Newsletter –February 2012
Salutations my cherubic charmers. Welcome to another spellbinding edition of the YSP
newsletter. Excited? You should be for I’m about to disseminate...

Those Merry Wives Have Got Their Man...
Interviews have been had, the votes have been cast and it gives me great pleasure to announce
that that the director of the YSP’s forthcoming production of The Merry Wives of Windsor
is...drum roll please...the drums begin to roll...now, I realise that those of you who dwell in this
media-saturated online dystopia of emails and social-networking are only too aware of whom it
is I speak. But for those of you who, like myself, choose to spend the odd month or so in a stormlashed cave with only an over-sized blouse and limp quill to protect you from the elements may
very well still be in the dark. Unless of course you happened to attend one of the auditions in
which case you too will have at least an inkling of who it is. But I fear I digress. Being an editor
is all about seizing the moment and this is a moment I intend to seize with all the alacrity and
grace of a David Gower cover drive. A lesser man would probably endeavour to skirt the issue in
an ill-conceived attempt to try and generate tension. But rest assured dear reader you are in safe
hands. I have a Diploma in ‘Getting to the Point’ and when it comes to beating around the
bush...well let us just say that I don’t even know where the bush is...ahem...what I mean to
say...that is...when all is said and done...lovely weather for the time of year don’t you think?..We
may have had a spot of snow but I think we got off quite lightly don’t you?.. I mean, it was
nowhere as near as bad as last year was it?..the drummers begin to get a trifle vexed and throw a
few choice expletives in your gentle editor’s direction...anyway, I’ve been politely informed that
it is in my best interest to strike while the iron is hot and I can assure you that this iron is hotter
than the Melbourne Cricket Ground on Boxing Day. Not that I’ve actually been to the Melbourne
Cricket Ground on Boxing Day you understand? But I have seen several pictures and I can say
with some confidence that it looks jolly warm down there. It makes Gower’s century in 1990 all
the more remarkable. So, without further ado, it gives me great pleasure to announce that the
director of the YSP’s forthcoming production of The Merry Wives of Windsor is...drums flourish,
cymbals crash and Dr Nick blows his horn...

Tom ‘Strasz’ Straszewski!

Welcome to the YSP Newsletter my dear Strasz. Pull up a chaise longue and make yourself
comfortable. Pour us two unfeasibly large vodka martinis would you Hargreaves? And make
sure my smoking jacket is ironed. I’m expecting Gareth William Lewis around for port, cigars
and cribbage later this evening. Incidentally Strasz, please don’t be perturbed by the mirrored
ceiling. It’s a relic from the MCVI days. I shall get Freddi to remove it just as soon as he’s
finished sweeping the chimney. Ah, thank you Hargreaves. Yes, that will be all for the time
being.
So then Strasz, my predecessor would often open an interview by asking what was the
interviewee’s first experience of Shakespeare. However, we at the MWSAS would like to do
things a little differently and ask what was your first Shakespearean experience?
My first Shakespearean experience was Propeller’s original production of Henry V, currently
revived and on tour. I can’t remember the details, but I do remember wild excitement, lots of
soldiers running around in camouflage, the siege of Harfleur played literally on the roof of the
theatre and a very masculine Princess of France being taught English whilst taking a bath
suspended over a river. I learnt three things which I hope to demonstrate with MWW:




Shakespeare is exciting.
Shakespeare doesn’t have to take place inside.
Cod-French accents are inherently funny.

Many of our readers will have seen you acting your cotton socks off in various YSP
productions but please tell us about your directorial background.
My first “proper” piece of directing was Richard III with the Lords of Misrule back in 2008,
presented as a black comedy in the Minster Gardens. I didn’t have another directing opportunity
until 2010, when everything started to take off. Following my adaptation of Malory’s Le Morte
D’Arthur, again with the Lords of Misrule, I then directed local playwright Chris Green’s
Portrait of an Incendiary at the York Theatre Royal Studio and finally Mankynde, a riotous
medieval morality play. They’ve all been brilliant chances to build up my skills in directing and
experiment with a particular visual aesthetic.
Most recently I directed The Strange Case of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde, a promenade performance
around the streets of York. This was a chance to really get to grips with a psychological dramaas well as large amounts of blood and gore. There are of course no death scenes in Merry Wives.
This will be a nice change.

What was it about Merry Wives that appealed to you?
MWW tends to get hammered by the critics as a bit of lightweight fluff. Without comparing
myself to Peter Brook, that’s exactly what people thought of A Midsummer Night’s Dream until
his 1971 production. Merry Wives is actually a skilfully structured play about the perils of pride
and what happens when people refuse to back down, a theme that runs through all of
Shakespeare’s works. Unlike the other plays, this is his chance to show that you don’t have to be
the heir to a throne or a mighty general to experience the agonies of jealousy or the trials of love.
And Shakespeare does it without turning it into some weighty treatise on the universal human
condition, instead doing it through comedy, with a set of middle-class families, a (literally) horny
knight and a mad Frenchman, running around a small town getting into trouble. Amazing
characters acting like idiots because they simply refuse to trust each other. And for Shakespeare,
it’s got a number of strong female roles – not just the eponymous Merry Wives, but also the
sensible love-interest Anne Page and the wonderful Mistress Quickly. I’m also hoping to crosscast to make full use of York’s finest female talent.
I would also like to point out that there is nothing fluffy or lightweight about Sir John Falstaff.

Pray tell us a little about your particular vision for the play.
Windsor is a tidy little town full of tidy people, slowly invaded by a host of almost mythic
figures- epitomised by Falstaff and his followers, but also including a mad French-German
doctor (Caius), a Welsh vicar (Evans) and a rakish soldier (Fenton). The extent to which these
people become integrated into society will be indicated through heavy make-up and costume…
and these will shift and change as the play progresses. It’s a solid world made unstable, and
Windsor has to deal with that as best as it can - a bit of a satire on England in general, one might
say. In terms of looks, it’s mostly Elizabethan but without aiming to reconstruct the era
precisely- if you want that, go to the Globe. Folk music, madrigals and modern songs will shift
and combine to create a sense of a town that might be then and might be now- combining the two
Elizabethan eras. A sense of carnival and topsy-turvydom building up, to be released safely by
the final capture of Falstaff.
I’ve actually had a tricky time summing up my vision, at least in the tidy “concept” format the
marketing types seem to like- Hamlet in a psychiatric ward, Much Ado in Cuba, The Tempest IN
SPACE. The closest I’ve managed is Fawlty Towers meets the Wicker Man. Make of that what
you will.

I’ve had my ear to the ground (I slipped on the snow) and I’ve heard a rather exciting
rumour that we may get a taster of your Merry Wives at April’s fundraiser. Could this be
true?
Yes, this is indeed the case. We’ll be using the Fundraiser to show off the production and drum
up support. More details to come…

And finally, Nicholas Rowe, in his Life of Shakespeare (1709), writes that Queen Elizabeth
“was so well pleased with that admirable character Falstaff in the two parts of Henry IV
that she commanded him to continue it for one play more, and to show him in love”. With
this in mind who would you say is the most pyrotechnic batsman of the last thirty years: Sir
Viv Richards or Adam Gilchrist?
Gosh, that’s a tough one. I would say, on the balance, and bearing in mind he did it all without a
helmet, Sir Viv.
Well, I’ll certainly drink to that. Hargreaves, prepare us two more vodka martinis so large
that Sir John Falstaff could bathe in them. Look out for more Merry Wives exclusives in
later issues. But what is this multi-coloured vision I see on the horizon? Is Mr Lewis here
already in one of his more conservative shirts? No, it’s Ben The Sauce Sawyer bearing
news. Disseminate my dear Sawyer. You won’t be the first...

Shakey Day IV: The Bardening
Yes, gentle reader, it’s that time of year again. The YSP is taking to the streets to celebrate the birthday
of our beloved bard and once more, we’re looking to you to take part. For the benefit of our newer
members, the YSP has held an annual fundraising and publicity event on Shakespeare’s birthday (or as
near as) for the past three years. A day is spent delighting the people of our great city with music, street
theatre, energetic tin rattling and Maurice Crichton in a dress. Our slot is now booked for Sunday the
22nd of April and we will be returning to the hallowed ground of King’s Square once more.
Last year was our biggest fundraising day yet. Shakey Day stalwart Lara Pattison returned for a third year
with her fantastic comedy songs. Jeremy Muldowney resurrected the first ever YSP production, a
traditional English mummer’s play restoring the heroic reputation of Richard III. Helen Wilson’s dashing
players presented a marvellous extract from Twelfth Night. Matt Simpson invited the audience to
generate random Shakespeare by spinning the Wheel of Outrageous Misfortune. And a promising young
director named Tom Straszewski gave us a Mechanicals’ Play to remember. And look where he is now…
So what have we got this year to top that little lot? Well, gentle reader, for that it’s over to you. This is
your opportunity to make your Shakespearean ambitions a reality. We need…
Directors! If you’ve ever fancied trying your hand at directing a show, this is your chance to have a go on
a small scale. We are looking for people to put together short plays (about 10 to 20 minutes long) to be
performed throughout the day. This could be an extract or a series of scenes from a play, or something
original with a Shakespearean theme.
Minstrels! Are you musical? Fancy yourself a Feste? We want people to sing and play music with a
Shakespearean bent, whether that be songs from a play, sonnets set to music or even something of your
own devising inspired by old Will.
Other Stuff! Last year, Matt Simpson brought a little audience participation to the show. Have you got
an idea for a crowd-pleasing bit of midsummer madness?
Publicists! While all this is going on, we’re looking for people to collect money, hand out flyers, sign up
new members and let as many people as possible know what we’re about. We’re going to be running an
information desk, but we’ll also need people working the crowd throughout the day.
If any of this inspires you, get in touch at b.sawyer@btinternet.com We hope to see many of you there.

Last year’s fundraiser ably
demonstrated the perils of
online dating

A Moment of Contrition
I recently received a letter from the YSP Complaints Committee informing me that a certain
Master Baker had lodged a complaint against your sweet, ingenuous editor regarding the fact that
throughout last month’s edition I’d consistently referred to Harold Mozley as Harold ‘Mozely’.
Needless to say I was absolutely appalled at such an oversight and, after offering my sincere
apologies, I assured the aforementioned gentleman that such an appalling appellative error would
never darken this illustrious organ again. However, my heartfelt words fell on deaf ears and after
a long and painful court battle I was ordered to not only include a formal apology in this month’s
newsletter, but also to pay Mr Mozley the not inconsiderable sum of two fairy cakes, a Victoria
Sponge and a tray of fruit flapjack. I appealed. Oh, how I appealed. Dear, sweet reader you
wouldn’t believe how appealing I was. But the Committee would not be moved. So, it only
leaves me to say that I sincerely regret the misspelling of Harold Mozley’s name and I apologise
to his good self, his family and his friends for any pain and inconvenience I have caused.

“Get in my son!” Harold
Mozely Mozley was rather
pleased when he heard the
court’s verdict

And now a few words from everyone’s favourite facial hair fetishist...
Coriolanus (122 mins, Cert 15) - A review by the Maurice Crichton Vanity Initiative.
The cinematography is by Barry Ackroyd (The Hurt Locker, United 93). The script adaptation is
by John Logan (Gladiator, and the imminent new Bond, Skyfall). It’s got Brian Cox in it. You
are already thinking this is probably not an ideal date movie. I know I am. Then Ged Murray
joins me in the same row at Cityscreen. Now you are probably thinking ‘proper blokes flick’
meets ‘intriguing YSP bromance!’ Read on.
If you haven’t read the play, let alone seen it – and this is the first screen adaptation – the story is
told very clearly. A victorious and seasoned military leader returns home from another military
success with two new wounds to add to the 25 he already has. Coriolanus is the kind of guy who
would not be seen dead at a YSP AGM, he would rather be cleaning his AK47. He is
contemptuous of talkers and is only grudgingly respectful of his arch enemy Aufidius, Gerard
Butler (aren’t we all.) Yet somehow he is made First Consul.
I am almost certain Ged and I were both thinking about victorious world cup winning England
rugby captain Martin Johnson at this point – he of the heroic ears – himself so unsuitably
appointed First Consul. It’s also possible – and let’s face it desirable – that Ged was reminded of
a certain YSP member (hark! obligatory knob gag) playing the role of Brutus to his Casca and,
like Coriolanus, not being very charismatic with a crowd. Coriolanus is altogether harder than
Brutus, a better soldier, a worse husband and a worse politician. When he is unceremoniously
rejected by his people after some cunning crowd manipulation by James Nesbitt he does the
decent thing.
He grows a beard. Can I just say that this Coriolanus is particularly good on beards. Early on
Aufidius says: “If e'er again I meet him beard to beard,/He's mine or I am his.” It’s an odd
remark considering Ralph Fiennes has already styled himself both clean shaven and shaven
headed (not being very blessed with options in the latter department). I sensed Ged turning to
look admiringly at my hirsute chin and head at this very point in the film. Without spoiling it I
can tell you that this apparent error is deliberate and indeed becomes something of a thing or, if
you will Nick Jones, leitmotif.
Anyway, the success or failure of any version of this text depends on whether or not we begin to
really fear for what the spurned Coriolanus will do next. Who is man enough to stop him?
Ged’s and my eyes meet. We both know, just from the eyes, no words are said, that this guy has
got to the point where he has completely lost it. It is not a situation that can be sorted out at the
bottom of a ruck. A good few beers and a trip to a lap dance bar won’t do it. Repeat viewings of
This Sporting Life in manly silence won’t do it. A hug is of course out of the question. Do either
of us fancy punching some sense into him. Er. Perhaps when we were a little younger… Do we
know anyone else who could take him on. Er. Robbie Swale? No. Mark Burghagen? No. Toby

Gordon? No. Chris Laishley? Please. There is a pattern emerging here. Sebastian Hulkkov? Alan
Flower? For heaven’s sake. You are having a laugh. (Despairingly) Matthew Wignall?
It turns out we were not thinking. There is someone. For this is not a proper blokes film after all,
it’s really about mothers and sons. And if you want to know what Vanessa Redgrave is all about,
there is good evidence here. She is imperious as Coriolanus’s Mum. And that, folks, is pretty
much all any of us wanted to know. What is the best part in Coriolanus? It’s Volumnia. And
come 2017, women of the YSP, lovely feisty YSP women who have left behind the bloom of
youth and reached the apex of matriarchal chutzpah, it is the part of Volumnia I will be fighting
you for, beard to beard.
Topics Ged and Maurice can perhaps discuss over coffee:
Ralph’s facial scars are rather lovely.
YSP productions need more scars . And bazookas.
With his bloodied bald pate Fiennes artfully merges the iconic images of Marlon Brando and
Martin Sheen in the closing scenes of Apocalypse Now.
Is Volumnia the very part YSP First Consul Janet Looker has been waiting for?
How best to support the moob in stage combat.
Which York venue has a first floor window we could exit through in a combative clinch?
We do both secretly want to be Brian Cox don’t we?
Actually Jon Adams could probably give Coriolanus something to think about.
In a beard.
Jon Adams in a beard!

Dialogue So Delicious It Could Have Been Written By The Bard Himself
Number 3: Montague Withnail in ‘Withnail and I’
“I think the carrot infinitely more fascinating than the geranium. The
carrot has mystery. Flowers are essentially tarts. Prostitutes for the bees.
There is, you'll agree, a certain 'je ne sais quoi' oh so very special about a
firm, young carrot”

Call for Production Team members
and Musicians
for York Shakespeare Project's 2012 production of
The Merry Wives of Windsor
To be performed at Rowntree Park, York and
The Dell, Stratford-upon-Avon
In particular we are seeking an Assistant Director to help in
rehearsals
and work closely with the Director in developing the play.
We are also seeking people to help with Props, Set-building and
Front of House, as well as general roles in the backstage crew.
If you're interested, please e-mail Strasz
(tom.straszewski@gmail.com)
stating how you'd like to be involved and when you're available.
We will be holding a Production Meeting in the near future.
We are also looking for musicians to play as part of the band.
If you are interested, please contact our Music Director, Joe
Steele,
(js1153@york.ac.uk) to discuss this.

They Said What?

Last month’s edition received some interesting comments. Here’s a few of them...

“Dear Editor,
YSP's longest Newsletter ever! Is this what I pay my license subscription fee for?
Yours in post-email bleariness”
Gareth Fopworthington-Smithe of Manchester
“... a brilliant cahoot and cackle..."
Niraj soon to be the father of my children Davé
“Load of rubbish”
Geoffrey Boycott
“The picture of me holding a can of lager completely misrepresents both myself and everything I
stand for. Everyone knows I won’t touch anything but special brew.”
Rogers
“The newsletter is a triumph. Matthew Wignall may very well be the most desirable creature on
the planet. I WANT HIM!”
Kate Bush in a dream I had the other night
“The newsletter is a triumph. Matthew Wignall may very well be the most desirable creature on
the planet. I WANT HIM!”
George Osborne in a nightmare I had the other night

Currently running in a theatre near you...

Bed
Fancy getting into bed with Richard Easterbrook and Bill Laverick? Well now’s your
chance as the pair of them are appearing in Old Bomb Theatre’s production of Jim Cartwright’s
‘extraordinary play about sleep, insomnia and growing old’. Directed by Cecily Boys, Bed is
being performed from Wednesday 22nd February to Saturday 3rd March at York Theatre Royal
Studio. 7.45pm start time. 2pm Matinee on the final Saturday. Tickets are £12-£10 (£7
concessions) and available from York Theatre Royal.

Coming soon...to a theatre or hall near you...

Tilled
As part of International Women’s Week, Six Lips Theatre presents their fifth show in
their ‘six shows in six months’ programme. Tilling, which includes the divine Katy Divine
Devine in its cast, will run from Tuesday 6th to Saturday 10th March at St Nicholas Fields 7.30pm
nightly with 2.30pm matinees on Wednesday and Saturday. Tickets are £8 and £6.

Miss Yesterday
Alan False, False, False Flower and Helen Tickle my Catastrophe Wilson will be
appearing in the York Settlement Community Players’ production of Alan Ayckbourn’s Miss
Yesterday. This ‘magical play’ will be running from Wednesday 7 th March to Saturday 17th
March at York Theatre Royal Studio. 7.45pm start time. 2pm Matinee on both Saturdays. Tickets
are £12-£10 (£7-£10 concessions) and available from York Theatre Royal.

Well that’s about all we have time for this month. But since Valentine’s Day is but a
recent memory here’s a special treat for you all. Get out your handkerchiefs and prepare to brush
a tear from your cheek as the MWSAS proudly presents...

The Lovers’ Gallery

Troilus and Cressida – They swore undying love for one
another but she left him after one night. A career in politics
beckons

Helen and Paris – The love they bore for one another led to
a war that raged for years, hundreds of deaths and
countless casualties. The rascals.

The Mortimers – In a land populated almost exclusively by sheep even an effete, foppish
Zaphod Beeblebrox impersonator in a blouse seemed like a decent catch

Beatrice and Benedict – A cunning veneer of mutual detestation disguised a
love that was both deep and true. A state of affairs that gives this editor
cause for much hope with every woman he’s ever met

The Percys – He was known as Hotspur. She was known to be rather hot. He preferred his
horse

Falstaff and Tearsheet – He was a
gluttonous, mendacious alcoholic. She
was the local prostitute. No, I can’t
see any potential problems there either.

Hero and Claudio – Hero took playing
‘hard to get’ to a new level by having
herself officially declared dead. The
little tease

Hastings and Mowbray – It could have been so
beautiful but Mowbray just wasn’t interested.

And most heartwarming of all...

The Quicklys – Over the course of six hours of theatre they didn’t
exchange one word. They remain, to this day, happily married.

Until next time...

“The course of true love never did run smooth”
A Midsummer Night’s Dream, Act I Scene 1

Feedback, questions, propositions and general abuse to mwignall79@hotmail.com

