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Miriam and I attended two plays back to back at Shaw – first, “Present 

Laughter” staring Stephen Sutcliffe and second, “A Man and Some 

Women” with several stars including  Graeme Somerville, Marla 

McLean, Sharry Flett, Kate Hennig and Jenny L. Wright. Laughter… is 

basically a one-man show, but A Man… is rich with characterization 

and each cast member was superb. In fact, Miriam had to restrain me in 

my seat from rushing on stage to punch Kate Hennig as Rose, a nasty 

piece of work in this drama. 

 

Of course, with millions of others on Saturday, we caught Nik 

Wallenda’s short amble across Niagara’s boiling waters.  Wallenda’s 

metaphor is simple. Take small steps at first, one foot following the other, maintaining balance as 

you go. You encounter winds that try to dislodge you. You encounter fog that obscures the way, 

but you plod along with lots of dips and doodles along the way. Rain falls on your parade, 

sometimes a gentle mist to keep you wary. And when the end is finally in sight, you might be 

forgiven for a few quick dance steps as you gleefully celebrate the hazardous journey. 

  

If anyone has brains at Niagara Tourism, they will use the footage of Wallenda’s passport 

checked out by two politically correct customs officers, one male and one female along with a 

dramatic voice-over: “Some people do anything to visit Niagara!” (or Canada) Of course, one 

might also use, “Some people do anything to avoid bridge traffic!”  

 

But back to Shaw’s plays. Present Laughter is a silly play written by Noel Coward about himself 

and how charming he was. Really. That’s it! It played to a full house at the large Festival 

Theatre, and for this production, Miriam and I concluded that we were by far the youngest 

members in the audience. Seriously, it looked like some patrons might have to be Medevaced 

out. In contrast, A Man and Some Woman is a somber play staged at the tiny Courthouse 

Theatre, sparsely attended and it included many audience members younger than us.  

 

It must drive Artistic Director, Jackie Maxwell bananas each year that she has to produce pure 

fluff to make up for financial losses on the vital drama that she selects. The same scenario 

occurred a few years ago with another terrific play, Rutherford and Son written by Githa 

Sowerby, the same lady who wrote A Man and Some Women. If not for her champion Maxwell, 

I would never have become acquainted with Sowerby, concerned with women’s precarious 

economic situation in a class-based society. The lesson here is that one must risk to move 

forward. 

 

In contrast, while progressing through your careers, particularly if you were involved in a large 

bureaucracy like education, you probably noticed that most often, it was the fluff that succeeded. 

By succeed, I mean – got promoted. Bureaucracies, whether they are health care or police 

departments or whatever thrive on a do-not-rock-the-boat mandate, the antithesis of progress; 

thus the mediocre very often rise to the top. Not many (Maxwell excluded) are inclined to take a 

more rigorous and honest route, a sad commentary on our society and its “leaders.” 

 

Fluff with one star or more serious matters with several stars? If this is your choice – run, don’t 

walk to see A Man and Some Women, as relevant now as in pre-WWII with important themes 

that involve money, gender and the accident of birth. 

 

There is trepidation about retirement lately with financial and governmental bureaucracies eating 

away at resources, diminishing our net worth and lessening the role of social justice such that the 

middle class is disappearing, leaving a rich-poor divide with health and environmental issues 

threatening the quality of life.  



 

However, the great dynamic experienced with retirement is that one 

finally gets to do precisely what one wants, particularly if your 

children are far enough removed that you do not become full-time 

baby sitters. Ultimately, you may experience the pure joy involved in 

writing poetry or taking pictures or learning another language because 

– you WANT to do it! Fear not my friends. Think of Nik Wallenda. 

 

 


