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Christian Edwards as Cyrano. Photo by Nobby Clark 

As I watched the sadness of Northern Broadsides' adaptation of Edmond Rostand's 
classic, Cyrano de Bergerac, all I could think of was that Charlie Chaplin quote: "I 
always like walking in the rain, so no one can see me crying." 
 
The protagonist of this so-called 'romantic comedy' has been lampooned by 
Morecambe and Wise, and Steve Martin, but most probably immortalised by 
Depardieu on film. 
 
Deborah McAndrew's wonderful adaptation of the original 1897 classic, simply 
dubbed 'Cyrano', has lots of belly laughs but is knee deep in pathos, sadness and 



tears, many of which can't be seen because it don't rain in the West Yorkshire 
Playhouse's Courtyard Theatre! 
 
The first on stage surprise is Christian Edwards as Cyrano, a relatively young man. 
As Ms McAndrew points out in her programme notes: "Despite the historic tendency 
to cast a more 'mature' man in the role, Cyrano is hardly older than either Roxane or 
Christian." 
 
But, very quickly, you no longer see a man in his prime but a deeply insecure poet 
and swordsman, who is so conscious of his large hooter, that he feels compelled to 
challenge every man in France who stares at it, comments on it or dares to mock his 
somewhat large proboscis! 
 
Edwards attacks his role with gusto playing for laughs where laughs are required, but 
ensuring that there is enough pathos in his demeanour to leave the audience more 
often than not, sad and thoughtful, particularly when he dies in the arms of his 
singular love, cousin Roxane, played so elegantly by Sharon Singh. 
 

 

Sharon Singh as Roxane and Andy Cryer as De Guiche. Photo by Nobby Clark 

She eventually twigs that Cyrano was the man behind the eloquent protestations of 
love that led her to incorrectly give her heart to the much clumsier imposter, 
Christian, played suitably bluntly by Adam Barlow. But Cyrano is, largely, a tale of 
unrequited love as everyone silently urges the hero to 'bloody tell 'er you love 'er!' 
 
Conrad Nelson was once again in the directorial chair and, in many ways, had as big 
a challenge bringing his wife, McAndrew's words to life, as she probably did writing 
them. 
 



There was always the inherent danger of over playing for laughs because 
Broadsides does know how to ring a chuckle out of possible angle, but Nelson 
resisted the temptation. There were enough guffaws to entertain but enough restraint 
to make people realise that this was not Morecambe and Wise but a deeply sad tale 
of lost life and love.  
 
This was an engaging production with some notable performances, Paul Barnhill as 
the baker poet Ragueneau, forever trading his pastries for verses, Michael Hugo as 
the wine drinking poet Ligniere and the hilarious Francesca Mills who kept me 
laughing throughout with her comedy cameos and comic demeanour. 
 
As with so many Broadsides productions, this one is driven largely by trademark 
Yorkshire dialects, always a winner in God's Own country but, probably, an acquired 
taste in some other parts of the UK. Nevertheless, another triumph for Rutter, 
McAndrew and Nelson. Nice one! 
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