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KENMOULE
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will be loaned two months prior to the production ONLY on receipt of the
royalty quoted for all performances, the rental fee and a refundable deposit.
The deposit will be refunded on the safe retum to SAMUEL FRENCH, INC. of
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Even this late in the day, comparatively few people realise, I think, the
extent to which an independent income can affect the way a man resolves a
dominant seventh chord. The oversight on the public's part is doubly surpris-
ing in view of the fact that an extremely intricate and sophisticated scientific
instrument exists for measuring the interaction between music and money.
This instrument is called the human ear, and to that fortunate minority of my
readers who possess one, or, in a few special cases. a pair. it will have been
apparent to them that the music of Mendelssohn was composed by a much
richer gentleman than, say, the one who wrote Wagner's operas.

The same is true of Cole Porter, whose life. to say nothing of his life-style.
made a sorry mess of the old pulp-press platitude that great songwriters are
necessarily bomn in crapulous tenements, among relatives who think that
alliteration is something to do with eating too many radishes. That scenario
was true enough in the cases of George Gershwin and Irving Berlin, but it
had nothing remotely to do with either Jerome Kemn or Richard Rodgers, both
of whom were satisfied sons of the middle-class. But most of all. the tene-
ment syndrome had absolutely nothing to do with Cole Porter.

There are those who are bewildered by the fact that a man who has no
economic need to work should work as hard as Porter did. The explanation is
so elementary that [ blush to put it on paper. Porter laboured as ceaselessly as
he did because like all first-rate creative workers he couldn’t help himself.
The urge to write songs like *'I Get a Kick Out of You' is unrelated to
anything except itself, and the categorical imperative which pushed Porter to
the hair-raising drudgery of twenty-six musical comedies was neither dreams
of avarice nor vaulting ambition nor thoughts of posterity s plaudits, but
simply the intense sensation of fulfilment a man experiences when, having
wandered for the thousandth time down the corridors of his own mind. he
comes up with a scheme to make the tonality of his melody change at the
point in the lyrical story where the words go

There’s no love song finer,

but how strange

the change

from major to minor.

How much money is such a scheme worth? The moment we pose the ques-
tion we realise the lunacy of trying to answer it, and how idiotic a theory it is
that people only do things for money. And just to underline the point, Porter
actually slaved at two men’s jobs. Like the thespian who made sure of the
reviews by playing lago and Othello, Porter did things, not by halves, but by
doubles. For instance he attended both Yale and Harvard, a bizarre educa-
tional process subsidised by the rich grandfather who insisted on it. Later
Porter spent the postwar years moving from one European playground to
another, privately fretting over the fact that the dullards of Broadway hardly
took him seriously. By the time he was ready to knock everybody silly in 1928
with shows whose scores included “‘Let’s Do it”’ and ‘‘You Do Something
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To Me,"’ he was already in his mid-thirties, a freakishly venerable age for a
songwriter to arrive. At 35 Berlin had already had two and a half careers,
Rodgers had completed almost the entire oeuvre of the Lorenz Hart musicals,
and Gershwin's life was almost over.

There is no question that Porter delayed his entry because he was rich
enough to afford to take his time. But there is no question either that the
money which tempted him to spend so long splashing in the pools of the Cote
d’Azur, gave to his work a kind of plutocratic stylishness which distinguishes
it from the work of all his contemporaries. Porter wrote affluent music, and
the affluence is more than just a question of the catalogue of expensive
hedonism which may be found in a song like "*At Long Last Love.”" The
elegance of his musical cadences, even in an apparent flippant trifle like
**Goodbye Little Dream,’’ where in the twenty-first and twenty-second bars
the melody climbs on the underpinning of an archetypal Porter harmonic
progression, the frequent suave insolence of his rhymes, as in *“The Leader
of a Big Time Band,"" where he raises a laugh through the comical inversion
of describing a stripper so confused that she puts ner clothes on, the fearless
flouting of the 32-bar unwritten rule in songs like **Night and Day,"" **Begin
the Beguine,’* **Just One of Those Things,"" the derisive reduction of John
the Baptist to **John the B,’" the apparent wrapping up of the middle eight
passage of ‘‘Love for Sale,”” followed by a brilliant further development
which turns the sequence into a middle sixteen, these and a thousand other
facets point to the kind of insouciance a man usually possesses only when his
bank manager defers to him. Probably the difference between a masterpiece
like Porter's “*It’s All Right With Me'" and a masterpiece like Berlin's **I'm
Putting All My Eggs in One Basket"" is that while Porter snapped his fingers
at waiters, Berlin actually was one.

Mention of **It's All Right With Me'" raises the question of words-and-
music. In the rare case of a man who does both, which comes first? The
answer to that question provided by the script of *Cole™ is **Yes, " and it is
an answer meant in all seriousness. From the technical point of view, Porter’s
best work is fascinating because of the insistent inference in passage after
passage after passage, that the choicest phrases, musically as well as lyrically
speaking, sprang to mind as part of a whole. In ~*It’s All Right With Me, ™"
two short melodic phrases are followed by one extended variation upon them,
a musical motif which Porter used time and time again. Matching these
phrases is a rhyme scheme based on the device of the repetition of the same
adjective (in the first section, "*wrong ") three times, the rhyme itselt coming
with the second and third of the nouns qualitied by the adjective. This kind of
marriage of the verbal and melodic idea is possible when two wiiters are
involved, but only just. To Porter it appears to have been instinctive, and the
fact that he was aware of the incalculable benefits of the double nature of his
talent is suggested by his affected surprise, when confronted by a Rodgers-
and-Hammerstein hit, that it should take rm'o men to write one song.

In artistic terms Porter was, like most of his contemporaries, an oftshoot of
that benevolent curmudgeon, W. S. Gilbert. The other rhymster’s name to
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occur in the Porter chronicles is that of Robert Browning, and it is some-
how the last word on Porter’s curious compromise between sybaritism
and artistic dedication that whereas you and I, besotted with Browning’s
technique, might be impelled to go and take a look at the Venetian palaz-
zo where Browning once lived, Porter went and rented it. He was a man
so meticulous in his craft that even the apparent trifles are beautifully
wrought. He wrote no slovenly songs that I know of, was a master of
pastiche (witness the delicious overripe aroma of his Bowery waltz,
“Brush Up Your Shakespeare’’), and was, in his finest moments, which
were many, a wit and a sympathetic chronicler of that agonising psychic
ordeal usually referred to as Love. He is already a classic, and one day will
be seen as one of the most charming, skilful and civilised reporters of that
astonishing spectacle, the twentieth century in mid-flight.

Benny Green




COLE ON STAGE
by ALAN STRACHAN

Cole was a long time in the making; the original idea developed from the
success of Cowardy Custard which also began its life at the Mermaid, but it
was clear from the outset that to attempt a carbon-copy of the Coward show
or to follow the same formula exactly would be an unadventurous and some-
what profitless exercise. In this, luckily, we had full encouragement from Sir
Bernard Miles, the Mermaid's Artistic Director who did not blanch even
when it became apparent that Cole would be an expensive show for a small
theatre to present.

Nevertheless, comparisons between the two shows, although odious, were
inevitable. And indeed, the two composers, two of the undisputed giants of
twentieth century popular music, share certain fascinating similarities. Both
were darlings of the international cosmopolitan set of the between-the-war
years, arch-sophisticates who yet managed to capture the popular imagina-
tion. Their images have in common a polished tuxedoed brilliance, but in
both cases the origins are somewhat at odds with this image. Coward came
from the shabby-gentility of Edwardian suburbia and Porter (although his
background was without the poverty that haunted Coward’s) emerged from
the hinterlands of the American Puritan mid-West.

It is precisely this tension between the background and the later glamorous
world into which they moved which gives the music and lyrics of both their
particular resonance.

The Mermaid, with the invaluable co-operation of the Cole Porter Trusts,
had been granted access to all Porter’s songs, published and unpublished
(with the exception of the songs from ‘*Nymph Errant,”’ previously optioned
for a Broadway revival) so the main problem on the musical side—
admittedly a huge one—was what to leave out. Working on the principle that
if you try to please everybody you end up by pleasing nobody, we decided to
attempt to illustrate the different facets of the unique Porter talent through the
various sequences in the show and to strike some reasonable balance between
the classic songs and those neglected or less familiar! Everybody is sure to
have at least one favourite that is not included, but then to have included
everything would have meant asking an audience to sit in the theatre for
rather an unrealistically long time.

With Cowardy Custard, of course, the devising process was considerably
helped by the wealth of linking material by Coward himself—plays, autobi-
ographies, poems—to provide the thread with which to link the numbers.
Porter, however, provided Benny Green and myself with no such convenient
treasure-trove and the show's format finally resolved itself with a mixture of
original narration and related extracts from Scott and Zelda Fitzgerald linking
the songs, counterpointed with a constantly changing visual background
whereby designer Peter Docherty and lighting designer Nick Chelton made
superb use of back projection and the Mermaid’s wide open stage.
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COLE was first produced at the Mermaid Theatre, London, on Tuesday 2
July 1974.

Founders and Artistic Directors: Lord Bernard Miles, CBE
Josephine Wilson (Lady Miles)
ORIGINAL CAST
RAY CORNELL
Lucy FENWICK
PETER GALE
BiLL KERR
JuLiA MCKENZIE
Rob MCLENNAN
KENNETH NELSON
ELIZABETH POWER
ANGELA RICHARDS

UNA STUBBS

Directed by ALAN STRACHAN and DAVID TOGURI
Designed by PETER DOCHERTY

Music arranged by KEN MOULE

Musical Director JOHN BURROWS

Lighting Designed by NICK CHELTON

Original Cast Album on RCA, RED SEAL Ser No. LRL2 5054. Musical
Score produced by SAMUEL FRENCH, INC.
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MUSICAL NUMBERS
PART ONE

OVERTURE

WOULDN'T IT BE FUN? (**Aladdin,"" TV show, 1958)

ANOTHER OP'NIN’, ANOTHER SHOW (**Kiss Me Kate,"" 1948)

THE BOBOLINK WALTZ (1902)

BINGO ELI YALE! (Yale, 1910)

WHEN THE SUMMER MOON COMES 'LONG (Yale, 1910)

SEE AMERICA FIRST (**See America First,”" 1916)

LOST LIBERTY BLUES (''La Revue des Ambassadeurs,’" 1928)

I LOVE PARIS (**Can-Can,"" 1953)

DO YOU WANT TO SEE PARIS? (**Fifty Million Frenchmen,"" 1929)

MRS LOWSBOROUGH- GOODBY (Incidental song, 1934)

Extract from ballet WITHIN THE QUOTA (1923)

DIZZY BABY (Unused, ‘Paris,”" 1928)

YOU DON'T KNOW PAREE (*'Fifty Million Frenchmen,"" 1929)

TAKE ME BACK TO MANHATTAN (**The New Yorkers, ' 1930)

I HAPPEN TO LIKE NEW YORK (*"The New Yorkers,"" 1930)

BIG TOWN ("*Seven Lively Arts.”" 1944)

I'M A GIGOLO (**Wake Up and Dream,"" 1929)

LOVE FOR SALE (*"The New Yorkers™")

WHEN LOVE BECKONED ON 52nd STREET (**Dubarry Was a Lady,™
1939)

DOWN IN THE DEPTHS (" 'Red, Hot and Blue."" 1936)

COME ON IN (**DuBarry Was a Lady.™" 1939)

NIGHT AND DAY (*Gay Divorce,"" 1932)

ANYTHING GOES ("' Anything Goes,"" 1934)

I GET A KICK OUT OF YOU (**Anything Goes,"" 1934)

TOMORROW (*'Leave It To Me."" 1938)

TOMORROW (reprise)

INTERMISSION

PART TWO

ENTR'ACTE

BEGIN THE BEGUINE (*"Jubilee,”" 1935)

WHAT IS THIS THING CALLED LOVE? (**Wake Up And Dream."" 1929)

YOU DO SOMETHING TO ME (" Fitty Million Frenchmen,™" 1929)

YOU'VE GOT THAT THING (" Fifty Million Frenchmen'")

LET'S MISBEHAVE (Unused, "*Paris,”" 1928)

THE LAZIEST GAL IN TOWN (Written 1927, used in film **Stagefright,”
1950)
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AT LONG LAST LOVE (**You Never Know,"" 1938)

IT'S DE-LOVELY (*'Red, Hot and Blue,"" 1936)

IN THE STILL OF THE NIGHT (Film **Rosalie,"" 1937)

I WORSHIP YOU (Unused **Fifty Million Frenchmen,"* 1929)

MAKE IT ANOTHER OLD-FASHIONED, PLEASE (**Panama Hattie,”
1940)

MOST GENTLEMEN DON'T LIKE LOVE (*‘Leave It To Me,”" 1938)

IT'S ALL RIGHT WITH ME (**Can-Can,"* 1953)

FROM THIS MOMENT ON (**Kiss Me Kate™" (film), 1953)

JUST ONE OF THOSE THINGS (" Jubilee,™" 1935)

WE SHALL NEVER BE YOUNGER (Unused, **Kiss Me Kate,"* 1948)

I CONCENTRATE ON YOU (' *Broadway Melody of 1940™")

WHAT IS THIS THING CALLED LOVE? (reprise)

BE A CLOWN (film, **The Pirate,”" 1948)

PLEASE DON'T MONKEY WITH BROADWAY (film, ""Broadway
Melody of 1940™")

THE LEADER OF A BIG-TIME BAND (**Something For the Boys."" 1943)

BRUSH UP YOUR SHAKESPEARE (" "Kiss Me Kate.™" 1948)

WHY CAN'T YOU BEHAVE? (*"Kiss Me Kate ™)

WOULDN'T IT BE FUN? (reprise)

EV'RY TIME WE SAY GOODBYE ("'Seven Lively Arts.”" 1944)

CONTENTS
COLE is divided into the following sequences:
PART ONE

INTRODUCING COLE PORTER
YALE

PARIS

MANHATTAN

BROADWAY

PART TWO

WHAT IS THIS THING CALLED LOVE?
HOLLYWOOD

BACK TO BROADWAY

FINALE

There is no single NARRATOR figure. The various passages of narration and
the extracts from Calvin Tomkins. and Scott and Zelda Fitzgerald are shared
amongst the various members of the Company.



Cole

PART ONE
A) INTRODUCING COLE PORTER

(**Cole Porter'’ signature on back screen as house lights fade. Fade
signature. LIGHTS ON BAND when house lights 10 B.O.
NIGHT AND DAY—intro. followed by drum roll. Pin-spot
s.C. floor-level on SOo1.0 MALE:)

WOULDN'T IT BE FUN?

Wouldn't it be fun not to be famous?
Wouldn't it be fun not to be rich?
Wouldn't it be pleasant

To be a simple peasant

And spend a happy day digging a ditch?
Wouldn't it be fun

Not to be known as an important VIP?
Wouldn't it be fun

To be nearly anyone

Except me, mighty me!

(Same singer continues as NARRATOR.)

NaRrraTOR. But Cole Porter was famous, he was rich, and he was
a VIP, and he wrote songs in the days when writing musicals was
still fun. All together, he wrote twenty six openings to twenty six
shows . . .

(Pin-spot fades on SoL.o MALE. B.O.. during which BAND plays
NIGHT AND DAY intro seguing into intro to ANOTHER
OP'NIN", ANOTHER SHOW, during which COMPANY enter.
Five GirLs on top level, five Boys underneath floor-level.
During the number, PROJECTIONS run through all the titles of
CP shows ending in a montage of show-titles at end of number.)

CompaNny. ANOTHER OP'NIN", ANOTHER SHOW

(LIGHTS up on GIRLS top-level.)
13
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GIRLS.
Another op'nin’, another show,
In Philly, Boston or Baltimo’,

(LIGHTS up on Boys on floor-level.)

Boys.

A chance for stage-folks to say hello,
ALL.

Another op'nin’, another show.

(GIRLS begin to descend stairs, Boys to break up group s.c. They
Sform different couple-formations during the number.)

Another job that you hope at last,

Will make your future forget your past,

Another pain where the ulcers grow,

Another op'nin’ of another show.

MaN.
Four weeks!
ALL.

You rehearse and rehearse.
MAaN.

Three weeks!

ALL.

And it couldn’t be worse!
MaN.

One week!

ALL.

Will it ever be right?

Then out of the hat, it's that big first night!
(LIGHTS have built up to general cover. COMPANY reprise the
lyric as whisper-chorus:)

Another op’nin, another show,

In Philly, Boston or Baltimo®,

A chance for stage folks to say hello,

Another op’nin’ of another show.

Another job that you hope at last

Will make your future forget your past,

Another pain where the ulcers grow,

Another op’nin’ of another show.

Four weeks you rehearse and rehearse

Three weeks and it couldn’t be worse,

One week will it ever be right,

Then out of the hat, it's that big first night!
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The overture is about to start . . .
(TRUMPET break.)
You cross your fingers and hold your heart.
(HEARTBEAT break.)
It’s curtain time and away we go,
Anotherop’nin” . . .
(COMPANY break up s.c. groups and begin 10 exit severally.)
CoMPANY. (Cont.)
Just another op'nin”,
Of—another—show!

(CoMPANY off except TWo NARRATORS. NARRATOR ONE 10 D.s.L.
and Two to half-level s.R. LIGHTS change to single spot on
NARRATOR ONE.)

NARRATOR 1. Cole Porter was one of Broadway s classic success-
stories and spent most of his life in the international spotlight. Con-
sequently, he was a much-photographed man . . . (PROJEC-
TIONS: Montage of sepia photographs of CP's international
period.) Cole Porter in Paris, Cole Porter in Venice, on the Riviera,
in Rio, in London, in New York. The music and the life-style seem
to typify an era when sophisticated glamour captured the popular
imagination, but like so many success stories, Porter’s began in a
rather less glamorous, less sophisticated way, in the unlikely small
mid-Western town of Peru, Indiana . . .

(FADE spot on NARRATOR 1, who exits. Cross-fade to spot on
NARRATOR 2. PROJECTIONS: Dissolve to sepia picture of
Main Street, Peru at turn of century filling whole screen except
Jfor the sides. PIANO plays BOBOLINK WALTZ softly under-
neath this speech.)

NARRATOR 2. . . . An unpaved Main Street called Broadway, a
vaudeville theatre, a nickelodeon, a circus—once a year, a sym-
phony concert—once a year, a father who read Robert Browning
with the boy, a mother he adored (PROJECTIONS: bring up picture
of Kate Porter on R. of screen.) and who had his precocious song-
writing efforts privately published, and a dominating tycoon of a
grandfather (PROJECTIONS: bring up J.C. Cole on L. of screen.).
When he was thirteen, his parents with that characteristic gesture of
the bourgeoisie, demonstrated their joy at having him around
the place by sending him away from it. He was shipped East to



16 COLE

Worcester Academy . . . (PROJECTIONS: Dissolve to sepia shot
of CP at Worcester.) Editor of the School Magazine, co-pianist of the
Glee Club, leading man in the class play, president of the Mandolin
Club. And then, in 1910, with his own piano amongst his luggage,
Cole Porter arrived at Yale . . .

B) YALE

(LIGHTS fade on NARRATOR 2 who exits. LIGHTS change to pool of
light on top level s.L. into which enters NARRATOR 3 for follow-
ing speech, which is from Gerald Murphy's Recollections of
Cole Porter at Yale taken from Calvin Tompkins' *‘Living Well
is the Best Revenge.”’ PROJECTIONS dissolve to montage of
Yale shots [still in sepia) in 1910.)

NARRATOR 3. (As MURPHY.) There was this barbaric custom of
going around to the rooms of the sophomores and talking with them,
to see which ones would be the right material for the fraternities. I
remember going around and seeing several nights running, a sign
on one boy's door saying ‘‘Back at 10 pm. Gone to football-song
practice.’’ Some were enormously irritated that anyone would have
the gall to be out of the room on visiting nights and determined not to
call on him at all. But one night, I was passing his room and went in,
just to say hello . . . (PROJECTIONS: bring up shot of CP at
piano in rooms at Yale.) There was a single electric light bulb in the
comner of the ceiling, wicker furniture, which was considered a bad
sign at Yale in 1911, a piano with a box of caramels on it, and a little
dark man with his hair parted in the middle and slicked back, wear-
ing a salmon-pink tie and a checked suit, looking like a westerner
dressed up for the east . . . He told me that he had submitted a
song for the football team and that it had just been accepted . . .

(Offstage whistle blown. CHEERLEADER runs on.)

CHEER-L. Gimme a Y!

3 GIRLS. (Offstage.) Y!
CHEER-L. Gimme an A!
GIRLS. A!

CHEER-L. Gimme an L!
GiIrLs. L!

CHEER-L. Gimme an E!
GIrLs. E!

CHEER-L. What have you got?
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GIRLS. (Running on with streamers in hands.) YALE!"!
ALL. Y-A-L-E!

(BAND go into BINGO ELI YALE! intro for QUARTET:)
BINGO ELI YALE!

Bingo! Bingo!

Bingo, Bingo, Bingo that’s the lingo!

Eli is bound to win.

There’s to be a victory so watch the team begin!
Bingo! Bingo!

Harvard's team cannot prevail.

Fight! Fight!

Fight with all your might,

For Bingo, Bingo Eli Yale'

(They run off cheering. LIGHTS fade back to Spot on NARRATOR 3
who continues as MURPHY. PROJECTIONS: Screen fades to
black.)

NARRATOR 3. . . . we had long talks about music and com-
posers—we were both crazy about Gilbert and Sullivan. I got the
Glee Club to take him on as a sophomore, something that was almost
never done—and they introduced several new songs he had written

(LIGHTS fade on NARRATOR who sits on steps below top level L.
PROJECTIONS: Superimpose moonlight scene over Yale pic-
ture. LIGHTS cross fade to pool on BARBERSHOP QUARTET s.L.
They move across stage during song and LIGHTS build to cover
accordingly.)

WHEN THE SUMMER MOON COMES ' LONG

MALE QUARTET.
Verse |

If you want to wed a little girl,
Simply wild about her,

Couldn’t live without her,

If your heart’s completely in a whirl,
Just want to love and spoon;
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Don’t propose while winter time is here,
Wait till stars are gleaming,

Winking, blinking, beaming,

Now’s the time to ask your little dear,
Under the summer moon.

Refrain 1

First select a small canoe,

Where there’s only room for two,
You’ll love her and she’ll love you,
You could never get in wrong,

While the stars are shining bright

In the silv’ry, dreamy night,

You can hold her, fold her tight,
When the summer moon comes ’long.

Verse 2

When you’ve popped the question to her too,
After you have kissed her

She’ll only be your ‘sister,’

Then declare that you're completely through,
Paddle her back home soon.

Drift along until you’ve met a queen,
Someone who will marry,

Won't put off or tarry,

Take her to the spot where you've just been
Under the summer moon.

Refrain 2

First select a small canoe,

Where there’s only room for two,
You’ll love her and she’ll love you,
You could never get in wrong.

While the stars are shining bright

In the silv’ry dreamy night,

You can hold her, fold her tight . . .

(They hold this last note. LIGHTS back on NARRATOR 3 who stands
and begins to come down steps s.L.)

NARRATOR 3. Porter at Yale worked very hard indeed. Member of
the Dramatic Club and the Glee Club . . . (He indicates QUARTET
ar opposite side stage.)
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QUARTET.
When the summer moon comes ‘long.

(QUARTET extend last note and THREE of them exit still humming
last note which overlaps following lines. There should be no
attempt to get applause after **‘Summer Moon."’ Fourth member
remains on stage as NARRATOR 4.)

NARRATOR 3. When he left Yale, Porter told people he expected to
go into either mining, lumbering or farming.

NARRATOR 4. In fact he did not go into mining, he did not go into
lumbering and he did not go into farming. What he did go into was
Harvard. His grandfather, who controlled the cash flow, insisted
that young Porter studied Law at Harvard. So there he went and
graduated—in music.

NARRATOR 3. By now he was obsessed with the musical theatre to
the exclusion of everything else and in 1916 he had completed a kind
of comic opera, his first full Broadway score . . . (NARRATOR 4
conducts BAND for fanfare intro. to **SEE AMERICA FIRST."")
**See America First.””

(PROJECTIONS: Stars and stripes blow-up. First colour projection.
LIGHTS fade on NARRATORS. Spot s.C. into which enters SoLO
FEMALE for SEE AMERICA FIRST. Dressed in US flag, swift
move on and straight into number:)

SEE AMERICA FIRST

Don’t leave America,

Just stick around the U.S.A.

Cheer for America

And get that grand old strain of Yankee Doodle
In your noodle.

Yell for America,

Altho" your vocal chords may burst;

And if you ever take an outing,

Leave the station shouting

“*See America First™"!

(Closing fanfare coda during which SINGER exits U.s.L. and s.1.. on
NARRATORS 3 and 4. NARRATOR 4 takes a newspaper from top
of piano and turns pages.)
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NARRATOR 4. (Reading.) **You would be well advised, in con-
sidering the latest musical offerings on Broadway, to see ‘‘See
America First”” last.”” (He reads more.) **The latest, the newest, the
worst musical in town.”’

NARRATOR 3. (Indicating NARRATOR 4.) It was so bad that even
the cast hated it.

NARRATOR 4. (Folds paper and puts it under his arm.) I played a
Cowboy and an Autumn Flower. Others had roles not so believable.

(He turns and exits u.s.c. LIGHTS fade to just spot on NARRATOR 3
S.L.)

. NARRATOR 3. It was the only Cole Porter show in history where

the audience came out humming a Gershwin tune. ‘‘See America
First’” collapsed under its own weight after 15 performances and
Porter retired in what he firmly believed was disgrace. The fact was
that nobody even noticed it had closed. But his course of action
was the classic one. Having advised audiences to see America first
without taking the precaution of first seeing it for himself, he went
where Oscar Wilde said all good Americans go. In the autumn of
1917 he was seen boarding the liner ‘‘Espagna’’ bound for the new
Mecca for young Americans—Paris, France . . .

C) PARIS

(LIGHTS fade on NARRATOR who exits D.s.L. LIGHTS to general
cover. BAND plays upbeat chorus of ‘‘See America First’’
during which departure scene is staged. PURSER enters to s.C.
with passenger list, ticking off passengers as they leave. Two
FLAPPERS excitedly coming down s.R. stairs from top level, a
rich LADY PASSENGER from U.s.c. and a brash MILLIONAIRE.
They mime checking with PURSER and all cross to steps s.L. as if
embarking liner. Orchestral intro. segues into intro. to ‘‘Lost
Liberty Blues’’ and PASSENGERS freeze. PROJECTIONS: Over-
lap departure scene with sequence of stills of Manhattan
Harbour, throughout which Statue of Liberty emerges larger
and larger until it is in centre of frame. FEMALE SINGER dressed
in showgirl-Statue of Liberty costume enters on top level so she
seems to emerge from the frame. Sings to departing tourists:)
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Verse

As you sail away
On your holiday,
Take a last little look at me . . .
(Departing PASSENGERS exeunt upstairs s.1.. and off top level.)
I'm an innocent
Public monument
Called the Statue of Liberty.
And I'm a slave in the land of the brave and the home of the free.
Once my country France
Had a Yank romance,
So they gave me to Uncle Sam,
But he's changed me so
I no longer know
What ['m meant for
Or who I am.
He's made a mess
Of my chance for success
And I'm not worth a damn.
(Music takes on bump-and-grind feeling.)

Refrain

['ve got the Lost Liberty Blues,
Those Lost Liberty Blues;
With a pair of handcuffs on my wrists
And padlocks on my shoes.
Can you expect me to be gay,
Or ask me to enthuse?
While Reformers lead "em
To the Battle Cry of Freedom,
To the Lost Liberty Blues.
(SINGER comes down steps s.L. to half-level.)
Adieu, Adieu Liberté perdue,
Vers vous mon ami perdue,
Tourne ses souvenirs et ses plus
Imperieux desirs.
Adieu, adieu mon liberté morte,
Au loin le vent vous emporte,
Touts fols espoir de mon coeur
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Et desormais a tout jamais
Banni! Ah, tout est fini!
(She turns and goes back up to top level for ending.)
Can you expect me to be gay,
Or ask me to enthuse?
While Reformers lead 'em
To the Battle Cry of Freedom
To the Lost Liberty Blues.

(Big blues finish on *‘Blues’’ at end of which she blows torch out and
LIGHTS fade to B.O. PROJECTIONS: Statue and Stars and
Stripes dissolve to French tricolour flag. LIGHTS: spot up on
half-level s.R. into which NARRATOR [Male] enters.)

NARRATOR. By the time Porter arrived in Paris, there were so
many Americans living there that it had become the third largest
city in the United States. The expatriates weren’t too good about
speaking French, however. Most of them were still having trouble
enough with English. As you wandered through the cafes and night-
clubs you might come across the occasional writer so decrepit he'd
have to check the obituary columns each morning to make sure he
wasn’t there, or the occasional painter so schizophrenic that
he’d have to get someone else to paint his self-portrait. But there
were others, like Cole Porter, who had a deep and abiding affection
for Paris . . .

(During last lines of the preceding speech, SOLO FEMALE singer
enters to top level [LADY PASSENGER from departure scene] She
stands, back to audience in silhouette looking at PROJEC-
TIONS which have dissolved to whole-screen image of an Im-
pressionist painting of Paris (suggest Pissarro oil of Paris
bridges) As spot fades on NARRATOR who exits, LIGHTS come
up on top level and she turns and begins to sing.)

I LOVE PARIS

Verse

Ev’ry time I look down

On this timeless town,

Whether grey or blue be her skies,
Whether loud be her cheers
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Or whether soft be her tears,
More and more do I realize . . .
(She comes down steps s.L. bottom rostrum.)

Refrain

I love Paris in the springtime,
I love Paris in the fall,
I love Paris in the winter when it drizzles,
I love Paris in the summer when it sizzles,
I love Paris ev’ry moment,
Ev’'ry moment of the year,
I love Paris,
Why, oh why do I love Paris?
Because my love is near.
(She comes to centre stage for reprise half-chorus.)
I love Paris ev’'ry moment,
Ev’'ry moment of the year,
I love Paris,
Why, oh why do I love Paris?
Because my love isnear . . .

(BAND segue directly into intro. to “*‘Do You Want to See Paris?”’
No applause-break after ‘'l Love Paris’’ FRENCH GUIDE enters,
also the Two FLAPPERS and the MILLIONAIRE. GUIDE runs up
to ‘I Love Paris’’ singer. PROJECTIONS: Dissolve to Dufy
painting of map of Paris.)

GUIDE.
Do you want to see Paris?
(SINGER shakes her head and exits U.s.C. He turns to others.)
Do you want to see Paris?
If you want to see Paris,
Then come along with me.
FLAPPERS.
We want to see Paris,
We want to see Paris.
MILLIONAIRE.
And see how Paris
Compares with Kankakee.
GUIDE.
Then why not join my guided tour?
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FLAPPERS.

First how much is it sonny?
GUIDE.

It’s only fifty francs apiece.
MILLIONAIRE.

What's that in American money?
GUIDE.

Well, fifty francs divided by three

And multiplied by seven

Makes let me see, let me see . . .
MILLIONAIRE.

Why you damn fool, eleven.
FLAPPERS.

Is that all? Is that all?

He’s talking through his hat.
MILLIONAIRE.

You couldn’t get a ride in a baby-carriage

In the USA for that.

(They all fall in for tour.)

GUIDE.
We are now going up the Champs Elysees, if you please,
You see those poles sticking out of the ground,
Those are trees.
FLAPPERS.
Poor little trees,
They’ve got some strange disease.
GUIDE.
That building there, upon the right
Is the famous Hotel Claridge.
It’s where the ladies go at night
When they get fed up with marriage.
FLAPPERS.
Hurrah for the Claridge!
And down with marriage!
GUIDE.
And now before you, straight ahead, the Arc de Triomphe stands
To commemorate the victories of France in many lands.
It was built in eighteen hundred and five
By Napoleon the Great.
FLAPPERS.
'Swonderful! 'Smarvellous! It’d make such a nice front gate.
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GUIDE.

It’s a hundred and sixty four feet high,

And a hundred and fifty wide,

And exactly seventy two feet deep.
FLAPPERS.

Well, say you're some Guide!
GUIDE.

This great Arcade

Stands all alone,

But unafraid

Upon her throne,

Entirely made

Of solid stone.
MILLIONAIRE.

I'il buy it!

(PROJECTIONS: Fade 1o Eiffel Tower outline screen-centre.)

GUIDE.

Before you stands the Eiffel Tower

A monument adored.
MILLIONAIRE.

Then what’s that sign mean *‘Citroen’’?
GUIDE.

**Citroen’’ is French for ‘‘Ford.’’
FLAPPERS.

Aux armes, citoyens,

Citroen is French for Ford.

(Tour now moves all over various levels of the set. Up steps s.L. to
top level.)

GUIDE.

Do you realise this famous tow’r

Will be all lit up in another hour

By the light of a million candle pow’r?
MILLIONAIRE.

I’'ll buy it!

(PROJECTIONS: Dissolve to Madeleine outline.)

GUIDE.
Kneel in pray'r
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And doff your hat,

And cease your remarks profane,

The building there

You’re gazing at,

Is the famous Church of the Madeleine.
FLAPPERS.

Hallelujah! Hallelujah!

For the Madeleine!
MILLIONAIRE.

We’ve got a Church in Kankakee,

But this one is a riot,

Soif you'll send it C.O.D.,

I'll buy it!

(PROJECTIONS: Dissolve to Moulin Rouge sign. GUIDE leads them
down steps s.R. as BAND goes into Can-Can break. Gartered
leg doing can-can movements appears from one of the u.s.c.
entrances.)

GUIDE.
We are now in the Moulin Rouge,
An old Parisian pet,
Where the men that girls remember
Meet the girls that men forget.
Its promenade is an ideal spot
For a man whose French is not so hot
To improve his French with a French cocotte.

(MILLIONAIRE spots leg and catches it in mid-movement and exits
Jollowing it.)

MILLIONAIRE.
I'll buy it!

(FLAPPERS come in D.s.c. with GUIDE between them.)

GUIDE.
Goodnight, everybody.
FLAPPERS.
Good evening, Mister Guide.
We're glad that we've seen Paris,
And thanks for the lovely ride.
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(FLAPPERS begin to leave.)

GUIDE.

But please, before you leave me

And go back to your huts,

Will you kindly tell me what you think of Paris?
FLAPPERS.

It’s for nuts!

(FLAPPERS go off D.s.L. GUIDE left alone as lights fade. NARRATOR
entering slowly to half-level s.r. as PROJECTIONS fade to
black.)

GUIDE.
Do you want to see Paris?
Do you want to see Paris?
(He goes U .s. to below NARRATOR and looks up at him.)
Do you want to see Paris?
(NARRATOR shakes his head. GUIDE turns to exit U.S.C. as lights
fade to spot only on NARRATOR.)
I thank you.

(NARRATOR turns to audience.)

NARRATOR. This was the period that set the lasting image—the
beachrobed socialite basking in the noonday sun in the fashionable
resorts of the international set whose heyday was the long cocktail
party that was the 1920’s. Cole Porter became one of the first men to
race a speedboat on the canals of Venice . . . (PROJECTIONS:
Slowly fade up montage of CP in 1920's—Venice Lido etc.) and a
pioneer American coloniser of the Riviera. There were parties in
Paris, parties in Antibes, costume balls in his palazzo in Venice; Elsa
Maxwell played hostess and Noél Coward, Fanny Brice and the
Diaghilev Ballet provided the cabaret. The places changed but the
faces remained the same, moving from the terrace, the beach, the
yacht, the Society columns and the guest lists . . .

(Intro to ‘*‘Mrs Lowsborough Goodby'' played softly underneath last
part of this speech, during which LIGHTS come up slowly and
BELLBOY enters from u.s.C. crossing stage with suitcase to exit
s.L. He is followed by RICH AMERICAN SOCIALITE in expensive
fur-trimmed coat, who slowly comes to s.c. and then as
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LIGHTS come up to full level at end of NARRATOR’s speech,
comes right p.s. to audience. PROJECTIONS: Dissolve to full-
screen image of luxury Hotel foyer. [Suggest painting of
Dorchester foyer as reproduced in Harold Arlen’s *‘A Young
Man Comes to London’’] Spot on NARRATOR out leaving female
singer alone for ‘*‘Mrs Lowsborough.’)

MRS LOWSBOROUGH-GOODBY

Verse

Mrs Lowsborough-Goodby gives weekends,
And her weekends are not a success,

But she asks you so often,

You finally soften

And end by answering ‘‘Yes."’

When I left Mrs Lowsborough-Goodby's.
The letter I wrote was polite,

But it would have been bliss

Had I dared write her this,

The letter I wanted to write . . .

Refrain

Thank you so much Mrs. Lowsborough-Goodby,
Thank you so much
Thank you so much for that infinite weekend with you.
Thank you a lot Mrs. Lowsborough-Goodby, thank you a lot.
And don’t be surprised if you suddenly should be
Quietly shot.
For the clinging perfume
Of that damp little room,
For those cocktails so hot,
And the bath that was not,
For those guests so amusing and mentally bracing
Who talked about racing and racing—and racing.
For the ptomaine I got from your famous Pink Salmon.
For the fortune I lost when you taught me backgammon,
For those momings I passed with your dear, but deaf mother,
For those evenings I spent with that bounder your brother,
And for making me swear to myself there and then
Never to go for a weekend again,
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Thank you so much Mrs Lowsborough-Goodby
(Note: this time pronounced Louse-borough)
Thank you— .

Thank you—so00000 much!

(SINGER exits D.S.L. LIGHTS back on NARRATOR in spot half-level
S.R. PROJECTIONS: Fade to black.)

NARRATOR. He deliberately fostered the impression of elegant
idler, a sort of musical Court Jester to the international set. But he
said later that he could remember almost nothing of this period
because his mind was focused elsewhere. He kept up a front of blithe
indifference to the lack of offers from Broadway or London and
pretended that he wrote songs only to amuse himself and his friends.
At any rate, in 1923 his old Yale friend Gerald Murphy came to
his rescue . . . (PROJECTIONS: Small projection of Murphy’s
original parody-tabloid backcloth for ‘‘Within the Quota.’’) Both
had by now made the inevitable expatriate’s discovery; the further
you drift from home, the closer the outlines of home become. To
Murphy’s designs and libretto, he composed a jazz-ballet, **Within
the Quota,’’ a kind of satirical projection of American archetypes—
the Cowboy, the World's Sweetheart and . . . the Jazz Baby . . .

(LIGHTS cross-fade to pin-spot on DANCER for Ballet-Extract, in
black sequined tunic, face hidden behind large feathered fan.
NARRATOR exits. As first piano chords of the Ballet begin,
DANCER begins to take fan away from face and come p.s. for
the number. LIGHTS change to colour-wheel lights over s.c.
PROJECTIONS: Cross-fade small tabloid image to full-scale
one filling the entire screen. BALLET: ‘‘Jazz Baby'' sequence
from *‘Within the Quota.’’ The ballet extract should be cut if a
reduced company has not the choreographic resources for this
number. As extract ends, DANCER turns with back to audience
with fan held behind her and begins to go u.s.c. BAND: Direct
segue into intro. to ‘‘Dizzy Baby.”’ During this, TWo MALE
DANCERS enter [One is NARRATOR from last speech who comes
to half-level s.R. and the other comes on from top level entrance
to the opposite half-level]. LIGHTS build to more general cover
as they begin to sing and dance ‘‘Dizzy Baby’’ to her. No
PROJECTIONS change.)
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FIRST MALE.
Sweet Baby you're a saint.
I"ve only one complaint—
You go so fast
I can’t keep up with you.

(He jumps off s.L. half-level as the other begins to sing coming down
steps S.R.)

2ND MALE.
I'm tired of op’ning plays,
And closing matinees,
I"d rather breakfast, dear, than sup with you.
BoTH.
Why don’t you let me make a bride of you,
And stop that dynamo inside of you?

Refrain

Dizzy Baby,
Dizzy Baby,
Won't you please slow down?
Can’t you find one moment to relax?
Look behind—I’m falling in your tracks.
You're so busy
Being dizzy,
I get dizzy too—
Still, it may be
Because you're dizzy baby,
I love you.
(DANCE BREAK—Dixieland chorus, into reprised half-chorus.)
You’re so busy,
Being dizzy,
I get dizzy too—
Still, it may be
Because you're dizzy baby,
I love you.

(One MAN carries DANCER off on his shoulders, leaving other hold-
ing fan. Quick take and blackout. LIGHTS: pool on steps just
below half-level s.L. into which FEMALE NARRATOR enters.)
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NARRATOR. Several times during the *20’s, Porter slipped back
into New York in sporadic attempts to make good on Broadway. By
now, of course, he was being asked the age-old question—**Which
comes first, Mr Porter? The words or the music?’’ To which he
always gave the perfectly honest answer—*‘Yes.’’ But nobody in
Broadway’s producing offices took much notice of one they regarded
as an international playboy composer until 1928 when he wrote a
show that marked the end of a phase in his life. Having begun the
decade by not taking his own advice to see America first, he ended it
with a musical celebration of his own retreat to Europe. Sensing that
the time had come for a once-and-for-all bid for Broadway, he made
that bid with a show called *‘Paris’” . . .

(LIGHTS change to more general cover. PURSER appears from U.S.C.
and comes to s.c. The NARRATOR is the first to go to him to
check as DEPARTING PASSENGER, followed by the MILLION-
AIRE, then the ‘‘Mrs. Lowsborough’’ single, one of the ‘‘Dizzy
Baby’’ boys and, finally, one of the FLAPPERs. This departure is
staged more slowly than the earlier one from New York to
Paris. They all cross to s.rR. slowly and group themselves on
S.R. steps. As they cross, GUIDE from ‘‘Do You Want to See
Paris?’’ appears on top-level looking down on them and begins
*‘You Don’t Know Paree.”” PROJECTIONS: Superimpose faint
Dufy painting behind Murphy tabloid.)

YOU DON'T KNOW PAREE

You come to Paris,

You come to play,

You have a wonderful time,

You go away,

And from then on you talk of Paris knowingly,
You may know Paris, you don’t know Paree.

Though you’ve been around a lot,
And danced a lot and laughed a lot,
You don’t know Paree.

You may say you’ve seen a lot
And heard a lot

And learned a lot,

You don’t know Paree.

Paree will still be laughing after
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Ev’ry one of us disappears,

But never once forget her laughter

Is the laughter that hides the tears,

And until you’ve lived a lot

And loved a lot

And lost a lot,

You don’t know Paree,

You don’t know Paree . . .
(SINGER comes down to half-level s.L. Groups s.r. still in half-
light. PROJECTIONS: Very slowly begin to lose superimposed
Dufy leaving the tabloid on its own by end of number.)

Paree will still be laughing after

Ev’ry one of us disappears,

But never once forget her laughter

Is the laughter that hides the tears.

And until you’ve lived a lot,

And loved a lot,

And lost a lot,

You won’t know Paree,

You won’t know—Paree . . .

(BAND segue into intro. to ‘‘Take Me Back to Manhattan.”' SINGER
exits D.S.L. LIGHTS: Bring up lights s.R. on group on steps.
PROJECTIONS: Couples sequence. At start of ‘‘Take Me Back
To Manhattan,’”’ fade tabloid backcloth except for single sky-
scraper R. on screen. During the number, gradually repeat the
skyscraper image until it is repeated right across screen. Then,
Jjust before end of number, superimpose behind the master-slide
of abstract shapes for the New York sequence.)

D) MANHATTAN
TAKE ME BACK TO MANHATTAN

Verse

MILLIONAIRE.
The more I travel
Across the gravel,
PURSER.
The more I sail the sea,
MRs L-G SINGER.
The more I feel convinced of the fact,
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New York's the place for me.
MALE.
Its crazy skyline
Is right in my line,
FEMALE.
And when I'm far away,
TouRIST.
I'm able to bear it for several hours,
FLAPPER.
And then I break down and say . . .

Refrain

ALL. (Still seated.)
Take me back to Manhattan,
Take me back to New York,
I’'m just longing to see once more
My little room on the hundredth floor.
Can you wonder I'm gloomy?
Can you smile when I frown?
I miss the East Side, the West Side,
The North Side, and the South Side, so
Take me back to Manhattan,
That dear old dirty town.
(SOUND: Ship’s hooter. TouRisTs all stand and begin to go up-
stairs s.R. on to half-level and top-level as if disembarking.)
I miss the East Side, the West Side,
The North Side and the South Side, so
Take me back to Manhattan,
I wanna go back,
Yes I wanna go back,
So take me back to Manhattan,
To that dear—old—dirty—town!

(They exit through various entrances. As they go, SOLO MALE comes
on from s_R. half-level entrance up to top-level centre in to spot
against skyline shot for next passage of narration [from F. Scott
Fitzgerald ‘‘My Lost City’’] and following number.)

NARRATOR. As the ship glided up the river, the city burst thunder-
ously upon us in the early dusk—the white glacier of lower New
York swooping down like the strand of a bridge to rise into uptown
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New York, a miracle of foamy light suspended by stars. A band
started to play on deck but the majesty of the city made the march
trivial and tinkling. From that moment, I knew that New York,
however often I might leave it, was home . . .

(Intro to ‘I Happen to Like New York’' has begun under last lines of
this speech. SINGER goes straight into it from the speech. Still in
spot top-level centre.)

I HAPPEN TO LIKE NEW YORK

I happen to like New York,

I happen to like this town,

I like the city air, I like to drink of it,

The more I know New York the more I think of it.

I like the sight and sound and even the stink of it,

I happen to like New York;

I like to go to Battery Park,

And watch those liners booming in,

I often ask myself why should it be,

That they should come so far across the sea,

I suppose it’s because they all agree with me,

They happen to like New York.

(SINGER moves across top-level and comes down s.R. steps to
stage-level c. LIGHTS: build to general cover.)

Last Sunday afternoon,

I took a trip to Hackensack,

But after I gave Hackensack the once-over

I took the next train back.

I happen to like New York,

I happen to love this burgh,

And when I have to give the world a last farewell,

And the undertaker starts to ring my funeral bell,

I don’t want to go to heaven, don’t want to go to hell.
(COMPANY coming on, to various levels all over stage, to join in
last lines.)

I happen to like—I happen to like—

I happen to like—New York!

(BAND: Direct segue into intro. to ‘‘Big Town.’' COMPANY begin in
it positions spread out over whole stage.)
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BIG TOWN

Big Town,

What's before me?

Fair weather or stormy?

Big Town, will I hit the heights

And see my name in electric lights?
(CoMPANY all begin coming down from various levels to floor
level, ending in group u.s.c. backs to audience, arms up looking
at skyline in screen. Except for the ‘I Happen to Like New York’’
NARRATOR/SINGER who keeps apart and goes to D.s.L. rostrum.)

Big town will I blunder,

Fall down or go under,

Or will I rise and rise

Till I scrape your skies?

Big town,

Wise old town,

What's the low-down on me?

(LIGHTS: Change to backlight on u.s. group so they are in sil-
houette. GIRL and Boy for ‘‘52nd Street’’ slip off u.s. [for
change costume—others begin N.Y. sequence in their costumes
for the whole sequence] Spot on NARRATOR D.S.L. During the
next speech, COMPANY in stylised attitudes, break the pose from
end of '‘Big Town'' and take on frozen Nightclub poses.
LIGHTS change to smoky red back-light. PROJECTIONS:
Superimpose red ‘‘Bar’’ and ‘‘Club’’ signs on screen behind
master-slide.)

NARRATOR. ( Wheeling round and cutting right into end of ‘‘Big
Town.’”) The tempo of the city had changed sharply. The uncer-
tainties of 1920 were drowned in a steady golden roar and many of
our friends had grown wealthy. But the restlessness of New York
now approached hysteria; the pace was faster, the catering to
dissipation set an example to Paris, the shows were broader, the
buildings were higher, the morals were looser and the liquor was
cheaper, but all these benefits did not minister to much delight.
Young people wore out early—they were hard and languid at
twenty-one. Many people who were not alcoholics were lit up four
days out of seven and frayed nerves were strewn everywhere.
Groups were held together by a generic nervousness and the
hangover became a part of the day as well-allowed for as the
Spanish siesta . . .
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([From F. Scott Fitzgerald, ‘*‘My Lost City.’'] LIGHTS: Fade spot
on NARRATOR who joins Nightclub group and finds a partner.
During last part of speech, build lights half-level s.r. into
which SOLO MALE SINGER for ‘‘I’'m a Gigolo’’ enters. He looks
down on people below, lights cigarette. BAND begins intro. to
‘‘Gigolo’’ during last words of speech and SINGER begins to
descend steps.)

I'M A GIGOLO

Verse

I should like you all to know

I’'m a famous gigolo,

And of lavender, my nature’s got just a dash in it.

As I'm slightly undersexed, you will always find me next

To some dowager who's wealthy rather than passionate.

Go to one of those nightclub places

And you'll find me stretching my braces

Pushing ladies with lifted faces

Round the floor.

But I must confess to you

There are moments when I'm blue

And I ask myself whatever [ doitfor . . .
(ORCHESTRAL BREAK: Couples alter positions. GIGOLO on
floor-level. He crosses front of stage during chorus to end in spot
D.S.L. rostrum.)

Refrain

I'm a flower who blooms in the winter
Sinking deeper and deeper in *‘snow, "’
I'm a baby who has

No mother but jazz,

I'm a gigolo.

Ev'ry moming, when labour is over
To my sweet-scented lodgings I go,
Take a glass from the shelf

And look at myself—

I'm a gigolo.
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I get stocks and bonds

From faded blondes

Ev'ry twenty-fifth of December:

Still, I'm just a pet

That men forget

And only tailors remember.
(LADIES of the couples arrogantly beckon men to follow them as
they go, in movements timed to '‘Gigolo’" rhythm, to u.s.c.
again. The SoLo GIRL who will perform *'Love for Sale’’ later,
appears under top-level U.s.C. 100.)

Yet when [ see the way all the ladies

Treat their husbands who put up the dough,

You cannot think me odd

If then I thank God

I'm a gigolo.

(He blows smoke from a cigarette into spotlight as he turns and exits
D.s.L. PROJECTIONS: Change colour to cold, taking out the
reds. LIGHTS: take out colour, building to more general cover.
Early morning light. CoupLEs still grouped u.s. NEWSBOY
enters to half-level s.L.)

NEWsBOY. (Selling papers to couples who come p.s. to him and
then exit severally by various exits.)
Morning papers, morning papers,
Gang chief killed when explosion occurs,
Six months’ bride says child isn’t hers,
Admiral Byrd's bought a new set of furs,
Moming Papers,
Moming papers,
Morning papers,
Moming papers,
Well known clubman is put in the pen,
Clara Bow seen with several men,
Aimee MacPherson slugs her mother—again.
Morning papers, morning papers, morning papers, morning
papers . . .

(CoupLEs all off. As NEWSBOY s voice fades away as he exits D.S.R.
LIGHTS change to SoLo FEMALE SINGER in shaft of back-light
U.s.C. beneath top-level.)
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LOVE FOR SALE

Verse

When the only sound in the empty street
Is the heavy tread of the heavy feet
That belong to the lonesome cop,
I open shop.
When the moon so long has been gazing down
On the wayward ways of this wayward town,
That her smile becomes a smirk,
Igotowork . . .
(LIGHTS build to more general cover s.c. as she comes forward.)

Refrain

Love for sale,
Appetizing young love for sale,
Love's that fresh and still unspoiled,
Love that’s only slightly soiled,
Love for sale.
Who will buy?
Who would like to sample my supply?
Who's prepared to pay the price
For a trip to Paradise?
Love for sale.
Let the poets pipe of love
In their childish way.
I'know ev’ry type of love
Better far than they.
If you want the thrill of love,
I’ve been through the mill of love,
Old love, new love,
Ev’ry love but true love,
Love forsale . . .
(She moves over 10 steps s.L. and as she does, LIGHTS change to
spot beside U s.L. half-level exit into which she moves.)
Appetizing young love for sale.
If you want to buy my wares,
Follow me and climb the stairs,
Love for sale,
Love forsale . .
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(She exits off half-level L. holding extended last note. As she leaves,
FEMALE NARRATOR appears from R. to centre top-level looking
after her. Then turns to audience. PROJECTIONS: Change to
collage of Manhattan night skyline.)

NARRATOR. The city fluctuated in muffled roars like the dim
applause rising to an actor on the stage of a vast theatre. The
shopgirls were looking like Marilyn Miller. Moving picture actresses
were famous. Paul Whiteman played the significance of amusement
on his violin. They were having the breadline at the Ritz that year.
Everybody was there. People met people they knew in hotel lobbies
smelling of orchids and plush and detective stories. People were tired
of the proletariat—everybody was famous. There wasn’t much
interest in private lives . . .

([From Zelda Fitzgerald, ‘‘Save Me the Waltz.”’] BAND: segue into
intro. to ‘‘When Love Beckoned on 52nd Street.”’ LIGHTS fade
to silhouette on NARRATOR who moves across top-level to s.L.
Bring up floor-level LIGHTS s.c. PROJECTIONS change to
Manhattan by day. Leaves, sunshine etc. Enter YOUNG GIRL,
running on from U.S.C. to D.S. to audience.)

WHEN LOVE BECKONED

Verse

I don’t mean to cause a shock in the house,

But I'd like to know is there a doc’ in the house,

Who will give first aid

To the most confused maid

In town?

I had oh, such sweet suburban ideas,

You know what I mean, Deanna Durbin ideas,

Till one fatal night, when somebody suddenly spoke . . .

(Enter BOYFRIEND half-level s.L.)

BoYFRIEND. Hi!

SHE. Hi!

. . And broke them all down.
(She turns 1o audience again.)
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Refrain

I used to dream of a starlighted stream,
Where my man and I would first meet,
So try to surmise

My terrific surprise

When love beckoned,

In fifty-second street.

(Brief DANCE BREAK, during which they dance away from each
other.)

HE.
I thought a breeze would appear in the trees
And sing something tender and sweet,
But how could it sing
With a band playing swing,
When love beckoned
In fifty-second street?
BOTH. (Coming together again.)
Now when we want to coo
Country lanes are taboo,
And old west fifty-two
Is our favourite beat
(When we’re on our feet).
So you can bet
We shall never forget
That mad second
When we first reckoned
That love beckoned
In fifty-second street.

(Clinch at end and then they run off u.s.c. Fade LIGHTS s.c. and
come back on top-level c. into which previous FEMALE
NARRATOR slowly moves. Also LIGHTS on half-level s.R.
PROJECTIONS: Change to night Manhattan scene. Shapes of
sky-scrapers outlined in lights. OTHER FEMALE NARRATOR
enters into s.R. half-level lights.)

NARRATOR. Paul Whiteman played ‘‘Two Little Girls in Blue'" at
the Palais Royal. It was a big, expensive number. Girls with piquant
profiles were mistaken for Gloria Swanson. New York was more full
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