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GAS LAMP LIGHTS BROADWAY – Act I

Scene 1: The Naughty 90s
                         [The curtain slowly opens with a spotlight on...] 

Solo:                 C'mon along and listen to the lullaby of .......

Ziegfeld Girls: [whisper in blue] Broadway!

[Lights up on the Broadway marquees on the musical cue. NYC sounds of the street are heard.  The stage fills up with newsies, venders, businessmen,

star-to-bees, etc, all making noise.]

Chorus:          The rumble of the subway train, the rattle of the taxis,

The Daffodils who entertain at Angelos and Maxis

[Spotlight on Ziegfeld girls over at the piano dancing]

                        When a Broadway baby says goodnight 

                        It's early in the morning. 

                        Manhattan babies don't sleep tight, until the dawn...

ZIegfeld Girls:     
Goodnight baby, goodnight Milkman's on his way .

                        
Sleep tight baby, sleep tight. Let's call it a day.

                         
[music slows] Listen to the lullaby......

Solo:               I'm just a Broadway Baby walkin off my tired feet.

                         Poundin 42nd street  to be in a show

Broadway Babies:   Broadway Babies.

                          Learnin how to sing and dance

                          Waitin for that one big chance  to be in a show.

                          Gee, I'd like to be on some marquee all twinklin lights

                          A spark to pierce the dark from Battery Park

                          To Washington Heights

Solo:                 Say Mr. Producer, some girls get the breaks.  

                          Just give me my cue, sir. I've got what it takes.

All:                     Say Mr. Producer. I'm talkin to you, Sir.

                           I don't need a lot, only what I got.

                           Plus a tube of greasepaint and a follow spot!

That's Entertainment!

All:
The lights on the lady in tights!

           or the chase, for the man with the face!

           or the clown with his pants falling down!

           That's Entertainment!

           It might be a fight like you never have seen!

           A swain getting slain for the heart of a Queen!


Some great Shakespearean scene,


Where a ghost and a prince meet,


And everyone ends in minced meat! 


The gag must be waving a flag,


That began with a mystical hand!


Hip Hooray! [Hooray]!  The American Way.....

Give My Regards to Broadway

All:                  Give My regards to Broadway 

                        Remember me to Herald Square

                       Tell all the gang at 42nd street that I will soon be there

                       Whisper for all I'm yearning 

                        To mingle with the old time throng

                       Give my regards to old Broadway 

                       And say that I'll be there er long

There's No Business Like Show Business

All:                 There's no business like show business

                        like no business I know

                       Everything about it is a feeling.

                       Everything that traffic will allow

                       Nowhere can you get that happy feeling

                       When you are stealing that extra bow

                      There's no people like show people they smile when they are low

 

Yesterday they told you you would not go far.

                        [Spotlight on soloist. Music stops]

Solo: 

And then it happened and there you are

                       Next day on your dressing room they’ve hung a star

 All:                [Tempo in] Let's go on with the show!

Joe:               [shouting]  Let's go!

All:                  Let's go on with the....

Zeigfeld girls:       Listen to the Lullaby

All:                    Of old Broadway!               

[The curtain closes on the entire cast in final pose.]

Lorenz Ziegfeld: [Steps out in front of the curtain] Thank you! Thank you! Ladies and Gentlemen from the bottom of my heart...and deep pockets...for coming to see the prettiest girls, and the funniest boys on Broadway, right here at the Star Theater at Union Square. And if you're looking for more music and excitement (after all, this is the Naughty 90s!), come join me and my beautiful all-American girls on the rooftop garden, where you can dine and dance while overlooking the greatest and longest street in New York - Broadway! The Avenue of Lights! The Great White Way!  Where one whole mile of lighted splendor stretches from right here on 13th street all the way up to Herald Square. Come tonight and bask in the flashing jewels that turn night into day.  On our rooftop garden, you can enjoy a glowing summer afternoon all night long! Then tomorrow, come see us again! Tell your friends!  Heck -- tell your enemies.  Tell everyone!  We'll be here 8 shows a week.  Once again, a nice round of applause, for the greatest show Broadway has ever seen!

Scene 2:  Backstage at the Star Theater

[The curtain opens with the cast, backs turned, facing upstage, still in final pose. The middle curtain is closing. The cast remains frozen until......middle curtain is closed. We are now backstage. Everyone breaks. All are busy. Stage crew breaking down the set, costumers collecting their head dresses, performers congratulating and complaining.  Energy is everywhere.]

Joe (Stage Manager): [Over the hustle and bustle] Ok, Ok, Ok! Good show everybody! Call time tomorrow is 2pm sharp!

Cast: [groans!]

Joe: We're makin' changes. You don't show, you're out! We got 100 more linin' up for your spot! Now get some sleep. Don't stay out too late!

Ziegfeld: No, no no! Stay out late, as late as they want ya to. Without them you got no paychecks. The highest tickets ever to be sold on Broadway are being sold right here at my Star Theater. Best seats in the house are goin' for not a buck 20, or even a buck 25, but a whole dollar and 50 cents, people!

Cast: [Cheers. applause.]
Ziegfeld: Now go upstairs and socialize. Let's make some dough! [They exit]
Maude Adams: [A young chorus girl approaches Ziegfeld.] Mr. Ziegfeld, you wanted to hear me sing?

Ziegfeld: Yes I did.  The girl from San Francisco, right?

Maude: Yes sir. Maude Adams.

Ziegfeld: Joe, go find the piano player. I wanna hear this girl.

Joe: You got it. [He leaves to get Paul]

Aaronson: [Grabs Ziegfeld's shoulder and puts a blueprint in his hands]. 

Here it is, Flo. It's a beauty!

Ziegfeld: What is?

Aaronson: Our Theater.

Ziegfeld: What theater?

Aaronson: You remember. The vacant lot I told ya about that my friend has ... way uptown.

Ziegfeld: How far uptown?

Aaronson: What's goin' on with you, ya sound like a broken record. Long Acre Square, where they're gonna build the New York Times building. It's a big deal! They're talkin' about building the first ever moving electrical sign up there. It's gonna be a hot spot. We gotta get in now.

Ziegfeld: You wanna build another theater, huh?

Aaronson: Only the largest one ever. I wanna call it: The New Amsterdam. What d'ya think? [No response] We could call it the Ziegfeld Theater....

Ziegfeld: What street is this lot on?

Aaronson: 39th street

Zeigfeld: That’s too far uptown. People aren’t gonna make the trip all the way up there.  Talk to David Belasco. He's lookin' to build a theater.  

Aaronson: You're missin' out!  If you don’t get in quick, the Schubert brothers are gonna own everything on Broadway.

Maude: Mr. Ziegfeld, we're ready.

Frankie: [simultaneously] Mr. Ziegfeld?

Ziegfeld: [To Frankie] Hold on a second, kid. [To Maude] Alright sweetheart. Show me what ya got.

Maude: [sings]    "There's a somebody I'm longing to see.

                               I hope that he turns out to be    

                              Someone who'll watch over me"...

Ziegfeld: [Cutting her off] Thank you. That's enough. [to Frankie] Ok kid, what d'ya want?

Maude: Excuse me, Mr. Ziegfeld? What did you think?

Ziegfeld: What did I think? You really want to know? I think instead of hearin' the crowds roar, you'll be hearin' 'em snore. You'll put 'em to sleep, honey.

Maude: I can pep it up. I grew up doin' Vaudeville. I can dance...[shows some dance moves]

Ziegfeld: Honey, I got dancers. I got dancers  comin' outa my ears! [to Frankie] Now you, kid. You ready? You got 30 seconds.

Frankie: [Looking compassionately at Maude] I ...I...

Zeigfeld: Spit it out kid. I ain't got time for this.

Frankie: I wanted to talk to you about selling programs at your shows. A list of the songs, the billing, who's who in the cast..the stars, you know, like what Charles Frohman did at the performances of  "The Black Crook".

Ziegfeld: Charles was a smart kid. And now look at him...."Charles Frohman The Starmaker.”   Sure kid. Eat your heart out. [He starts to leave]
Frankie: [running after him] Sir?

Ziegfeld: Your 30 seconds are up.

Frankie: Trust me. It's worth it.

Ziegfeld: [Turns to him impressed] You're on.

Frankie: I've talked to businesses in the area about advertising in these programs. With your permission, of course, I'd like...

Ziegfeld: How old are you?

Frankie: 12, sir.

Ziegfeld: What's your name?

Frankie; Frankie, Sir. Frank Strauss II 

Ziegfeld: You're even smarter than Charles was. You go right ahead kid. [He starts to leave, then turns around] Hey Frankie! [He throws Frankie the program.]  I want a cut.

Frankie: Yes sir. Thank you, sir.

Elsie: [A chorus girl runs up to ZIegfeld] Mr. ZIegfeld?
Ziegfeld: Not now Elsie. I'm outa here. I'm hungry! And you should be upstairs.  [He exits and Elsie runs out after him. Frankie looks over at Maude who has been gathering her things. She notices him watching her.]
Frankie: For what it's worth, I think your voice is swell... real swell.

Maude: Thanks, Frankie. [He runs out]

 [sings]              
"I'm a little lamb who's lost in the wood.

                           
 I know I could always be good

                           
To one who'll watch over me.




 Although he may not be the man some




Girls think of as handsome




To my heart, he carries the key…”

Scene 3: The Starmaker
Charles Frohman: [Comes out of the shadows] He's right, ya know. The big guy. It's all about speed, the pace! Keep the audience on the edge. Keep their hearts beatin'. Get em hootin’ and hollerin’, then applaudin' ‘til their palms bleed. Don't let ‘em get bored, if you lose ‘em, you won't get ‘em back.

Maude: [startled] Mr. Charles Frohman! I didn't know you were there. How long...

Charles: The kids right too, though. You got some chops on you. You can sing.

Maude: Thank you, sir. You have no idea what that means to me.

Charles: I'm fixing'  to put on a show at the Madison Square Theater. It's on 24th..

Maude: I know where your theater is. 

Charles: David Belasco is producing.

Maude: The actor from San Francisco?!

Charles: That's the one. He normally writes my shows, but we got a newcomer to Broadway this time who’s writtin’ and starin’ in it. This kid grew up doin’ Vaudeville like you. He’s very talented. a little full of himself.  His show’s called Little Johnny Jones.  I think you should meet with him. 

Maude: Why thank you!  Thank you! 

 [Lights out. downstage curtain closes. Maude steps in front. Lights up on George M. Cohan]

George: He thought we'd be a good fit. He thought I could write her songs.  She didn't recognize me! Me! George M. Cohan!  

Maude: I did just get here from San Francisco.

Charles: That don't matter.  Here, see if this rings a bell. [He steps back as if before an audience]  My mother thanks you, My father thanks you, my sister thanks you, and I thank you.....

Maude: [squeeling] You're George Cohan from the Cohan Family Act! 

Charles: Only the most highly paid 4-Act in Vaudeville!

Maude: And now you're writing a Broadway show?

Charles: Yep! A musical comedy. 

Maude: And you're gonna write me songs?

George: That's right. And my songs will make you a star. Pretty soon your name will be up there in lights. Close your eyes. Can ya see it? Look, I know you're good if Charles Frohman sent you to me.  But heck, even if you weren't, my songs are so good they could make anyone a star! My songs are gonna be heard on every street corner and in every joint in this town. I'm gonna own Broadway one day. A part of it, anyhow. Just a small part, mind you. The top part.

Yankee Doodle Dandy
         I’m a Yankee doodle dandy. A Yankee doodle Do or Die.

          A real live nephew of my Uncle Sam. Born on the 4th of July. 

          I got a Yankee doodle sweetheart. She's my Yankee Doodle joy.

         Yankee Doodle went to London just to ride the ponies.

          I am that Yankee Doodle Boy!

Scene 4: The Yiddish Yankee Doodle 
[Curtain opens to a street scene. A kid is selling papers and singing for coins with his pals. He's singing Cohan's song]

Izzy: "I’m a Yankee doodle dandy. A Yankee doodle Do or Die.

          A real live nephew of my Uncle Sam. Born on the 4th of July. 

          I got a Yankee doodle sweetheart. She's my Yankee Doodle joy.

         Yankee Doodle went to London just to ride the ponies.

          I am that Yankee Doodle Boy!

[Izzy and his fellow newsie pals break out in song and dance. Vaudeville style. The crowd loves him. They're throwing him their money. When the song is over, the crowd cheers, then disperses. His buddies gather the coins to count the money. A  distinguished looking gentleman approaches.]

Max Winslow: Look at that kid. The crowd loves you. What are you gonna do with all that money?

Berlin: Well, sir, my buddies and I are gonna divide it equally. 

Max: [chuckles. immediately endeared] And what will you do with all that talent of yours?

Berlin:  Well, Sir. One day, It's my dream... to be a singing waiter.

Max: [chuckles] Well, I do say, that's pretty ambitious of you, son.

Berlin: Yes sir.

Max: How bout I make that dream come true for you right now?

Berlin: You mean it?

Max: Ever heard of Tony's Saloon over at Union Square?

Berlin: Are you kiddin? I know Tony's! Are you for real, Mister...?

Max: Max. The names Max.  Max Winslow. [Holds out his hand]

Berlin: [Spits on his hand first to clean it. Max shakes it.] I don't know what to say.

Max: Why don't you start by telling me your name.

Berlin: Oh, right. Israel Isadore Baline.

Max: Well that’s a mouthful!  Whatta ya say you let me change your name, and we're in business.

Berlin: Mr. Winslow, you get me a job at Tony's, and I'll change anything you want.

Max: You play piano?

Berlin: No, but I can learn. I could even teach myself. I know I could. All I'd need is a piano. 

Max: C'mon. get your things. I'll see what I can do.

[Izzy's friends give him the thumbs up, and congratulate their pal. They start to give him his share of the coins.]

Berlin: No you guys keep it all. Heck, I think I just got a job at Tony's. [his friends cheer. He runs out after Max]  My friends call me Izzy! Could that work?

[They exit]

Scene 5: Hammerstein's Vaudeville House
[Curtain closes. Lights up on another distinguished looking gentleman.]

Von Tilzer: So Max tells me he's discovered this kid. He's ravin' about him so highly, I had to listen.

Max: [approaching] You gotta write with him, Von. I'm tellin' ya.

Von: Who is he?

Max: A boy from the east side. He had a mouthful of a name, but now he’s “Irving Berlin” – nickname is “Izzy.”  I got him a gig at the Saloon, "Tony's", on Union Square. He stayed after hours every night. Taught himself to play piano. I want you to try and get him a featured spot at the Victoria.

Von: Hammerstein’s Vaudeville House? What's in it for you?

 Max:  I just like the kid. You'll see.

 [Lights out. Spotlight up on William Hammerstein .]

Will Hammerstein: So... Von Tilzer brings me this kid he's been writing songs with. I agree to have him perform at my Vaudeville House. I'd had a lot of talented acts come through my theater, but this one?...[shakes his head] I will never forget his first night. I'd never seen anything like it.....[shakes his head again]

I'd never seen anything like it.

[Lights up on Irving Berlin sitting at the piano. curtain opens to reveal tables and chairs and an audience applauding.]

Berlin: Thank you. Thank you so much. For my next song, I'd like to sing a tune written by a great songwriter. I've had the privilege of meeting him, and he's an even greater fellow. His name is George Gershwin. This song a his makes me think a my buddies from my old neighborhood, down on Cherry street on the lower east side.

Swanee
Berlin:         Swanee. How I love ya how I love ya. My dear old Swanee. 

                      I'd give the world to be among the folks in D-I-X-I-Even now my 

                      Mammy's waitin' for me prayin' for me. Down by the Swanee. 

                     The folks up north will see me no more when I go to the Swanee shore.

Female Trio in 3-part harmony:

                       "Swanee. Swanee. I am coming back to Swanee. 

                       Mammy mammy. I love the old folks at home."

[During the next chorus, a faint sound of voices gradually growing is heard from the back of the theater. His "boys" are coming. They're calling out his name "Izzy", cheering and ranting, even singing along.]

[Spotlight up on Will Hammerstein]

Will Hammerstein:  [Hearing and seeing the crowd of kids coming to his theater.]

Right in the middle of Berlin's song, 200 of his pals from his old neighborhood came to support "their boy" Izzy. They were ranting his name, and joined him in song. He looked out at them and stood up. Even his old boss, Conner, from the Saloon was there. The kid could barely get a note out. His buddies just kept right on singing.

           [Izzy walks up to the crowd who has gathered at the foot of the stage]. 

All the little guy could do was finger his buttons on his coat while tears ran down his cheeks....right there....in MY vaudeville house. Hammerstein's Vaudeville House.

[The song ends.]

Conner: [Jumping up onto the stage next to Izzy] Ah yer terrific, lad. I miss ya! Ya know what you are me boy? Yer the Yiddish Yankee Doodle!

[The crowd cheers. During the next segment, they run around and up onto the stage to congratulate their friend. They're hugging  and slapping him on the back, even lifting him up in the air.]

[spotlight up on George Gershwin while this is happening.]

Gershwin: There he was. The soon to be greatest American Songwriter that ever lived stole the hearts of New Yorkers singing one of my songs. The year was 1910. The beginning of the Broadway Boom. It was a time of Splendor. George Cohan, the real Yankee doodle boy, sure enough owned Broadway.  And Broadway could be summed up in one word: Entertainment!  Irving Berlin and I, the other George, Gershwin that is, owned our share of Broadway too. Berlin wrote 19 shows and 1500 songs. The New York Times called him  "The Lullaby Kid". !n 1914 he wrote "Watch your Step" the first real American Musical.  Berlin had shown us the way. And there he was.....

                           [The crowd is gone now. Berlin is alone on stage.] 

......shocked that he and his songs had become an international success.

[spotlight on Cohan]

Cohan: The thing I like about my pal Izzy, is even though he has moved uptown, it hasn't turned his head. He wears his handkerchief and his watch in his pockets....where they belong!

[The two songwriters named George make their way toward Berlin center.] 

Berlin: I'll always be the boy who slept under tenement steps, ate scraps, and wore 2nd  and  3rd hand clothes. They were hard years, but they were good years. Every man should have a lower east side.

Scene 6: Give My Regards to Broadway

[Lights out. The sounds of war. Gunpowder explosions etc. sirens. We see flashing lights in the darkness.]

[Lights up. A ship's foghorn is heard. Sailors and their girls are saying goodbye.  Gershwin is saying goodbye to his friends Berlin and Cohan who are now wearing coats, and holding suitcases.]

Gershwin: You sure about this?

Berlin: America's joining the war.  I gotta enlist. 

Gershwin: You're not even American. You were born in Russia.

Berlin: But America took me in, me, my folks and my 8 brothers and sisters. I gotta support my adopted country. 

Gershwin: Well, I'll hold down the fort for ya both...I'll be here writin' songs on good ole Broadway.

Berlin: Make no mistake about it,  I'll be writing Broadway shows too.  For the Boys overseas! And they'll be starring in them.

Gershwin: Well if anyone can keep up their morale, it's you and Mr. “Born on the 4th of July” over here. You're two of the most patriotic people I know. Just don't stay away too long.

Cohan: Broadway won't forget us. I own it remember? [Ship horn blows.]

Cohan: C'mon, Izzy, we better go.

Gershwin: I'll be seein' you.

Berlin: [shaking his hand] George? [He gives him a hug] 

Cohan: [Running down the isle to the ship with Berlin] Hey Gershwin, don't forget to do it, now, ya hear?

Gershwin: [shouting] Do what?

Cohan: {shouting back as he runs]  Give my regards to Broadway!! 

[sailors slowly sing as they board]
Give my regards to Broadway

Remember me to Herald Square

Tell all the gang at Forty Second Street

That I will soon be there!

Whisper of how I’m yearning

To mingle with the old time throng

Give my regards to old Broadway

And say that I’ll be there ’er long

Scene 7: Broadway's Rhythm

 [A bunch of Newsies run on]
Newsie#1: Extra! Extra! Read all about it! The Yankee Doodle Boy and the Lullaby Kid overseas! Broadway still thrives!

Newsie #2:  America forgets her troubles and just gets happy under the lights of The Great White Way! 

Doris Eaton (the last Ziegfeld Girl): During the war, Broadway was an escape. A time for people to try to forget what was happening.  And the area at 42nd street, now called Times Square (after the newspaper), was a growing cluster of stars and lights. And we performers did our part too. The Chorus Girls got together and held food drives and folded bandages and made clothing. We even sold Liberty Bonds from the stage. We put on overalls and learned to drive trucks to free men for the draft! And through it all, Broadway tunes kept everyone humming, and rumbling and tapping their feet.

Newsie#3:  Gershwin makes headlines, climbing to the top of the barrel.

Newsie#4  George Gershwin IS the Big Apple, everybody!!

Newsie#1: Read all about it!   Jazz rhythms of Harlem make their way by the

                    Gershwin train, from the Cotton Club to the Broadway stage!

Newsie#2: Broadway Booms with pulse and rhythm! Extra! Extra!

Newsie#3: Read all about it! The longest note ever to be held on Broadway! Newsie#4:Singin’ that Gershwin tune!

Newsie#1: Presenting....in person....

Newsie#2:The lady herself!

Newsie#3:Big and brassy! And ever so sassy!

Newsie#4:The Queen of Broadway!

All 5 Newsie: Ethel Merman!!!

"I Got Rhythm" 

[song and dance with Ethel and chorus]

Days can be sunny with never a sigh;

Don't need what money can buy.

Birds in the tree sing their dayful of song,

Why shouldn't we sing along?

I'm chipper all the day,

Happy with my lot.

How do I get that way?

Look at what I've got:

I got rhythm

I got music

I got my man/girl

Who could ask for anything more?

I got daisies

In green pastures,

I got my man/girl

Who could ask for anything more?

l' Man Trouble,

I don't mind him.

You won't find him

'Round my door.

I got starlight,

I got sweet dreams,

I got my man/girl,

Who could ask for anything more?

Who could ask for anything more? 

[Lights out]

Scene 8: A Spell is Cast: Showboat

[Jerome Kern is sitting at the piano in Oscar Hammerstein's apartment playing one of his own songs. Hammerstein and Ziegfeld are at the dining room table discussing.]

Hammerstein: I'm tellin you, Mr. Ziegfeld. Now is the time. America grew up during the war. Horizons have been broadened.

Ziegfeld: I don't know, Oscar. Your father, William Hammerstein knew what he was doin, but you're new at this. And even he only did Vaudeville. This is Broadway. [Takes a beat, then turns to Oscar.] What do you mean horizons have broadened?  [Kern stops tinkering at the piano and listens.]
Hammerstein: Well, for one thing, the women know they can hold down the fort pretty well by themselves. They’re stronger. They've seen the workplace. They’ve banked the paychecks.

ZIegfeld: And the boys?

Kern: [stands up, and walks over to them.] The boys, Mr. ZIegfeld, the boys have seen Paree!

Hammerstein: Kern is right.

Kern: Now that the boys have been overseas, they’ve seen a whole different world.  And they’ve brought a lot of it back to the states.  We need to bring some of that flavor to the Broadway Musical!

Hammerstein: This show is gonna be nothing like anything America’s seen. ZIegfeld: So you're telling me they don't want to see the TA DA!  The Oh LA LA?

Didn’t the Can Can come from Europe?

Hammerstein: Yeah, but they want more.

Kern: They want the realism from European theater too. 

Hammerstein: It's contagious! I'm tellin' ya.

Kern: Let's break the tradition. Let's do this show. It’ll show the grit of life and relationships, and prejudice...and even showbiz. 

Hammerstein: Let's show its wrinkled face.

ZIegfeld: And no variety show in the mix? Or old big hits to throw in and keep em up on their toes?

Kern: I'm not opposed to bringing in old songs, but they need to fit in the story and the mood of the show. 

Hammerstein: Like the one you wrote 10 yrs ago. The one you were just talking about. The song about the ordinary guy.

ZIegfeld: Ordinary guy?!

Kern: Oh yeah,"Bill" , that one works really well,  see?

ZIegfeld: Ordinary?

Kern: A musical with a dramatic theme. 

Hammerstein: Not a comedy.

ZIegfeld: Thank you, Oscar, I gathered as much.

Kern: I'm tellin you, Flo. It'll be unlike anything before.

Hammerstein: This will be a musical that, if performed well, will make you cry.

[The curtain opens to a nightclub scene. The chorus sings while becoming the   audience sitting at tables and chairs ready to see a show.]

"Life Upon the Wicked Stage"
Life upon the wicked stage

Ain't ever what a girl supposes;

Stage door Johnnies aren't raging

Over you with gems and roses.

Wild old men who give you jewels and sables

Only live in Aesop's Fables.

Life upon the wicked stage

Ain't nothin' for a girl.

 A girl steps up to the mic and sings.]

"Bill"

Julie:
         He can't play golf, or tennis, or polo

                      or sing a solo, or row.

                      He isn't half as handsome

                      as dozens of others I know.

                       He isn't tall and straight and slim

                       And he dresses far worse than Ted or Jim.

                       And I can't explain why he should be

                       Just the one boy in the world for me

                      He's just my Bill, an ordinary boy

                      He hasn't got a thing that I can brag about.

                      His form and face, his tender grace

                      are not the kind you would find in a statue

                      But I can't explain it's surely not his brain

                      That makes me thrill.

                      I love him because he's, I don't know,--

                      Because he's just my Bill.

 [The song is over. The "audience" on stage does not applaud. Curtain closes]
 [Ziegfeld steps in front of the curtain, just as we saw him do after the opening number. This time it's different.  He looks out at the real audience. He waits for near silence.]

Ziegfeld:  After the show on opening night, the audience filed out of my theater, the Ziegfeld Theater, in silence. I thought my worst fears had been confirmed....I thought the show was a flop.  But the next morning - rave revues. People were lining up at the box office. It was a hit!  It ran until the summer of 1929. --  Oscar Hammerstein's book and Jerome Kern's music brought in 572 performances. And Showboat never ceased to cast a spell at any one of them. 

Scene 9: There's No business Like Show Business

[Jerome Kern is sitting at his desk in his NYC office.] Dorothy Fields enters with focused enthusiasm.]

Dorothy: Hello Mr. Kern. [Holds out her hand] My name is Dorothy Fields.

Kern: Uh -  How did you get in here? 

Dorothy: Your secretary let me in.

Kern: [picking up the phone] I told her. [grunts] Why did you ...

Dorothy; [Takes the phone and hangs it up gently] She just did. [He looks up at her] I wanted to congratulate you on your work in Showboat. It was simply riveting. I can't say enough good things about the music.

Kern: Well, thank you, Miss...uh....Fields was it?

Dorothy: Yes, it was, and it still is. I came here today to tell you that I'd like to work with you.

Kern: Oh, well honey, I'm not auditioning singers …..

Dorothy:  I'm not a singer.

Kern: I see. Well, the dancers...

Dorothy: I don't sing or dance.....in public anyhow.

Kern: Well then, you certainly do not belong in Musicals, Miss Fields. Go find Eugene O'Neil and knock down his office door.

Dorothy: I'm not an actress, Mr. Kern. I wanted to be when I was younger, but my father wouldn't hear of it. 

Kern: What? I don't understand. You wanna get my coffee, type my letters? I have a secretary. Not a very good one apparently.

Dorothy: I want to write lyrics to your music. I want to collaborate with you.

Kern: You? A Dame?

Dorothy: That's right.

Kern: Ha! Unbelievable.

Dorothy: Oh no, this is very real. The way I see it is this. I like your music. I write lyrics. I'm sure you'll like mine. I'm good.

Kern: [dumbfounded silence]

Dorothy: I've won several awards. I'd be happy to...

Kern: Oh No, no, no, I'm sure you are very good. But, you see, I  have a collaborator already.

Dorothy: Yes, but you usually don't work with the same collaborator for very long. And you and Oscar Hammerstein have....  [sigh] Look, Mr. Kern, Showboat was written by a woman. 

Kern: The novel was, yes, but Hammerstein adapted it.

Dorothy: I just thought that in this business, you of all people would be clever and experienced enough to know that having a woman on the creative team can go a long way.

Kern: Well, for a lady you sure are a sun of a gun, aren't you?

Dorothy: Yes, I am.

Kern: Well, so am I!

Dorothy: Well then, thank you so much Mr. Kern. I look forward to working with you. [She shakes his hand and starts to leave]  By the way, you just reminded me of a show I want to write....it's about a lady who's a son of a gun from the wild west named Annie Oakley. Remind me to tell you about it sometime.[She exits]

Kern: I will [Confused by what just happened, he picks up the phone] Helen? That woman who just left. How did she get in here? ....Oh, well, I see......... I'm not sure? But, I believe, she's ......my lyricist.

[Lights out]

 [spotlight on Dorothy as she walks along singing]

There's No Business Like Show Business [Reprise]

Dorothy:  "There's no business like show business like no business I know. everything about it is appealing. everything that traffic will allow. nowhere can you get that happy feeling when you are stealing that extra bow...."

Radio/TV announcer: The years of celebrating after a world at war have come to a crashing end. The Stock Market has plummeted. Americans are in a panic. Prepare yourselves.

Dorothy: [slowly sings] "There's no people like show people. they smile when they are low...."

 Scene 10: There's No People Like Show People

Lindy's Restaurant]

[A woman approaches the maitre de with her husband and 3 children.]

Maitre d’: May I help you?

Mrs. Marx: Yes, we'd like a table for 5.

Maitre d’: Do you have a reservation?

Mrs. Marx: No, we don't, but [ to her husband] honey.. tell her who you are.

Groucho Marx: Ah, yes. I am Mr. Jones. This is Mrs. Jones, and these are the little Joneses.

Maitre d’: I am so sorry, but we are full.

Mrs. Marx: Now dear. tell her who we really are.

Groucho: Oh, alright. I am Mr. Smith. This is Mrs. Smith and these are the little Smithses.

Mrs. Marx: Julius Henry Marx. Tell her. [sighs and turns to the maitre de herself] This is Groucho Marx. I am Mrs. Groucho Marx, and these are our children. Now can we get a table.

Maitre d': Oh...[doesn't recognize him]  Are you.... sure?

Groucho: [swipes a cigar from a costumer and a pair of glasses. He does a demonstration.] I never forget a face, but in your case I'll make an exception. 

Arthur Freed: [sitting at a table sees Groucho.] Hey Grouch! Fancy meeting you here!

Groucho: How ya doin Arthur? [He looks at the maitre de. he was found out.] 

Maitre d’: Right this way. [she leads the family past the table where Arthur is dining.]

Groucho: [to his wife] I was having fun.

Mrs. Marx: You're not funny.

Groucho: Ouch! [to the group] You're having a party and you didn't invite me? Look honey, it's  Dorothy Fields, Harold Arlen, Ethel Merman, and the Arthurs. 

Ethel: Really! One of you needs to go by your last name. It's confusing.

Freed: Well, I'm not going by the name Freed. Sounds too much like Freud. I'll make people uneasy.

Ethel: You already make people uneasy. [laughter]

Schwartz: I'll give in. Call me Schwartz.

Ethel: Thank you.

Schwartz: But only if you come to LA. [everyone ash’s]

Freed: Join us Groucho, we're discussing the taboo topic of the year.

Groucho: Who's makin the move from Broadway to Hollywood eh?

Mrs. Marx: [To Groucho] You go ahead, honey. Join us when you're done.

 [to Ethel] You look fabulous. You too, Dorothy.

Ethel; Thanks, Darling'.

Dorothy: Good to see you, honey.

Mrs. Marx (to Groucho sternly) : I’ll see you later. [Mrs. Marx and her 3 children sit at another table.]

Groucho (to his wife as she leaves): Go, and never darken my towels again. Schwartz: I'm tellin' you. Broadway was hit hard by the crash. There's no work here anymore.

Ethel: Speak for yourself.

Groucho : Well not everyone has been titled the Queen of Broadway, although I’m working on it.

Dorothy: She's right. Some people are gonna stick it out. They're loyal to NY. I respect that.

Arlen: Spoken by a true New Yorker.

Dorothy: Born and raised, baby!

Schwartz: I’m not betraying New York. It's a chance to bring Broadway to the world from the big screen. And California is beautiful. Tell em Groucho.

Groucho:  (to Dorothy) He’s right honey.  And who are you going to believe?  Me or your own eyes?

 Dorothy:(ignoring Groucho)  Freed -  you're working on something out there too right?

Schwartz: Writing songs for MGM now, are you?

Freed: Well, actually, Harold Arlen here is the composer on this picture. I'm Associate Producer.

Ethel. Nice, Very nice. Who's the writer?

Freed: Well it's a remake of an old stage show. Harold is writing all new songs for it. You remember that musical extravaganza that opened in 1903 at the Majestic, "The Wonderful Wizard of Oz." 

Dorothy: Yeah, it was based on a that series of books written by Baum.

Groucho: From the moment I picked up those books until I laid them down, I was convulsed with laughter. Some day I intend on reading them.  (laughter).  

Ethel: I remember. It was about a little farm girl and her friends. 

Dorothy: Dorothy. 

All: Dorothy. Right Dorothy. Ahh, yeah, that's right etc.

Ethel: And a there was a waitress names Trixie. 

Freed: We're not putting Trixie in the movie.

Dorothy: Dorothy had a cow named Imogen she was real fond of, right?

Freed: Yeah, but we're actually changing it to a dog named Toto.

Groucho: No! You can't change it! It's gotta be a cow. America loves cows!

Ethel: America loves dogs too, ya knit wit. 

Groucho:  I like dogs. Outside of a dog, a book is a man's best friend. Inside of a dog it's too dark to read. Well those are my principles.  And if you don’t like them, I have others. [laughter]

Dorothy: You're being awful quiet Harold. What do you think of this picture your writing songs for?

Harold: Music's good. [laughter]

Groucho: Who's playing Dorothy? Shirley Temple?

Ethel: Hey ,Grouch you could play the dog. [laughter]

Freed: Dorothy is this new girl, Judy...Judy something…some holiday... 

Harold: Garland! Judy Garland. Beautiful voice. unbelievable. [He sings as if in a trance. Hearing her voice.] "Somewhere over the rainbow" [They all look at him holding in the laughter....then it all comes out]

Ethel: Hope she doesn't sound like that.

Harold: It's much better when she sings it.

Groucho: It doesn't sound like anything you wrote at "The Cotton Club"

Freed: Dorothy's from Kansas, not Harlem.

Ethel: Oh there's nothin' like those Harlem rhythms. That's where Gershwin gets his influence, ya know.  

Groucho: Ah, I love a Gershwin tune. [To Ethel] How about you?

Schwartz: [to Dorothy]. So, Dorothy, What are you and Kern up to these days?

Dorothy: [Phony surprise] Why Arthur, I can't believe YOU don't know. [To the others] Kern and I are collaborating on a Hollywood  picture.

All: No! You too! Makin the move. You're finally crossing over.

Dorothy: It's called "Swing Time". Fred Astaire and Ginger Rogers. We're having a really good time, ya know? It's a nice pick me up for America during these hard times. 

Ethel: So.... you gonna tell us about this movie or what? 

Dorothy: You wanna hear it?

All: Yeah, c'mon. Tell us the story. Please We need to be picked up. pick us up, Dorothy. etc.

Scene 11: Pick Yourself Up

[Dorothy stands up and walks downstage in front of the curtain as it closes]

Well, there's this gambler named Lucky played by Fred Astaire. [spotlight on Fred Astaire] He meets this girl, the beautiful Ginger Rogers. [spotlight on Ginger]. She's a dance teacher, no less. He takes one look at her and...Love at first sight, ya know? 

"The Way You Look Tonight"

Fred Astaire: sings    "Lovely, with your smile so warm, and your cheek so soft, there is nothing for me but to love you, and the way you look tonight"

[The curtain opens to reveal 20 children. her dance students. Ginger joins them, and begins teaching them a dance step.]

Pick Yourself Up 

solo 1; Please teacher. teach me something.

solo2: Nice teacher. Teach me something.

solo3; I'm as awkward as a camel.

solo4; that's not the worst. My two feet haven't met yet.

solo5 but I'll be teacher's pet yet. cause I’m gonna

All: Dance or bust.

Ginger: "Nothin's impossible I have found, for when my chin is on the ground. I pick myself up, dust myself off, start all over again.

Don't lose your confidence if you slip be grateful for a pleasant trip. And pick yourself up. Dust yourself off. start all over again."

small group w/ solo1; work like a soul inspired

small group w/ solos 2&3: till the battle of the day is won

small group w/ solo4: You may be sick and tired

small group with solo5: but you'll be a rising sun.

Ginger: will you remember the famous men who had to fall to rise again.

Ginger: take a deep breath       kids: take a deep breath

Ginger: Pick yourself up            kids: pick yourself up

Ginger: dust yourself off             kids: dust yourself off

All: Start all over again

  [Dance break]

 small group w/ solo1; work like a soul inspired

small group w/ solos 2&3: till the battle of the day is won

small group w/ solo4: You may be sick and tired

small group with solo5: but you'll be a rising sun.

Ginger: will you remember the famous men who had to fall to rise again.

Ginger: take a deep breath       kids: take a deep breath

Ginger: Pick yourself up            kids: pick yourself up

Ginger: dust yourself off             kids: dust yourself off

Ginger:  Start all over                  kids: Start all over

Ginger:  Start all over                  kids: Start all over
Ginger:  Start all over                  kids: Start all over

All: Start all over again!              kids:  Whew!

Scene 12:  Another Lost

[Lights up on Hammerstein's apt. He and Dorothy are sitting at the piano playing chopsticks and laughing at their incompetence.]

Hammerstein: Now where would we be without those musicians?

Dorothy: At the Players with Eugene O'Neil. 

Hammerstein:[More laughter as they get up and move to the table.] I guess we would.

Dorothy: So everyone's tellin me, "Hammerstein wants to talk to you,” "You gotta go talk to Hammerstein, Dorothy". So...what's the big news?

Hammerstein: Well, it's a couple of things really. I love your idea of making a musical about Annie Oakley.

Dorothy: "Annie get Your Gun"

Hammerstein: "Annie get your Gun". [This is difficult]  I've asked Berlin to write the songs. 

Dorothy:  No no, I mean He's wonderful, Irving Berlin, my gosh, but I really had my heart set on writing with Jerome Kern on this one. He's the first guy I ever told about it...the first day I met him.

Hammerstein: Ah...the famous...or should I say, infamous office meeting. "For a lady, you sure are a son of a gun!" 

Dorothy: [laughs] Besides. Berlin writes his own lyrics. He doesn't need me.

Hammerstein: Dorothy, [This is more difficult.] Kern can't do it.

Dorothy: Oh no, why? (beat) what's wrong? Did something happen? I don't mean to be pessimistic, but with Charles Frohman's ship going down and David Belasco having a heart attack. It feels like Broadway is dying. We're right in the middle of this endless depression, and it looks like there’s gonna be another World War. It feels like everything is just falling apart around me. Please, tell me Kern is okay.

Hammerstein: [Looks at her compassionately, takes her hands and shakes his head].

Dorothy:  [Breaks down in tears] No! No.

Hammerstein: Listen, Dorothy. Things will change. We've been through it before. The whole country has. We came out of a war. We grew. Despite of this lousy depression, we managed to grow...again. Broadway has changed. And yes, it’s smaller, but it's also purer and brighter than ever.  It's ready to face anything. And if America enters the war, we will be right there helping the war relief, just like we did the first time. And you and I and everyone else on Broadway will lift the hearts and minds of people in this world. We'll be the spirit of courage and adventure.  We'll be that light. [lights out]

Scene 13: Broadway Goes Dark 
Kate Smith:   [spotlight. center stage] But Broadway went dark. The electric signs of The Great White way were darkened for fear of air raids.  To lift the nation’s spirits, Irving Berlin asked me to sing the tune he had written while overseas during the first world war. He called it a song of peace.

[During the next monologue the song "God Bless America " is  hummed in the back of the theater as the kids walk to the stage holding candles. They slowly walk down the isles and up onto the stage filling up the darkened Time Square with their voices and light.] 

Mrs. Baline: [spotlight on]  I will never forget the day we came to this country. My husband and I with our eight children had been smuggling ourselves creeping from town to town, from sea to shining sea until finally we reached our star. The Statue of Liberty.  l looked down at my boy Izzy staring out at her gleaming in the horizon. We had made it. And she took us in. "God Bless America" I whispered. Little Izzy heard me, just as he heard me say it many a time in our tenement house on Cherry Street on the lower east side. He felt it too. He knew just what I was saying, "Thank you, God, for our adopted country".

Kate Smith:            "Through the mountains and the Prairies

                                   and the oceans white with foam"

All:                              God Bless America, my home sweet home.

                                    God Bless America..."

Irving Berlin: [Now standing with his mother sings the end of the song alone]

                                   'my home sweet home'.

Scene14: The Great White Way is Back!

Franklin Roosevelt (or Newscaster):  The psychological effect of shutting off the lights of Broadway has been profound. Times Square, once a beacon of light to the world, has been dim. America is waning. Her morale needs boosting like never before. Requests have been pouring in to turn Broadway's lights back on.

Newsie 4:  Extra! Extra! Read all about it! The Great White Way is back!

[the marquee lights come on. The crowd cheers]

Ethel: And when the war was over, where else would you be? The greatest party America had ever seen. Right smack dab in the heart of Broadway. 42nd street. My backyard. This time 90,000 lights and fireworks blazed. Cheering crowds filled the Square where the Times building now stood.  America survived. Life as she knew it would never be the same again. And Broadway was in the center of it all.

George Cohan: [enters] I was there!

Gershwin [enters] As was I.

Dorothy: And I!

(Ziegfeld, Hammerstein, and all the other speaking parts enter too.)
Berlin: [joining them] I wouldn't have missed it for the world.

Ethel:  Anything For the Boys!!! There we all were right in the front row. And who else would I be standing next to, but the brilliant songwriter, and my dear old friend, Cole Porter. 

Cole Porter: President Roosevelt honored George Cohan for his anthem "Over There". Then the Queen of Broadway herself, Ethel Merman, who had boosted the boys morale like none other, She stood up to sing one of my songs. from "Anything Goes". I watched her in awe as she led New York, singing her heart out. 

George Cohan: A new era was about to begin....

All four writers: The Golden Age of Broadway!

Ethel and company: ”Blow Gabriel Blow”

Oh, blow, Gabriel, blow,

Go on and blow, Gabriel, blow!

I've been a sinner, I've been a scamp,

But now I'm willin' to trim my lamp,

So blow, Gabriel, blow!

Oh, I was low, Gabriel, low,

Mighty low, Gabriel, low.

But now since I have seen the light,

I'm good by day and I'm good by night,

So blow, Gabriel, blow!

And now I'm all ready to fly,

Yes, to fly higher and higher!

'Cause I've gone through brimstone

And I've been through the fire,

And I purged my soul

And my heart too,

So climb up the mountaintop

And start to blow, Gabriel, blow

Go on and blow, Gabriel, blow!

I want to join your happy band

And play all day in the Promised Land.

So blow, Gabriel!

Go on and...

Blow, Gabriel, blow

Blow, Gabriel, blow

Blow, Gabriel, blow

I wanna join your happy band

And play all day in the Promised Land,

So blow, Gabriel, blow, Gabriel, blow, Gabriel, blow!

