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Belgravia school lunch program and after 
school care needs some responsible and fun 
individuals to provide support supervision  
for our lunch and after school program.

Belgravia is conveniently located south of 
Windsor Park, and just 6 minutes by bus 
from campus.

There are various shifts available morning, 
noon, and after school. You can work shifts 
that will work with your classes. Earn up to 
$15.00 per hour.

Please contact Rachel Selkirk (director) 
rlselkirk@shaw.ca or 660-BOSC (2672)

GATEWAY A&E 
Taking obsession to a whole new level since 1910

See this man here? Heʼs not David Bowie, just a clever 
imposter. Fooled?

At Gateway A&E, we can teach you the ten tell-tale signs 
of David Bowie, so this sort of thing never happens again.

What the Butler Saw
Runs until 10 November
Directed by Ron Jenkins
Starring Garett Spelliscy, Jennifer 
Fader, Stacy Berg, Ryan Parker, Scott 
Shpeley, and Ryan Hughes
Timms Centre

mAriA Kotovych
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When What the Butler Saw first pre-
miered in England, the performance 
was a disaster: audience members 
yelled at the stage, shocked by the 
“filth” they were watching. 

Now, nearly 40 years later, What 
the Butler Saw is hoping for a stron-
ger reception at Studio Theatre. 
While daring, the play most certainly 
isn’t filth; instead, it’s a slice of well-
performed entertainment that takes 
stabs at social norms and authority.

Geraldine Barclay (Jennifer Fader) 
arrives at her interview for a sec-
retarial position with Dr Prentice 
(Garett Spelliscy), a psychiatrist. He 
tries to convince her to undress as 
part of the interview, but is forced to 
hide his escapade from his wife, who 
unexpectedly enters. 

However, Mrs Prentice (Stacy Berg) 
has just had a rendezvous with the 
bellboy (Scott Shpeley) at a hotel and, 
worried that the bellboy will release 

the pictures that he had taken of the 
encounter, tries to convince her hus-
band to hire this boy as his secretary. 
As an extra twist, a government offi-
cial (Ryan Parker) has come to inspect 
Dr Prentice’s practice to see if it’s up 
to code.

The highlight of this play is the actors. 
They slip very easily and convincingly 
into their accents and characters. Their 
comic timing is superb as they exchange 
verbal quips and move around the set, 
often lacking substantial amounts of 
clothing. The situation grows increas-
ingly bizarre, but the actors depict their 
characters’ reactions quite appropriately. 

What the Butler Saw contains all 
the necessary elements of a proper 
farce: mistaken identity, slapstick, 
and characters running around the 
stage after one another. 

After a slightly slow beginning, 
the play’s first act starts to truly 
embody the genre, complete with 
snappy dialogue and just the right 
amount of slapstick. And, being a 
British play from the ’60s, it con-
tains its share of dry, sardonic 
humour.

The second act, while keeping up 
the frenzied pace, begins to wear 
some of the often-used humour 
mechanisms into the ground. For 
instance, it’s funny the first time one 
of the characters strips, runs around 
half-naked for a while and then ends 
up wearing someone else’s clothes, 
but by the tenth time, the situation is 

no longer fresh or funny.
Similarly, the man-wearing-a- 

woman’s-dress gag ceases to be 
amusing due to constant overuse. 
While this may have been filth back 
then, it’s unlikely that today’s audi-
ences will be as shocked as those 
who attended the original showing 
of the play.

The dialogue itself generates many 
laughs on its own, however, with acer-
bic wit mocking post-war British soci-
etal mores regarding manners, social 
class, and sexuality. Furthermore, the 
play satirizes institutions of authority, 
namely government and psychiatry. 

Comments like “How shocking! His 
abnormal condition has driven him to 
seek refuge in religion [...] always the 
last ditch stand of a man on the brink 
of disaster,” hearken back to an Oscar 
Wilde brand of social commentary—
although What the Butler Saw lacks 
the continual quality of banter seen in 
Wilde’s works. 

By the second act, the script leans too 
heavily on slapstick humour, diffusing 
some of the razor-sharp social com-
mentary. It almost feels as if playwright 
Joe Orton lost his focus halfway, and 
that’s a shame.

Fortunately, the talented cast is able 
to make the most of this script to create 
a funny and entertaining perfor-
mance. Whether showing Geraldine’s 
sweet innocence or Dr Prentice’s terri-
fied panic mode, the cast doesn’t dis-
appoint. Filth it’s not.
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It WAS MS ScArlEtt What the Butler Saw is full of slamming doors, mistaken identities, and accusations galore.

What the Butler Saw serves potent comedy

Everyone has a musical guilty plea-
sure. Whether it be Disney songs, 
inspirational ’80s rock ballads, or 
European techno, sometimes you 
just need to embrace the music you 
love that everyone else turns their 
nose up at. When I take off my hip-
ster hat, it doesn’t get much better 
than Jimmy Eat World.

After 2004’s rather disappointing 
Futures, I’d almost lost hope for my 
once-favourite band, but upon first 
listen to Chase This Light’s open-
ing track, “Big Casino,” my not-
so-secret love obsession with the 
Jimmies has been rekindled.

Unlike their previous album’s 

rather predictable, cookie-cutter 
tracks, Chase This Light is a step 
back towards Jimmy Eat World’s 
rockier days, with most of songs 
being straight-forward, guitar-
driven affairs with the right amount 
of extra flourishes—string arrange-
ments, heavy percussion, and chat-
tering keys—thrown in only when 
needed. The resulting album is filled 
with smart, catchy sing-alongs that 
will stick in your head for hours, 
whether you like it or not.

The songwriting is also perhaps 
some of frontman Jim Adkin’s best. 
Unlike past radio-friendly rubbish 
like “The Middle,” the new album’s 

writing is making an obvious break 
from trying to appeal to the masses 
and is perhaps even more personal 
than the aforementioned Futures, 
which came off as too self-refer-
ential and preachy. Singing about 
yourself while still connecting with 
listeners is tough to do, but Adkin’s 
seems to pull it off with grace on 
Chase This Light.

The album is far from perfect, 
though, with a few of the tracks 
suffering from seemingly tacked-on 
pop intros or interludes that are a 
bit jarring during your first lis-
ten—they tend to fade out after a 
few spins. And while “Electable” 
and “Gotta Be Somebody’s Blues” 
harken back to the Jimmy of years’ 
past, Chase This Light doesn’t come 
close to living up to the band’s best 
offering—that honour still falls to 
1999’s Clarity.

Still, if I’m going to have to wait 
over three years to feast with the 
Jimmies, Chase This Light is a satisfy-
ing meal—even if I do have to enjoy 
it in the closet.

ryAn hEisE
Deputy News Editor
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Studio Theatre’s latest show shrugs off cries of filth and plays some clever satire


