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INTRODUCTION

SOME years ago my publishers suggested to me that it
would be a good idea to make a book of two of my
revues. This Year of Grace and Words and Music together
with two of my musical plays. Conversation Piece and
Operette. This, they added gaily, will be just the thing
to catch the Springtrade! Thus, asfaras| could see, pre-
supposing that the readingagublic, in the fine flush of
Primavera, was unaccountably easier to please than at
an§>1/ other time of the year. Well, the book was pub-
lished and, while marsh birds were calling piercingly
to each other across the Lincolnshire Fens, while the
orchards from John-o-Groats to Lands End were
putting out their first tender blossoms, and while the
sap was rising in every direction, a few people bought
it. Now, undismayed by the fact that neither then nor
in the years following has there ever been a redly
frantic demand for Play Parade Volume 2, my pub-
lishers have resolutely decided to re-issue it, this time
with the addition of two straight plays which, they
assure me, will give the whole thing more "body".
The "body givers' in this particular instance arc Eas)'
Virtue and Fallen Angels.

When Fallen Angels was first produced a the Globe
Thestre, London, in the Spring of 1925 it was described
by a large section of the press as, amoral, disgusting,
vulgar and an insult to British womanhood. It was of
course none of these things. They might with truth
have sad that it was extremely dight and needed a
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INTRODUCTION

stronger lagt act; they might, with equal truth and more
kindness, have said that it had an amusing situation,
some very tunny lines, two excdlent parts for two good
actresses, and was vadtly entertaining to the public. It
was, | am glad to say, a great success and was played
brilliantly by Edna Best and Tallulah Bankhead |
cannot honestly regard it as one of my best comedies but
it is gay and light-hearted and British womanhood has
been cheerfully insulted by it on various occasions for
almost a quarter of a century. So has French womanhood,
American womanhood, Italian womanhood, German
womanhood, Spanish womanhood and, | bdieve,
Scandinavian womanhood. Russian womanhood, up
to date, has been spared, but 1 cannot help feeling, as
the second act portrays two ladies of the bourgeosie
drinking too much champagne while waiting tor their
former lover, that it is liableto be popped on in Moscow
a any moment as a striking example of the decadence
of Western democracy.

From the "Eighties’ onwards until the outbreak of
the 1914-1918 war the London theatre was enriched by
a series of plays, notably by Somerset Maugham or
Arthut Pinero, which were described as "Drawing-room
Dramas'. | suppose that the apotheosis of these was
The Second Mrs. Tanqueray but there were many others;
Mid-Channel, Lady Frederick, The Notorious Mrs. Ebb-
smith, His House in Order, Jack Sraw, The Tenth Man,
Smith etc,, ec. There were also the more specialised
Oscar Wilde comedy-dramas and the too infrequent,
beautifully constructed plays of Haddon Chambers.

All of these "Drawing-room Dramas' dedt with the
psychological and socid problems of the upper middie
cdasses The characters in them were, as a general rule,

viii



INTRODUCTION

wealthy, well-bred, articulate and motivated by the
exigencies of the world to which they belonged. This
world was snobhish, conventional, polite, and limited
by its own codes and rules of behaviour and it was the
contravention of these codes and rules—to our eyes so
foolish and old-fashioned—that supplied the dramatic
content of most of the plays that | have mentioned.
The heroine of His House in Order rebelled against the
narrow pomposities of the family into which she had
married. Lady Frederick, by galantly and daringly
exposing the secrets of her dressing-table, deflected the
attentions of a young man who was infatuated by her,
into a more suitable dliance. In a recent revivid of
the play this scene ill proved to be dramaticaly
impeccable. The unhappy Paula Tanqueray tried
valiantly to live down her earlier moral turpitude but
ultimately gave up the struggle and perished off stage
in an aura of righteous atonement just before the final
curtain. Itiseasy nowadaysto laugh at these vanished
moral attitudes but they were poignant enough in their
time because they were true. Those high-toned draw-
ing-room histrionics are over and done with." Women
with pasts to-day receive far more enthusiastic socia
recognition than women without pasts. The narrow-
mindedness, the moral righteousness and the over-rigid
socia codes have disappeared but with them has gone
much that was graceful, well-behaved and endearing.
It was in a mood of nostalgic regret at the decline of
such conventions that | wrote Easy Virtue. When it was
produced, several critics triumphantly pounced on the
fact that the play was similar in form and tone and plot
to the plays of Pinero. | mysdf was unimpressed by
their perception, for the form and tone and plot of a
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INTRODUCTION

Pinero play was exactly what | had tried to achieve.
Easy Virtuewas played by Jane Cowl both in New Y ork
and London and, being an expert actress with great
personality and charm, she swept the play into success
in both countries.

This Year ofGrateand Wordsand Music are both revues,
and revue being an ephemeral form of entertainment,
many of the sketches and numbers in these two have by
now inevitably become dated. | fed therefore that the
only apped they are likely to have to anyone unversed
in the complications and abbreviations of theatrical
phraseology (for whom, incidentally, 1 have included a
glossary of stage terms on page xv) isthe fact that | am
publishing them in their origina form as working
scripts. Perhaps, from the maze of dress plots, scene
plots, black-outs, exits right, exits left, time schedules
elc., a reader at all interested in the technical aspects of
revue production might gather a certain amount of
dightly bewildering information.

Naturally I am unable to read them myself without a
host of memories crowding into my mind. Memories
of long agonising dressrehearsas, of cold-blooded,
ruthless "cutting" conferences;, of company supper
parties in Manchester, where both these revues were
originaly tried out; of spirited quarrels, black despairs
and certain triumphs. | remember Jessie Matthews in
tears over her dance for "A Room with a View" and
my own tears over my dance for the same number when
1 did it later in New York.

This Year of Grace is always dominated for me by the
rich, comic persondity of Maisie Gay. | can s her 0
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INTRODUCTION

clearly in my memory standing, flurried and helpless,
waiting for that imaginary bus;, clutching dl those
parces and the balloons for the children while her hat
got pushed farther and farther on to one sideand her hair
began to come down from sheer exertion.

| can remember Beatrice Lillie in the New York
production sitting at a high desk, dressed as a grubby
little office-boy and singing, with infinite pathos "World
Weary" while she munched an apple.

Then, when | read Words and Music | remember the
terrible night when | had to conduct the orchestra
unexpectedly, never having done so before; the breath-
less agony on the faces of Joyce Barbour and John
Mills when 1 took the tempo of "Something to do with
Spring" so fast that they couldn't fit their very com-
plicated dance to it and finally staggered off the stage
cursing and exhausted. The reader of course cannot
hope for any of this specialised nostalgia but maybe he
will beabletofind in the words of a song here and there,
enough to remind him of a gay evening in the theatre.

Conversation Piece was conceived, written and com-
posed as a vehicle for Yvonne Prmtemps and as such
I must proudly say it was a success. She, being a fine
actress in addition to having one of the loveliest voices
it has ever been my privelege to hear, endowed the play
with a specid magic and, in spite of the tact that her
English began and ended with "Good moening" "Yes'
and "No", she contrived to enchant the public, the
critics, the supporting cast, the orchestra, and even the
stage hands. It isalso an undoubted tribute to her that,
by the end of the London and New Y ork runs, most of
the company spoke French fluently.
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INTRODUCTION

The play itsdf has, | think, a certain amount of charm
in its own right. The lyrics are good and the music
excelent. The original production was tremendously
enhanced by the exquisite settings and dresses of G.E.
Cadlthrop. Uponre-readingit | findthat thestory rambles
a hit here and there and that there are aso two startling
anachronisms of which, at the time of writing it, | was
blissfully unaware. It is never explained for instance
why, in the last scene, Melanie has completely dis-
mantled a rented house in Brighton the furniture of
which obviously doesn't belong to her! Also the senti-
mental emphasis on the gleaming lights of the packet-
boat sailing to France is unfortunate considering that
in 1811, the year in which the action of the play passes,
England and France were at war! However apart from
these minor defects it is a pleasant entertainment and
| hope that one day, if we can ever find an artiste half
as good as Yvonne Printemps, it may be revived.

Operette from my point of view is the least successful
musical play | have ever done. The reason for this is
that it is over-written and under-composed. The story
of an imaginary "Gaiety Girl" of the early Nineteen
Hundreds who achieves over-night stardom and then
has to sacrifice her love life to her career, while not
fiercely original, isan agreeable enough background tor
gay music and lyrics and beguiling "period" costumes.
Unfortunately however the plot which should have been
the background became the foreground, and the music,
which should have dominated the action, established the
atmosphere and whirled the play into a lilting success,
was meagre and, only a moments, adequate. The
principal waltz song "Dearest Love' wasn't bad but it
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INTRODUCTION

was not nearly as good as "Il See You Agan" or "l
Follow My Secret Heart". "Where Are the Songs We
Sung" was melodic but depressing and the only rea lyric
success of the entertainment was "The Stately Homes of
England” which had very little connection with the
story.

The four principal players were Peggy Wood, Fritzi
Massary, Irene Vanbrugh and Griffiths Jones. Fritzi
Massary, one of the greatest stars of middle Europe,
emerged from her retirement and studied English for
months in order to play "Liesdl Haren". Her perfor-
mance was exquisite and her behaviour magnificent.
She knew as well as | knew, during the try-out in
Manchegter, that neither her part nor the songs she had
to sing were worthy of her but never, at the time or
since, has she ever uttered a word of reproach. | hasten
to add that she made an enormous personal success but
| am forced to admit, with the utmost regret, that it was
more her fault than mine. Peggy Wood, as usual, sang
and acted with consummate taste and charm. Irene
Vanbrugh played her one boring scene with unassail-
able dignity. 'Poor Griffiths Jones, uneasily aware that
he couldn't sing a note, acted well on the rare occasions
that he had an opportunity to do so and for the rest of
the time stood or sat about attentively while other people
sang a him. Another aspect of Operette was the trium-
phant confusion it established in the minds of the
audience. Thiswas cunningly achieved by the switching
of the action back and forth between the stage play and
the red play. | remember peering from my box in the
Opera House Manchester and watching bewildered play-
goers rustling their programmes and furtively striking
matches in a frantic effort to discover where they were
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and what was going on. By that time however it was too
late to do anything about it beyond cutting and sSmpli-
fying wherever possible. In order redly to save the
gtuation then it would have been necessary to re-write
and re-construct the entire play; re-rehearse the company
and scrap and rebuild the scenery. It would aso have
helped it | had sat down and dashed off a half a dozen
entrancing new musical numbers. Unfortunately how-
ever we were due to open a His Majesty's in two weeks
and, even if the management had agreed to treble the
production costs which such drastic aterations would
inevitably have entailed, there was no time.

In the last analysis it was not the dead failure | feared
it would be, but it was far from being the success | had
hoped it would be when | first conceived and wrote it.
If the reader of this volume is interested in how not to
write a musica play, in how to overload a light, insig-
nificant story with long stretches of accurate but unin-
spired dialogue, and in how to reduce an audience of
average intelligence to a state of frustrated confusion,
he will probably enjoy it immensely.
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D.R.C.
Running
Order

In One
In Two

Scrim
Rostrum
Boxed in

X,

X's.
Window
Flat
Cyc.
D.S.

P

OP.
Bus

STAGE TERMS

Ist Entrance Left Stage.

Réﬂht Stage.

Left Stage.

ist Entrance Right. o

Curtains—usually of travelling kind. )

Lighting of Scené taken out completely or dimmed.

Black Out—sudden extinguishing of lights.

Centre.

Left Centre.

Right Centre.

Sef taking maximum room on stage. i

A plan for dlocating costum&s,ignoea wigs, €tc,, to
the Actors.

Down Right Centre. )

A list of the Scenes in their correct order.

In One means_a cloth, draping or hang?ie%? Piece in
the Ist hanging bay—usually 6 or 8 rom the
footlights, eac SUCCEGdIn%b&Y] 6 feet upstage.

American term for a Gauze Cloth.

Platform.

Part of Stage surrounded by a three or fourfold Scene
st down to the Proscénium or Fase Proscenium.

Cross (the Actor crosses over).

Crosses. )

Framed piece of scenery to dlow for practicable
window. )

Cyclorama or Panorama—a back cloth with curves
each end to form an horizon when lit.

Down Stage.

Prompt or L.

Opposite Prompt or R.

Business. Mark toindicate movement (usualy funny)
suiting the particular situation.
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CHARACTERS

BANK CLERK

LIFT MAN

FRED

HARRY

LADY GWENDOLYN VERNEY

THE HON. MILLICENT BLOODWORTHY
CHARLES

MARY

IST GIRL

2ND GIRI—ETC.

URCHIN



OPENING SCENE—THE TUBE

The scene is the booking-office of an underground railway
station. There is a newspaper stand on the left and on
the right on an angle up stage are the lift gates which
are closed.

THREE PEOPLE come on quite quietly—buy papers and
tickets at the slot machines, then take their stand by the
lit They open their papers and read them—a DIRTY
LITTLE URCHIN enters, gets a ticket and also takes his
stand, then gradually two by two and ingroups the entire
company come on (with the exception of afew principals
requiredin the ensuing scene). All buy papers andtickets
and queue up waitingfor the lift. Everyone is completely
preoccupied and dressed in ordinary work-a-day clothes,
and there should be no sound at all but the click
oftheslot machine andthe rustle of newspapers. Suddenly
the little URCHIN who has been unable to afford a paper
begins to whistle through his teeth—quite softly at first.
One or two people lower their papers and regard him
rather impatientlyfor a moment—the tune he is whistling
isa very definite dance rhythm—he whistlesa little louder
—a woman a few feet away from him, without looking
up, begins to suffle her feet unconscioudy. The man with
her stops her with an irritable nudge. The URCHIN
continues to whistle—an elderly business man immersed
in his paper begins to swuffle bisfeet—then the woman
startsagain—-gradually asthe BOY'S whistlegetslouder,
everyone starts moving slightly—the MAN at the book-
stall takes up the tune and hums it carelesdly, then almost
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THIS YEAR OF GRACE ACT |

imperceptibly at first, the orchestra takes up the tune—
it swells louder until everybody is dancing hard. At this
moment ayoung BANK CLERK rushes in hurriedly, buys
a ticket and a paper—Ilooks at everyonejigging about—
recognises the tune and sings it.

BANK CLERK singsoneverse, onechorus. BANK CLERK
and CHORUS sing one chorus, and into DANCE as
arranged.

"WAITING IN A QueUE "

Verse.
In a rut
In a rut
In arut
We go along
Nothing but
Nothing but
Nothing but
The same old song,
To those who view us lightly
We must seem dlightly
Absurd,
We never break the ritual
One habitual
Herd.

Refrain.
Waiting in a queue
Waiting in a queue
Everybody's always waiting in a queue,
Fat and thin
They dl begin



ACT 1 THIS YEAR OF GRACE

To take their sand—it's grand—queueing it.
Everywhere you go

Everywhere you go

Everybody's always standing in a row,
Short and tall

And one and dl

The same as sheep—just keep—doing it.
No one says why

No one says how

No one says what is this for,

No one says no

No one says go

No one says this is a bore,

If you want to do

Anything that's new,

If you're feeling happy, furious or blue,
Wet or fine

You get in line

For everybody's waiting in a queue.

At the end of the Number the [ift comes up—the
ATTENDANT dances out and EVERYONE dances in, the
YOUNG MAN and the ATTENDANT last.

The gates close and the lift disappears and the MAN in
the bookstall stops humming as the rhythm dies away in
the orchestra.

Enter |.E.R. LADY GWENDOLYN VERNEY and THE
HON. MILLICENT BLOODWORTHY, elaborately and
expensively dressed.  They look round, dightly bewildered.

LADY G.: What do we do now, darling ?
MILLICENT : Get our tickets, | suppose.
LADY G.: Yes, but where? Life's agony, isn't it ?
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THIS YEAR OF GRACE ACT |

MILLICENT : Torture, dear—but it's no use grumb-
ling—we can't possibly use our cars with al the roads
up— We must just be brave and do what the common
people do.

LADY G. : It dl seems very complicated. (Turns and
sees ticket machines?) Look at these funny grey things !

MILLICENT : Those must be the ticket machines.

LADY G.: My dear, how delicious| We must put
in some pennies, or something.

MILLICENT : | haven't any change

LADY G. : Neither have I. Well, get it at the book-
stall.

MILLICENT (crosses to news-stand): Have you got
Vogue ?

FRED is infront of newspaper stand.

FRED : 'Ave | got wot ?

MILLICENT : Vogue.

FRED : Wot's that ?

LADY G.: It's a paper, I'm afraid.

FRED : | got Tit-Bits, Answers, an' all the"dailies."

MILLICENT : Have you change for apound ?

FRED : Mostly in pennies, mum.

LADY G. : Howdivine—wecanbuy thingswiththem.

FRED : | shouldn't do that, maam, if | was you. |
should send them to the British Museum as curiosities.
(Goes to back of stall and gets change.)

MILLICENT : Here's the pound.

FRED (counting out change): There y'are, lady. There's
three-and-six in coppers, five and five's ten, and ten's
a pound.

MILLICENT : Thank you athousand times.

FRED : It's a pleasure, so 'elp me God.

LADY G.: Come along, darling. (Crosses to machines)
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ACT | THIS YEAR OF GRACE

MIILTCENT (putting apenny in the ticket machine): It's

really quite an adventure, isn't it ?
The ticket comes out.

LADY G.: I'm thrilled—we must have some more.
(She puts in several pennies!)

MILLICENT (also cramming pennies in) : What tremen-
dousfunl

FRED : 'Ere, 'ere, 'ere, wot you think you're doing ?
(He comes over to the machine.)

LADY G. : I'm afraid it's stuck.

FRED : This ain't Wembley, you know. (He shakes
the machine.)

MILLICENT : There now—I've got fourteen. How
many have you, darling ?

LADY G. : I've got tons.

FRED : Wot'stheidea? That'swhat | want to know.
Wot's the idea? Where d'yer want to go ?

LADY G. : Wdl, we want ultimately to get to the
Ritz.

FRED (crossesto R., shouting) : 'Arry, 'Arry, come cre !

HARRY : 'Allo!

HARRY, the booking-clerk, comes out of his office and
comes to centre.
What's the matter ?

FRED : 'Ere's a couple of bejewelled duchesses bung-
ing up one of the" 'ow-d'yer-do's."

HARRY (shaking the machine): What d'you want to
come mucking about ‘'ere for ? You ought to be at
home looking after your children.

MILLICENT : We happen to be unmarried.

FRED : | shouldn't 'ave thought you'd let a little
thing like that stand in yer way.

LADY G. : Horrible brute!
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FRED : Who's 'orrible ?

MILLICENT : Come away, Gwen dear, they'reinsult-
ing us.

Goes off I.E.L.

LADY G. : There are your ridiculous tickets.

She throws them over both the MEN and goes out
grandly i.E.L.

HARRY : Wéll, I'll be damned !

FRED : There you are—that's class.

HARRY : Class, phew ! If my old woman made up
'er eyes like that, I'd lock 'er in the scullery !

FRED : Wot do they want to come nosing round 'ere
for—bloated aristocrats?

HARRY : You know the trouble with you, Fred, is
you're a bit Bolshic.

FRED : No, dl this democracy makes life 'dlish
uncomfortable.

HARRY : What we want in England is more and
better birth control.

FRED : Oh no, we don't.

HARRY : Oh yes, we do.

FRED : It's men like you as is responsible for the
birth-rate falling.

HARRY : Well, if you're responsible for it rising, you
ought to be ashamed of yourself. This country's over-
popul ated.

Enter CHARLES, a very exquisite young man. Crosses
to centre, looks at them and then goes up to ticket
machines.

FRED : No, it ain't. It's dl right—you've won. |
al for birth control.

CHARLES puts apenny in the slot machine and cannot
work it.
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ACT T THIS YEAR OF GRACE

CHARLES: | say !—attendant—it's stuck.
Lift rises.
FRED : Give it a shake.
CHARLES shakes it gently.
CHARLES : I'm afraid it's still stuck.
Lift doors open. Exit Two PEOPLE R. and L.
FRED : | sad shake it—not stroke it! 'Ere! (FRED
comes over to machine} Where d'you want to go—any-
how ?
CHARLES : Queen's Gate.
FRED gives the machine a violent shake—gets ticket
out, gives it to CHARLES, then pushes him into the lift.
FRED : Take him away, Hubert—'e's breaking my
‘cart.
LIFT MAN: Rightl

The lift goes down.

FRED : 'Arry, that's wot the Russian Ballet's done
for England.

MARY enters | .ER. She is charmingly dressed and
sheisreading a book in which she is so engrossed that she
collides with FRED, who has crossed to R.C.

MARY : Oh, | am so sorry.

FRED : That's al right, miss.

MARY : Could you tell me the time, please ?

FRED : About eleven o'clock.

MARY : Thank you. It doesn't matter if | wait here
for a little, does it? (Crosses to centre)

FRED : You can wait here as long as you like.

Two GIRLS come onfrom i.E.L., big tickets and
wait for the lift.

MARY : I'm expecting a friend.
FRED : Boy friend, I'll be bound.
MARY : You're quite right.

9
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IST GIRL suddenly sees MARY andcrossesto L. of her.

IST GIRL : Mary 1

MARY : Hallo!

IST GIRL : What are you doing here"?

MARY : I'm waiting for Jack Burton.

ZND GIRL : Jack | We'vejust left him—

MARY : Oh! Perhaps | mistook the time—

IST GIRL.: Didn't you have a row with him last
night ?

MARY : Yes—but not a serious one.

ZND GIRL : Are you sure ?

IST GIRL : You'resodifficult, you know—youwon't
be content with men as they are—you're always trying
to ater them.

MARY : Only becausethey never seem abit like what
they're made out to be in books.

IST GIRL : Books| Who cares about books ?

MARY : | do.

Uft rises.

2ND GIRL (crosses to R.) : Life comes first, duckic.
If I were you, I'd step out of my beautiful dreamland
and face a bit of reality—it's more comforting in the
long run.

MARY : You think I'm a fool, don't you ?

Lift doors open—exit Two PEOPLE.

2ND GIRL : Not exactly—but you're always pretend-
ing things are what they're not.

IST GIRL : Here's the lift. Good-bye, Mary.

MARY : Good-bye.

THEY enter lift and it goes down.

CLOSE No. 1 TABS
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ACT | THIS YEAR OF GRACE

NUMBER
" Mary Make Believe "

Verse.

| have been reading in this book of mine
About a foolish maiden's prayer

And every gesture, word and look of mine
Seems to be mirrored there.

She had such terribly pedantic dreams
That her romantic schemes
Went dl awry
1ler thoughts were such
She claimed too much

And true love passed her by.

Refrain.
Mary make-believe
Dreamed the whole day through
Foolish fancies

Love romances
How could they come true ?
Mary make-believe
Sighed alittle up her deeve
Nobody claimed her
They only named her
Mary Make-Believe.

)

During this Refrain
8 GIRLS enter from
|.E.R. and 8 from
l.LE.L.

Counter melody to be sung by CHORUS.

She's just a girl who's aways blowing mental bubbles
Till she's quite out of breath-—quite out of breath
She seems to have the knack of magnifying troubles
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Till they crush her to death—crush her to death.
She's just a duffer of the ineffective kind
She's bound to suffer from her introspective mind
Her indecisions quite prevent her visions—coming true.
Imagination is a form of flagellation
If a sengitive child—lets it run wild

It dims the firmament till dl the world is permanently
blue.

She's simply bound to make a bloomer
Until she's found her sense of humour
If love should touch her ever

Shelll never, never see it through.

And MARY sings the Refrain at the same time
CHORUS sing Counter melody.

DANCE as arranged.

As CHORUS exit—8 GIRLS R. and 8 GIRLS L.

MARY is in centre of stage.

FADE OUT as GIRLS exit.

CLOSE TABS on MARY'S last note.

THE THEATRE GUIDE
ANNOUNCEMENT

The ANNOUNCER entersfrom |.E.R.

ANNOUNCER: Ladiesand gentlemen, thefact that the
Theatre Advertisements in the daily newspapers are ex-
tremely inadequate has for a long while been a source of
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ACT | THIS YEAR OF GRACE

great sorrow to Mr. Cochran; hefegls that the public are
not sufficiently warned as to what they are to expect, by
the bare unilluminating titles of plays, so therefore we
propose in this Revue to give you nightly a brief
impression of the current dramatic successes of London
—we will first condense into as brief a space as possible
the general theme and trend of each important play
running at the moment, so that before rushing blindly
to Keith Prowse to book seats, you will have some idea
as to what you are going to see.

Thefour PLAYS given here are examples only. This
Scene must be kept up-to-date with current successes.

Between each of thefollowing Scenes a sign bearing the
name of the play is shown to the audience by a GIRL in
Page's dress. She enters from |.LE.L. and exits same
place.

THE TRIAL OF MARY DUGAN

SCENE : Judges High Desk up L. Table and one chair R.
on which is seated OLD MAN. Chair R. on which is
seated THE WIDOW. Chair L on which is seated
MARY. BROTHER is standing behind OLD MAN.
COUNSEL at back of table.

As curtains open all the characters are speaking at the
same time.

JUDGE : Objection overruled. Objection sustained.
He bangsfront of desk with small hammer every time
be speaks.

13
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COUNSEL : You killed Edgar Rice. (Pointing at MARY.)
BROTHER : She's my sister. (Appealing to AUDIENCE.)

WIDOW opens veil several times and screams every
time she does it.

OLD MAN is discovered seated at table eating a sand-
wich, which he finishes, then brushes crumbs off table,
puts his hat on and exits R.

When he starts to go EVERYBODY stops till he is off,
then starts speaking again.

POLICEMAN : Order in Court\ (Repeating this all
thetime.)

THE SILVER CORD

A YOUNG MAN in a dressing-gown is pacing up and down
thinking and smoking a cigarette. Suddenly outside the
door is heard a terrible crash, followed by some shots and
screams, a motor horn, a siren, a police whistle and
another appalling crash.

YOUNG MAN : What's that ?

A charming ELDERLY WOMAN puts her head round
the door.

WOMAN : It's only Mother |

BLACK  Our
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ACT | THIS YEAR OF GRACE
YOUNG WOODLEY

SCENE : School blackboard and easel at back. Smalt bench
in front of blackboard.

BOY (standing behind bench) : How do babies come ?
BOY (seated en bench sharpening apencil) : | will tell you.

BLACK OUT

ANY NOEL COWARD PLAY
Six PEOPLE are discovered standing on stage when the curtains
open, PRINCIPAL in centre with large bunch of flowers.
She comesforward.  Loud applause and cries of" Speech.”
PRINCIPAL : Ladiesand gentlemen, thisisthe happiest

moment of my life.
Boos and catcalls.

BLACK OUT

DANCE DUET: (BoY AND GIRL)
" Mad about You"

BOY and GIRL enter—BOY R., and GIRL L.
Iy B



HE :

HE :

HE :

HE :

SHE :

THIS YEAR OF GRACE ACT 1

Vefse.
Dear, your persondity
Is bad for my morality
It's more than | can bear.

: Tho' | surmise it isn't wise

To set my cap at you

Fve logt dl control and on the whole
| can't live through a single minute
Dear, without your image in it.

When you are inclined to be

Encouraging and kind to me

| smply walk on air

Maybe I'll wake up soon and break my heart
To find that you—aren't here.

Refrain.

I'd like to tell you that I'm mad about—
Mad about you—mad about you

. But thereis one thing that I'm sad about

Sad about—sad about too.

When you met me you swore
You were essentialy nice
But | wasn't so sure
When we had kissed once or twice.

For dl | know you're just a gadabout
Gadabout—gad-about who
Is always eager to exchange old love for new.
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BOTH: I've a feeling—you've been conceding
A thousand or two
Mad about, mad about, mad about you |
THEY exit |.L.E.
8 TAP DANCERS enter z.E.L. Dance as arranged
and exit 2E.L.
8 TOE DANCERS enter 2.E.L. Dance as arranged

and exit z.E.L.
SPECIALITY DANCERS (HOLLAND and BARRY.)
At end of Number:

CLOSE TABS

8 TAP DANCERS cross infront, followed by the 8 TOE
DANGERS, followed by the z SPECIALITY DANCERS.

BLACK OUT

THE BUS RUSH

SCENE : Park Railings Cloth, with an ordinary bus sign
R.C. down on footlights.
PRINCIPAL, a middie-aged LADY with several parcels,
and balloons, entersfrom [.E.L. She has been shopping.
She crosses to sign, looks at it and takes up her position
waiting for a bus.
Enter from |.E.R. WORKMAN, WIFE and small

11
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CHILD. THEY look at bus sign ; then take up their
position R. of LADY and wait.

Enter from I.LE.L., a middle-class WOMAN, looks at
sign and stands infront Of LADY. LADY, annoyed, comes
infront of her and waits.

Enter from |I.E.L., THREE GIRLS. THEY look at
sign, and stand in front of LADY. SHE comes around
them and stands in front of them.

Enter from |.E.L., Two MEN and ONE GIRL. THEY
cross to sign, look at it and stand in front of LADY.
She, very much annoyed, comes round infront of them.
At this moment a motor horn is heard off R. THEY
all look outfront, eyes dowly travelling around till they
get to P. side. THEY all rush off P. side and the Two
MEN and one GIRL go right off. There is an altercation
with the Bus CONDUCTOR. Bus bell rings and they
ALL come slowly back on stage to their former positions
by sign.

A motor horn is heard. Exactly the same business as
before, all looking round house and rushing off. This
time the THREE GIRLS go right off.

WORKING MAN, WIFE and CHILD and middle-class
WOMAN come on and take up positions by sign. LADY
comes on, looks at them, and waits left C. of stage.
MIDDLE-CLASS WOMAN sees this, crosses infront of
LADY and takes up position L. of her. WORKING
MAN, WIFE and CHILD cross in front of them and
take up positions to L. of MIDDLE-CLASS WOMAN.
Motor horn off R. THEY all rush to R.  When THEY
get to sign, bus bell heard off L. They ALL stop—same
business as before, all looking round bouse and rushing off.
Motor horn off R. Same business as before. Alterca-
tions with Bus CONDUCTOR and the LADY comesto C.,

18



ACT | THIS YEAR OF GRACE

very much beragged and parcels all crushed and pulled
to pieces.
LADY whistles and calls: "TAXI | TAXI /"

BLACK OUT

" Lorelei"
SCENE : Full set.
SINGER comes on |.E.R. and takes up position by
Floats, sings | Verse and | Refrain.

Verse |.
When the day
Fades away
Twilight dies
Sirensrise
Combing their hair with cool green fingers
Crooning out their song
Let him beware who loves and lingers
Over-long.

Refrain .

Lordlei, Lordd,
Call to sallors drifting by

Cooo, cooo, come hither,
While they're sailing a voice is wailing

A beckoning tune.
No use praying they'll al be paying

A reckoning soon

Under the moon.

TABS open. MERMAID discovered on rock. Bus.

while SINGER is singing last seven lines of refrain. - Old-
fashioned sailing ship passes from R. to L.
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Lorele, Loreei,
Silver voices fade and die.
Smiling with glee
Into the sea they dither
Down in the depths profound
Where passionate joys are drowned
There lie the lovers wooed by the Lorelei.

SINGER stops singing but remains on stage. ORCHES-
TRA ;playsone verse undone refrain. MERMAID on rock ;
business as arranged, with SAILOR who comesfrom back
of rock.

SINGER now takes up another Refrain.

Lorelei, Lordd,

Cdl to sailors drifting by

Cooo, cooo, come hither,

While they're sailing a voice is wailing
A beckoning tune.

No use praying, they'll al be paying
A reckoning soon,
Under the moon.

Lorelei, Loreld,
Silver voices fade and die
Smiling with glee
Into the sea they dlither
Down in the depths profound
Where passionate joys are drowned
There lie the lovers wooed by the Lorele.
-r4/ end of Refrain SINGER exits R.

TABS CLOSE
20
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MAN singer comes on from LLE.L. and takes up
position by Floats, sings | Verse and | Refrain.

All that is past
And now a last
Everything's altered and changed about
Progress goes on
Glamour has gone
From where the schooners once ranged about.
Speed and power
Hour by hour
Liners tower high
Onward churning
Never turning
For a yearning cry
Coa dust and grime
No one has time
For any simple romance at al
Beckon and coo
Till you are blue
Mermaids have got no damned chance at all.

TABS OPEN : MERMAID discovered bus : of appeal-
ing to SAILORS on ships passing.

| Small Schooner passes from left to right.

| Submarine passesfrom left to right.

| Large Schooner passesfrom left to right.

When in centre it belches forth a large column of
amoke all over the MERMAID. She turns and faces
audience mih face all covered with black. While this
business is on the MAN SINGER is singing the 2nd
Refrain.
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2nd Refrain.
Lorele, Lordd,
Sit around and weep and cry
Days are so long
Everything's wrong
Completely.
All the drens in these environs
Are sorry they spoke
Coaling steamers are belching streamers
Of horrible smoke
Making them choke.
Lorelel, Lorde,
Sadly sigh and wonder why
Every new ship
Gives them the dip
So neatly.
What could be more obscene
Than vamping a submarine
Pity the languid left-alone Lorele,

BLACK OUT

SNOWBALL

[SNOWBALL was a little coloured boy who played the
Banjo,]
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IGNORANCE IS BLISS
SCENE |

SCENE : The scene is a hotel bedroom of the 'Nineties.

Ayoung HUSBAND and WIFE are ushered in by a very
fat PROPRIETRESS—a chambermaid comes in after them
with their luggage. Thefurniture is ugly and heavy and
on the R. is a large double brass bed.

PROPRIETRESS : Put the things down over there
Annie.

ANNIE puts bags at the end of sofa.
Come this way, please.
THEY come on and across to front of sofa.
I think you'll be very comfy here. (Shakesup bed.)

HUSBAND : Thank you.

WIFE : (with an effort) 1'm sure we shall.

PROPRIETRESS: Marriedto-day ?

HUSBAND & O I no !

WIFE (together) ;] Oh yes !

PROPRIETRESS (rubbing her hands) : Now, now, now
now' ! You mustn't be shy. (70 the MAID.) Don't
stand there gaping, Annie—run away.

ANNIE : Yesm.

She crosses back of sofa and exits door C.

PROPRIETRESS: Do you know Worthing well ?
(Crosses to window OP. side)

HUSBAND : No.

PROPRIETRESS : You can get a lovely view of the sea
from this window 'ere—here

WIFE (gulping) : How nice

PROPRIETRESS (archly): But | don't suppose you'll be

23 ,®



THIS YEAR OF GRACE ACT |

looking out of the window much, will you ? (Crosses
to centre)

WIFE : Oh, Harry !

HUSBAND : That will be al now, thank you, Mrs.
Blake.

PROPRIETRESS (crosses up to door centre) : If you want
anything, you've only got to ring for it, you know.

HUSBAIND : Thanks—thanksvery much.

PROPRIETRESS: Not at dl—apleasure—I liketo see
young things standing on the threshold of life, asit were.

She stands and looks at them smiling— There is a
long pause.
HUSBAND crosses to WIFE and takes off coat.

HUSBAND : Quite.

PROPRIETRESS (conversationally, coming down stage) : 1
was born ‘ere, you know, born and married and
widowed dl in Worthing.

WIFE (nervously) : How nice.

PROPRIETRESS : It's the cdose season now—Dbut it's
very gay in the summer.

HUSBAND : It must be. (Puts coat down on sofa.)

PROPRIETRESS : Lastyear wehad nolessthan twenty-
seven honeymoon couples—they al 'ad this room—
separately, of course.

WIFE : Oh, Harry!

HUSBAND : That will be al now, thank you, Mrs.
Blake.

PROPRIETRESS: Well—ring if you want anything,
you know.

HUSBAND : Yes—thank you.

PROPRIETRESS (roguishly): 1 don't suppose you'll ring
much though, will you ?

WIFE : Oh, Harry |
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HUSBAND : Oh, good night.

PROPRIETRESS (laughing gaily): It's me as should be
saying that to you—Sir.

She goes out, door C.

WIFE : Oh, Harry! (WIFE sits on sofa.)

This whole scene to be played in an agony of embar-
rassment.
HUSBAND sits on sofa.

HUSBAND : Wel—here we are.

WIFE : Yes—here we are.

HUSBAND : Quite a nice room, isn't it

WIFE: Ddightful.

HUSBAND : It all went off very wdl, didn't it ?

WIFE : Yes.

HUSBAND : Yes, and now—er—well—here we are.

HUSBAND gets up from sofa.

WIFE : Yes—here we are.

HUSBAND : When weve unpacked, we can put the
bags under—the— (be looks in agony at the bed) sofa

WIFE: Yes—we can—can'twe?

HUSBAND : Yes—we can, can't we? Who's going to
unpack first, you or me ?

WIFE : | don't know.

HUSBAND : Well toss up—tails you do—heads | do.

WIFE : Oh, Harry ! (Gets up from sofa—crosses to
HARRY )

HUSBAND (throwing coin): It's heads—that's you !

WIFE : Oh!

HUSBAND : I'll—er—go downstairs and order break-
fast for the morning—while you—er—get into—er—
start to unpack.

WIFE : Very wdl.

HUSBAND (kissing her hurriedly): Cheer up, dear.
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WIFE : Oh, Harry !
He goes out quickly.
Shefalls on her knees by the sofa.
(Wailing.) Oh, mother—oh, mother—oh, mother 1

BLACK OUT

SCENE I

A very modern hotel bedroom.

A HUSBAND and WIFE are ushered in by the BOOKING
CLERK. A PAGE BOY enters with the luggage.
PROPRIETOR : | hope you'l be comfortable here.

WIFE : Oh yes—divine. (She thumps the bed with her
fist) Bed feds dl right.
HUSBAND : Got a stinker on you ?
WIFE : Yes, here—(Shegives him one))
HUSBAND (to CLERK) : Send up two dry Martinis,
will you ?
The WIFE opensaportablegramophone andputson
a dance record. Then dtarts to undress.
WIFE : Here, Harry—unhook me.
HUSBAND (doing so): Right—Ouch |
WIFE: Whatisit?
HUSBAND : | always scratch myself with this damned
hook!

BLACK OUT
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HANDS NUMBER
(Miss Losch)

[This was an exquisite cregtion by Tilly Losch, in
which she only used her hands|]

DUET : "A Room with a View "
SCENE : A Window Flat.

BOY and GIRL behind centre of Tabs. THEY open
Tabs and are discovered in each other's arms.

Verse

HE : I've been cherishing
Through the perishing
Winter nights and days
A funny little phrase

That means
Such alot to me
That you've got to be
With me heart and soul
For on you the whole
Thing leans.

SHE : Won'tyou kindly tell mewhat you'redriving at
What conclusion you're arriving at ?

HE: Please don't turn away
Or my dream will stay
Hidden out of sight
Among a lot of might—
Have-beens!
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Refrain.

HE : A room with a view—and you

And no one to worry us

No one to hurry us—through
This dream we've found

Well gaze at the sky—and try
To guess what it's dl about

Then we will figure out—why
The world is round.

SHE : Well be as happy and contented
As Birds upon a tree
High above the mountains and the sea

BOTH: WEell bill and well coo—o000—o00
And sorrow will never come

Oh, will it ever come—true

Our room with a view.

TABS OPEN. Window discovered.
BOY exitsR. GIRL L.
THEY go round and appear in window, which they open.

Verse 2.
SHE : I'm so practica
I'd make tactica
Errors as your wife
I'd try to sat your life
To rights.
I'm upset a hit
For | get a bit
Di2zy now and then
Following your mental flights.
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HE: Come with me and leave behind the noisy
crowds,
Sunlight shines for us above the clouds.

SHE; My eyes glistened too
While | listened to
All the things you said
I'm glad I've got a head
For heights.

Refrain 2,

SHE : A room with a view—and you

And no one to give advice

That sounds a paradise—few
Could fail to choose

With fingers entwined well find
Relief from the preachers who

Always beseech us to—mind
Our Ps and Qs

HE: Well watch the whole world pass before us
While we are sitting ill
Leaning on our own window-sill.

BOTH: Well bill and well coo—oo0—oo,
And maybe a stork will bring
This, that and t'other thing—to
Our room with a view.

GIPSY enters I.E.R., crosses to Centre with BOY,
bumming 2nd Refrain. She sees them in window and
asksfor money. He gives her money. She spreadsfour
cards on stage, then holds up four fingers to BOY and
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GIRL in window, indicatingfor babies, and rocks arms
as if rocking baby, picks up cards and waies good-bye
and exits i.E.L.
BOTH: WEIl bill and well coo—ooo0—oo0,
And maybe a stork will bring
This, that and t'other thing—to
Our room with a view.

He slowly takes her in his arms. She turns her back
to audience—sees that they are exposed to passers-by.
They dowly close windows. They kiss. Shadow shows
on window. They close curtains.

BLACK OUT

GRIFFITHS BROTHERS
HORSE POGO

[The Griffiths Brothers were in redity father and
son. | forget which was the front legs of Pogo and
whichwas the back, but whichever way which the result
was to make Pogo not only a Pantomime horse but a
very definite character.]

" TEACH ME TO DANCE LIKE GRANDMA "

SCENE : Pink Velvet Curtains.
PRINCIPAL entersfrom R. as TABS open.
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Verse.

I'm getting tired of Jazz Tunes
Monotonous
They've gotten us
Crazy now.
Tho' they're amusing as tunes
Music has gone somehow.
| hear the moaning—groaning of a saxophone band
It simply shakes me—makes me—want to play a
lone hand.
Pleaseunderstand
| want an age that has tunes
Simple and dow
I'm feeling so
Lazy now.

Refrain.
Teach me to dance like Grandma used to dance
| refuse to dance—Blues.
Black Bottoms, Charlestons, what wind blew them in
Monkeys do them in Zoos.
Back in the past the dancing signified just a dignified
They didn't have to be so strong [glow.
Tho' they revolved the whole night long.
Teach me to dance like Grandma used to dance
Sixty summers ago |

8 GIRLS enter from i.E.L.
THEY sing one refrain and dance and bus : to Thret
refrains and exit i.E.L. with PRINCIPAL.
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FINALE : ACT |

SCENE : Full s¢t, silver Cyc., etc.

CURTAINS OPEN

DANCER discovered up stage G, in old-fashioned
Polka Dress.

DANCE : Polka—to tune of Grandma's Days as in
score.  End of Dance—

MAN enters I.LE.L. in oJd-fashioned dress, THEY
dance—Mazurka (as in score), twice through. End of
dance—

He exits |.LE.L. She exitsi.E.R.

FOUR LITTLE GIRLS and FOUR LITTLE BOYS enter
zE.L. THEY dance Polka as arranged, " Bric-d-Brac "
as in Score.

Exit 2.E.R.

EIGHT BIG GIRLS and EIGHT BIG BOYS enter
z.E.L. THEY dance Polka as arranged in Score.

Exit z.E.R.

The THREE GRACES: First one enters 2.E.L.,
comes down C. Second one enters 2.E.R., comes down R.
Third one enters 2.E L., comes down L.

DANCE as arranged in Score.

Portions of Balletfrom " Robert the Devil."

THEY exit R. and L.

VALSE . HOLLAND AND BARRY SPECIALITY
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Enter 3EL. Dance as arranged.

FINALE. FULL COMPANY. VALSE

EIGHT SMALL GIRLS enter z.E.L. When they are
all on EIGHT BIG GIRLS and EIGHT BIG BOYS enter
from |.E.R. and valse around SMALL GIRLS who are
waltzing in middle of stage.

TEN COUPLES OF PRINCIPALS enter from |.E.L.
and valse around outer edge of other dancers till curtain
—then THEY reverse.

CURTAINS open—they waltz round once more.

CURTAIN
Wa/tz Refrain : " Teach Me to Da we " as in Score.
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CHARACTERS
THE LIDO BEACH

THE CONTESSA
LADY FENCHURCH
SIR CHARLES FENCHURCH
YOUNG MAN
BARONESS KURDLE
MR. CLARK

LADY MILLICENT
LADY SALTWOOD
LADY VERLAP
VIOLET

JANE

BABY

GRACE
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ACT 1l

THE LIDO
OPENING.

The scene is the luido 'Reach. There should be a back-
cloth with "Excelsior Hotel" on it up against bright blue
sky. In the foreground a row of cabanas with coloured
striped awnings and coloured mattresses and cushions.
When the curtain rises the CHORUS is discovered in a
straight line across the stage, with their bands on their
knees looking out front. Some are in bathing dresses,
and some in gaily colouredpyjamas. There is a general
air of sunshine and colour and gaiety.

Opening Chorus.

ALL : A narrow strip of sand
Where Byron used to ride about,
While stately ships would glide about
The sea on either hand.
But now the times have changed,
For civilised society
With infinite variety
Has had it rearranged.
No more the moon
On the ill Lagoon
Can please the young enchanted,
They must have this
And they must have that
And they take it dl for granted.
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They hitch their star

To a cocktail bar

Which is dl they redly wanted,
That narrow strip of sand
Now reeks with assininity
Within the near vicinity

A syncopated band

That plays the blues—all the day long—
And dl the old Venetians say
They like a nice torpedo

To blow the Lido away.

CHORUS go up stage and form several groups.
Two WIVES enter top ER. and Two top E.L. and
come down to footlights.

WIVES : Beneath the blue skies
Of Sunny Italy,
We lie on the sand
But please understand
We're terribly grand.
We firmly married
The old nobility,
But we can spend happy days here,
Take off our stays here,
Tarnish our laurels,
Loosen our morals.
Oh 1 you'll never know
The great rdief it is
To let our feelings go,
Were comme il faut
You see and so
It doesn't matter what vulgarity
We show!
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Two HUSBANDS enter top R. and Two top L. and
come down and take up positions on left of each WIFE.

HUSBANDS: Ladies of abundant means

And less abundant minds,

Although we're not romantic

We crossed the cold Atlantic

To choose a few commercia queens

Of different sorts and kinds.

Returning with a cargo

Of girlhood from Chicago,

Tho' we regret it more from day to day

We think it only fair to you to say:

It wasn't for your beauty that we married
you,

It wasn't for your culture or your wit,

It wasn't for the quality that Mrs. Glyn
describes

As " It" just it.

It wasn't your position in society

That led us on to making such afuss.

FOUR WIVES start going off L. FOUR HUSBANDS
dtart going off R. singing the last three lines.

Forgive us being frank,
But your balance in the bank
Made you just the only wives for us.

At exit of HUSBANDS and WIVES, CHORUS form
a straight line across stage and sing this verse :

ALL : This narrow strip of sand
Makes something seem to burst in us,
Brings out the very worst in us,
But kindly understand
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Weve got the blues dl the day long
And every year we always say

Wed like a nice torpedo

To blow the Lido away!

Half exit R. Half exit L.

At the end of the Opening Chorus there is a general
buzz of conversation. FOUR PEOPLE playing bridge
outside a cabana on the L. are quarrelling furiously.

LADY M. is lying on mattress R.
CONTESSA : What did you play that for ?
SIR C. : Because it seemed to me the most suitable
card to play.
CONTESSA : I've always thought you adreary old fool,
Charles.
LADY F. : Darling Contessa—don't be so tiresome.
CONTESSA : We're playing bridge—not animal grab.
A YOUNG MAN in a bathing suit approaches the
table 1L.E.L.
YOUNG MAN : Arewe lunching upstairs dressed, or
down here undressed ?
CONTESSA : Mind your own business !
YOUNG MAN : It is my business. I'm paying for
lunch.
LADY F.: Upstairs then, dear—it's more expensive.
YOUNG MAN : Look—here comes a photographer.

EVERYBODY at once screams and rushes eagerly off
the stage.

SIR CHARLES stops and looks at cards and then
rushes off.

After a moment they return smiling with satisfaction.
The YOUNG MAN lies down at bottom of mattress R.
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SIR C.: Wdll, | double.

The BARONESS KURDLE, an elderly woman, comes
out of her cabana in a dressing-gown—she is large and
extremely feminine. She is followed by MR. CLARK
from top EL.

LADY M.: Who's this? I'm new to the Lido.

CONTESSA : That's the Baroness Kurdle. Just an
Austrian girl.

BARONESS : Where iss my ail ?

LADY M.: Your what, dear ?

BARONESS : Oil—somebody have pinched him.

MR. CLARK : Pinched who ?

BARONESS : My ail. Itiss my hour for sunburn.

LADY M. (holding up bottle) : Is this it ?

MR. CLARK pulls mattress down stage.

BARONESS : Ach yes—Mr. Clark, you will please rub
my back—I, my front can do myself—

LADY M.: | never know, Baroness, why you go to
dl this trouble, anyhow.

BARONESS (taking off her dressing-gown and displaying a
dightly inadequate bathing costume]: Sunburn is very
becoming—hbut only when it is even—one must be
careful not to look like a mixed grill. (She undoes her
shoulder-straps of her bathing suit and liesface downwards on
a mattress.) Mr. Clark, you will please begin.

MR. CLARK dutifully begins to rub her back with ail.

LADY M.: Look—there's a photographer.

BARONESS: My wrap—my God! my wrap—my
God!

EVERYBODY at once rushes off all entrances L. The
BARONESS is the last one off the stage.

VIOLET, JANE, BABY and GRACE enter top ER.
They are all exquisitely dressed.
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VIOLET : What's that crowd over there ?

JANE : Only a camera-man.

BABY : Redly, the way these people rush after
publicity is disgusting—we don't go on like that.

GRACE : They're amateurs, dear—and we're pro-

fessiondls.
THEY come down stage to footlights.
QUARTETTE : "Little Women" (VIOLET, JANE,

BABY and GRACE).

Verse i.

business as arranged.
ALL:

We're little girls of certain ages
Fresh from London Town,

Like an instalment plan of Drage's
We want so much down.

We have discovered years ago
That flesh is often clay,

WEe're not a new sin

We're on the loose in

Quite the nicest way.

We have renounced domestic cares
For ever and for aye,

We're not so vicious,

Merely ambitious,

If there must be love

Let it be free love.

Rifra/n.

WEe'e little women,
Alluring little women,
Cute but cold fish
Just like goldfish
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Looking for a bowl to swim in.
We lead ornamental

But uncreative lives,

We may be little women

VIOLET

ALL :

RUTH:

ALL :

JANE :

But were not good wives.

. | am just an ingenue

And ghdl be till I'm eighty-two

At any rude remark my spirit winces,
I've a keen religious sense

But in girlish self-defence

| always have to put my faith in princes.

Do not trust them, gentle maiden,
They will kick you in the pants.

I'm not a type that is frequently seen
| wear my har in a narrow bang,
| have remained at the age of eighteen
Since | left home in a charabanc
Tho' men dl pursue me
When they woo me
They construe me as innocent,
But when | hear things suggestively phrased
I'm not unduly amazed.

It takes far more than that to wake
Sweet wonder in her eyes.

| waste no time on things
That other girls are arch about,
| much prefer to march about aone.
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| am a baby vamp,

I'd take a postage stamp,

| just believe in grabbing

Anything that's offered me.

If Mother Hubbard proffered me—a bone
| should not be upset,

Have the darned thing re-set.

Much further than the Swanee River
She keeps her old folks at home.

| am a girl whose soul with domesticity
abounds,

| know a man of six foot three who's worth
a million pounds (n>oops\

Tho' he is like a brother

| haven't told my mother

He's given me alovely house and grounds 1

Be it ever so humbug
There's no place like home.

2nd Refrain.
We'e little women
Alluring little women,
Cute but cold fish,
Just like goldfish
Looking for a bowl to swim in.
Tho' were very clinging
Our independence thrives
We may be little women
But we're not good wives.

THEY all exeunt |.E.L. on the last four bars.

42



ACT 11 THIS YEAR OF GRACE

THE ENGLISH LIDO

CHARACTERS

MR. FREEMAN
MRS. FREEMAN
ALICE

FRANKIE
OFFICIAL

MR. HARRIS
MRS. HARRIS
PHYLLIS

VI

GEORGIE

MRS. CLARK
MRS. JONES
MADGE

DORIS

DAISY KIPSHAW

HOCKEY PLAYERS, CHILDREN, CAMERA-
MEN, BATHERS, ec.
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Preliminary Speech. ANNOUNCER comes on infront of Tabs.

ANNOUNCER : Ladies and gentlemen, it has been
suggested in several newspapers of late that English
seaside resorts hold out fewer attractions to visitors
than Continental ones. Any true patriotic Englishman
naturally resents this reflection on our nationa gaiety
and Mr. Caochran perhaps more keenly than anyone—
s0 he has determined to prove conclusively once and
for dl that no holiday resort in the world can equa in
charm, gaiety and light-hearted care-free enjoyment an
average watering-place on the shores of the English
Channdl.

OPENING CHORUS.

ALL the CHORUS are discovered in a straight line
across the stage. MR. and MRS, HARRIS in middle of
line, MR. and MRS. FREEMAN to the left of them.

ALL : Hooray, hooray, hooray !
The holidays!
The jolly days
When laughter, fun and folly days
Appear.
Hooray, hooray, hooray 1
The laity
With gaiety
And charming spontaneity
Must cheer.

MR. HARRIS : I've left my bowler hat and rubber
collar far behind.
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MRS. H: | wish to God you'd left that awful
Panama behind,
It looks gaga behind.

ALL : But never mind because the holidays are here,
Our tastes are very far from Orientdl,
We have a very fixed idea of fun,
The thought of anything experimental
Or Continenta
We shun.
We take to innovations very badly,
Wed rather be uncomfortable than not
In fighting any new suggestion madly
Wed gladly
Beshot 1
We much prefer to take our pleasures sadly
Belcause were redly quite contented with our
ot.

The scene is structurally the same as the Lido Scene, except
that in place of cabanas there are bathing machines. The
sky is leaden-grey and there is a violent wind blowing.
Some of the characters wear ill-fitting bathing costumes
with Burberrys and mackintoshes over them, others are
dressed respectably in flannels and blazers and plus-fours
and cloth coats and skirts and very rumpled summer
dresses. There broods over everything that air of com-
placent dreariness which is inseparablefrom any English
seaside resort.

When the Opening Chorus is over, a very well-developed
WOMAN of about thirty runs in from |.E.R. to centre.

WOMAN : | say, girls, what about a game of beach
hockey ?
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IST GIRL : Topping!
2NDGIRL : Righto!
3RD GIRL : Good egg!

About NINE of them go offdeaving the stage empty
except for the harassed family on the R. They sit in the
two endchairs. Andthe FREEMAN family on the L. and
afew odd people strolling about. MRS. FREEMAN is
vainly trying to put up a deck-chair R. of bathing machine.
Finally she sits down. An OLD MAN climbs up steps
of bathing machine and looks through bole in the door.
MR. FREEMAN sits down R. of bathing machine with a
newspaper.

MR. F. : 'l, come on out of it, nosy!

OLD MAN goes top ER.

MRS. F. (sits down) : That's the first time I've been
‘ot for ten days. (If knitting.)

MR. F. : What are you grumblin' about ?

MRS. F. : I'm not grumblin’, but it's my belief this
place isn't as bracing as they said it was. | feel awful.

MR. F. (wearily) : Oh, what's the matter with you ?

MRS. F.. Wel, I'll tdl you—I've got a cold, wind
under the ‘eart, | feel sick and me feet hurt |

MR. F.: What dyou think you are—a medica
magazine?

MRS. F. : Wdl, if you 'adn't 'ad hiccoughs al night
| might ‘ave got a bit of deep and felt better.

MR. F.: Where's Alice ?

MRS. F.: 'Elping Frankie on with his bathing things
—'e loves the water.

Shrill screams of rage come from inside the bathing
machine.

MR. F.: Yes, it sounds like it, don't it ?
ALICE, a girl of about sixteen, in a very voluminous
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bathing-gown comes out of the bathing machine leading
FRANKIE, a little boy of ten, clad only in striped bathing
drawers—be isyelling loudly. Cross to R.
Can't you keep the child quiet, yer mas not feeling
well.
ALICE : 'E found a beetle in 'is bucket.
MR. FREEMAN goes over to FRANKIE.

MR. F.: 'Ere, 'ere, 'ere, Frankie, stop it—you're
getting a big boy now—making al that fuss about a
poor innocent beetle.

MRS. F. : That child's been a bundle of nerves ever
since we took him to see " Chang"

An OFFICIAL in uniform walks on and taps MR,
FREEMAN on the shoulder.

OFFICIAL : Excuse me, thislittlelad must have atop
to 'is bathing dress.

MR. F.: Why—what for ?

OFFICIAL : Corporation'srules.

MRS. F. gets upfrom chair and comes down stage.

MRS. F. : Lot of nonsense—the child's under age.

OFFICIAL : Can't 'elp that, madam.

ALICE : 'E 'asn't got a top.

OFFICIAL : The Corporation's very strict about
indecent exposure.

MR. F. : Wél, it's coming to something if a child of
ten can't enjoy a state of nature without giving a lot
of old ladies ideas.

OFFICIAL : England don't ‘old with states of nature.

MRS. F.: 'Ere—'€d better 'ave my crochet sports
jacket. (Cross to R. She gives it to ALICE, who drapes it
round FRANKIE.) Will that do ?

OFFICIAL : Yes—sorry to ‘ave troubled you.

He goes off 2.E.L.
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MR. F. : Wél, I'm damned!
ALICE : Come on, Frankie.
Takes him off LER.

MR. F.: That boy looks effeminate. You going to
have a bathe this morning?

MRS. F.: Not unless you want me to die this
afternoon.

MR. F.. I'm off to 'ave a paddle. (Crossto R)

MRS. F.: Mind you take plenty of soda with it.

MR. FREEMAN isgoing off and collides with MADGE
and DORIS on the way. They are crossing from R. to L.

MR. F.: Pardon.

DORIS: Granted.

SHE and MADGE dtroll across.

MADGE : Where was | ?

DORIS: Hewasjust holding your hand and the band
was playing the Mikado.

MADGE: Oh, yes—wdll, dear—I said, keep your
hands to yoursdf and he said, why? and | said, you
know why, and he said, come off it, Miss High and
Mighty, and | said, don't be saucy, and he bought me
some nougat and | didn't get home till two in the
morning.

THEY go off.

MRS. H. (reading the paper) : Fred!

HARRIS (who has been deeping): 'Allo !

MRS. H.: That murderer's been caught.

HARRIS : Which one ?

MRS. H.: Last Tuesday's.

HARRIS: Oh'!

MRS. H.: You can go and see the 'ouse where it
‘appened. It's quite near 'ere. Mabel went yesterday
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and sad it was lovely—blood dl over everything.
HARRIS: Cool We might take the children this
afternoon.
MRS. H.: All right. Il cut some sandwiches.
Two CHILDREN, GEORGIE and VI, come running
in screamingfrom |.E.R. They go to their MOTHER.
HARRIS : What's up now ?
VI: Georgie hit me with his iron spade.
GEORGIE : No, | never!
VI: Yes hedid!
GEORGIE : No, | never |
MRS. H.: Come 'ere, Georgie—that's the third time
you've 'it Vi in two days—I'll teach you.
She bends him across her knee and smacks him—the
noise is deafening.
HARRIS: Can't you leave the blighter alone ?
MRS. H.: Don't you tdl me 'ow to bring up me
own children |
HARRIS: The poor little bloke didn't mean it.
VI: Yes 'e did.
HARRIS : You shut up, you———(H' daps her. She
fits up a terrible bowl.)
VI (screaming) : Ow ow ow | Father ‘it mel
MRS. H.: You great brute, youl (Getting up and
taking VI in her arms)
HARRIS : Brute, am | ?
MRS. H.: Be quigt, VI—stop that noisel
HARRIS : | can't stand this—I'm going to get drunk—
Goes off top EL.
MRS. H.; That'll be a change—
A. harassed mother, MRS, CLARK enters pushing a
screaming child in front of her. They get to centre.
MRS. CLARK : | brought you ‘ere to enjoy yourselves
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and enjoy yourselves you're going to! Now go on—
paddie.
She smacks her hard and the CHILD goes off scream
ing, GEORGiEand VI follow LER.
MRS. CLARK sits down exhausted next to MRS
FREEMAN R,
Il never come to this place again as long as | live.

MRS. F. : | don't think | shal live long enough to
be able to.

MRS. HARRIS is fanning herself with her paper.
MRS. JONES, a weary-looking woman, comes on top ER.
andsits down next to her.

MRS. JONES: Good morning, Mrs. Harris.

MRS. HARRIS : Good morning.

MRS. JONES: I've just come from the 'ospital, my
little Albert fell off a rock yesterday and cut 'is 'ead
open—

THEY all come down stage.

" Mother's Complaint:"
We're all of us mothers,
We're dl of us wives,
The whole depressing crowd of us
With our kind assistance
The Motherland thrives.
We hope the nation's proud of us
For one dreary fortnight
In each dreary year
We bring our obstreperous families here.
We paddle and bathe while it hails and it rains
In spite of anaemia and varicose vens,
Hey nonny, ho nonny, no no no.
Our lodgings are frowzy

50



ACT I THIS YEAR OF GRACE

Expensive and damp,

The food is indigestible

We sit on the beach

Till we're tortured with cramp

And lifeis quite detestable.

The children go out with a bucket and spade
And injure themselves on the asphalt parade,
There's sand in the porridge and sand in the bed,
And if this is pleasure, we'd rather be dead,
Hey nonny, ho nonny, no no no!

Vr, PHYLLIS and GRORGIE rush onfrom |.E.R.

Vi : Mum, mum, Cissie Parker's seen a whale.
MRS. H.: Don't you tell such lies, Violet Harris.
PHYLLIS : It'strue, it'strue—I saw it too—Ilook there!

ALICE and FRANKIE FREEMAN rush on.

ALICE : Mother—mother—a great big whale.

MRS. F.: May God forgive you, you wicked little
fibber.

SEVERAL other CHILDREN rush on screaming, and
all the CHORUS : "A whale, a whale/ " Also grown-
ups—finally the OFFICIAL re-enters top E.L. and comes
to centre of stage.

OFFICIAL : 'Ere, 'ere, 'ere—what's al this noise ?

MRS. H.: There's a whale—my Vi's seen a whale.
Look, there it is!

Lots more people rush on, the OFFICIAL produces
some glasses and looks through them.

OFFICIAL : That's not a whale—that's Daisy Kip-
shaw, the Channel swimmer. She gets 'ere regularly
every Friday morning from Boulogne.

Everybody cheers. THREE MEN come on with
cameras and finally DAISY KIPSHAW, a very large
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woman in a bathing suit, entersfrom |.E.L.. The THREE
MEN with cameras take photos of her, one asshe turns
to pick up her cloak which she has dropped on getting
to centre of stage. As she enters all the CHORUS take
tip lines across stage on OP side.

FINALE and Number for DAISY KIPSHAW.

She comes centre.

CHORUS : Hail, Neptune's daughter
The pride of Finsbury Park,
Behold a modest clerk
Is goddess of the water.
Hall, pioneer girl
Tho' rain and wind have come
You've swum and swum and swum
You redly are a dear girl.

DAISY :  Kind friends, | thank you one and all
For your delightful greetings.
| merely heard my country's call
At patriotic meetings.

CHORUS : Just think of that,
Just think of that,
She got her inspiration a
A patriotic mesting.
Oh, tell us more,
Oh, tdl us more,
Oh, tdl us what you do it for,
It must be overheating.

DAISY :. Kind friends, | thank you al again
And since you ask me to
[ will explain.
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SONG : " Britannia Rules the Waves " (Daisy.)

Verse,
DAISY :  Like other chaste stenographers
| smply hate photographers,
| aso hate publicity.

CHORUS : Shelives for sheer simplicity.

DAISY :  For any woman more or less
A photo in the daily press
Is horribly embarrassing.

CHORUS : It must be dreadfully harassing.

DAISY : The British mde
May often fail,
Our faith in sport is shaken,
So English girls awaken
And save the nation's bacon.

Refrain |

(Sung by DAISY alone first)
Up girls and at 'em,
And play the game to win,
The men mugt dl give in
Before the feminine.
Bowl 'em and bat 'em
And put them on the run,
Defeat them every one
Old Caspar's work is done,
WEIl do our bit till our muscles crack
Well put afrill on the Union Jack,
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If Russia has planned

To conquer us and

America misbehaves,

Up girls and at 'em,

Britannia rules the waves |
Business with chorus as arranged.

Refrain z

DAISY & Up girls and a ‘em,

CHORUS : And play the game to win,
The men must al give in
Before the feminine.
Bowl 'em and bat ‘em,
And put them on the run,
Defeat them every one
Old Caspar's work is done.

ACT I

DAISY :  WEIl do our bit till our muscles crack,
CHORUS : Well put a frill on the Union Jack.

DAISY : If Russia has planned to conquer us and

America misbehaves,
Up girls and at 'em,
Britannia rules the waves.

Refrain 3. (Spoken.)
DAISY :  Up girls and at 'em,

: Go out and win your spurs,
For England much prefers
Applauding amateurs.

Man is an atom
So break your sily necks
In order to annex
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DAISY &

CHORUS :

DAISY :

CHORUS :

THIS YEAR OF GRACE

Supremacy of sex.

Valiantly over the world well roam
Husbands must wait till the cows come
The men of to-day [home.
Who get in our way

Are digging their early graves,

Up girls and at 'em,

Britannia rules the waves.

Refrain 4.

Up girls and at 'em,

And play the game to win,
The men must al givein
Before the feminine.

Bowl 'em and bat 'em

And put them on the run,
Defeat them every one

Old Caspar's work is done.
Well do our hit

Till our muscles crack,
Well put afrill

On the Union Jack.

Here's to the maid
Who isn't afraid
Who shingles and shoots and shaves.

Up girls and a 'em,
Britannia rules the waves.

Business of CHORUS BOY S getting in her way' They
lift her up. As they all drop on stage—

BLACK  Our
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" THE LEGEND OF THE LILY OF THE

VALLEY."
DRESS PLOT.

FLANNELETTE: Beaded Shaftesbury Avenue evening

BERGAMOT :

FEMALE

COURTIERS:

MALE

COURTIERS :

FAIRIES:

frock, necklace of ping-pong bals—
brown leather aviator's cap, cricket pads
and bare feet.
American Union two-piece bathing
suit, bare legs; boots with spats and
an admira's hat—bow and arrow.
Pink flannel drawers, lace camisoles,
Russian boots. The framework of hoop
skirts composed of gas piping—head-
dress traditional of eighteenth century
with dolls furniture festooned in the
hair.
Jaeger long-legged combinations —
foothall boots—brass-studded |eather
belts with smal jewelled swords—
smdl gold crowns on dastic.
Burberrys, bowler hats, long rope wigs
reaching to the floor—gossamer wings
—pink satin balet shoes.

MARQUIS DE  Plus-fours—Harlequin ~ shirt  with

POOPINAC :

spangles, tight-fitting cap with a cdlu-
loid windmill. Bare legs with carpet

dippers.

SCENE : The scene should be angular withfactory chimneys and
wheelsturning. The choreography should be almost entirely
posturing in the most unattractive attitudes possible.
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INTRODUCTORY SPEECH

Ladies and gentlemen, as a sop to those of you who
are bored and satiated with usual superficial]ties of light
musical entertainments, Mr. Cochran has asked me to
announce the production of a short ballet in which
beauty, austerity and intellectuality are blended together
with that spirit of progressive modernity which we have