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Friends of the
University of Michigan

Gilbert and Sullivan Society
We who have the disposition to admire Gilbert & Sullivan opera also 
have the good fortune to have the University of Michigan Gilbert 
and Sullivan Society (UMGASS) available to us.  In exchange for this 
inestimable privilege, we have joined FUMGASS.

Membership in FUMGASS yields numerous benefi ts, including high 
ticket priority (second only to cast and crew), an invitation to the 
FUMGASS afterglow party each semester, and the warm feeling of 
knowing that you’ve done The Right Thing in contributing to the 
preservation of Gilbert & Sullivan opera and the performing arts.  
Members also receive a subscription to GASBAG and are listed in 
UMGASS programs.  Paladins receive one free ticket for each UMGASS 
production, and Potentates, Chancellors, and Mikados receive two 
free tickets.

FUMGASS is a non-profi t corporation.  Our functions include providing
fi nancial support for UMGASS, providing scholarships to deserving 
student members of UMGASS, hosting an afterglow party for our 
members and the cast and crew one evening during each production, 
contributing to the University of Michigan Libraries, and publishing 
GASBAG.

The FUMGASS Board
President     Don Devine

Vice President     Kevin Casey
Treasurer     David Keosaian

Keeper of the Rolls     David Goldberg
GASBAG Editor     Daniel Florip

Immediate Past President     Margie Warrick
Immediate Past Editor     Mitchell Gillett

Coney Dog Chili Chef     Fred Rico

Membership Levels
Friend     $20
Patron     $35

Paragon of Patronage     $50
Peerless Philanthropic Paladin     $100

Peppery Potentate     $250
Chancellor     $500

Mikado     $1,000 or more

FUMGASS is a 501(c)(3) tax-exempt organization, and all contributions 
to FUMGASS are tax deductible.  To become a FUMGASS member, 
kindly send your name, address, and a check for the appropriate 
amount to the Keeper of the Rolls.  Dues are collected yearly; a notice 
containing the year’s fi nancial statement is sent annually.

The Keeper of the Rolls is:
David Goldberg

8461 Thurston Road
Pinckney, MI 48169

FUMGASS membership is not limited to natural persons; consider 
purchasing a membership for your business, pet, or charitable 
organization.  Please also remember FUMGASS in your will or 
estate planning.  For more information, contact Dan Florip (contact 
information listed in the column to the right).

GASBAG (Gilbert And Sullivan Boys And Girls) is published four times 
each year, and is mailed to about 900 members of FUMGASS and 
other G&S societies who exchange newsletters with us.  Copies are 
also distributed to UMGASS members and are available to interested 
attendees at UMGASS performances.  Most copies are distributed in 
the United States; some are distributed elsewhere: currently to the 
United Kingdom, Canada, Australia, Italy, Spain, and Japan. 

GASBAG has four objectives:
1.  Act as an offi  cial record of UMGASS activities.
2.  Entertain Savoyards.
3.  Publish scholarly articles on G&S.
4.  Provide general information on G&S societies elsewhere.

GASBAG counts on its readers to submit material for publication, 
including letters, articles, reviews, jokes, cartoons, etc.  Please contact 
the editor about submitting a piece; currently we’re in particular need 
of a kind soul to review UMGASS productions.

To contact GASBAG
Send items you would like considered for publication

via the Internet to:
dfl orip@umich.edu

or by mail to:

Dan Florip, Editor
GASBAG World Headquarters

104 Bear Point Road
Alpena, MI 49707

USA

Deadline for the Fall issue is October 15, 2013

To contact UMGASS:
e-mail umgassexec@umich.edu

UMGASS
911 N. University Avenue

Ann Arbor, MI 48109
USA

To fi nd UMGASS on the web
(and more info about FUMGASS)

visit
www.umgass.org

Photo credits for this issue:
Harry Benford, Marilyn Gouin, Ali Kahn & Jon 
Roselle, Ralph MacPhail, Jr., David A. Usher
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News & Notes
Oyez, Oyez!

In another month UMGASS will be swinging into gear 
with a fall production of Th e Yeomen of the Guard.  Th is will 
be UMGASS’s lucky 13th production of Th e Tragicomedy 
of Jack Point, and we’re looking forward to it, especially now 
that we know who the directors are.  Yeomen will be directed 
by Mitch Gillett, with Laura Swierzbin handling the music... 
what a team!  UMGASS’s last two productions of Yeomen 
have hit some bumps along the way, so we’re expecting (nay, 
demanding) clear sailing this time.

Yr fthfl  editor especially enjoys the two trios in Act One, 
“Alas, I waver to and fro” and “How say you, maiden, will 
you wed.”  Heck, we’d pay the price of admission just to hear 
those two pieces done well.  Th e rest, as they say, is simply 
gravy.

IMPORTANT YEOMEN DATES:

Mass Meeting, Sunday, September 8, 7:30 PM,
Michigan League

(Come to sign up for auditions or tech work.)

Performances, December 5-8, Lydia Mendelssohn Th eater

FUMGASS Afterglow Party, Friday, September 6
Michigan League, following the 8:00 PM performance

Tickets on sale, October date TBD
(FUMGASSers will receive the usual mailed reminder)

And in the spring UMGASS will present Th e Gondoliers, 
April 10-13, 2014.  Th is will also be the company’s lucky 
13th Gondoliers.  We’re not even into fall, let alone winter, 
and already we can’t wait to welcome spring with Sullivan’s 
score of radiant Italianate sunshine.  If you’re interested in 
directing or designing for Th e Gondoliers, we believe the 
UMGASS board is taking petitions through October 1, but 
don’t quote us on that.  You can contact them at umgassexec@
umich.edu.

Incidentally, this is the fi rst time that UMGASS will 
produce Th e Yeomen of the Guard and Th e Gondoliers in 
the same academic year.  Also, Yeomen and Gondoliers are 
neighbors in the G&S canon; the last time UMGASS 
produced canon neighbors in the same academic year was 
2000-2001, with Th e Sorcerer and H.M.S. Pinafore.  Now, 
aren’t you glad you know that? 

2013-2014 UMGASS Offi  cers
Presidentte      Alexandria Strother

Vice Presidentte      Candace Pierce-Winters
Treasuress      Mary Claire Sullivan

Secretary      Christina Tamer
Pooh-Bah (Ticket Manageress)      Tina Muñoz-Pandya

Pish-Tush (Program Editrix)      Amanda O’Toole
Company Promotress      Marina Hogue

Pirates Pinnings
Receiving their fi ve-semester pins at the Pirates of 

Penzance afterglow party were Candace Pierce-Winters and 
Amanda O’Toole.  Congratulations, girlies!

Sti ll Looking for Your Spring Issue?

For the second year in a row, and hopefully for 
the last ti me, yr ft hfl  editor was forced by evil spirits 
to forego a spring issue, and to try to compensate 
therefor with a double summer issue.  A new child, 
a new home full of projects to get done, and other 
events made spending the roughly 30 hours that it 
takes to produce a GASBAG quite impossible.  Mea 
culpa, mea culpa, mea maxima culpa.  So if you’re 
sti ll looking for Issue No. 4 of Volume XLIII, STOP.  
Because it don’t exist.

Though it ain’t Gilbert, perhaps some verbiage 
from a Puccini opera might sum up the situati on...

Per questa bizzarria m’han cacciato all’inferno... 
e così sia; ma con licenza del gran padre Dante, se 
stasera vì siete diverti ti , concedetemi voi...

l’att enuante!

(Not an accurate representation of pin recipients.)
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Would You Prefer an Electronic 
GASBAG?

We’re now able to make GASBAG 
available to our readers via e-mail. Each 
issue of GASBAG printed and mailed to 
you costs FUMGASS about $1.60. If 
you’d prefer a paperless GASBAG, please 
let David Goldberg know at goldberg@
wccnet.edu, and we’ll get you up and 
running with an electronic copy. But let 
not your heart be troubled; if you’d still 
prefer the feel of a booklet in your hand, 
that’s A-OKAY.

Marital Bliss
Yr fthfl  editor’s mother, FUMGASSer Ann Florip, has 

tried like the dickens to get a particular cartoon of Th e 
Lockhorns printed in GASBAG.  Given that we’re not really 
interested in reproducing copyrighted material from a 
newspaper (apparently dear old mom is the sort of girl to 
go and buy one), we’ll just have to describe it to you.  Th us 
it ran:  Leroy and Loretta are sitting in an opera box, taking 
in what is obviously a performance of Madama Butterfl y 
unfolding on the stage.  Loretta looks at Leroy disgustedly as 
Leroy slumps back in his chair and bemoans, “I can’t believe 
I’m missing something bad on TV for this.”  It probably loses 
a little something in the telling.

More Marital Bliss
And in that same vein of family involvement, 

FUMGASSer Jim Florip, father of yr fthfl  editor, turned 
us on to a book review published in Th e Wall Street Journal.  
Reviewed was Lady at the O.K. Corral, by Ann Kirschner 
(Harper, $27.99), the biography of Josephine Marcus Earp, 
the third common-law wife of Wyatt Earp – his fourth wife 
overall – but certainly his longest lasting.  It seems that after 
she moved as a child with her Prussian immigrant parents 
from New York to San Francisco, Josephine picked going 
on the stage over life as a household drudge.  Th e catalyst 
that brought her to Tombstone, Arizona, in her teens, was 
Pauline Markham’s… ahem… burlesque troupe’s traveling 
production of H.M.S. Pinafore.  Josephine, known to the 
public as “Sadie,” played Cousin Hebe.  Other work “in the 
home” apparently also presented itself to Sadie in the Arizona 
Territory, but you’ve probably fi gured that out already.

Th e Latest from Ian Bradley
Dr. Ian Bradley, 

author of Th e Complete 
Annotated Gilbert & 
Sullivan and Oh Joy! Oh 
Rapture! Th e Enduring 
Phenomenon of Gilbert & 
Sullivan, has come out 
with a new tome, Lost 
Chords and Christian 
Soldiers: Th e Sacred Music 
of Aurthur Sullivan, 
published by SCM Press.

Th e book’s “puff ery” 
describes the situation 
best... Sullivan was far 
from being simply a 
composer of light operettas.  At the height of his fame and 
popularity in late Victorian Britain, Sullivan was regarded 
as the nation’s leading composer of sacred oratorios on a par 
with Mendelssohn and Brahms.  Yet despite his contemporary 
popularity and enduring legacy, little attention has been given 
to Sullivan’s sacred work.  Th e last twenty years have seen a 
considerable revival of interest in and critical appreciation 
for this aspect of Sullivan’s work.  Lost Chords and Christian 
Soldiers provides the fi rst detailed, comprehensive, critical 
study and review of Sullivan’s church and sacred music.  As 
well as exploring issues of repertoire and ecclesiology involved 
in these and other formative infl uences and experiences, 
consideration is given to how far Sullivan’s own personal 
beliefs and faith infl uenced his settings of sacred texts and 
the extent to which his own spiritual and theological leaning 
are expressed in his choice of material and style of setting.  
Sullivan’s motivation in setting religious texts is probed and 
comparison will be made with the motivation, output, and 
approach of his closest contemporaries in this fi eld, most 
notably Stainer.

You can obtain this neat new ditty for Kindle ($19.13) 
or in paperback ($28.09) at Amazon.com.
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Wilde Tales
[As yr fthfl  editor has found in the past, Dan Kravetz over 

at Th e Palace Peeper does a great job of plugging new books.  So 
we’ll just turn it over to him (i.e., we’re shamelessly plagiarizing 
here)...]

A new book of interest to G&S devotees has just 
been published: Declaring His Genius: 
Oscar Wilde in North America, by Roy 
Morris, Jr.  Th e title comes from a bon 
mot attributed to Wilde when he met 
a customs inspector on arrival in the 
United States in January 1882: “I have 
nothing to declare except my genius.”  
His fi rst visit to our shores was sponsored 
by none other than Richard D’Oyly 
Carte, who had produced Gilbert & 
Sullivan’s Patience on April 23, 1881 in 
London and on September 22 in New 
York.  (Although Wikipedia cites this as 
the fi rst U.S. performance of Patience, 
Reginald Allen wrote in the Peeper 50 
years ago that there were unauthorized 
productions in St. Louis on July 28, in San 
Francisco on September 1, and in Boston 
on September 17).  Patience ridiculed the 
aesthetic movement, and Carte shrewdly expected Americans 
to fl ock to see London’s best known aesthetic fi gure in the 
fl esh, so Wilde delivered 140 lectures in 260 days, from Maine 
to Nova Scotia to Texas and California.  Morris is convinced 
that the character of Reginald Bunthorne in Patience was a 
spoof on Wilde, but most experts agree that Wilde, then 26 
and not yet a published poet, had not become well known 

while Gilbert was writing his opera in late 1880.  But as soon 
as Patience was an established hit, Wilde wanted very much to 
be associated with Bunthorne, and Carte was happy to oblige 
by becoming Wilde’s manager for appearances at public 
events.  Th e success of the opera in North America made 
Wilde’s tour eff ectively a Bunthorne tour, given that so many 

of the mannerisms and speech patterns of 
Wilde and his fellow aesthetes were being 
seen, spoken, and sung on the American 
comic opera stage, thanks to Gilbert 
and Sullivan.  It was one of the greatest 
publicity stunts of the time, rivaled only 
by P. T. Barnum and his elephant Jumbo, 
who also sailed from England to America 
early in 1882.  If Carte had expected 
Americans to see Wilde fi rst and then be 
better prepared to appreciate Patience, 
the opposite turned out to be just as true.  
Wilde was prepared for this; he told a 
New York audience, “Th e reason we love 
the lily and the sunfl ower, in spite of 
what Mr. Gilbert may tell you, is not for 
any vegetable fashion at all.  It is because 
these two lovely fl owers are in England 
the most perfect models of design, and 

most naturally adapted for decorative art.”  As Morris points 
out, Wilde became more than “a walking, talking billboard 
for the American production of Patience... he was advertising 
himself.

Declaring His Genius is published by Belknap Press and 
is available for Kindle ($14.55) or in hardcover ($18.23) at 
Amazon.com.

GASBAG Has Never Looked Bett er
Some of you may remember back to the pre-1987 days when GASBAG was simply a bundle of photocopied 

pages stapled in the corner.  We then went to booklet form, and litt le by litt le the quality of the printi ng increased 
over these last couple decades.  When we recently switched printers and brought GASBAG producti on to Alpena, 
the domicile of yr ft hfl  editor, quality took a jump again.

Now you may have noti ced that our last issue was a parti cularly fi ne example of the modern printer’s art; 
the quality of the photographs in parti cular was stunning, but the print on the page was beauti fully clear as 
well.  That’s because our printer/mailer, Model Printi ng Service, of Alpena, Michigan, recently upgraded its 
equipment again.  We’re told they made the leap from a $60,000 machine to a $100,000 machine just for 
GASBAG.  We appreciate that kind of support, and cordially invite the owners to come down to Ann Arbor and 
buy ti ckets to an UMGASS producti on of their choice.
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Check Out the Michigan Recital Project
Lovely UMGASS Alumna Margot Rood is part of a duo, 
along with contralto Emily Marvosh, who are organizing and 
performing the Michigan Recital Project, which showcases 
music and artists of and inspired by the state of Michigan.  
According to their materials, they were presently surprised by 
the breadth of Michigan-related contemporary music already 
in existence, and additionally they’ve commissioned several 
new works written just for their voices.

Th e ladies are working with pianist Joe Turbessi and 
composers Mary Montgomery Koppel, Scott Ordway, Isaac 
Schankler, Scott Harding, and Philip Rice, in addition to 
performing works by other Michigan-based living composers.  

You can follow the project on Twitter, @MichRecitalProj, 
or check out their website, www.michiganrecitalproject.com.    
Funds have already been raised to help commission new 
works, and if you’d like to contribute to the cause, you may 
mail a check to Th e Michigan Recital Project, 209 Chestnut 
Street, Cambridge, Massachusetts 02139.

Now for the main event... if you’d like to attend one of 
the concerts, here’s the schedule:

Boston, Mass., date TBA, early September (see website).
Mount Pleasant, Tuesday, October 1, 8:00 PM, Staples 

Family Recital Hall, Central Michigan University.
Detroit, Friday, October 4, 7:30 PM, Cathedral Church 

of St. Paul.
Saginaw, Monday, October 7, 7:30 PM, Recital Hall, 

Saginaw Valley State University.
Olivet, Wednesday, October 9, 7:30 PM, Upton Recital 

Hall, Olivet College.
Holland, Th ursday, October 10, 8:00 PM, Wichers 

Auditorium, Hope College.

Graphic by David Zinn.

Another Great Release from VAI
In our last few issues 

we’ve mentioned VAI 
Music’s new DVD releases 
of Hallmark Hall of Fame’s 
Th e Yeomen of the Guard 
and Bell Telephone Hour’s 
Th e Mikado with Groucho 
Marx.  Now VAI has put 
out a DVD featuring more 
G&S from the golden 
days of television.  Gilbert 
& Sullivan Greatest Hits 
includes bits from H.M.S. 
Pinafore and Th e Mikado 
as presented in 1959 and 

1960 by Tennessee Ernie Ford on his NBC variety show.  Th e 
release also includes more from the Bell Telephone Hour, this 
time a 1962 medley of G&S duets sung by Martyn Green 
and Cyril Richard.  You can fi nd more information, or 
purchase for $19.95, at www.vaimusic.com.

What Kind of License Plate Frame is on Your 
Car?

Have you checked out the Gilbert & Sullivan Music 
Treasury lately?  Th at’s the online store where you can fi nd 
all kinds of G&S-related CDs, DVDs, books, paraphernalia, 
ephemera, etc.  Th e site has recordings of performances 
from the 2010 and 2011 G&S festivals in Gettysburg, and 
recordings of various professional productions from the last 
several years of the festival in Buxton.  You can even fi nd 
accessories for your car!  And while you’re there, go ahead 
and subscribe to membership in the International G&S 
Association in North America, which entitles you to receive 
its quarterly magazine, Patter.  Check it out today at www.
gandsmusictreasury.com.

No, It’s Really Not Like Th at
UMGASSers from the cast of Th e Pirates of Penzance 

conspired to form a fl ash mob at the Farmers Market in 
Kerrytown on March 30, to drum up interest for the show.  
Th is was a second annual event, following an H.M.S. Pinafore 
fl ash mob last year.  For those not entirely in the know, “fl ash” 
refers not to a lack of accoutrement, but rather to the speedy 
and surprising nature of the event’s commencement.  As if!
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Still One Helluva Great Deal
Th e latest publication from UMGASS’s 57-year 

faculty advisor, the Incomparable Harry Benford, is 
a collection of memoirs, entitled Ninety-Five Years 
of Recollections & Refl ections.  It’s a very attractive 
tome, and full of memories, stories, and photographs 
from Harry’s nearly a century of childhood, college, 
family life, career, and of course G&S.

Harry has distributed copies to a selection of 
family and friends, and there are presently no plans 
for general sales or other distribution.

However, Harry has hit upon the idea to dangle 
his memoirs as bait for big fi sh who might be enticed 
to make some larger than usual donations to a few 
of his favorite causes, namely the U-M Department 
of Naval Architecture and Marine Engineering, and 
(you guessed it!)  FUMGASS.

And so, Harry will be pleased to provide an 
autographed copy of his memoirs to any kind soul 
who makes a $1000 donation to FUMGASS.  You 
can get in touch with us via the contact info on the 
inside front cover of this issue to arrange your gift to 
us and Harry’s gift to you.

What say you?  Is the scheme not well planned?

Harry in the Glacier 
Hills mess hall on 
a run-of-the-mill 
Saturday night.

Things I Learned in UMGASS
You don’t need to move your head to sing.
A paint brush is never truly clean until you’re 

willing to put it in your mouth.
Paint can be your friend if you know how to use it 

and don’t panic when you screw up.
What the Big University giveth, the Big University 

will probably taketh away.
When you bring six beers to a cast party and leave 

them with the other beverages, other people 
will drink fi ve.

At a big party where both alcohol and a hot 
tub are involved, things will start getting 
awkward pretty quickly for the people taking 
part in neither.

The costumers are the nicest ladies around.
The best way to win the worst-tasting category 

at an Ugly Cake Party is to mix sweet and 
savory (e.g., Cool Whip and Montreal Steak 
Seasoning).

When a co-director takes another gig and shows 
up for the fi rst time the week before the 
theater move-in and starts giving notes, said 
co-director will not thereby endear himself to 
the cast.

The best way to make a dozen men or women 
mad is to waste an hour of their time.

An ounce of honey truly does attract more fl ies 
than a jar of vinegar.

Giving understudies a performance in thanks for 
their eff orts is not having understudies; it’s 
actually double-casting.

Girls with really dark hair need to soften their 
eyebrows on stage with a bit of tan or gold 
cream makeup (trust me).

No matter what subtle makeup note or direction 
you give to the men, they’ll go way overboard 
and do it to excess.

Being able to laugh at oneself is often the best 
solution to a problem.

People responsible for executing your vision 
will be more than happy to follow your 
directions to the letter if (1) you are clear in 
communicating what you want; and (2) deliver 
your instructions at the earliest possible time.

What is big enough to be noticed in the rehearsal 
room will probably be completely missed on 
stage.

“Theater people” are a special kind of crazy.
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Letters to the Editor
Nothing creates a surplus of letters to the editor like a 

marvelous production or some controversial commentary 
from yr fthfl  editor in the previous issue.  In this case, we’ve 
had both.

*       *       *

Hi to all at FUMGASS,
Just got home from seeing the Sunday afternoon 

performance of Th e Pirates of Penzance.  I think this is my 
favorite G&S operetta and you did an absolutely wonderful 
job of presenting it to all of your G&S fans.  I have been 
coming to your productions for many years with my niece, 
Christin Lee, a Gilbert & Sullivan afi cionado – and this 
was the very best production I’ve ever seen performed by all 
of you.  What a delight to the eyes and ears.  I particularly 
liked the staging and choreography – it must be hard to fi t so 
many on stage, with so little room, but you did it with style, 
panache, and verve!  All the main characters and members of 
the chorus were wonderful!

 Sincerely,
 Mary Joyce Waite

*       *       *

Dear Editor:
Bravo and thank you to the Pirates of Penzance cast, crew, 

directors, designers, orchestra, et al.
Th is spring when I received the announcement that Th e 

Pirates of Penzance (one of my favorites) was being presented, I 
decided I might be ready to return to the UMGASS audience.  
I quit attending in 2007 because my lifelong friend, with 
whom I had been enjoying the Ann Arbor productions for 
35 years, had died and I felt unable to see another Gilbert & 
Sullivan play without experiencing a heavy sense of loss.

Returning to the audience this past Sunday was an 
emotional risk for me; however, I smiled throughout the 
performance, thinking how much my friend Martha would 
have loved your production.  From the clever stage business 
to the beautiful voices to the appearance on stage of Queen 
Victoria and the doctor of divinity, who came from their 
scenery box seats, the quality of your production ranks with 
those at the very top of all I have ever seen.

So, again… bravo and thank you on so many levels!
 Margaret Kivisto
 Brighton, Michigan

*       *       *

Dear Editor:
I regret that you have seen fi t to prick that blister of 

the pre-performance singing of “God Save the Queen.” [see 
GASBAG 258 – Ed.]  Th ough your stated pretext for doing 
so was to respond to an inquiry concerning a rather obscure 
aspect of this UMGASS tradition, your decision to reprint 
an oddly opprobrious, 27-year-old attack on the custom 
itself suggests a darker purpose, to wit, an attempt to revive 
a dormant brouhaha (perhaps as a ploy to boost newsstand 
sales of the GASBAG?).

I sympathize with your lament for the good old days 
when “lively and entertaining debate was the norm in these 
august pages,” but I don’t think that longing justifi ed stirring 
up controversy where none apparently existed, at least not in 
this decade, or the last, or much of the previous one either.  
Nevertheless, now that, for good or ill, the cat and the bag 
have parted company, I may as well dip my oar into whatever 
debate may thus have been wrought.

I rise in favor of UMGASS’s curtain-raising GSTQ sing-
alongs with a still-fresh memory of the approximately 600 
souls who rose and gave out with a rousing, full-throated 
endorsement of this marvelous tradition at the Saturday 
night performance of Pirates in April.  I am neither a 
believer in God nor a British citizen, yet it was a pleasure, 
as it always is, to lend my voice to a practice which I have 
come to regard over some 30 years as an integral part of the 
UMGASS experience, and which I have sorely missed on 
those (fortunately not recent) occasions when it has not been 
employed.

Many among those 600, it may be safely assumed, 
are believers in God, and it wouldn’t be surprising, given 
UMGASS’ widespread reputation, to learn that a few of Her 
Majesty’s subjects were present as well.  Indeed the audience 
no doubt was composed of a great many people of diverse 
distinguishing spots and stripes, yet we sang as one along 
with the cast, whose more accomplished voices, including at 
least one soaring soprano, could be heard emanating from 
behind the curtain, presaging the delightful performance that 
was to come.  Did the feeling of camaraderie thus produced 
somehow contribute to what would prove to be an absolutely 
sparkling show from beginning to end?  Hard to say, but it 
certainly didn’t hurt.

Of course any number of songs could create a mood of 
fellowship.  We could sing “Th e Star Spangled Banner,” I 
suppose, though it wouldn’t really be appropriate and might 
lend a certain incongruously sporting air to the proceedings.  
“Th e Victors?”  Ditto.  But why not “God Save the Queen?”  
It’s fi ttingly British and, excuse me, but if we weren’t rather 
fond of those very British fellows, Messrs. Gilbert and 
Sullivan, and their very British creations, we wouldn’t be 
gathered in the Lydia Mendelssohn in the fi rst place, would 
we?  And we’re also rather fond of the American organization 
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trips to see other shows.
And as far as “God Save Th e Queen” goes, we personally 

enjoy the opportunity to let the old vocal chords rip and 
incidentally stretch our legs before settling in.  As it seems 
you personally choose not to sing, well, we say, we’re sorry for 
you.  And if GOPK rails at the incongruity of it all, perhaps 
you should invite the audience to sing twice – “God Save 
the Queen” at the beginning, to get us psychologically in the 
mood to enjoy a fabulous work of art from another time and 
country, and MCTOT or something similarly American at 
the end, with the entire cast on stage, signaling that now we 
are returning to the good old U S of A and the twenty-fi rst 
century.

Th anks for letting us express ourselves.  And we should 
mention that we’re happy to save FUMGASS $1.60 by 
receiving your newsletter electronically, especially when you 
are doing such a great job with everything!

Warm wishes (or should we say Highest Regards or 
Cheerio?),

 Art & Nola Chester
 Grosse Pointe, Michigan

[Th e Chesters’ comment on the G&S Menu that appears in 
each GASBAG is particularly timely this summer, as we institute 
some changes in how we pick and choose which events to include.  
See the Menu on Page 35 for details. –Ed.]

which is devoted entirely to the production of those very 
British creations.  Given that fondness and devotion, isn’t it 
rather curious to get all bent out of shape, as some (including 
the author of the aforementioned opprobrious attack) do, 
over the singing of the British national anthem before said 
organization’s performances?

As to the trifl ing question of to which queen our joyful 
noise is directed (the actual inquiry that apparently started 
all this business), to the extent that we could be said to be 
singing “to” anyone (which we’re actually not, but never 
mind), my sense is that we are singing, as the Sergeant of 
Police intones at the end of Pirates, “...in Queen Victoria’s 
name.”  Gilbert and Sullivan were Victorians, after all, 
and their works, howsoever timeless the observations they 
contain, at heart are imbued with a Victorian sensibility.

No matter what monarch one wishes to address 
(terrestrial, extra-, or none at all), the singing of “God Save 
the Queen” is not just theatrically appropriate and enjoyable 
but useful as well.  As has been noted on more than one 
occasion, cast members benefi t from the opportunity to 
warm up their pipes before their fi rst appearances.  It’s also 
a good opportunity for people in the audience to clear their 
pipes, and may help reduce later disruptive incidents of 
coughing and throat clearing from the gallery.  Further, it 
helps engage the audience and create the proper atmosphere 
for the very British entertainment which is to follow.  
Ultimately, it’s a lovely tradition which the vast majority 
of people in audiences and casts has seemed to enjoy down 
through the years, and which this Gilbert and Sullivan-
loving, freethinking, American would love to see carried on 
in perpetuity.

Respectfully,
 Huck Parks
 Escanaba, Michigan

[Many thanks for writing, Huck.  Luckily you saw fi t to 
send your message via e-mail; by U.S. Mail all the way from 
Escanaba we might’ve waited years.  (Relax, relax, we keed, we 
keed.)  Unfortunately we fear you’ve vastly overestimated the 
conniving side of our editorial nature (at least in this instance); 
purely by virtue of one of our customary nods toward UMGASS 
and FUMGASS history, we thought a reprint of the GSTQ 
debate would be interesting.  Following which we of course 
couldn’t help but “put in our oar.” –Ed.]

*       *       *

Dear Editor:
We especially value GASBAG for its humorous look at 

things (e.g., “God Save Th e Queen,” both historical and your 
current curmudgeonly comments), and its schedule of other 
companies, other places, which often prompts us to schedule 
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Rafe writes:
Various projects have delayed the 

appearance of Harry’s Lexicon online, but 
another real stumbling block has been my 
ignorance of HTML coding.

So I was very pleased when Ted Spencer 
expressed interest, just over a year ago, in 
the challenges of converting the Lexicon 
to an online resource for Savoyards 
everywhere and in hosting it at his 

Our own beloved Harry Benford’s classic 
reference work, The Gilbert & Sullivan 
Lexicon, is now online and available for 
use by Savoyards everywhere.  Harry 
has turned over the Lexicon’s editorial 
reins to FUMGASSer and Geeandesser 
Extraordinaire Ralph MacPhail, Jr., as it 
moves from its third edition in print to a 
dynamic online publication in bits and 
bytes.

Gilbert & Sullivan Lexicon Finds New Medium and Editorial Home...
Now Free and Available at the Click of Your Mouse!

Harry. Rafe.
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website, GSOpera.com.  It is due to Ted’s 
knowledge, cleverness, creativity, and 
perseverance that Harry’s generous gift is 
now up and running.

Ted joins me, however, in echoing 
Harry’s comment in his own Preface that 
this is a work in progress.  Ted and I both 
have plans for making the Lexicon even 
more useful as we adapt it to this dynamic 
new medium and continue to amplify and 
tweak it.  These plans include more options 
for searching, cross-referencing terms used 
in more than one opera, full libretti with 
hyperlinks to defi nitions, and even audio 
pronunciation aids for some entries.

I also hope in time to restore defi nitions 
and corroborative details deleted from the 
fi rst and second editions because of space 
limitations in printed books.  In addition, 
Harry has been sending me corrections and 
updates to the third edition for years now, 

and these will eventually be incorporated 
into the work.  With the help of you, the 
online users, additional corrections and 
amplifi cations will be made.

So suggestions, corrections, and 
feedback are welcome; please send them 
to RafeMacPhail@yahoo.com.

I am very grateful for the trust Harry 
has placed in my editorship of this classic 
reference work in this new medium; ‘tis 
an honor to be associated with it – and a 
pleasure, too.  With your help and Ted’s, 
Benford’s Lexicon will live on and continue 
to provide insight and delight to that 
special brand of folk who love the Savoy 
operas.

Savoyards everywhere are invited to 
visit Benford’s Gilbert & Sullivan Lexicon at 
GSOpera.com.  On your arrival, look for 
the “Lexicon” link on the top menu-bar, 
and click away.

Harry crowning Rafe as his successor.  Note the use of wreaths of bay (Eloia! Eloia!).  Illustration by Geoff rey Shovelton.
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Tomfoolery
Th e Pirates of Penzance directors held a 

contest among UMGASSers for G&S- and 
Pirates-related limericks and haiku.  We’ve 
reproduced the winners here, along with 
several other entries.  (Rated PG-13.)

Winning Limerick by Allison Hawkins:
‘Tis Mabel, a beautiful maid
Who loves Frederic, a pirate by trade.

It’s stuck in her head
Th at he’ll be good in bed,

But alas!  He has never been laid.

Winning Haiku by Terry Kelly:
Give the women swords,
Let them sing and dance as men.
(You know you want to.)

David Andrews:
We rehearsed all the numbers with care,
Staged the dances with style and with fl air!

But those things we’ll forget –
All our struggles and sweat

Were upstaged by a ring and a prayer!

Terry Kelly:
Oh, those famed Pirates of Penzance
(No, not the ones from France):

Make us shake, make us quiver,
Down our spines sent a shiver

‘Til we saw that they weren’t wearing pants.

Author Unknown:
Young Frederic thought he’d be fi ne
With a birthday on Feb. twenty-nine.

If Mabel would wait
‘Til he turned eighty-eight,

From the pirates he then would resign.

Bob Davidow:
No police are here
Who cares?  Who cares?  Not daughters,
‘Til they spy pirates.

Author Unknown:
A policeman’s lot:
Go ye heroes, go and die
(Not a happy one).

Lori Gould:
How to fi nd the words?
Pirates are noblemen all.
None are gentlemen.

Dan Florip:
Sullivan, also
Ev’ry other composer:
Steve Sondheim’s betters.

Dan Florip:
Th e General has only one motto:
“Live life like Hugh Hef in the grotto;

Keep your tramps in disguise
As the daughters you prize,

And serve every Tom, Dick, and Otto.”

David Andrews:
Comic opera:
Th e very place for mermaids
Who study Fin Arts.

David Andrews:
Pirate noblemen
Who wear swords and feathered hats
Cannot have gone wrong.

David Andrews:
A maid of all work
Even one piratical
I need at my house.

David Andrews:
Major General
Seems somewhat vague compared to
Major Specifi c.

David Andrews:
If suggesting so isn’t untoward,
Our police common sense have ignored!

Maybe Ruth or the King
Could’ve taught them a thing –

Bring a gun if you’re facing a sword!

By Jon Roselle. By Brodie Brockie. By Patrick Johnson.

IN NEXT ISSUE:

WITH ALL OUR FAULTS
WE LOVE OUR QUEEN
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A Seaworthy Pirates of Penzance, Th anks to 
Talented U-M Gilbert & Sullivan Group

By Roger LeLievre

[Roger LeLievre is a freelance writer who covers music for 
AnnArbor.com.  Originally published on AnnArbor.com; 
reprinted by special permission of the author.  Copyright, all 
rights reserved.]

According to Gilbert & Sullivan, “it is a glorious thing 
to be a pirate king.”  Equally glorious, however, is the robust 
production of G&S’ comic operetta Th e Pirates of Penzance 
that opened Th ursday night at Lydia Mendelssohn Th eatre.

Th e University Michigan Gilbert & Sullivan Society bills 
itself as the oldest student-run society nationwide dedicated 
to performing the operettas of Sir William Gilbert and Sir 
Arthur Sullivan.  What they don’t say is that it may also be 
the best. 

Over the years, one excellent production has followed 
another, and the current Pirates, zippily directed by UMGASS 
veteran David Andrews, is no exception.  Old G&S would 
be proud.

In Penzance, a band of tender-hearted pirates mark the 
coming of age of Frederic, who was accidentally apprenticed 
at birth to the pirates until he turned 21, a milestone reached 
the very day our action unfolds.  As an adult, Frederic has 
vowed to devote his life to the extermination of piracy – until 
a leap year complication intervenes.  Meanwhile, he rather 
quickly falls in love with the lovely Mabel, the daughter of 
dotty old Major General Stanley, even though Frederic’s 
vocation stands in the way of their relationship.  It falls to 
his aging nursemaid, Ruth, to guarantee the typically happy 
G&S ending.

Th ere’s no denying Penzance is a silly show with a 
preposterous plot.  But there’s plenty of rapier-sharp satire 

to go with the silliness, and the UMGASS cast seemed to 
revel in the challenges of W. S. Gilbert’s intricate wordplay 
Th ursday night. 

First and foremost, the famous, oft-parodied patter 
song “I am the very model of a modern Major General” was 
delivered with expert timing by G&S long-timer Don Regan 
– looking veddy veddy British as Major General Stanley, 
complete with white mutton chop sideburns.  Perfect.

Other familiar songs got their due as well.  “With cat-
like tread, upon our prey we steal” and “When a felon’s not 
engaged in his employment” were particular standouts.

Phillip Rhodes proved the perfect Pirate King, playing 
his part with obvious relish.  Tom Cilluff o was a boyishly 
charming Frederic, the pirate with a delightful tenor and 
confl icted loyalties.  Th e amazingly talented soprano 
Alexandra Kahn made a radiant Mabel, a G&S performance 
that may be her last as she is about to graduate from the U-M 
with a Master of Accounting degree.  If so, this will stand as 
the crowning achievement of her Gilbert & Sullivan career.

Lori Gould played Ruth, the piratical maid, with a 
dignity that could probably qualify her for a role in TV’s 
Downton Abbey, that is if Downton was a musical.  Gabriel 
Moss’ sergeant of police, along with his goofy force of 
fl atfoots, were hilarious as they wrestled in song and dance 
with a call to arms that might well lead to their demise. 

Rhodes and Beth Ballbach’s choreography was spot-on and 
so was the orchestra, directed by Laura Swierzbin.  Th e set design 
is unusual in that there aren’t any traditional scenery pieces – 
just a backdrop framed by a false proscenium with the scenes 
sliding back and forth at the rear of the stage.  Th e approach, 
by designers Cynthia Lempert and Laura Strowe, is fresh and 
eff ectively made this production stand out from others.

I don’t know about the rest of the crowd, but I left Lydia 
Mendelssohn (following the standing ovation) with a smile 
on my face and a song (yes, the one about the pirate king) in 
my heart.  I was also reminding myself to mark my calendar 
in indelible ink for the next UMGASS show, Th e Yeomen of 
the Guard, December 5-8.

Review

DVDs are available now for the 
UMGASS productions of the last few 
decades.  We expect soon to fi ll in 
all the gaps in the list back to about 
1984.  We have also begun work 
on making older UMGASS audio 
recordings available for purchase 
on CD (going all the way back to our 
fi rst production in 1947), but you’ll 
just have to wait with bated breath 

and muffl  ed oar for those.
For now, we have everything 

going back to Fall 1994 (The 
Sorcerer), plus our 1989 production 
of The Sorcerer and the celebrated 
1986 production of The Pirates of 
Penzance.

Many of these are available 
for purchase at the Cozy Corner 
during UMGASS performances. 

But why wait?  Contact Karl Zinn at 
karlzinn@umich.edu or (248) 437-
4183 for ordering info.  Karl’s easy 
to work with, will get you what you 
want, and will usually ship ASAP.  
What a guy!

A full list of UMGASS 
productions through the years is 
available at www.umgass.org.  Try 
out one of these DVDs today!

UMGASS Video Recordings Available on DVD
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Engaging Stuff 
Sometimes the Chorister Actually Gets the 
Leading Lady

UMGASS’s 2013 production of Th e Pirates of Penzance 
was one for the ages… a truly superb production in nearly 
every facet, receiving kudos from all commentators.  Th ose 
in the know have decreed this Pirates to be one of the best 
UMGASS shows from the past couple of decades at least 
(certainly the best Pirates), and yr fthfl  editor cannot disagree 
with that assertion.

Th e show was bursting with energy, and the Saturday 
night performance for a sold-out house was reportedly an 
incredibly lively aff air, with constant cheering and enthusiasm 
from an audience that traditionally precedes the show with a 
nice dinner and a few cocktails.  But on Saturday night Acts 
One and Two as presented by UMGASS were a mere prelude 
to an even more exciting Act Th ree.

After the company’s fi nal curtain call, one of the chorus 
pirates, Jon Roselle, ran out from the wings singing, “Stop 
ladies and gentlemen, pray!”  Th e curtain call music ground 
to a halt, most of the performers were completely befuddled, 
and Jon addressed the audience:

“Th ank you for coming tonight.  We hope you enjoyed 
the show as much as we did, but I need to borrow the stage 
for just a little longer.” Alexandra Kahn had just received a tremendous ovation 

for her performance of Mabel in a true tour de force, and at 
this point John Bulmer, in his cameo role for the fi nale as a 
doctor of divinity, escorted Ali a few steps downstage to join 
Jon and to wonder just what on earth was happening.  Many 
in the company were still puzzled, but the video evidence 
indicates that Lori Gould, playing Ruth, caught on to what 
was about to happen and started having kittens.  Jon gestured 
to Maestra Laura Swierzbin, and the orchestra struck up the 
soft string accompaniment to “Ah, leave me not to pine.”  
Jon continued:

“Five years and ten days ago, I shared this stage for the 
fi rst time with our beautiful Mabel, our beloved Ali Kahn.  
Th e show was Th e Yeomen of the Guard, and from the very 
fi rst rehearsal I couldn’t keep my eyes off  of her.  She was 
beautiful, brilliant, funny, and absolutely distracting.  Of 
course, it was two months before she even noticed me.  But 
two years later, almost exactly, after a performance of Th e 
Gondoliers, she contacted me on a whim.  We talked for fi ve 
hours that night, even though she had a matinee the next 
day.  And for fi ve hours the next night, and then she called 
me every day until I got the hint.  And now, three years and 
six shows later, there’s something I want to do.  And, because 
UMGASS brought us together, and because UMGASS is 
like a family to us (in some cases literally), I couldn’t think



17

ISSUE 259 GASBAG SUMMER 2013

of a better place to do it than here.  Ali, you’ve made the last 
three years the happiest of my life, and I can’t believe how 
lucky I am to have found you.  You’re my best friend, my 
other half, my better half, and I love you more and more 
every day.  And I want to spend the rest of my life with you.”

Ever the comedienne, Ali punctuated Jon’s speech with 
several well timed and gobsmacked looks at the audience.  Jon 
then pulled out a ring, got down on one knee, and brought 
down the packed house.  Catherine Borland, playing Edith, 
nearly jumped out of her slippers with excitement and clearly 
suff ered from a case of the vapors.  Due to the noise one 
couldn’t fi gure out exactly what was said, but Jon asked for 
Ali’s hand and Ali eagerly consented.  Th e place went nuts, 
with raucous cheering from both stage and house.  Th e two 
lovebirds shared a few seconds of passionate canoodling, and 
then Jon picked up Ali and carried her off  into the wings, 
with Ali fl ashing the new bling on her fi nger.

Jon’s dad Rich Roselle was in the pirate chorus as well, 
and no doubt was beaming with pride up on stage.  In 
addition to being around for a few recent shows Rich was an 
UMGASSer in the early 1970s.  So it’s now up to Jon and 
Ali to create a third generation of UMGASSers in the family.  
(Th ey should probably consult a physician to determine 
how they might go about doing this.)  Jon’s mother and Ali’s 
parents were also in the audience; Jon had snuck out to the 

front of the house during the intermission to ask Ali’s dad for 
his blessing (which we assume was happily given).

Of course we’d have had a hot mess of defl ating 
awkwardness on our hands if Ali had said no, or if she’d even 
had to think about it.  Th at just goes to show the kind of 
guts Jon has.  But we suppose Jon had a hunch that Ali was 
probably interested in saying yes.

If you weren’t there to see it live, go to YouTube and 
search for “Perfect On Stage Proposal at UMGASS Pirates 
of Penzance.”  Th at search phrase will take you to Karl Zinn’s 
HD video of the event, starting with the beginning of the 
show’s curtain call.  Jon and Ali’s proposal story was entered 
in a contest on Th eKnot.com in an attempt to win them 
some fi lthy lucre to defray some of the wedding expenses, 
but apparently their story didn’t survive the shameless ballot-
box stuffi  ng of some other not-so-memorable couple.

With their impending nuptials Jon and Ali are the latest 
in a long line of “met-in-UMGASS” marriages which started 
when Jim Scheu and Barbara McBride met in 1948 in the 
chorus of Th e Yeomen of the Guard.

Jon’s feat of guts, drama, and comedy was truly one of 
those historic UMGASS events which will be remembered as 
long as people remember G&S at U-M, and it couldn’t have 
involved a better couple of people.  Jon and Ali, may all good 
fortune prosper you!
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Th oughts from Hoyt’s Hobbitat

By G. O. Phyllis Karr

Topsyturvydom No. 4: A Tale of Th ree Vessels

[From the author: Tonight’s game, set like its 
predecessors in the alternate-timeline RSA, features the title 
character of Th e Governess, the opera roughly corresponding 
to our timeline’s Utopia Limited.  Its plotline is recognizably 
similar to that of Utopia.  Th e romance of Lady Sophy and 
King Aladdin, however, replaces that of Zara and Captain 
Fitzbattleaxe as the major plot interest.  Our game tonight 
also features John Jasper as a player character – see GASBAG 
256, Summer 2012, for a plot outline of Th e Drood Solution, 
the last G&S collaboration in the RSA  timeline.]

Sunday, November 25.  Evening.
It can at last be revealed: In the best tradition of 

genealogical fantasies, the Pirate King of Penzance was none 
other than Sir Rupert Murgatroyd, fi rst (and, in strict legal 
fact, only) Baronet of Ruddigore.

As Hank Algood, regular rulemaster for the 
Topsyturvydom scenario and tonight gameruling from the 
role of the Sergeant of Police, reasoned it out, it all hinged 
on that word “only” in the proviso, “A Baronet of Ruddigore 
can only die through refusing to commit his daily crime.”  
Did it mean that death was the only result of the refusal, or 
that only through the refusal could the baronet die?  Hank 
chose to interpret it the latter way.  But as Ruthven had 
conclusively demonstrated, the refusal itself amounted to 
a crime.  Th erefore Sir Rupert had never died: because the 
only way a Baronet of Ruddigore could die was by refusing 
to commit his daily crime, and because such a refusal 
constituted the crime of suicide, if not in actual result, at 
least in moral intention (and any good D.D. will assure you 
that’s what really counts) the paradox rendered Sir Rupert 
slightly more immortal than the Flying Dutchman.  But this 
had a kind of domino eff ect: Sir Rupert’s turning out never 
to have died meant that not one of his heirs had ever legally 
held the title.  So they were all perfectly free to go about 
their deaths, if they so chose, at the expiration of what would 
have been their natural lifespans.  Roderic, still having had 
several decades of his natural lifespan remaining at the time 
of his spurious demise under false pretences (so to speak), 
chose to stick around and live them out with his old love 
Hannah.  His immediate predecessor, Sir-by-Proxy Mervyn, 
also elected to live out his naturally remaining years.  But 

neither with Roderic and Hannah, nor Mervyn, nor even 
Despard, Margaret, Ruthven, and Rose does the present 
scenario concern itself.  Of all the Murgatroyd family by 
birth or marriage, Sir Rupert alone has a role.  He, fi nding 
immortality rather heavy on his hands, threw himself with 
a will into piracy, gathering about him the enthusiastic if 
somewhat quirkily tender-hearted scourges of the sea with 
whom we are all so cozily acquainted from their own opera.

Th ere was more than one way to devise and populate a 
rolegame.  Th e gameruler might work it out ahead of time 
and cast it on the spot, or various players might state their 
role preferences in advance and the gameruler craft a plot idea 
to accommodate as many requests as possible, or, as tonight, 
the two methods might be combined.  Th is last Sunday of 
November, in Sam Imani’s walnut-paneled den, fi reman Mike 
Harrigan Beavertooth had snapped up the role of Pirate King 
Sir Rupert, with signature song.  Mickey Patinkin claimed 
the Very Model of a Modern Major-General, Angela Garvey 
appropriated Pirate Ruth, Pearl Mitsu took Mabel with vocal 
pyrotechnics slightly transposed for her range, and Curly 
Friedman settled on Frederic, though without announcing 
her role in song; she sang a good tenor, but the Pirate 
Apprentice really has no suitable musical self-introduction.

Dave Clayton, who heretofore had insisted on roleplaying 
someone from Pirates on grounds of its being the only 
G&S opera he knew well enough, this week had surprised 
everybody by announcing he was ready to branch out a little, 
and warbling forth “My object all sublime,” complete with a 
memorable laugh which, alas, defi es the descriptive powers of 
the mere pen.  Julie Whitcomb, his unblushing bride to be, 
had put in her request to roleplay Katisha.  So Hank plunked 
them down for an international summit meeting, of sorts, 
with Don Alhambra del Bolero (Oziah Prendergast) and Lady 
Sophy Hardcastle, eponymous character of Th e Governess 
(teenager and apprentice gameruler Gloria Monday) aboard 
the HMS Tom-Tit, under the able command of Captain 
Richard Dauntless (Hoby McGruff ).

After accepting roles more or less at the other players’ 
convenience (though scarcely to his own distaste) for the last 
several games, this week Corwin Poe had put in an advance 
request for John Jasper, feeling curious to learn whether it 
would remain his favorite Topsyturvydom role now that he 
was so close to his wedding day.  After a bit of pondering 
how to work this character in, Hank explained to the group 
that, desperately evading hot pursuit by both Delia Spiff  
(Trudy Huerth) and Malvina de Vere (Kim Little Bird), the 
Foggerty’s Fairy ladies who made their livings on breach-of-
promise damages, Jasper had stowed away on one of the three 
sailing vessels involved in this evening’s scenario.  Yes, three.  
In addition to Sir Rupert’s Divine Emollient out seeking 
piratical prey and Captain Dauntless’ Tom-Tit hosting its 
little international conference, Major-General Stanley’s 

Column
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yacht Ancestral Pride was speeding forth bringing both of the 
well-ripened breach-of-promise maidens as well as Stanley’s 
daughter Mabel, who was hoping for a stolen visit with her 
Frederic.

Corwin had been accorded the privilege of deciding 
for himself on which of these three vessels his character was 
stowing away: even the gameruler was initially in the dark, 
though holding the craft’s name on an intricately folded slip 
of paper.

Aboard the Tom-Tit, the International Conference on 
Fitting Punishments was in full swing, over a cream tea, 
beneath an awning on the sunny quarterdeck, with Captain 
Dauntless interestedly listening in whilst pouring the tea.

“And servants who fail to hear their orders accurately, 
but act on their misunderstanding rather than stopping to 
clarify matters with their master or mistress?” asked Lady 
Sophy.

Th e Mikado chuckled, but Katisha beat him to the 
punch.  “Th ey shall be fed from kitchens wherein every spice 
jar is mislabeled, every staple ingredient stored in a wrong 
canister.  And persons who fl ee the hallowed joys to leave 
their plighted partners deserted at the altar?”

Don Alhambra gave a chuckle to rival that of the 
Mikado.  “Th ey shall have nothing more to eat until after 
they have fi nished a wedding cake of seven large layers.”

“Prepared,” said the Mikado, “in the same kitchens and 
by the same cooks in charge of feeding the hard-of-hearing 
servants.”

“Oh no, oh no,” said Lady Sophy.  “the same kitchens, 
yes, but give the baking of these cakes to those females who 
live on breach-of-promise suits.”

“Why, let them cook the servants’ meals, too,” proposed 
Katisha.  “But what of their opposites?  I mean, parties who 
persecute by pressing long and wearily unwanted amorous 
attentions?”

“Let such as these be staked out,” proclaimed the 
Mikado, “and covered with lively puppies.  But what of those 
who study everything except what might possibly be of some 
actual use in their professions?”

“Simplicity itself!” declared Don Alhambra with a wave 
of his hand.  “Send ‘em off  to sea in a sieve.  And kidnappers, 
what about them?”

“Let them be forced,” Lady Sophy suggested after a 
moment’s thought, “to hand-launder the diapers of all the 
babies within a day’s ride of their prison.  And the spreaders 
of gossip and falsely libelous tales?”

“Make them spend all day every day listening in 
audience to the sessions –” the Mikado and Katisha spoke 
together, except that she fi nished “– of Ancient Bailey” and 
he, “– of the House of Lords.  And they,” she added, “who 
relish opium dreams?”

“Let them be force-fed,” the Grand Inquisitor decreed, “a 

cultural diet restricted to nothing else but the avant-garde.”
At this point Captain Dauntless put in, “And what 

might your honors be thinking a fi tting punishment for cruel 
blighters and bloodthirsty critters?”

Th e four distinguished guests looked around at one 
another for a moment and by some osmosis produced a 
sentence almost in unison: “Th ey shall be made to teach 
barnyard geese to dance the minuet.”

“Th ere are those,” Katisha said majestically, “who have 
committed every crime in the book.”

“Let them be chained to their desks,” said Don Alhambra, 
“and forced to copy down every law in the said book.”

“In triplicate,” specifi ed Lady Sophy.  “But what of those 
who...”  she dropped her voice to a whisper “…have no faults 
to speak of?”

Katisha beat the Mikado to the chuckle but for once 
allowed him to do the speaking uninterrupted.  “Th ey,” he 
declaimed, “must stand on public exhibit every day from ten 
to four, as unparalleled prodigies.”

In the presumed meantime, aboard the Divine Emollient, 
Pirate King Sir Rupert was consulting with his valiant 
piratical maid-of-all-work Ruth, dutiful apprentice Frederic, 
and faithful lieutenant Samuel (a Non-Player Character, for 
whom the gameruler spoke) as to which of the two vessels 
in view they ought to attack: the HMS Tom-Tit on the far 
horizon, or the Ancestral Pride standing out from shore.  
Positioned between the two, they had their choice.

Th is may perhaps be the place to explain that, in order 
to make tonight’s scenario work, Gameruler Hank had 
followed the venerable Topsyturvydom custom of playing a 
bit fast and loose with the libretto, having the Pirates’ attack 
on Tremorden Castle end in a stalemate with the Police no 
more able to arrest an entire band of orphans than the Pirates 
could bear to slaughter a company taking sanctuary in 
Queen Victoria’s name.  So, in this new and revised version 
for tonight’s game only, the Pirates had gone back to ply their 
trade on the open sea, taking with them Frederic and leaving 
Mabel to await his actual twenty-fi rst birthday.

Frederic, studying the Tom-Tit through a spyglass, 
observed that as a man-o’-war, crewed by excellent (if NPC) 
British tars, it could hardly qualify as a weaker party than the 
Divine Emollient, and that it had in view on the quarterdeck 
four richly bedight foreign dignitaries (he did not recognize 
Lady Sophy from that distance as British) promising to 
furnish a rich haul just by their own personal possessions; 
he therefore gave his vote for attacking that vessel.  Ruth, 
taking her turn with the spyglass, seconded his opinion.  
Samuel, taking the spyglass from Ruth and turning it in the 
other direction, remarked that the craft standing out from 
shore was Major-General Stanley’s yacht the Ancestral Pride, 
with Stanley himself, his beautiful daughter Mabel, two 
unfamiliar ladies, and their old friend the Sergeant of Police 
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visible on her deck.  Remembering that the pirate band still 
remained unavenged on the Major-General for his terrible 
story, Samuel proposed they leave the British Navy vessel for 
another day.

“But the Ancestral Pride,” Frederic protested, “has to be a 
weaker party than us.”  (True, he himself had at the outset of 
the opera pointed out to his shipmates the fatal fl aw in their 
theory of pirate honor; but today he was anxious to protect 
the woman he loved from any possible inconvenience.)

“A weaker party, perhaps,” replied Samuel, arguing rather 
tenaciously for an NPC, “but one that still needs to suff er the 
consequences of working upon our feelings with base deceit.  
And then, Frederic, only think of the fi ne position we’ll be 
in to abduct your fair lady without all that long and weary 
wait till 1940!”

“Never!” cried Frederic.  “Th at goes against every code 
of marriage, as well as our own piratical principles!  Females 
being the weaker gender, as they say.”

“Watch who you call ‘the weaker gender,’ m’boy,” Pirate 
Ruth told Frederic fi ercely, fl ourishing her cutlass.  Th en, 
taking another squint through the spyglass, “Not that I’m 
quite so sure we can call Stanley’s craft a weaker party, after 
all, by the looks of those other two females aboard her.”

“What?” cried Frederic.  “Why, they’re both ...  well, 
forty, if a day.  And one’s a tiny thing, while the other looks 
like her emotions are melting her away.”

“Th ink so, Freddie?” said his former nursemaid.  “Th at’s 
looking at ‘em with the eyes of male chivalry.”  (Freddie, being 
played by the female Curly, appropriated congratulations on 
acting ability with a grin and a nod.) Ruth went on, “I see a 
lightning bolt and a thundercloud.”

“If they’re as fi erce as all that,” remarked Samuel, “I don’t 
see anything at all to prevent us from attacking the Major-
General’s yacht.”

Ruth, seeing that after voting to attack the Tom-Tit she 
had rather outmaneuvered herself, said, “Well, after all, in 
the end, it’s really all up to our Pirate King, isn’t it?”

Whereon they all looked to Sir Rupert, who had all this 
time been studying both ships about equally, turn and turn 
about, through his own spyglass.

“Strong language of a piratical turn of phrase!” exclaimed 
Pirate King Rupert.  “I can’t call myself quite sure yet, but 
it appears to me that the Ancestral Pride might be heading 
straight for us.”

“But that can’t be right,” protested Frederic.  “Why 
would they run their own heads into the lion’s mouth? So 
to speak.”

“Your Mabel’s aboard,” Ruth pointed out.
“Th at don’t explain those others,” said the astute Samuel.
“I move,” the Pirate King decided, “that we stand off  

just enough to see whether it’s us the Pride is aiming for, or 
the Tom-Tit.  With luck, my hearties, we can take ‘em both!”

“We can attack them both,” Frederic grumbled.  “Should 
get thrashed soundly enough to last us a month.”

In the second presumed meantime, aboard the Ancestral 
Pride, the Sergeant of Police was re-examining the evidence 
Miss Delia Spiff  and Miss Malvina de Vere had presented 
as grounds for commandeering the Major-General’s yacht in 
pursuit of their fugitive from connubial bliss.  As gameruler, 
Hank had been keeping an ear on all the conversations, 
which made the Sergeant of Police just a little abstracted.  
“And what grounds,” he was asking them again, “do you 
ladies have for believing your prey – I mean your prospective 
fi ancé – has stowed away on one of those two vessels?”

“Ah!” cried Miss Malvina de Vere.  “On the personal 
authority of a private detective –”

“Foreign gentleman,” said Miss Delia Spiff .
“In the regular employ, when at home, of no less a 

personage than High Prince Otto of Pfennig Halbpfennig.  
On busman’s holiday –”

“Picking up a few quid renting his services out to us 
while seeing the country.”

“In truth,” sighed Miss de Vere, “it pains us deeply that 
he should see so dismal an underside of our fair land.”

“Speak for yourself,” snapped Miss Spiff .  “I say he came 
at a bargain.”

“‘Twas at best a not unmixed blessing,” Miss de Vere 
mourned with an even deeper sigh, “when it so tickled his 
sense of humor, to be asked directions by the very man he 
was set to trail, as to be forced to hide his amusement by 
turning away and thus failing to see where precisely the man 
had aimed himself.”

“Th at’s the trouble with bargains, more often than not,” 
admitted Miss Spiff .  “Th ey come cheap, but they’ve got this 
way of falling apart.”

“At inconvenient moments,” sighed Miss de Vere.
“And those were the only ships in harbor last night,” 

the Sergeant of Police reviewed the information provided 
by the harbor master, indicating the Tom-Tit and the Divine 
Emollient.

“Besides my own yacht,’ Major-General Stanley pointed 
out modestly.  “But the Ancestral Pride was tied up safe in the 
Stanley slip, of course.”

Mabel, secretly intent on her hope of a stolen moment 
with Frederic, suggested, “Would not the famous Pirates of 
Penzance be happy to welcome so desperate a character into 
their band as this villain we seek?”

“Th e Pirates, yes, by Jove, the Pirates!” exclaimed the 
Major-General, and then, breaking character, “Speaking as 
Mickey, isn’t the Major-General a bit of a major fool to come 
out yachting near their ship when he knows they’ve still got 
it in for him?”

“Speaking as Gameruler,” Hank replied, “isn’t he a bit of 
a fool in the opera, sending the Police off  to fi ght the Pirates 
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and then quietly going to bed like it was any plain, ordinary 
night?”

“Speaking as Angela,” Pirate Ruth remarked from the 
couch where she sat snuggled in Corwin’s arm, “I think I 
know just which ship John Jasper is on.”

“I protest and attest,” Corwin answered the room at 
large, “she had never the secret from my lips.  As either Jasper 
or myself.”

“No,” she smiled, “I fi gured it out all on my own.”
“Still a fortnight lacking one day to the nuptials, and 

already transparent to my prospective bride!”
“Tell us about it!” Dave Clayton chuckled from beside 

the fi replace, where he snuggled with one arm around his 
bride-to-be: with slightly more logic, since their characters 
were together anyway, in conference on the Tom-Tit’s 
quarterdeck.

“Speaking as Gameruler,” Hank said forcefully, “the 
players will come to order.”

Th ey did so – at least, they fell silent and looked as sober 
as a game of Topsyturvydom ever manages to look.  “Th ank 
you,” he went on.  “Now, we will all return to character.  
Speaking as the Sergeant of Police: Well, ma’ams and Major-
General, sir, can we be quite sure he didn’t slip into the 
Stanley slip and stow himself away right beneath our very 
noses?”

“Oh, no, I’m sure he couldn’t have done that,” Mabel 
insisted sweetly.  “He is far and away more likely to have 
gone to the Pirates.”

“I tell you what, m’dear,” proposed the Major-General.  
“Why don’t we just try Her Majesty’s Ship the Tom-Tit fi rst, 
and I can give her a good once-over while you go back to the 
Divine Emollient.  I’m sure the Pirates won’t hurt any of you.  
Queen Victoria’s name and all.”

“Say, what about us?” demanded Delia Spiff .
“Alas, yes!” Malvina de Vere sighed.  “For are not we 

two soon-to-be-actionably-broken-hearted maidens the ones 
with the deepest interest in apprehending Mr.  John Jasper?”

Th e Major-General respectfully waved one white-
gloved hand.  “As to that, mesdames, I trust I am much too 
chivalrous to force you to any course of action on my own 
whim.  You are free to go to either ship, as your own strategy 
dictates.”

“Come on, Malvina,” said Delia.  “We can start by 
searching this little craft while we’re on our way to the bigger 
ones out there.”

“Indeed, and what then?”
“Why, you can stay with our Major-General and give 

that there Tom-Tit a going-over, while I go on with Miss S. 
and our stalwart Sergeant of Police to attack those Pirates 
over yonder.”

Malvina gave a melodramatic shudder of the willowy 
description.  “Oh, but, my dear, if one of us should fi nd him 

and the other not on hand to claim her prior engagement?”
“He ain’t technically engaged to either one of us yet.”
“Why, then, to serve him with her own promise of 

marriage papers for his signature!”
“Ladies, ladies!” exclaimed Mabel.  “I think you may 

trust my honored father and our good Sergeant of Police 
to guard each of your claims against the other, respectively, 
until such time as both of you may together confront your 
estranged fi ancé elect.”

Th is matter being resolved, the Ancestral Pride sailed on 
toward the Tom-Tit, the Misses Spiff  and de Vere improving 
the shining hour by discussing more or less heatedly the 
interesting question which of them actually enjoyed the prior 
claim upon the aff ections of Mr. John Jasper, and why.

Aboard the Divine Emollient, meanwhile, Pirate King 
Rupert, Ruth, Frederic, and Samuel continued to watch 
intently, each of the four being furnished by now with 
his or her own spyglass.  (It is often less diffi  cult than one 
might suppose for a good gameruler to fi nd extra equipment 
lying logically around the imaginary locales of a rolegame 
scenario.)

“Beshrew me,” Pirate King Rupert remarked as soon as 
it became evident that the yacht was unmistakably bound 
for the man-of-war, “if I ain’t sorely tempted to let go this 
notion of attacking them in succession, and attack ‘em both 
at once!”

Frederic shrugged.  “Why not?  We may as well be beaten 
away from a double prize right away as one at a time.”

Th e Tom-Tit had taken Miss de Vere and Major-General 
Stanley safe aboard when Captain Dauntless, glancing over 
Stanley’s shoulder, observed, “I say, Major-General, any idea 
what craft that might be bearing down on us under full sail?”

“As a matter of fact,” replied the Major-General, turning 
a shade or two paler beneath his whiskers, “I know her very 
well.  It chances, don’t you know, that they are the famous 
Pirates of Penzance, very likely out for my blood.”

“Blood?”  Katisha said eagerly, turning her head.
“Oh, yes.”  Captain Dauntless nodded thoughtfully.  

“Th e Pirates of Penzance, you say?  Yes, now I look closer, 
that is the Jolly Roger they’ve hoisted, ain’t it?  Now, let me 
see... these Pirates of Penzance, I think I’ve heard tell, make 
a point of never attacking a weaker party than themselves?”

“You are correctly informed, sir, so far as that goes,” the 
Major-General affi  rmed, slightly nervously.

“Well, then, it follows they’re only attacking us because 
we’re a stronger party than they are.  We can take her if we 
like...”  And, because the words didn’t entirely fi t the situation, 
he simply hummed and la-de-dahed through much of the 
middle stanza of the “Parley-Vous” song, ending with the 
command to his NPC crew, “Up with our helm, lads, scud 
afore the breeze, and give a compassionatin’ cheer!”

Th ey upped with their helm and scudded afore the breeze.  
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Th e Divine Emollient, unlike the French merchantman of 
the captain’s long-ago experience, not only answered with a 
shout, but gave chase.

“What shall we do?” Th e Sergeant of Police asked of 
Mabel and Miss Spiff  as both larger vessels left the yacht in 
their merged wakes.

“Do?” cried both ladies together, Miss Spiff  fi nishing, 
“After ‘em, boy!” and Mabel, “Ah, Frederic, my Frederic!  
Our obvious duty, Sergeant, is to keep them in sight!”

So the three vessels sped on, the smallest appearing to 
chase the other two over swells and billows, troughs and 
crests, rolling waves and dashing whitecaps, until in the 
slanting light of late afternoon, they all three grounded 
themselves on the sandy beach of an island in the general 
area of the Azores.

“I think,” mused the Grand Inquisitor, “that I have paid 
this very island a personal visit for reasons of state, on two 
separate occasions.”

“Speaking as Gameruler,” Sergeant Hank called over to 
them, “that’s a very shrewd surmise, Don Alhambra.  We’ve 
just landed on Barataria.  And here come King Luiz, Queen 
Casilda, and selected members of their court, over that hill, 
aiming for an outing on the beach.”

“Yoo-hoo!”  Miss Delia Spiff  called over from the 
Ancestral Pride, “Malvina, old girl, have you had a chance to 
search the Tom-Tit stem to stern yet?”

“Alas, no!”  Miss de Vere called back woefully, “for the 
ship rolled so very much, and the chase proved so very...  
exhilarating, though not at all in the comfortable sense of the 
word.  Have you been able to search the yacht thoroughly, 
dear Delia?”

“Not exactly thoroughly,” Miss Spiff  confessed.  “No, 
not thoroughly, exactly.  More of a lick and a promise.”

“Is that a British expression?”  asked Pirate Angela.
“Old Delia’s lived in Australia,” Trudy Spiff  explained.  

“Maybe even the wilds of America – shouldn’t be surprised.  
I guess she’s had the chance to pick up some odd expressions, 
all right.”

From the deck of the Divine Emollient, Pirate King 
Rupert bellowed, “Avast, there!  May I point out to all o’ you 
aboard the Tom-Tit and the Ancestral Pride that by rights you 
should all, every man-jack and woman-jill o’ you, be quaking 
in extreme terror of us bloodthirsty pirates?  What is this 
private side business of your own that you seem to fi nd of 
such absorbing interest?”

Although Miss de Vere and Major-General Stanley had 
managed to apprise at least the Tom-Tit of the absconded 
potential bridegroom who would presumably jilt either 
herself or her feisty friend still aboard the yacht, the pirate 
ship as yet knew nothing of this situation, though Frederic 
had already grappled himself aboard the Ancestral Pride, 
ostensibly to start attempting the conquest but actually to 

embrace Mabel.
Th e Sergeant of Police called back to the Pirate King: 

“It might be called a matter of faith, sir, dashed in with a bit 
of an aff air of the heart.  We brought with us two excellent 
ladies each of whom believes she is about to receive a solemn 
proposal of matrimony from a felonious type who has, we 
believe, stowed himself away in one of our three vessels here.”

“A felonious type?”  inquired His Majesty the Mikado, 
rubbing his hands eagerly.  “Of what stripe?” And he 
commenced humming his famous song.

“As to that,” the Sergeant replied, “you have a fairly wide 
choice with this one.”

“Although,” opined Miss de Vere, “the fi rst thing is, of 
course, to locate him.”

From the deck of the Divine Emollient, the piratical 
maid-of-all-work testifi ed, “Speaking as the one who keeps 
this ship shipshape, I’ll be amazed if he’s lying somewhere 
undiscovered here.”

“Or here,” Miss Spiff  piped up from the Ancestral Pride.  
“Even with just a lick and a promise, I guess I’ve had enough 
of a look around this little yacht.”

Sergeant Rulemaster Hank fi nally unfolded the slip of 
paper, looked at it, and chuckled.  “I think we may take these 
ladies’ word for it and concentrate our eff orts on the Tom-
Tit.  Captain Dauntless!  Bring us aboard and let us search.”

“We’re coming over, too!” Pirate Ruth called merrily, 
and soon she and the Pirate King, as well as the Sergeant 
of Police and Miss Spiff , had joined all those already aboard 
the man of war, leaving only NPC’s on the pirate ship, and 
Frederic and Mabel happily enjoying a few stolen moments 
together on her father’s yacht.

Sergeant Hank fl ashed the unfolded slip before Pirate 
Angela and inquired, “How did you guess?”

“It was obvious!  Th at’s the ship where the Mikado and 
Katisha, the Grand Inquisitor, and Lady Sophy were fi tting 
punishments to crimes, so of course he had to window-shop 
for a properly melodramatic predicament to get his character 
into tonight.”

“Th e great convenience of playing John Jasper,” Corwin 
explained, grinning, “is that virtually no fate is overly – or 
even suffi  ciently – severe.”

“A-a-n-n-n-d,” Gameruler Sergeant Hank went on, 
drawing the word out as he held one hand uplifted for a 
moment before chopping it down, “we’ve found him!  Come 
on, Captain Dauntless, Miss de Vere, Miss Spiff , let’s get him 
up on deck.  Do you struggle, Jasper?”

Jasper mulled it over very briefl y.  “Do I have any chance 
to speak of?”

“With the four of us – especially including these two 
ladies – surrounding you, and a crew of NPC’s in easy call, 
not enough chance to roll the dice.  I’d have to think of a 
number between one and, say, three hundred, and you’d have 
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to guess it right the fi rst time.”
“Hardly worth it.”  Going into character, he managed 

something approaching a melodramatic snarl.  “Very good, 
minions of the Law, you have taken me! Now deliver me 
up.  I ask only that you deliver me up to the Law, your stern, 
blindfolded goddess, and not to either of these...  two ladies.”

Th ey delivered him up to the deck, where by now King 
Luiz, Queen Casilda, and a handful of the members of their 
court, no less interested for being NPC’s, had joined the 
others.  Jasper took one long look around, broke partially 
away from the Sergeant and Captain Dauntless, and cried to 
the Mikado, Katisha, Don Alhambra, and Lady Sophy:

“Come, then! Stake me down and smother me with 
puppies!  Better penalized for the fault – if fault it were – 
of which I have actually been guilty, than for the purely 
potential crime of which the Misses Spiff  and de Vere fondly 
hope to make me guilty!  Although my so-called persecution 
of Miss Rosa Bud was as essential to my nature as allegedly 
odious to hers –”

A few of the nearest players thought they heard Angela 
murmur, not entirely in character as Pirate Ruth, “Silly girl!”

“And more than this,” Jasper continued.  “Here and 
now let me declare that all of you, every last one of you, my 
accusers – from the Mikado himself even to Frederic and 
his beautiful Mabel – are equally liable with myself to one 
or another of the exquisite punishments in these eminent 
authorities’ little list!  So while fetching my roped stakes 
and gathering the puppies, do not forget the mislabeled 
spice jars, the seven-layer wedding cakes and ovens to bake 
them, the outsized if unseaworthy sieves, the legal sessions 
of exceptional length and tedium, the Pollocks and Cages, 
the unteachable geese, the monstrous tome of all the laws, 
and the exhibition platform – and let the entertainments 
forthwith commence, each of us forgetting our own agonies 
in enjoyment of everybody else’s, in fi tting prelude to the 
Dies Irae!”

Th is speech earned him a round of applause, for both 
his delivery and the tour de force of remembering all the 
crime-fi tting punishments in order – with the one personal 
exception – of the eminent authorities’ discussion at the 
outset of the game.

“By Jove!” said Katisha at last.  “Th e blackguard’s right, 
you know.  In strict justice, we must either punish everybody, 
or pardon all together.”

“Speaking for Luiz,” said the Gameruler, “as the King 
who rules this goodly land, and whose local resources you 
would probably want to call upon for the various punishment 
paraphernalia, I should recommend the second option, 
pardon everyone, and move on to pairing ourselves off  for 
the fi nal chorus.

“Our claim is staked,” Pirate Angela declared at once, 
enfolding Jasper in a snug embrace.

“Like ours,” rejoined the Mikado, hugging Katisha.
“And ours,” chorused Frederic and Mabel.  “Although 

not like those two pairs,” Frederic added, and Mabel echoed, 
“Ours is only until we get through with the fi nal chorus.”

Disappointed of their present primary prey, Miss Delia 
Spiff  pounced on the Major-General and Miss Malvina de 
Vere on the Grand Inquisitor; how likely these engagements 
were to “take” was anybody’s guess, but at least they would 
hold up long enough for the fi nal stage tableau and closing 
chorus.

“And nothing stops us,” Sergeant Rulemaster Hank 
invited Apprentice Rulemaster Sophy, “from pairing off .”

“But Lady Sophy has her heart set on her blameless King 
Aladdin.”

“Regard this as a ballroom dance, and take a blameless 
police offi  cer for a temporary partner.” “We like your 
humor, Sergeant.”  She gave him her hand.  “But two 
gentlemen remain unpartnered, even temporarily.

“Oh,” cried Captain Dauntless, “Zorah is my missis, so 
just bring her on as an NPC.”

Sergeant Hank shook his head.  “In this stage of the 
scenario, that’d be unrealistic.  You’ll just have to settle for 
some NPC Baratarian lady.” “Duty, duty must be 
done,” Dauntless answered with a grin. “And me,” the 
Pirate King pointed out.

“I’m not entirely sure,” said Miss de Vere, “that you 
deserve a partner, you know.  Even a provisional one.  But if 
you’ll just wait around six weeks or so, I can probably work 
you into my schedule.”

“My dear rapacious lady,” rejoined Pirate King Sir 
Rupert, “I’m in a position to wait around forever, but the 
company needs everyone to have a partner for the fi nal stage 
picture.  So, with nobody left but NPC’s, I choose...  Dame 
Carruthers of the grim old fortalice!”

Th e Gameruler shook his head.  “No way to get her here 
on short notice.”  Seeing Pirate King Rupert open his mouth, 
Hank forestalled him by pointing out, “And even if there 
were, it wouldn’t be fair to Zorah Dauntless.  May I suggest 
the King of Barataria’s foster-mother – for lack of a better 
title – the Lady Inez over there with the beach party.  She had 
no insuperable diffi  culty in abandoning her brigand husband 
for the luxury of the Baratarian court.”

“Lady Inez,” his piratical Majesty agreed, “will do in a 
pinch.”

“No staking out with puppies?” Corwin Jasper mourned 
in puzzlement.

“No staking out,” Pirate Angela whispered at his ear, 
“but in just two weeks I’ll be playing all the puppies you 
want all over your supine self, all in my own person.”

But for now, it was the traditional closing chorus 
from Th e Tuppenny Prince, followed by a fi nal visit to the 
refreshments table in the kitchen.
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Early Days
I grew up surrounded by music.  Mostly it was 78 rpm 

records and singing while doing the dishes or travelling in 
the car, but my mother had given piano recitals in her youth 
and I remember wishing that she would spend more time 
practicing and less on keeping the house spotless.  My father 
had a fi ne tenor voice, but his father had steadfastly refused to 
let him have singing lessons.  Th e only times I heard him sing 
in front of an audience was during parties at home.  In an 
audio recording that I made of my dad reminiscing, shortly 
before he died, he said that his father was “an awkward old 
bugger – someone had dropped a load of metal on his head.”  
I never met his father, and indeed we seldom spoke of his 
side of the family.

My dad loved Gilbert & Sullivan, and owned many 78 
rpm (and a few 81 rpm!) records of well-known opera singers 
– Caruso, de Luca, Gigli, Galli-Curci, Battistini, Hammond.  
One of my traumatic childhood experiences was stepping on 
and breaking a 78 rpm record when some of the collection 
was spread out on the living room carpet.  In Sutton Coldfi eld 
my sister and I had a piano teacher, a Miss Ringwood, who 
sported a little black and red hat that looked like a pudding.  
I did not enjoy these lessons.  Indeed, I have a theory that my 
love of rainy days comes from the non-appearance of Miss 
Ringwood when it was raining.  After we moved to Cheam 
in Surrey, we had a Miss Holmes, who my sister remembers 
as being more congenial.

In 1948 we emigrated from England to Wellington, New 
Zealand, and our record collection, but not our piano, came 
with us.  My sister tells me that the piano fetched all of £15 
at auction.  At that time the New Zealand government had 
put a price control on houses, so until you were trusted in 
the community not to blab about the real asking price, there 
appeared to be no houses for sale.  As a result, we lived in 
the Midland Hotel, and then the St. George Hotel for about 
six months.  Th e change in hotels came about when a rat 

was spotted running through the dining room.  Eventually 
we found a house in Eastbourne: not so convenient for my 
dad, who had to travel the 16 miles into central Wellington 
each day, but wonderful for children.  In front of our house 
there was a little used road, then sand dunes, and then the 
sea.  Rather soon we bought a piano, a Danemann, from 
Charles Begg’s in Wellington.  Th is piano was tried out at my 
mother’s request by the New Zealand pianist Colin Horsley, 
who happened to be practicing in the store.  I always wished 
I could have played the piano better, to accompany my 
dad.  I think he would have liked that.  I myself had singing 
lessons from Stanley Oliver in a penthouse at the top of the 
Dominion building in downtown Wellington, but at that 
time I was not allowed to sing tenor.

After one year of Wellesley College, I entered Wanganui 
Collegiate School as a boarder, and was there from 1950 
to 1954.  At that time, the teacher in charge of music was 
not too fond of theatre, and the teacher in charge of theatre 
apparently was not too fond of music.  Th e upshot was that 
the nearest we ever got to putting on a G&S operetta was 
during the school centenary celebrations in 1954 when a 
number of us were asked to participate in a re-enactment of 
a bit of H.M.S. Pinafore, outdoors, to canned music, because 
the school had apparently produced this show some years 
earlier.  We also played a game of rugby, using very old rules 
that allowed the players to climb up the goal posts to try to 
stop a conversion.  One of the masters (bless him) used to 
play G&S on Sunday evenings to those of us who wanted to 
listen, from 12-inch 78 rpm records.  I fell in love with the 
voice of the soprano Winifred Lawson.  Fairly soon I bought 
sets of 78 rpm recordings of Iolanthe, Th e Pirates of Penzance 
(with Peter Dawson as the Pirate King), and H.M.S. Pinafore.  
It seemed wrong to me that in June of 1953 Wanganui 
Girls College put on a production of Iolanthe, but the 
boys of Wanganui Collegiate were not asked to participate.  
Another memory from those days was homework sessions in 
the day room.  One was forbidden to as much as look up.  
Accordingly, one day when I had fi nished my assigned work 
rather quickly, I spent the rest of the time looking down, 
writing out from memory all the words of the songs from 
H.M.S. Pinafore.

Th e Book
Well, the time came to leave Wanganui Collegiate 

forever, and I was fortunate enough to have been awarded 
one or two school prizes.  In a rather nice move, one selected 
one’s prize by being put in a room, around the walls of 
which were a large number of newly-purchased books.  
Th is is how I came to possess a copy of the third edition 
of Leslie Baily’s Th e Gilbert and Sullivan Book as a Harvey 
Memorial Mathematical prize.  One reminder of this is a 
book plate signed by the headmaster, R. Bruce-Lockhart, 

Article
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dated December 8, 1954, and I believe there is a permanent 
entry on a plaque that sits on the wall of Big School. 

When I fi rst thumbed through this book, I was intrigued 
by the section beginning on page 364 entitled “1896: 
Autumnal Interlude.” 

FIN DE SIECLE
1896: AUTUMNAL INTERLUDE 
Th e Alps are glittering under the morning sun, the sky is 

cloudless, the sweet grass of the ravine is fresh and green.  No 
music but the cowbells and the mountain rivulet.  No sign of 
human life but a prematurely grey-haired man and a young 
woman sitting by the stream.  Th ey are eating peaches, and 
talking… gaily.  Premature age is forgotten.  In the autumn of 
his life Sir Arthur Sullivan has made up his mind to propose 
marriage.

How did he come to care for Miss Violet in this way?  Many 
times in these last weeks at and around Lucerne he has asked 
himself the question.  Of course, he’d known her family for years.  
A truly musical family (‘Anton Rubinstein introduced me to 
your home, remember? – that day when you were only a child, 
and I fi rst sat at your piano and played my songs.’)… Now, 
only yesterday, he had written out one of those songs again, a 
love song, and sent it up to her room at the hotel for a twentieth 
birthday present.  Yes, a musical family, but a diff erent social 
circle from that of Mrs. Ronalds.  Looking down at the gushing 
water at their feet, he tries to tell Miss Violet the diff erence.  He 
goes back over his life.

Years of success.  Th e Joy of it, and the bitterness of it.  And 
the inevitable social round.  Mrs. Ronalds’ salon.  Cowes and 
Cannes.  Ascot.  Monte.  Mayfair.  ‘At homes.’

Queer how these attachments get hold of one. ‘Th e unoffi  cial 
ambassadress of the United States at the Court of St Jame’s’… 
Twenty years ago she’d dazzled him with her glitter, her 
social eminence.  Oh yes, he’d loved her, or thought he did.  A 
magnifi cent fi gure of a woman.  Queen of the beau monde.  And 
she sang his songs divinely.  But some of the links in the chain 
had worn thin.  Illness came.  Frustration.  Now a solitary old 
man (‘old?’ – at fi fty-four?) is pushed around in an invalid chair 
in an hotel at Lucerne… until one evening someone murmurs 
the introductions – ‘Miss Violet’... ‘Sir Arthur.’

And so these last days.  Days by the lakeside talking of music, 
and art, and books.  Th e day when the hotel band struck up a 
selection from ‘Th e Yeomen,’ and he turned irritably upon her 
and snapped: ‘I suppose you hate my music.  We’ve been together 
for days and you’ve never even mentioned it.’

‘I love your music.  I love every one of your operas.’
‘Th at’s Gilbert’s success.  Th e wittiest man in the world, 

Gilbert.’
‘Th e wittiest music in the world, yours.’
And then they turned together and laughed.  After that 

the years seemed to fall from him.  It was the old high-spirited 

Sullivan.  Everyone was charmed by him, men as well as women.  
One night in the hotel they met Puccini.  Th e two composers 
bowed and conversed breezily.  She stood by, cool and gentle, 
taking it in: the Englishman who had made his name in all 
but the thing he most desired, grand opera; the Italian, up and-
coming, who had just written ‘La Boheme,’ who was going to be 
all in grand opera that Sullivan longed to be.

Th e day came when he awoke and his manservant Louis 
pulled back the blinds, and

as the sun streamed in he knew he was in love.  From his bed 
he gazed across the lake

at the mountain tops.  He thought of what might have been, 
had she been born twenty years earlier.  Violet.  Lady Sullivan.

Might have been?... Fifty-four and twenty… was it yet 
impossible?  What is age?  Th ose mountain peaks yonder, white, 
ageless, beautiful.  What do they say?

And now the stream, the cowbells, the peaches.  ‘Everything 
is beautiful.  I am in love.’

Th e girl looks up at the great mountains, high, eternal, 
lovely.  He is saying: ‘I believe in the here and now.  No looking 
backwards any more.  Eyes front!  Violet… to what are you 
looking forward?’

‘Only to being this day with you… to having a perfect day 
with you.’

*   *   * 
‘He was very frank with me,’ said the grey-haired and still 

beautiful old lady.  She paused, and looked out of her window at 
the London street.  A jet plane screamed overhead.  Somewhere 
in the neighborhood a radio was playing boogie-woogie.  ‘He 
said he had two years to live.  Could I not give him two years 
of my life?  Could I fi nd the love that would renew him?  After 
that – I should still have my own life before me.  He would 
leave me all he possessed.  He said it would have to be a secret 
wedding – In London.  Round the corner, Hyde Park Square.  
Registry Offi  ce.’

‘But I thought it over, and I knew it wouldn’t do.’
[In a footnote, Leslie Baily states that these recollections, 

and the letters, were given to him “by the lady concerned” 
in 1947.]

Th e book also reproduced two letters from a number that 
Sullivan had written to Violet during their time in Lucerne.  
Th e fi rst letter: 

Dear Miss Violet
What do you and yours propose doing?  Shall we sit under 

the trees, or lie on the grass, or saunter on the Promenade?  Or 
shall we write a joint letter to your Sister?  What time do you 
wish to see me today.  I will of course obey any orders you may 
give.

Yours sincerely 
A.S.
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And a fragment of the last letter:

Saturday
Good morning I am off  in half an hour. It was painful last 

night.  I couldn’t stand it any longer & so I left.  Yesterday was 
the most miserable day I have spent.

I said I was intrigued by this account, but it would be 
more accurate to say that I was moved by it, even then at 
the age of 18.  Who was this Miss Violet?  I tried to imagine 
what Sullivan might have accomplished if she had said “yes.”  
Maybe he would not have died four years later.  It is an 
experiment that cannot be done, and of course I have been 
accused of being an incurable romantic.

[Much later I discovered a section (page 118) in Myrtle 
by Stephen Hudson (pen name for Sydney Schiff , Violet’s 
eventual husband) where similar thoughts cross the mind of 
Sir Michael O’Halloran, a character who is clearly based on 
Sir Arthur Sullivan, while the eponymous heroine Myrtle is 
based on Violet.  He is musing on what to say to her before 
proposing marriage: “What is time on such a morning? What 
is age? …  I will tell you of the songs I have not written because 
you were not there to inspire them but now I will write them.  I 
will write songs for you to sing, songs that shall bring laughter 
and tears to your eyes for laughter and tears are always together.  
Th ey shall be such songs as no woman ever had written to her 
before.  I will pour into them all that I have missed in life, all 
that life might have held for me...”]

Th ese thoughts became semi-buried for many years, 
although they did surface again from time to time.  Meanwhile 
I left New Zealand for Cambridge, went to Harvard, and 
fi nally to Cornell University where I have remained ever 
since.  I soon discovered that there was a thriving Savoyard 
community here, but for several years did not anticipate 
actually singing with the company.

In 1972 I went along to a Savoyard audition for Patience, 
just for fun really, and volunteered to sing the male part in 
“Prithee, pretty maiden” when a soprano was about to sing 
it as an audition piece.  To my surprise I was off ered the part 
of the Duke (a tenor!), and after this, sang with the Cornell 
Savoyards in 12-odd shows, over the years 1972 to 1991.  I 
even met my wife through the Cornell Savoyards when I gave 
a friend, Elaine, a lift back to her apartment after auditions.  
Barbara was one of her roommates. 

Familiarity certainly increased my appreciation for 
Sullivan’s music and Gilbert’s words.  Th ere were some 
outstanding artists in some of these shows: my fondness for 
Winifred Lawson gave way to an admiration for the more 
robust voices of Patrice Pickering as Patience in 1972, and 
Marcia Ragonetti as Phyllis in the 1973 Iolanthe, both shows 
directed by the wonderful Nancy Cole. In the chorus of Th e 
Pirates of Penzance (1974) was Madelyn Levy, who later took 

the name of Madeleine Renée, and who went on to greater 
things in the world of opera. 

Th e Beddington Family
Once the internet became available, I felt a renewed 

determination to discover the identity of Miss Violet.  A 
simple search (was it Google then or just Dogpile?) on the 
terms {“Arthur Sullivan” + Violet + Switzerland} turned up 
an article that told me that “Miss Violet” was probably Miss 
Violet Beddington.  A search on this name revealed that a 
series of twenty-nine letters had been sold by Sotheby’s at 
auction in 1999 for £5,750.  Th ese letters had been written 
to Sybil Seligman by Sir Arthur and concerned, inter alia, her 
younger sister Violet.  Sybil’s maiden name was Beddington, 
and so must have been that of Violet.  I called Sotheby’s, 
expecting to be told that they were not able to let me know 
the identity of the purchaser, but instead I made contact 
with a very helpful gentleman who told me that the lot of 
letters had been bought by Lisa Cox Music Ltd, on behalf 
of the British Library.  Th is was later confi rmed by e-mail 
correspondence with Dr. Simon Maguire of Books and 
Manuscripts.  After a decent amount of time they became 
available in the BL catalog, and for the trifl ing sum of £40 I 
secured copies of them.

Th e fi rst of these letters is dated January 17, 1896, and 
it begins “Dear Mrs. Seligman.”  As time progressed this 
became “My dear Sybil,” “My dearest little Sybil,” and “My 
darling Sybil.”  Many of these letters mention Violet by name 
or by inference.  Some authors have belittled this episode 
in Sullivan’s life, but to me these letters show the enduring 
depth of Sullivan’s feeling for the young Violet Beddington.

One dated August 26, 1896, Wednesday night, from St. 
Moritz was written on crossed-out River House, Walton-on-
Th ames, stationery:

My dear Sybil (the author begs to acknowledge his 
indebtedness to the proprietor of the copyright D. S. Seligman 
Esq. for permission to use this name.)

I know you are calling me names – ill mannered brute, 
heartless beast, and other feminine terms of endearment – for 
not writing to you before; but I am sure you will forgive me 
when I tell you that I have no excuse whatever to off er!  Sheer 
laziness, and dislike of pen, ink & paper are the only reasons.  
Having thus obtained your forgiveness I will proceed.  Shall I 
describe my feelings when the carriage containing you and your 
husband disappeared leaving me alone?  No, I will not attempt 
it.  I felt miserable all day, and walked about in solitude to avoid 
all idle chatterers…

Th e next letter was written back in Lucerne: 
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Grand Hotel National, Lucerne
Saturday morning, 3. a.m. (or Friday night!) What a 

beastly pen!
My dearest little Sybil
I can’t sleep, & so I have got up again to hold a little conversa 

with you dear.  And what shall I say to begin with?  Shall I make 
excuses and say that I stayed on at St Moritz until I thought 
your parents would have left Lucerne?  Th is true to a certain 
degree, for I really had little hope idea of fi nding them here, 
but all the way I nourished the hope that perhaps they were not 
gone – that they might have lingered on if the weather were fi ne.  
When I arrived on Wednesday evening, all doubt was dispelled 
for there were the cards of all the family on my sittingroom table, 
left during the day!  So common courtesy required that I should 
return their visit, didn’t it?  Accordingly I dressed, dried, & then 
went to fi nd them at the Schweitzerhof.  Violet saw me as I 
entered the hotel & came to me, introduced me to her parents, 
and – well, I have been with them from morning to night ever 
since.  Your father is a dear, and I love your Mother.  Is that not a 
suffi  cient reason for being so much with them?  Am I a fool?  Yes; 
you are saying so, and so am I.  I say it every moment of the day.  
At every moment my pride revolts at the humiliating position I 
have placed myself in.  My manhood and my whole past career 
cry out against me – cry shame upon me for my weakness, & 
yet though I see and know the right, I follow the wrong.  And 
what does it all mean?  When I say I will go away, Violet says 
“No, you musn’t,” and tonight the tears were in her eyes.  I have 
not much chance of talking to her alone, but even with such 
little opportunity, I discover in her far deeper feelings – far more 
sensitiveness than either you or I gave her credit for.  She is not 
strong enough to fi ght.  She can off er passive resistance, but she 
has not the energy to attack.  God forbid that I should dull her 
young life by trying to force her into such an attitude; it would be 
criminal.  All I can do in the future is to pass my life in solving 
the question “What am I to do?” unless a Higher Power steps in 
and solves it for me, one way or the other.  Th e merciless part of 
it is that I feel so young, alas…

Th e last letter, written at the turn of the century, is 
headed:

1. Jan: 180 1900 (Th at’s the 2nd time today I have written 
the date wrong.)

He died on November 22nd that same year, 1900.
I soon learned that Sybil was briefl y Puccini’s mistress 

and also his long-term friend, and the meeting between 
Sullivan and Puccini at Lucerne then assumed a deeper 
meaning.  In his book Puccini Among Friends, Sybil’s son 
Vincent states that of the approximately seven hundred 
surviving letters that Puccini wrote to his mother, the earliest 
one that he could fi nd was from October 22, 1904, and was 

an acceptance of a dinner invitation.  However, he allowed 
that they had probably fi rst met earlier that same year at the 
home of the Tostis.  But if Violet was correctly remembering 
events from 50 years earlier in her account to Leslie Baily 
in 1947, it is possible that Sybil met Puccini in Lucerne 
in 1896.  On the one hand, Violet said that Sullivan met 
Puccini there, and Sybil and David were with Sullivan in 
Switzerland at least some of that time.  On the other hand, 
they may have remained in St. Moritz, which even today, 
is about a three-hour drive from Lucerne.  Th is remains an 
interesting but unresolved question.

A potential source of information about the Beddington 
family was the pianist Carola, wife of Miron Grindea.  
Carola was the sister-in-law of Arnold Daghani; Arnold 
was introduced by Carola to Violet Schiff  (née Beddington) 
in London in 1961.  He wrote: “We became friends.  She 
would give us slide-lights of her life, play to us records she 
had registered of her singing voice in her youth, and let us 
have a glimpse into her friendship with Katherine Mansfi eld.” 
Arnold transcribed (in his ornate style) six letters that 
Katherine Mansfi eld had written to Violet, and I managed 
to secure copies of these letters and a slightly blurry photo of 
Violet in later life through the kindness of Deborah Schultz 
of the University of Sussex.  Th e letters had been reproduced 
in 1965 in the journal Adam, which was published by Miron 
Grindea (d. 1995).  I tried without success to reach Carola 
by phone in November 2005 at the “International Society 
for the Study of Tension in Performance” which she had 
founded.  She died on July 10, 2009, aged 95.

Another internet hit was the article “In Search of Violet 
Schiff ” written by the British author, Julian Fane, and 
published in Th e Cornhill Magazine in 1970.  (Hence the 
title of my present essay).  Until I received a copy of this 
article from the library at Auburn University I was not sure 
that it was about Violet née Beddington, but it was.  During 
a phone conversation with Julian Fane on November 20, 
2005, he told me that his book Eleanor is often assumed 
to be about Violet, but actually was about his very good 
friend Joan Moore.  Th ere was apparently some awkwardness 
when Violet’s husband Sydney felt attracted to Joan, but the 
situation eventually resolved itself.  He very kindly sent me 
a copy of the book.  He also told me that he had not known 
about the Sullivan-Violet connection.  He commented that 
Violet was helpful and inspiring but also could be a bit 
“destructive.”  As an example he mentioned the manuscript 
of his fi rst book Morning, and Violet sort-of taking over – 
“You must not type it yourself, you must use my secretary.”

In December 2005, I wrote a letter to Mike Leigh, 
wondering if he would consider a follow-up to his movie 
Topsy-Turvy, carrying the story into the next century, and 
including Violet’s story.  I fi nished with, “If something like 
this story ever found its way into a movie, I have one request: 



SUMMER 2013 GASBAG ISSUE 259

28

to be present at the fi lming of one scene, the proposal in 
Switzerland.”  In his friendly reply of January 10, 2006 he 
wrote: “Regarding the notion of a fi lm on the subject, I’m 
sorry to say that it’s not something I would want to pursue.  
I feel I have said all I would wish to about G&S in Topsy-
Turvy.  So I’m sorry, but I won’t be able to invite you to the 
shooting of the proposal scene in Switzerland!”

I was aware of the existence of a short book on the 
Beddingtons, The Rest of the Family: a Letter to Nicolas 
Bentley, by Frederick Beddington.  Th is had been published 
in 1963 by Stellar Press in an edition of just 100 copies.  Th e 
British Library owned a copy, but for copyright reasons was 
not able to send me a photocopy of the whole book, even 
though it was only 32 pages long.  Stellar Press no longer 
existed, but I identifi ed two of its former directors, John 
Ryder and Bill Hummerstone.  John had died in 2001, and 
I had no idea how I could go about getting permission from 
the copyright holder.  Another possibility was the Middle 
East University Library, but Cornell Library was unable to 
arrange an interlibrary loan with them.  On one visit to the 
UK I got as far as obtaining a reader’s card for the British 
Library but time ran out, and I had to return to the USA 
with Th e Rest of the Family unread.

Contact
By now it was abundantly clear that “Miss Violet” was 

indeed Violet Beddington, but information about her and 
her family seemed not to be widely available.  However, 
the internet was still there.  I found that the journalist 
Christopher Long had posted an obituary for a Frederick 
Beddington and I wrote asking if it was indeed a Beddington 
of the same family.  He did not know, but left my query up 
on the web:

Subject: Frederick Beddington
Date: 7 January, 2005

Dear Mr. Long, I just came across an undated obituary for 
Colonel Frederick Beddington that I believe you wrote, and I 
am wondering if you know if he was the nephew of Violet Schiff  
(née Beddington)? 

Regards, David A. Usher

He replied:

David – 
Th ank you for your message. I wish I could answer your 

question… Fred was one of those people who make a huge mark 
on all those they cared about and I’m very happy to have been one 
of them.  But as for the Schiff  connection, I just don’t know… 
In the late 1980s I knew a young man who was, I think, Fred’s 
nephew but I can’t for the life of me remember his name.  If more 
occurs to me I shall certainly let you know…

Best wishes –
CHRISTOPHER LONG

To which I replied, on January 9, 2005:

Christopher, many thanks for your prompt reply.  Th e 
Frederick Beddington in whom I have an interest apparently 
wrote a book entitled ‘Th e Rest of the Family,’ in which he (as I 
understand it) mentions his aunts Violet, Ada and Sybil.  When 
Violet was about twenty years old, Sir Arthur Sullivan (in his 
fi fties) proposed to her, and she turned him down.  Interestingly, 
Violet and her husband (Sydney Schiff ) also had a reputation 
for aiding struggling artists. Could this be the same Frederick 
Beddington?...

Regards, David Usher

So Violet not only had elder sisters (Ada and Sybil), 
but if there was a nephew named Beddington, they must 
also have had a brother.  It was only later that I discovered 
the 1993 book by Julie Speedie, Wonderful Sphinx, about 
Violet’s older sister Ada Leverson (née Beddington).  Th ere is 
a quite fetching photograph of the young Violet Beddington 
reproduced in this book, as well as photographs of several of 
her siblings: Ada, Sybil, Evelyn, and George.  Another book 
with photos that I came across later is Richard, Myrtle and 
I, written by Violet’s eventual husband Sydney Schiff , under 
his pen name of Stephen Hudson.  (A book is soon to be 
published, Sydney and Violet, by Stephen Klaidman.) 

Five years after Christopher posted my correspondence, 
out of the blue I had an e-mail from Charles Beddington of 
Savile Row, asking if I was still interested in the Beddington 
family: 

Date: Wed, 6 Oct 2010
Subject: Frederick Beddington
Dear Professor Usher,

By chance I spotted on Christopher Long’s site emails 
from you of fi ve years ago expressing an interest in Frederick 
Beddington.  If you are still interested, I would be delighted to 
try to answer any questions you might have.

Yours Sincerely,
Charles Beddington

Of course I jumped at the chance.
Th anks to Charles, the details of the Beddington family 

were soon made much clearer.  Samuel and Zillah had eight 
children (another one did not survive and was unnamed).  
Th e eldest was Ada, then Evelyn, George, Charles, Sybil, 
Frank, and Arthur.  Violet was the prettiest and the youngest 
and indeed was sometimes called Babs or Baby by her family.  
Her birth certifi cate shows that she was born on August 20, 
1874, and Sir Arthur Sullivan therefore proposed to her 
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just after she turned 22.  Th e Charles who had contacted 
me was the grandson of Violet’s brother Charles.  He very 
kindly sent me a photocopy of Th e Rest of the Family and an 
interpretation of who is who in the frontispiece of that book 
(see fi gure below).  So Charles, the great-grandson of Samuel 
and Zillah, was the nephew of the Frederick who wrote Th e 
Rest of the Family.

In 2011 we all met in London at Cecconi’s restaurant: 
Charles and his wife Amanda, plus my wife and children and 
my sister from New Zealand.  Seven people meeting at seven 
o’clock on the seventh day of June.  Charles had brought 
with him to show us a music manuscript, a photo of Violet 
that I had never seen before (see reproduction below), and 
postcards written to Violet from Tosti, Puccini, and Caruso.  
We passed them all around the table.  Th e manuscript was of 
Sullivan’s song “Dearest Heart” – the very same manuscript 
that was mentioned in “Autumnal Interlude.”  It was signed 

(see photo) “Written out in G fl at for Miss Violet Beddington 
by Arthur Sullivan, 20 Aug: 1896.”  Th is meeting brought 
a gratifying sense of closure to my personal quest of nearly 
sixty years.  Th at was a heady meal, and I scarcely remember 
what I had to eat.
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Th e frontispiece of Th e Rest of the Family. Th e 
people in the opera box were identifi ed by Charles 
Beddington as, L to R: Sybil (Seligman), Ada 
(Leverson), Paolo Tosti, Zillah (from the portrait by 
Millais), Puccini, Evelyn (Beddington-Behrens).

Charles Beddington at Cecconi’s 
Restaurant, London.

Violet Beddington, at Folkestone, year unknown.  Th is 
photo was taken at the back of what is now the Burlington 
Hotel. Courtesy of Charles Beddington.

Sullivan’s autograph manuscript for “Dearest Heart,” 
specifi cally transposed for presentation to Violet 

Beddington, August 20, 1896.
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Challenge
La Traviata of Penzance, or Can You Amplify Sullivan’s Joke on Verdi?

By Dan Florip

A G&S fan who sees a production of Verdi’s La traviata and listens closely at the end of the fi rst act will hear defi nite 
references to Th e Pirates of Penzance in Violetta’s “Sempre libera degg’io.”  Okay, okay, as La traviata was written before 
Pirates, it’s actually the other way around; in Mabel’s “Poor, wand’ring one” Sullivan parodies Violetta’s aria, even lifting a 
cadenza note for note.  (For what it’s worth, “Poor, wand’ring one” isn’t alone in this regard; much of the music in Pirates 
parodies Italian grand opera.)

For starters,the pieces have some general similarities.  Both are written in A-fl at major.  Both are waltzes, although 
whereas “Poor, wand’ring one” is written in a leisurely 3/4, “Sempre libera” has a bit more energy to it and is written in 6/8.  
Both are generally performed at essentially the same waltz tempo, around 190-200 beats per minute.

For some of the more concrete similarities, compare Violetta’s ascending scales (Exhibit A) with Mabel’s (Exhibit B):
 

Th ere’s also Violetta’s mid-aria cadenza followed by an a tempo and a repeat of the beginning of the aria (Exhibit C) that 
Sullivan lifts almost note for note and gives to Mabel (Exhibit D) in the same context.  Note that although Verdi writes his 
cadenza in 4/4 to match a preceding segment before switching back to the waltz at the a tempo, Sullivan stays in triple time 
throughout the number and Mabel’s cadenza is written as ornamentation on a fermata:

Finally we see a succession of repeated high notes near the end of each aria, punctuated by Verdi (Exhibit E) with 
accents, and by Sullivan (Exhibit F) with staccato.  Th ough Verdi’s notes are sung for three beats whereas Sullivan writes three 
one-beat notes, Verdi’s syncopated rhythm allows for a certain “punched” aff ect.  Also, both Violetta and Mabel sing these 
passages once and then come back a few measures later and sing them again, in Violetta’s case, a third higher.  (In the passage 
a third higher, Joan Sutherland often broke the three-beat notes into three one-beat notes, a là Mabel.)  Mabel’s passages, of 
course, are longer and after the fi rst few measures vary in their pitches:

Exhibit A

Exhibit B

Exhibit C

Exhibit D

Exhibit E

Exhibit F
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So now GASBAG has a challenge for our more musically inclined readers.  At the end of “Poor, wand’ring one” Mabel 
sings a “cadenza ad libitum.”  In reality, there’s a traditional cadenza that fi nds its way into most performances at this point; 
it runs more or less thusly:

We love that traditional cadenza, and it’s lots of fun when sung well.  But why not combine it with some of Violetta’s 
vocal gymnastics to really highlight Sullivan’s joke on Verdi?  Th at’s what we want, readers.  See what you can come up with, 
and we’ll publish the entries in our next few issues.  To give you a bit of a head start, and to save you from scurrying to the 
Verdi section of your home music library, below is the coloratura ending of Violetta’s piece.  In concerts the singer often goes 
up to a penultimate high E-fl at, just to show off .  So there you have it, everything you need; send in your attempt!
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Alumni News
Vocalist Elizabeth (Mihalo) 
Esqueda has joined forces 
with guitarist Paul Tiseo in 
Th eandric, a folk rock and 
sacred music duo that has 
just put out an album, Th e 
Door of Faith.  Th eandric’s 
tag line is “Sacred music in 
a spirit of reparation,” and 
the duo draws its inspiration 
from Pope Benedict XVI’s 
statement that “[m]usic is, in 
fact, capable of opening minds 
and hearts to the dimension of 

the spirit and of leading persons to raise their gaze on High, 
to open to absolute Goodness and Beauty, which have their 
ultimate source in God.  Th e joy of song and music is also a 
constant invitation to believers and to all men of good will to 
commit themselves to give humanity a rich future of hope.”  
You can buy Th e Door of Faith as a CD or mp3 download for 
$9.99 at www.cdbaby.com/cd/theandric.

Tanya Roberts has had a 
busy summer with Ohio 
Light Opera, appearing in six 
operettas and musicals.  Tanya 
took leading roles as Gianetta 
in Th e Gondoliers and Anna 
in Th e King and I, as well as 
appearing in the choruses of 
H.M.S. Pinafore, Th e Grand 
Duchess of Gerolstein, Silk 
Stockings, and Lady, Be Good.  
Tanya’s husband Edward 
Hanlon also tagged along, 
taking the roles of Don 
Alhambra, Dick Deadeye, and the Kralahome in Th e King 
and I, and also singing in the choruses of the other shows.

Sean Panikkar hopped on with Forte, a tenor opera trio that’s 
making its way through America’s Got Talent this summer, 
and as of press time had made it through to the competition’s 
semifi nals, broadcast live from Radio City Music Hall.  We’ll 
have more info as events warrant.  Regardless of what happens 
in front of judges Howie Mandel, Mel B, Heidi Klum, and 
Howard Stern, Sean has a busy fall and winter of scheduled 
engagements lined up, including appearances singing 
Macduff  in Verdi’s Macbeth in Germany with Sächsische 
Staatsoper Dresden, Tamino in Mozart’s Die Zauberfl öte with 

the Pittsburgh Opera, and Rodolfo in Puccini’s La bohème 
at the Royal Albert Hall in London, among several other 
appearances around the USA as a tenor soloist in various 
classical concert pieces.  You can check out Sean’s website at 
www.seanpanikkar.com.

Published in Nature International Weekly Journal of Science 
(nature.com) is Molly Day, co-author of a piece entitled 
“Th e histone H4 lysine 16 acetyltransferase hMOF regulates 
the outcome of autophagy.”  We have no idea what that 
means, but it sounds impressive.

As the result of a multi-year 
search, Maestro Clinton 
Smith has been appointed 
as Music Director of the 
Seattle Orchestra and Seattle 
Chamber Singers.  Clinton 
continues in his post as 
artistic director and principal 
conductor of the St. Cloud 
Symphony, and has been 
appointed as conductor for 
the U-M Opera Th eater’s 
production of Rossini’s Il 
barbiere di Siviglia this fall.  
He recently conducted Mozart’s Le nozze di Figaro for the 
Santa Fe Opera, and earlier in the year he cover-conducted 
the spring opera at Juilliard, Janáček’s Th e Cunning Little 
Vixen.

In June Carrie Reid-Knox appeared in Boston with the 
North End Music and Performing Arts Center in a fully 
staged production of Mozart’s Così fan tutte, performed at 
the historic Faneuil Hall.  Carrie sang the role of Dorabella.

Mezzo-Soprano Courtney 
Miller is the 2013 winner of 
the American Prize in Voice 
in the College/University 
category, Women’s Art Song 
division.  Courtney will spend 
the 2013-2014 opera season 
with the Virginia Opera, with 
whom she’ll perform Meg 
Page in Verdi’s Falstaff , the 
Th ird Lady in Mozart’s Die 
Zauberfl öte, and Mercédès in 
Bizet’s Carmen.  Courntey also 
performed in Nicolai’s Th e 
Merry Wives of Windsor this summer in Boston.
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Th is month (August) Margot 
Rood appeared as Emily Webb 
in an operatic adaptation 
of Th ornton Wilder’s Our 
Town, with music by Ned 
Rorem and libretto by J. D. 
McClatchy.  Th e opera was 
a production of Monadnock 
Music, and was performed 
at the Peterborough Town 
House in Peterborough, New 
Hampshire, the town that 
Wilder originally used as the 
model for the setting of his 

play.  Margot’s performance was reviewed as “innocence 
personifi ed,” and that’s pretty much how we fondly 
remember her Gilbert & Sullivan performances in the lyric 
soprano roles.

July’s Arbor Opera Th eater production of Mozart’s Le nozze 
di Figaro in Lydia Mendelssohn Th eater was conducted by 
Warren Puff er Jones and included some UMGASS alums 
in supporting roles:  Heidi Madagame as Cherubino and 
Jeff rey Wilkinson and Robby Griswold alternating as 
Basilio and Curzio.  Mitch Gillett worked as assistant 
stage director, and the chorus included Lauren Jacob, Jeff  
Spindler, Gordon Barnett, and James Wessel-Walker.  
Jackson Tucker-Meyer operated the supertitles, and the 
crew included John Ward and Beth Ward.

Kristin Wasil has been selected as a contestant on Wheel of 
Fortune, in an episode to be taped sometime soon.  We’ll have 
a full report later, and we’ll try to get her to snoop around to 
fi gure out how many plastic surgeries Vanna White and Pat 
Sajak have had.

Amanda Steinhoff  is the writer of a short fi lm entitled An 
Apology.  Th e fi lm is a horror comedy, and screened April 
28 as part of the Motor City Nightmares Horror Expo and 
Film Festival (wish we could’ve been there for that!).  Th e 
gist of the thing is that two exes run into each other and 
are forced together by an undead mob during the Zombie 
Apocalypse, which brings about forgiveness and rekindling 
of old love, because zombies apparently have that eff ect on 
people.  Amanda has also been a writer’s assistant on several 
episodes of the Disney Channel’s A.N.T. Farm, and received 
the lead writing credit for the episode that aired on April 26, 
“restaurANTeur.”

Jeff  Wilkinson appeared in Verdi’s Aida in May with the 
Michigan Opera Th eater at the Detroit Opera House.

Th e Pinckney Players’ April production of Monty Python’s 
Spamalot included Josh Smith as King Arthur and Brad 
Rondeau as Sir Galahad.

Rob Stow directed Th oroughly Modern Millie at Elk Rapids 
High School last spring.

Rebecca Jo Loeb appeared for the Staatsoper Hamburg as 
the female voice in Vanitas Everyman, a modern opera by 
Savatore Sciarrino and Philip Roth.  Becca has previously 
appeared for the Staatsoper as Rosina in Rossini’s Il barbiere 
di Siviglia, the Page in Strauss’s Salome, and Dryad in Strauss’s  
Ariadne auf Naxos.

Tyler DeVos’s indie-
pop-rock band, Forget, 
Forget, recently put out 
its debut album, We Are 
All.  Th e album is driven 
by songwriter Tyler’s work 
with people living with 
mental illness.  Forget, 
Forget’s sound is lush, 
expansive, and multi-
layered, yet it is crafted to 
be fundamentally accessible.  Guitar, synth, string, and vocal 
harmony parts are layered atop a foundation of tight, driving 
drums and bass.  You can download We Are All for the low, 
low price of $10.00 at forgetforget.bandcamp.com/album/
we-are-all.

Emily Goodwin married Andrew Smith on May 2.  Th e 
happy couple then packed up their lives and three little boys 
and rode off  into the sunset (okay, not all the way into the 
sunset; just to Colorado).

Tom FitzStephens married Jamie Link on May 26 in 
Atlanta, Georgia.

Laura Kempa married Chris Bogan in Ann Arbor on June 
1.  Th e reception was held in the Michigan Union Ballroom.  
We believe that’s the fi rst UMGASS wedding on campus 
(or at least in the Union Ballroom) since Carly (Peterson) 
Campbell’s 2008 extravaganza.

GASBAG is Southeastern Michigan’s
Most Infl uential Journal of
Gilbert & Sullivan AffairsTM

How can you subscribe?  Sorry, it can’t be done.

But if you join FUMGASS, we’ll send you free copies.
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Born March 29 to Julia Head and husband Sam Edwards 
was Genevieve Elisabeth Edwards, who tipped the scales at 
7 pounds, 10 ounces, and stretched out to 19 inches.  Th e 
Heads-Edwardses are still hanging around the Boston area.

Th omas George Cackett was born April 7 to Catriona 
Cackett and husband Ed, at the University of Michigan 
Hospitals.  Th omas weighed in at 7 pounds, 6 ounces, and 
will be the future best buddy of big brother Oliver.

Born April 23 into the household of yr fthfl  editor Dan Florip 
and wife Stephanie was Trevor Daniel Florip, measuring 
in at 8 pounds, 1 ounce, and 21 inches.  Trevor joins big 
brother Adam and dog brother Chopper in rounding out the 
Florip brood, and you can partially blame him for your not 
receiving a spring GASBAG.

Foster Boswell Burns was born May 13 to Andrea Boswell-
Burns and husband J. J. Burns.  Foster was a hefty 8 pounds, 
15 ounces, and measured 20.5 inches.  Th at’s boy #2 for the 
Boswells-Burnses, with big brother Keaton already in the 
fold.  Foster and 2-year-old Adam Florip share a birthday 
with Arthur Sullivan; great geeandessian things are obviously 
in store for those kiddos.

UMGASSers

Born June 6 to Josh Smith and wife Erin was Chloe Smith, 
who weighed in at 7 pounds, 9 ounces.  Th e big event 
occurred at C. S. Mott Children’s Hospital in Ann Arbor.

Arielle (Donneson) Corrigan and husband Yuri are the 
proud parents of Rafael Alexander Corrigan, born June 7, 
2013, weighing 8 pounds even.  Th e Corrigans currently 
reside in Wooster, Ohio, so make plans to visit whenever you 
head down to see the Ohio Light Opera.

Hannah Marie Campbell was born June 12 to Carly 
(Peterson) Campbell and husband Nate.  Hannah weighed 
8 pounds even and measured 21 inches, and big sisters 
Caroline and Sophie were delighted to meet her.  Th e 
Campbells continue to live it up in the Windy City.

On July 6 Vivian Rose Zavracky was born to Deborah 
(Selig) Zavracky and husband Greg.  In honor of their fi rst 
child (and in light of the need for warm winter clothing in 
a few months), Deb and Greg have since been seen knitting 
together at public concerts.

So how d’ye like that, FUMGASSers?  Th at’s a whopping 
eight future UMGASSers all in one fell swoop (or one swell 
foop as we used to say in UMGASS circles).  Beat that, 
MUSKET.  Clearly our UMGASS alums have been busy 
gettin’ busy.  

We’re also given to understand that expectant UMGASS 
alums now include Patricia (Cheng) Terry.

Future
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G&S Menu California, San Jose
Ruddigore, October 5, 6, 10-13
Lyric Th eatre of San Jose
www.lyrictheatre.org

California, Th ousand Oaks
Ruddigore, September 27-29,
October 4-6, 11-13, 17-20
Ventura County G&S Repertoire 
Company
www.vcgsrc.org

Connecticut, Deep River
Th e Yeomen of the Guard, October 19, 20
Connecticut G&S Society
www.ctgands.org

Illinois, Chicago
Th e Mikado, October 11-13, 18-20
Savoyaires
www.savoyaires.org

Massachusetts, Amherst
H.M.S. Pinafore, November 9, 10, 15-17
Valley Light Opera
www.vlo.org

Massachusetts, Cambridge
Th e Pirates of Penzance,
October 31, November 1-3, 7-10
Harvard-Radcliff e G&S Players
www.hrgsp.org

Massachusetts, Cambridge
H.M.S. Pinafore, December 6-8, 12-13
MIT Gilbert & Sullivan Players
web.mit.edu/gsp

Massachusetts, Carlisle
Th e Mikado, November 16, 17, 22-24
Savoyard Light Opera Company
www.savoyardlightopera.org

Massachusetts, Methuen
Iolanthe, September 7, 8
Methuen Young People’s Th eatre
www.mmmh.org

Michigan, Ann Arbor
Th e Yeomen of the Guard, December 5-8
University of Michigan G&S Society
www.umgass.org

Perhaps the most time intensive (line-
for-line, anyways) and least rewarding chore 
of producing each GASBAG is assembling 
the G&S Menu.  We’ve got tricks of the 
trade for doing it far more quickly and 
effi  ciently than you’d think, but it remains 
a beast to tackle.  Th erefore and henceforth, 
as the vast majority of our readership resides 
in the USA, we’re limiting the G&S Menu 
to (1) North American productions; (2) 
notable professional productions in the UK, 
Australia, and elsewhere, for the benefi t of 
adventurous tourists; and (3) the various 
International G&S Festivals.  However, 
due in part to the fact that GASBAG’s 
publication schedule can be a bit irregular, 
we’re now going to include productions 
scheduled within the next six months 
(so far as we can fi nd announcements for 
them), instead of our heretofore three 
or four months.  Hopefully that allows 
FUMGASSers to be able to better plan 
their G&S travels.

TOURING

New York G&S Players, USA
Th e Pirates of Penzance
New York, NY:  December 27-31
Rexburg, ID:  February 20
Hailey, ID:  February 22
Patience
New York, NY:  January 3-5
H.M.S. Pinafore
Allentown, PA:  January 18

Opera della Luna, UK
Th e Mikado
Guildford:  September 10-14
Salford Quays:  September 18-21
Doncaster:  September 26, 27
Cambridge:  October 8-12
Ipswich:  October 21-23

NON-TOURING

Alabama, Mobile
Th e Mikado, October 25-27
(Featuring UMGASS Alumnus Ben 
Robinson as Nanki-Poo)
Mobile Opera
www.mobileopera.org

New York, Buff alo
H.M.S. Pinafore,
October 31, November 1-3
Opera-Lytes
www.operalytes.com

New York, Rochester
Th e Pirates of Penzance,
November 1-3, 8-10
Off -Monroe Players
www.off -monroeplayers.org

Pennsylvania, Glen Mills
Th e Pirates of Penzance,
November 2, 3, 6, 9, 10
Rose Valley Chorus & Orchestra
www.rvco.org

Pennsylvania, Pittsburgh
Princess Ida, October 11-20
Pittsburgh Savoyards
www.pittsburghsavoyards.org

Pennsylvania, West Chester
Trial by Jury, December 6-8
Patience, February 6-9
G&S Society of Chester County
www.gsschesco.org

Canada, British Columbia, Victoria
Th e Pirates of Penzance,
November 2, 3, 9, 10
(in concert)
Victoria Gilbert & Sullivan Society
www.gilbertsullivanvictoria.ca

England, Greater London, Harrow 
Weald
Th e Mikado, September 8
Th e Pirates of Penzance, September 22, 
November 10, December 1
Th e Yeomen of the Guard, October 6
H.M.S. Pinafore, October 27
Trial by Jury, November 24
Iolanthe, December 15
(Opera dinners at W. S. Gilbert’s historic 
estate)
Grim’s Dyke Opera Company
www.grimsdyke.com



Friends of the University
of Michigan Gilbert and
Sullivan Society
c/o UMGASS
911 N. University Avenue
Ann Arbor, MI 48109-1265

Are you moving?
Let David Goldberg know,
and GASBAG will follow wherever you go!

NON-PROFIT ORG.
U.S. POSTAGE

PAID
PERMIT NO. 11

ALPENA, MI

IN OUR NEXT GLORIOUS ISSUE...

Th e Yeomen of the Guard
Director Interviews;

Detroit Lions Improve to 1-6;

Gilbert & Sullivan Remain Undefeated;

And so many more indescribable gems!

Th at’s 6-year-old Bonnie Elizabeth Benford, who 
was gracious enough to hold David Goldberg’s 
fanfare music during the intermission of the Pirates 
Saturday matinee.  Bonnie was the youngest of four 
generations of Benfords who attended, including 
dad Jason, granddad Howard, and great-granddad 
Harry.


