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It’s Fall 2016 and the Hamilton theatre season comes to life. Richer and stronger 

every year, theatre that appeals to every taste and budget is on offer. If you like 

to sing along, there’s Beauty and the Beast, Big Fish and Shrek. If you like drama, 

there’s Rabbit Hole and the classic To Kill a Mockingbird. If you need a good 

laugh, there’s Sex Please We’re 60 or for something a little more wicked, 

Hamilton’s seasonal favourite Leila’s Christmas. There’s magic with Nicholas 

Wallace, dance at The Pearl and The Conservatory for the Arts and even some 

storytelling at the Staircase this year with Six Minute Memoir, and that’s all just 

before Christmas. 

 

The white cap of the wave is clearly forming in our city but at the same time that 

we say hello to this magnificent display, the theatre community must also say 

goodbye to one of its greatest innovators, supporters and friends. This Spring 

Hamilton lost local artist Robin Pittis. A child of community theatre, he was 

essentially brought up at Village Theatre. He was an actor, designer, writer, 

builder and all around volunteer and permanent pair of extra hands for all. Most 

importantly, he was an early player in the creation of the Fringe Festival in 

Hamilton. No task was too small to make it successful, and he was known to 

build the sets, act and voluntarily dress as the yearly mascot. I often look around 

the auditorium at the Dundas Little Theatre and imagine that there isn’t a single 

chair he hasn’t touched. I think this metaphor holds true for the theatre people 

of Hamilton. In some way, he has touched us all: 

 

LYLA MIKLOS   Host & Producer, Centre Stage 101.5 FM The Hawk 

From attending the Theatre Aquarius Summer School programme together in 

our teens to sitting next to each other in the dark reviewing local theatre well 

into adulthood, Robin and I found an outlet for our dramatic passions in this city 

we called Home. I’ll miss our conversations filled with tear inducing belly laughs 

and deep provocative thoughts as we debated and cherished the art form we 

knew and loved best.   

 

PETER ORMOND 

In the 2008 Hamilton Fringe Festival, Robin graciously stepped in to perform two 

roles in Human Brilliance, our activist play that poked fun at humanity’s demise, 

and presented humorous solutions that ultimately saved the planet. Robin’s two 



roles – one as a Frenchman, and another as a German, were brilliant in accent 

and comic mannerisms. Robin understood the profound depth of the issues that 

we depicted, and the mounting challenges facing our world. His gift of sensitivity 

to the greater cause inspired me, especially when he occasionally sported the 

Green Being costume and walked the talk through unconditional giving. 

 

DIA FRID 

Robin, when you asked me, after LADY’S NOT FOR BURNING, if you could 

audition for THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING EARNEST, I laughed and said that you 

were not old enough. You were 19, I think. Long, long hair but with those eyes 

that smiled before your mouth did and that turn of the head followed by a 

bowing of it, sad, dejected, hurt. You DID audition for Algernon, and met up with 

Carm and Claudette and Jen and the four of you became the Rose Lovers, the 

I CAHN’T EAT A TOMATO IN MY BATH comrades-in-arms, enduring pages and 

pages of notes, rehearsing into the wee hours of the morning and yes, even 

cutting your hair to Serve Art. I have the lock of hair you gave me, on bended 

knee, when you came to rehearsal……. Oscar Wilde’s 100th anniversary brought 

us kudos and awards and you had the good grace not to thrust your Best 

Actor’s Award in my face “I told you so”.. I know you were thinking it, but you 

never said it.  

 

STEPHEN NEAR 

I first met Robin shortly after I arrived in Hamilton in 2010. Feeling like a fish out of 

water, and wanting to connect with local theatre artists, I quickly found an ally 

in Robin. It helped that, like myself, he was a geek in the truest sense of the 

word. I will never forget his interview with myself and Luke Brown about our H.P. 

Lovecraft play at Aquarius and his fitting suggestion that we do it at a local 

bench shaped like a tentacled horror. 

 

As someone with both a passion for theatre and this city, Robin was an active 

and enthusiastic part of the community both onstage and in the audience. He 

was an advocate for new play creation that spoke to the quality, character, 

and history of Hamilton and he will be deeply missed by all those who knew him. 

 

CLAUDETTE BRUNDAGE-HAMPSON 

In 1995 Robin was my Algernon in The Importance of Being Earnest. It was a 

magical time. We had a dream cast that worked and played harder than any I 

have worked with since. Robin turned 19 at some point during the rehearsal 

process. We would go out to the pub after rehearsal and end up continuing to 

rehearse at the table, in the aisles and at the bar, until closing. We had a way of 



looking after each other. It was spectacular, special and unique…so I thought 

until I attended Robin’s celebration of life. It was there that I realized that Robin 

created this atmosphere almost everywhere he went. He made everyone feel 

that extraordinary. This was one of his many gifts to us. I want to continue that 

tradition of making people feel exceptional by setting up a scholarship to 

celebrate Robin. As co-director of The Creative Theatre Company, (and to 

celebrate a big birthday that I have coming up in March), I am starting The 

Robin Pittis Theatre School Scholarship for actors that would like to join our 

classes but may not be able to otherwise. Please contact 

claudette@creativetheatrecompany.com for more information or to make a 

donation. A Crowdfunding page will be set up in the near future. 

 

BRIAN MORTON 

Robin, got under your skin.  Robin made you think.  Robin challenged your 

beliefs. Robin was a wonderful ally, he gave everything to things he supported, 

and was tactful about things that he didn't.  Most of our intersection in life was in 

the theatre, working together on plays, watching plays and writing about them 

for VIEW and later on organizing the Hamilton Fringe, all of which took a great 

deal of commitment, time and energy. 

 

Robin was ill, and that illness in the end killed him.  He carried around such guilt 

and shame over things he had no need to be guilty or ashamed of.   I dwell on 

his ending, but as all playwrights know, the middle bits are the more important.  

So today I try to focus on that.     

 

My friend is dead.    I miss him.   I wish I had said more often that I loved him.  I 

wish I had not been so mad at him, as our last meeting was not so cordial.   I will 

remember him in my heart, until one day, perhaps, we shall meet again in a 

better place. 

 

LIZBIE RAE 

  He coaxed beauty from the tip of a brush,  

  And meaning from the shapes and forms he drew 

He grew up in Village Theatre, an actor willing to paint, glue, design, direct, be 

part of the team 

  He coaxed humanity from the racers and the winners 

  And compassion for the ones who just took part 

What a joy he was to direct!   Elfin and full of grace, but with a devilish laugh, he 

loved inventing new ideas to surprise his fellow actors 

  He coaxed beauty from the turn of a wrist 



  And laughter from the lift of a brow 

He touched so many lives and was respected and loved as a performer, 

director, and reviewer.   

  He coaxed feeling from the cleverest of cynics 

  And love from the hearts of all his friends 

 

JENNIFER WALTON 

We never said his name but sang it with three n’s at the end - Robinnn!  And 

when I think of dear Robinnn!  My heart breaks for his sweet mischievous smile, 

his beauty, and his talent.  

 

Our first show together was The Importance of Being Earnest, a Western Ontario 

Drama League entry.  Robin most deservedly won Best Actor.  He played the 

most dashing Algernon, alternating between elegantly aristocratic and 

downright naughty – he “golfed” a muffin into the audience one night to the 

dismay of the director.  

 

It was magical. We created art together. We laughed and we cried together.  

We were transformed by the beauty we made in the world – a friendship forged 

in the theatre – forever in our hearts, better for knowing you, our dear Robinnn!   

 

Finally, for my part, Robin was my ultimate wing man. He made my visions 

actuality. If I needed a set, if I needed a completely fantastic fictional DOODAD 

machine, he was there to make it happen. If I needed a wall full of vintage 

weapons, he magically found them. He made other peoples’ dreams and ideas 

a reality. I once heard a knock on my second story window. Knowing it wasn’t 

possible, I pulled the curtain across to find Robin on a ladder tapping on the 

window. He made what we know to be impossible: Possible. The beautiful crest 

of talent and opportunity we welcome this year was truly built on the kinetic 

energy, strength and purpose of people like Robin. So, welcome to 2016 and 

thank you Robin Pittis for giving our wave so much power. Wish you could ride it 

with us. Till we meet again. 

 

 

 



 


