The roar of the greasepaint, the smell of the crowd and the Importance of being earnest





	On the 22nd of June, 1967, you, the members of Lawside Academy will be privileged to witness a performance which will astound the theatrical world and dismay Oscar Wilde fans everywhere. Yes, it is the Hit of the Season, the Event of the Year-it is the Importance of Being Earnest?





	Not only is this a superbly directed production but it also boasts a starstudded cast, consisting of the Bernhardts, Duses, Oliviers and Garricks of Lawside, with one misguided, ageing Jane Eyre (myself) thrown in for good measure. The roll-of-honour is as follows:





Hon. Gwendden Fairfax, deb-of-the-year--Catherine Methven. Algernon Moncrieff, straw-boatered bachelor-at-large-William Coupar. John Worthing, J.P., the 19th century Whistling Jack Smith-Duncan


McInnes. Lady Bracknell, the perennial dragon-Joan Nall (no offence intended). Cecily Cardew, the not-so-innocent ward-Catherine Waldron. Lorne, the butler-Adrian Steele. Merriman, the Maid-Laura Smythe.


Doctor Chasuble, the absent-minded minister-Andrew McBride. Miss Prism, the love-lorn governess-in person, Dame Celia Molestrangler, O.B.E. (alias C. Daw).





	One word of warning-despite its name, the production is not a particularly earnest one. While I would hesitate to call it a Whitehall farce. for fear of offending the ghost the aforesaid Oscar, 1 must confess that unless you happen to be an Oscar Wilde fan, it does not plumb the depths of tragedy. It is meant to be a slick, drawing-room comedy, full of underlying witticisms, most of which I failed to grasp until the third reading. Unless you are a lot quicker on the uptake than yours truly. the only thing left for you to laugh at will be the bacon-flavoured acting, and this we fully guarantee to knock you in the aisles.





	Therefore, leave behind your handkerchiefs-also your rotten apples, oranges, tomatoes, paper aeroplanes and any other sort of guided missile you might think would liven up the performance. I hate to be a killjoy, but I'm afraid I would hate it even more to have my hat knocked off by some well-aimed legume. And lastly, 1 exhort you, please, please do not hiss. This is not intended to be a Victorian melodrama, although several parts bear a remarkable resemblance to " Marie Marten." If you do feel the urge-and it is only natural-to yell, boo and hiss, concentrate your efforts on Mr Mahoney, who, being the producer, is the true villain of this dastardly piece.





	I would now like to thank, on behalf of the cast, Mr Mahoney, Miss Burnie and Mr Hackett for all their hard work and encouragement without which we should never be able to stage this performance for the delight, or otherwise, of the school. Remember the date, the 22nd. Then, the curtain will rise, and on the other side of the footlights you will see at last, the Lawside Dramatic Society in action-bumping into the proscenium, knocking over the props, tripping over their long skirts, with their greasepaint streaking and their hats awry-and you, with one accord, will stand and emit one mighty, soul-stirring cheer-" On with the show ? ? "





									Christine Daw, IVa Girls.


