very difficult speech, which wec personally did not understand until
we read it again.

The last scene is a kind of variety act—Ilike most variety, good in paris to
all men, Unlike the Epilogue 1o ** Saint Joan ', for instance, it says nothing
new; the Chorus largely reiterates the idea of disillusionment and the Doctor,
one’s sole hope of cheerfulness, is dismissed in half a dozen lines. The
answers of James, Stagmantle, Isabel and the General in the “ Any
Questions?” part of the programme were well done,

The staging and lighting were excellent, the neiscs-off convincing, the
music played with gusto, t crenellated ridges stood out against the sky,
F6 looked really slippery and, having stood precariously on the utmost
pinnacle, we can say that it was quite a mountain.

Above all, the whole thing was fun to watch,



1962

“ The Pirates of Penzance”

THE opera was cursed, for two of its three nights, with what surely must
have been the worst fog of the winter. It was a pleasant change to be able
to sec clearly the morsel of ruined chapel by moonlight, and the piratical
rocks of Cornwall, salmon-pink and dove-grey, shining like the hcights of
F6, only more sedately.

Devotees of the box could no doubt look askance at the over-actine that
G. & S. tolerates and almost demands. Perhaps they considered that the
Major-General (David Margereson) over-did it in the first act and was
much more entertaining in the second, particularly in the candle scene. On
the other hand they could agree that Ruth (Rupert White) had a face worthy
of Coronation Street. The part, happily guyed, was made more amusing by
the violent contrast between the singing and the acting voice. The Pirate
King (Alan Austin), quite well abetted by his licutenant Samuel (David
Baker), sang powerfully and, in the second act, explained most compre-
hensibly the mystery of the Leap Year paradox. Frederick (Derck Wilson),
adorned with a regrettable toothbrush moustache, was suitably confused by
the situation and sang loudly and surely. The Major-General's seventeen
daughters, of all shapes and sizes, were led by three unusually sprightly and
attractive young things (David Williams, Barric Frost, and Thomas
Singfield). One of them looked so doll-like that onc imagined she would
lie down periodically and close her eyes. Mabel (Fric Bardell) looked like a
boy acting a girl’s part, had one of the most difficult entrics in all G. & S..
sprinted through Poor Wandering One, and improved as the opera went on.

The Sergeant of Police (Edward Goldsmith) looked the part, was not
particularly reminiscent of the trumpet’s martial sound on his first entrance
but, by the time the coster had finished jumping on his mother, was very
much at home. The Chorus of Policemen were very funny, and the Chorus
of Pirates, on their cat-like tread, rocked the Baths Hall to its foundations.

The orchestra, to our unmusical ear, did not drown the singers; the
production had no lapses, and provided some business which we could
recognise as being new. The Major-General at one point mentioned that he
had whistled all the airs from that infernal nonsense Pinafore, So he had. We
would say that, on the whole, the infernal nonsense from Pirares was even
better done. W.P



“G &8 by “ MC.GS”

THEe final curtain call of the last performance has been taken and the cast
moves off the stage amid exclamations and mutual exchanges of “ Well
done!”, “ First rate!” and “ You were great!” Everyone feels well satisfied,
but, for somc of us, this is mixed with an indefinable cmptiness in knowing
that this is our last school production.

There is no school activity quite like that of a dramatic production,
particularly when the choice is a Gilbert and Sullivan comic opera. Not
only does this involve the majority of the members of the School in some
way but the establishment becomes charged with an atmosphere and
cxpectancy that increases with time.

The first rumours begin during July when the closing school year compels
thought on projects for the Autumn term. The intelligentsia and the
modernists who are still unravelling the complexities of “ F6 * react scorn-
fully to the suggestion of “another G. & S.” Nevertheless, under the
lighthearted cry of “ Must cater for the masses >’ there comes a rumbling
and moaning to show that voices are being tuned up.

By the beginning of the new term a few choir practices have served as
appetisers. and some of the ‘“ naturals ” have been cast. Finally an influx of
extra-talented first-formers completes the casting; from now on it will be
blood, sweat and tears all the way. However, as time goes on, results are
scen and impromptu choruses ring out from the prefects’ room and gym
changing room, the number of these increasing in proportion to extra
practices and rehearsals. Time marches on and as half-term draws near an
clement of panic creeps in. After a frank assessment of the position and a
few home truths the cast are reconciled to spending one morning out of
half-term in attacking the little-known contents of Act II together with some
finishing touches to Act I.

At this point the production is affecting people in many ways. Owing to
the producer’s experiments during rehearsal numerous dances have been
attempted: the Madison, Loop-de-Loop, Okey-Cokey and Bossa-Nova—all
have been tried and the vast majority discarded. But one is left with the
consolation that we already know the steps of any new dance invented in the
next twelve months.  Principals are generally called by their G. & S.
cquivalent and chance remarks are heard during the day such as “ I should
like to sce Fred at break ”’; “’morning, Sam . . . ’morning, P.K.””; “ Are you

a part-time policeman?”; “ Will Kate and Mabel stop fighting!” and many
others.

With a superhuman cffort in the closing stages the cast arc informed
optimistically that they may yet “ put on a decent show . Wecks of hard
work are coming to an end and weariness gives way to enjoyment at doing
something well. The dress rehearsal gives one a chance to see the scenery
in position for the first time, and also to realise the smallness of the stage.
Finally comes the ultimate transformation of the character as the last
touches of make-up are added, amid gasps of delight, or horror! Armed
with cutlass or candle each hopes he will make no more mistakes after
tonight.

Even at this moment, when the actual performance may secm an anti-
climax after previous effort, the appalling state of the weather calls for
further examples of ingenuity and lovalty. More than one heart has heen

gladdened as it catches the whistled notes of “ Pour, oh pour the Pirates’
sherry ” somewhere close by in the fog. Almost unbelievably a full house
awaits us on the last night, giving rise to another attack of nerves and
increased tension. Then it is all over; only the memories and photographs
remain, as well as the satisfaction which makes one say *“I wouldn’t have
missed it for anything!”

D. A. BAKER






1965

IOLANTHE
THECEORD. CHANCELEOR . .o V. E. Hatzfeld
EARLE "OF MOUNTARARAT ..ot assnssiitdomss sam it P. Chapman
FAREATOELEQLEERR. ot e s o v s e o oty A. Sproxton
BRINATE WIEELS' oo lanewios samamainon s dimss s Saopee v R. F. Harrison
SEREPHON < i rasnctitiy e s e et e s e B. E. Lord
OUEEN OF THE FAIRIEBS ....:::is iz et s J. H. Marraner
FOTAINEH B o ot L s e e s R ML Al 8 o M. Hughes
CELIA ll A. R. Pearmain
"LEILA TR 2T of7 S SR I e PN 6 e 9 M. H. Porter
FLETA I A. J. Strivens
PHYERES i i s s s s iiidses de s s e s e e fes S. V. Reece

“Daddy, I do like the picture of the gentleman with the wig on the
front of the programme.”

“Yes, my dear, that is supposed to be the Lord Chancellor. You will
find that the one on the stage doesn’t look like the picture at all. That is
called Artistic Licence. The one on the programme looks like a very
kind Master of Latin Law at school.”

“Daddy, it says here that there are fairies in the play. 1 don’t believe
in fairies.”

“*No, but there used to be fairies once and so this is History, and
History is good for you. Some people don’t believe in Pecers either and
threaten to knock down their House. If that happens this opera will be
vet more Historical and still better for you.”

“When are the Peers coming on? 1 think the Fairies look very nice
and they all seem to know their words although I can’t understand a ot
of what they're singing about, and the very little red-headed fairy 1s
lovely. and the Fairy Queen looks very fierce, and Strephon looks very
handsome and very sad, and I should very much like to have lolanthe as
a Mummy, but I can’'t help knowing that the fairies are boy fairies
pretending to be girl fairies and T want to see some big boys in the Sixth
Form being Peers.”

“You are probably right. Boys pretending to be girls are all right up
to a point, but perhaps the clever Mr. Gilbert kept the Peers ofl the stage
for too long. As for the Fairy Queen., wouldn’t you look like a rather
unkind Headmistress if you had nineteen fairies to look after as well as
one in the doghouse at the bottom of the garden ? But here come the
Peers !”

“I like the Peers. They look funny and they sing some good songs, and
I can generally understand what the Lord Chancellor is singing about.
although he has a face like a full moon. And I am awfully glad some
Peers are Socialist, because I wouldn’t like Mr. Wilson to have nobody.”

“Yes, the Lord Chancellor is what is known as a discovery, because he
is much better than anybody thought he would be. And because this is
History there were no Socialists in it originally, so that the Producer had



to monkey about with the words to put the Socialists in. Incidentally, the
presence of Liberals in this opera is one of the main reasons for the
survival of the Party to this day.”

“Oh !

“l liked that bar of chocolate you bought me during the interval.
While I was eating it I heard you talking to a lady who said that some
of the music was difficult to sing. You looked as though you didnt
know, but they must be singing it rather well, because it sounds easy . . .
That soldier in the sentry-box has a good song, but he doesn’'t seem io
know what to do with his rifle as much as the soldiers outside Buckingham
Palace do.”

“Mr. Gilbert and Mr. Sullivan often seem to put a good song at the
beginning of the Second Act. The soldier sang it rather nicely, too. As
for the ordering of his arms, this is a nuclear, not a rifle, age.”

“Coo ! Daddy, I laughed fit to bust when the Law gentleman and the
two Chief Peers sang about love making the world go round. And when
they sang it a second time and did some new tricks I wanted it again.
Did they make up those tricks themsszlves 2

“I'm told they did. The two Chief Peers were certainly very funny
all through.”

* * - % *

“I liked it very much. I am glad Phyllis married Strephon. She
deserved to, because she sang so nicely when she took turns with two
or three other people. And she looked much happier later on . . .
You told me that my big brother and sister once went to sleep half-way
through a school opera. 1 didn’t want to — and it wasn’t because you
said you would crown me if I did . . . Why are they clapping those two
gentlemen in the black clothes and the white shirts 2

“They are the Musical Director and the Producer. The Musical
Director teaches them how to sing and the Producer does almost every-
thing else. They are clapping the Producer, not because he is leaving th:s
term, but because he has worked liard. I wouldn’t have his job for all
the tea in the Staff Room and the sugar in Uncle Jackson’s cup. And
he is thanking all the other people who have worked hard and deserved
praise — and there are plenty of them that you and I haven’'t talked

about.”
W.T.J.P.
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Strephon - B E Lord

o

Phyllis - S.

V. Reece
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. “BECKET” :
Revicious fervour is often dramatic: Becket, St. Joan. Luther all have

formed impressive subjects for plays. In this play there is also the almost
incvitable opposition of the State, the smouldering antipathy between
Norman and Saxon, and the basic loneliness felt by both Becket and the
King with the result that the producer has ample, if not embarrassingly
ample. material to put over. The many changes of scene in the play,
ranging from the Vatican to the Saxon pecasant's hut, nccessitate simple.
flexible scenery, such as the casily-movable arches representing wooden
beams on one side and stylised trees on the other. which were effective
enough in this production; the considerable cast. while providing plenty uf
varicty. also provides a greater number of potential pitlfalls; the women's
parts arc so cssentially feminine that it is very diflicult for an all-boy cast
to make them credible the less said, the more convincing the acting.

The producer was lucky. or well-advised. in a crudely lascivious Henry
(A. W, Baker) and a Becket (P. W. Fellows), remole and withdrawn even
in the scenes of gaiety early in the play. While the King and Becket
necessarily carried the burden of the action, the four Barons (D. C. Croxson,
W. S. Foster, M. T, Fain and P. M., Chapman) tossced it aboul drunkenly,
growling in good Mitchamese as adequately as Shakespeare’s Dukes swore
in good Stratiord-atte-Bow French. Theirs is almost a fool-proof part and
they were more than adequate. The French King Louis (L. St.J. Jarrett),
perhaps a French author’s revenge for Shaw’s Dauphin and Shakespeare’s
French King in “Henry V", is everything that Henry [l is not. It is a
telling contrast and was well acted.

The Little Monk, the symbol of Becket's temptation of martyrdom,
suggests the obvious comparison between “Becket™ and Eliot’'s “Murder i
the Cathedral™, a much more closely-knit and perhaps. because of the unity
of its theme, an easier play to produce than Anouilh’s box of varieties.
Anouilh’s dialogue is clever enough but in its apparent pointlessness is
difficult to put across - - the conversation between Henry and Becket on the
plain of La Ferté¢ Bernard, well done as it was. is inconclusive in every
way except that it mecans the final break between them. People. one

supposes, are always falling out with their friends. and life is mumd\mvc.
and the great ones of history arc no exceptions. The School has no reason
to be ashamed of its presentation of these historic truths. S—






