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"All I really need is love, 
but a little candy now 
and then doesn't hurt!" 

Thank you to everyone -- cast members and 

transportation coordinators --  for making the 

Costume Fittings last weekend a huge 

success.  Sara Gray told me that despite 

stressful circumstances, she had fun because 

everyone came on time and was helpful.    

We should be in pretty good shape to get tech 

week started.  There will be more fittings 

closer to our first dress rehearsal on Sunday, 

April 28, but they should fit into time already 

slated for rehearsal.   

The set is coming along, and we are hopeful 

to move rehearsals down to Hannon Theatre 

as of April 9.  I will have more details on the 

logistics of making the location shift in the 

next issue of HTC Weekly in two weeks.  

As I mentioned in last week's issue, this year's long period without rehearsals is an anomaly.  So, for 

anyone who is a freshman, sophomore, or junior who will be a sophomore, junior, or senior next year, 

please take note.  Easter next year falls on April 21, a full three weeks later than this year. Since the 

Spring Musical is traditionally held during the first two weekends in May, that means Loyola's Easter 

Break will run from April 17 to April 28.  Anyone who wants to be involved in Spring Musical 2019 will 

need to know that scheduling a trip during Easter Vacation will preclude them from being cast.  We will 

be forced to begin Tech Week on the Wednesday after Easter during vacation days.  And the mandatory 

rehearsals will begin on April 8, a full week before Easter Vacation begins.  

Although every Hannon production is special,  Mr. Speciale, Mr. Robles, and I have already begun 

planning to bring you something super-special for the Spring Musical 2019.  You won't want to miss out 

on being a part of it.  Why is next year so special, you ask?  Well, it will mark my 50th production for 

HTC. To celebrate the milestone, we are planning on pulling out all of the stops for a big extravaganza!

show progress this production

planning ahead: next year's easter break

this week in htc

~ Charles Schulz

Easter Break is upon us as we are only having two 

rehearsal days in the coming week.   Starting 

Wednesday, March 28 we will not be having 

rehearsals for twelve consecutive days.  Please 

know that although we will not be meeting as a 

group, we expect every cast member to continue to 

rehearse their parts, memorize their lines, dance 

their choreography, and analyze their characters on 

their own during this extended hiatus.  

By the end of Tuesday's rehearsal, Mr. Speciale will 

have recorded accompaniment of every song in the 

show for everyone's individual harmonic lines.  You 

should have all of the recordings you will need to 

make rehearsing on your own an easier prospect.  

This is so important to the success of this show, 

that we want you to feel completely comfortable in 

getting all of your questions answered before the 

break.  Do not hesitate to see Mr. Speciale for 

clarification on any problems you encounter while 

going over your music.   



gratitude for a new 
beginning

Walter D. Wolfe, Managing Artistic Director

from the director's chair

       am compelled to take time here to address a very 

personal issue with you all, my extended HTC family.  

The last nine months have been trying for me and 

my immediate family.  Out of the blue last July, my wife of 

twenty-five years was diagnosed with colon cancer. We had 

just celebrated her fiftieth birthday in June and so had 

followed her doctor's perfunctory directions to get a 

colonoscopy.  When the doctor came in after the procedure 

and told his groggy patient and me they had found a tumor, 

we were stunned and unprepared.  The ensuing flurry of 

doctor's appointments, lab tests, and surgery arrangements 

were overwhelming for both of us.  I was more than a little 

scared; I was petrified.  Starting rehearsals again during 

Hillary's surgery recuperation was daunting.  Despite being 

now cancer-free, the prospect of follow-up radiation and 

chemotherapy "just to make sure," seemed torturous.   

Last week, the last bit of the long ordeal was looming.  Hillary 

had her fifth chemotherapy infusion out of the six scheduled.  

Each time, the two weeks of daily pills that followed were 

stress-filled. The onslaught of side effects was never the same 

-- she never knew what weird ailment would reveal itself or 

when.  Last Friday morning, she had severe abdominal pain. 

She collapsed and blacked out.  Firemen and paramedics 

invaded our bedroom.  It was like something out of a movie. 

After a few hours in the ER, it was decided that an intestinal blockage had caused the problem and after it 

resolved itself, we went home.  Hillary had never been in such pain before, including childbirth.  The doctors 

concluded afterward she didn't need to continue with the chemo as the benefits were not outweighing the 

problems.  She is officially cancer-free and the treatment had only been precautionary, after all.  She is finally 

out of the woods, and like the approaching spring, we look forward to a bright. flowery future together. 

At this time of Easter (my holiday) and Passover (Hillary's holiday) it seems especially appropriate to be 

celebrating rebirth after fighting back the Angel of Death. But most of all, we think it is the time we need to 

share our gratitude for all of the good wishes, heartfelt prayers, and significant patience shown to us this year.  

I, frankly, have not been on my game and the care my staff has shown me in picking up the slack is 

appreciated beyond measure.  Truly, Mr. Robles and Mr. Speciale deserve the real credit for directing 

Argonautika.  Jen, Ernie, and Sara endured my lack of direction to create something special.  And all of them 

have saved this current rehearsal process from my scattered attention.  Students, parents, and staff alike have 

shown me and my wife great understanding and kindness.  You have taught me a great lesson in the power of 

love.  Thank you from the bottom of my heart.  May this holy season of renewal be one of blessings and promise 

for you all. 

I



              YOUR HARMONIC PARTS   
              USING YOUR RECORDINGS

Mr. Speciale has sent you home with a piano and/or 

voice recording of your part for each song.  Use these 

resources daily -- in the car,  in your room, as you walk.  

                  ROUTINES & REHEARSE STEPS

As you listen to recordings of your various parts, 

visualize the blocking of the number and rehearse your 

dance moves.  

              MEMORIZATION FRESH
Going through your parts on paper and then 

continually refreshing your memories of your 

lines, blocking, and storytelling will make for 

more effective rehearsals come April 9. 

                  TO UNPLUG AND CONCENTRATE.

Vacation time can often lead to hours of endless procrastination.  

Set times daily for you to be focused on reviewing and 

rehearsing.  Don't have your computer on while trying to study!

              STUDY TIME FOR EFFECTIVENESS.

Don't study for more than twenty minutes at a time.  

 Twice a day should do it.  Go outside to freshen up your 

perspective and get the creative juices flowing.

                  THE CREATIVE JUICES 
FLOWING ON VACATION

A guide to rehearsing at home  

over the Easter Break

Review daily!

Practice

Visualize

Keep

Resolve

Plan

Keeping



a lesson in

Every day in my acting class and often in rehearsal, I am reminded that for some students, just getting 

up in front of people is a real act of courage. Just the other day, circumstances in the Black Box 

reminded me of one of my favorite stories to illustrate this point. Since some of you are feeling the 

frustrations that come with this juncture in the rehearsal process,  I thought it might be an appropriate 

time for me to share the story with you. I am compelled to pass it down this tale of stage bravery as it 

speaks to one's willingness to be too big in the service of learning and growing.  

Back in graduate acting school, my nine classmates and I were enrolled in Dr. Goldstein’s acting class. He 

had been at the forefront of creating an interesting kinesthetic and metacognitive performance 

methodology.   His classes centered on the belief that connecting emotionally with one's character 

should be the secondary focus in favor of using the mechanics of style and form to create a compelling 

performance.  Our first assignment was to choose a Shakespearean speech we could use throughout the 

entire ten week quarter, so we could perform it in a myriad of styles and circumstances. 

Uncharacteristically, this class was one of the few not reserved exclusively for my cohort.  Therefore, one 

young undergraduate fellow had enrolled in the class despite his obvious lack of acting experience. He 

was the kind of handsome, muscular guy who showed up breezily to class as if he had just driven to 

campus in his convertible Porsche after a rousing morning at the tennis club. He wore the expensive, 

“preppie” uniform popular with all the frat types, including the regulation matching pastel v-neck 

draped jauntily over the shoulders, sleeves twisted over the chest. As I remember, his first name was 

something fittingly upper crust – Remington, or Whitaker, or let’s say – "Biff." Whenever he was called 

upon to perform by the professor, we jaded theatre types living on the hot dogs and rice bowls we could 

afford on what was left of our student loans, rolled our eyes at the rich, ridiculous young man. Biff was 

clearly undeserving of any attention from serious actors and surely would breed contempt soon enough 

from our illustrious professor.  

Biff had chosen for his speech, the famous “dagger soliloquy” from Macbeth to be his quarter-long 

project. In this speech, a hallucinating Macbeth swears he sees a murderous, bloody knife floating before 

him as he walks the halls of Dunsinane on his way to kill poor King Duncan. The first few lines of the 

piece are “Is this a dagger which I see before me, the handle toward my hand? Come, let me clutch thee.” 

Considering his look and demeanor, he should have picked something light from one of Shakespeare’s 

comedies, a foppish character perhaps, but instead chose one of the most difficult speeches in all of the 

canon. Playing the tragic Scot was a recipe for disaster from the get-go.   

bravery



 In the first week, my classmates and I were struck by the 

odd stylistic manner which Biff had chosen for his initial 

interpretation of the piece. If he had in fact made decisions 

about what he was doing, he had clearly made all the wrong 

ones. His attempt at creating intensity resulted in him 

employing a stereotypical, guttural accent which made him 

sound like he was performing in the kind of overwrought 

monster movie in which giant lizards destroy Tokyo. It was 

an unintentionally humorous interpretation which we 

thought should prove to the professor that Biff was sadly 

talent-free and not worthy of taking our precious time in 

class. Surely Dr. Goldstein would suggest he drop the course. 

But no such luck.  

Instead, our professor, despite the exasperation in his voice, 

kept offering Biff encouragement during his allotted time 

each week to present his work. Throughout the quarter, Biff’s 

attempts at using different choices each time proved 

abysmally bad. Biff doubled, tripled, and quadrupled down 

on his Godzilla-fearing, melodramatic interpretation. The 

only difference each week was the ever-increasing level of 

raspy gravel in his voice and some new set of jerky gyrations 

in his movement. It was like watching a young Brad Pitt 

trying to nail the part of an angry Yeti. 

 About week five or six, he began to gesticulate wildly and 

throw his head back with bizarre spasms interspersed 

throughout. My classmates confided in each other that our 

biggest acting challenge in this class was concealing our 

disdain for Biff.  We were much more inclined to  

spontaneously burst into peals of laughter each time the 

poor guy took the stage. One of my best friends proposed 

that we all sit together in one particular row of the theatre 

and put our hands on each other’s knees and squeeze any 

time Biff started playing his new version of his usual 

Psychotic-Ninja-Macbeth. The theory was that any pain 

inflicted would take our mind off the need to involuntarily 

guffaw. It ended up being a particularly effective method. 

 About week seven or eight, it was again Biff’s turn to 

perform his piece. Several of my cohort scrambled from our 

random positions all over the theatre to sit in the fourth row 

next to each other. We watched in rapt attention, hands 

poised on lower thighs to commence vise-like grips. Biff got 

up on stage and began his now grotesque summoning of 

the Kabuki theatre gods. “IS THIS A DAGGER WHICH I SEE 

BEFORE ME, THE HANDLE TOWARD MY HAND?" He then 

thrust his body into a roundabout torso gyration as he said 

the next line with gusto “COME, LET ME CLUTCH THEE!”   



At the end of class, my cohort-mates were in the Green Room regaling other theatre majors with what 

had happened in class. I was particularly adept at imitating Biff and so I was in the center of a big circle, 

clutching at the air in the same convulsive spurts Biff had used.  In the middle of this gleeful mockery, 

Professor Goldstein entered the room. At first, we thought he would join in on our merry-making. After 

all, c'mon.  He had been there. It was hilarious. He had to have been absolutely tickled by the 

ridiculousness of the situation and of Biff himself. However, the professor calmly told us that he wanted 

to speak with the ten of us. We plopped on the floor unaware of what was coming.  In a calm voice, he 

wanted us to know that today's events had been a kind of test for all of us and he was disappointed to say 

we all had failed. He went on to explain why. 

As he uttered the word “clutch,” his head whipped back around to catch up with his already swooning 

ribcage. At that moment, his heretofore undetected toupee flipped back to stand straight up on his 

head as if he had been partially scalped by the imaginary floating dagger. It looked like a tornado had 

ripped most of his roof off. We had no idea he was bald! He always looked perfectly coiffed and put 

together in his country club way. That hairpiece must've been really expensive because it was 

completely unnoticeable prior to this moment.  The incongruity of seeing a twenty-year-old suddenly 

having his hair stand up in salute, was just too much for us to bear.  

My friends on either side of me squeezed down hard on my knee muscles at the same time that I 

inflicted massive bruises on theirs. The eight or ten of us screamed out loud in pain only to be followed 

immediately by a burst of incontrollable mass hysteria. To Biff’s credit, he did not let his toupee’s tape 

failure or our rude laughter faze him in the least. He merely took his hand and quickly slapped that rug 

back down as if closing a cabinet door. He went right on with the rest of his samurai styled soliloquy 

without skipping a beat. He even went back to his seat in class afterward as if nothing happened.   

He reminded us that people who are blessed with talent can learn a lot from watching someone who is

struggling to find his creative voice.  Analyzing another 's work and offering suggestions for improvement

is a higher order thinking skill and a particularly valuable exercise when applied to one's own work.

Furthermore, he contended Biff had been truly courageous. Apparently, this young man knew he wasn’t

mastering the technique as he had consulted and confided in him during office hours.  Nonetheless, Biff

got up in front of actors he admired -- us -- and gave it his best every week.  One day, if he kept trying, Biff

would have a break-through, and find his way.  After such a revelation, his potential for success would be

all the greater for having worked as hard as he had to understand what worked for him and what didn't

work for him.  With a decidedly defeated demeanor, Goldstein turned around and walked out of the room.  

  

Ironically, it was many years before the professor's words hit home for me. I would like to say my mind was

blown and the experiences of the day were a major awakening for me as a human being.  But I can't. For

years,  I used to tell this story both at parties and in the theatre when the conversation topic turned to epic

fails we had experienced.  Conveniently, I'd leave out the part about the gentle scolding we received

afterward, because I dismissed it as irrelevant psycho-babble.  It wasn't until I had been teaching a good

long while and ultimately realized I was learning important things about myself through the eyes of a

struggling student that Dr. Goldstein's admonition began to resonate with me.  Both Biff and our professor

had really taught me something essential about the nature of good acting and being a good teacher.  In a

classroom or rehearsal situation, it doesn’t really matter if you wow everyone with your stage prowess.  

What matters is one’s willingness and desire to improve.  

Getting up on stage, only to endure the laughter and ridicule of others is a significant act of courage, and

practicing that kind of bravery can only make one a stronger person and a more willing participant in the

creative process.   Incidentally, I would love to finish this story by saying Biff went on to become a

respected, creative performer, but I can’t -- because I don’t know.  Somewhere in whatever field of

endeavor he chose, I am sure Biff is a true success because of his courageousness to fail and grow.  
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