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MY FLAIR PIERRE
an erlginal muslecal comady

Book and lyrlca by James C. Maln, Edward S. Ltwater, IV, R. Warren
Hilla, II, and Arthur M. Mellor

Mugic by Arthur M. Mallor
LCT 1

Scene 1. Plerre's drossing room. Onstage Plerre and Joan.

JEiN: Look, you nlnecompoop; singieﬂnpcru is oesy., Listen to mo.
La, la, 1la, [(otc., scale). How try that.

PIBREE: La, la, la, (eto., scale).

JEiN: Mo, no, you must feel the melody. It's not from tho throant,
itts from tho heart.

PIERRE: Tho way you sing, it sounds like i%t's from tho stomoch.

JELfNH: Quiet! That's no woy tufgfi;htu your manager and toachor.
bYhoro would you ba without mo?

PIERAE: 361711 ainging with Miteh Miller.

JELK: Singing along with mo is botter than singing with that
boarded pinato,.

PIERAE: .ctunlly, T like the opora botter; thore are girls herc.

JE/N: Yoa, I've noticed that. Y¥You scom to bo gotting fairly closo
to Marins.

PIERRE: J4h, such a voico; a groat tolent, indood. Can you blamo
mo ¥

JE/iN: No;, not rcnlly. She could be groat if she had o good in=
structor like mo, rathor than that idiot, Schubert, who claims
to know music.

PIERRE: Ycs, thoro's semothing fishy sbout thot slimey Prussian.
Ho doosn't scom to know cnything nbout volee training.

JEAN: Mo one con mccuse mnféf that. Lot's get back to our praoc-

tico.
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Song: FPRLCTICE MAKES PERFECT Duet by Jean and Plorro
JB8ai: It sooms so long ago to me,
When I was only cight,
4nd found whilo on my mother's knco
That singing was my fato.
S0 nlono I studicd night by night,
But moet with no succoss,
Until I finnlly saw the light,
That practico makea tho best.
Yos, proctico mokos porfoct,
and nothing else will do,
You must work doy ond night, til tho dawn's carly llght,
&nd your volce is as hoarse cs a sallor's, rude ond coarso.
Yos, practico makos perfoct,
There is nothing elaso that you can do,

S0 liston to mo, Criend, or your work will never ond,

and thoe both of ws will hove to say adlou.

PIERAE: It wosn't vory long ago =

In fact, it was last yoar -
That I at last bogan to know
1 hod somo tnlent hore.
5Libility 1s the ronson why
I roached the opora stago,
dnd thus it is I cannot 1is,
For talont 1s your guogo.
Yos, procéico mokos porfoct,
Thot dofinitely iz truoc,
But you mast have the glft, that abillity to 11ift

A&
™o voleo, which doosn't fnll, onwe you get high up tho seale,




¥os, practlico makos perfoct,
That cortainly 1s true,

But tolont is tho koy, that hana cponod much for me,
S0 I obviously caon't agroo with you.

JEiN: Although ability is 2o part-

FIEHAE: Though vory smnll fer you-

JE.N: T'was proctice that did help my start.

fIEHEE: For you tolont wouldn't do.

1 must admit to praoctico too-

gBul: Thot's why you came to mo-

FIERRE: For thot, with tolomt, is why I grow

JE.8: To whot you camo to bo.

BEOTHs 108, practico makos porfoct,

«nd nothing olso will do,
¥ou must work day ond night t11 the dawn's carly light,
and your volce 1s aa hoorso os n sailor's; rude and coarsa,
Yas, praoctlco mhkes porfoct,
Thero ia nothing elsc that you can do,
S0 llaton to me friond, or your work will never ond,
4nd tho both of us wlll have to say odiou.

FIERRE: /figrood, but, anywey, you know tho only ronson I comc to
you in the firat plocoe was to work with you for tho Fronch gov-
ornment.

JELN: Yos, that 1s thoe mest important thing. Is our comrade,
Charles, going to pasa to you any informotion during the opera
tonight?

PIERRE: I think so, for tho Prussiens arc moving troops inte
Bavaria. He was trylng to got tholr oxoct sizo ond location

- for us,
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g2iN: Got tho Information to mo as fost as you can. 1 must roport
to my supocriors soon.

PIERRE: Tho only trouble with this wholo thing is that Marin won't
morry mo while I am ongogod In this oectivity. Sho fools vory
atrongly obout it. 3Sho thinks whot I'm doling Is wrong.

geulls Unll, you know these ltnlions.

FIEHRE: Yos, but I can't impross upon hor that I'm only a intor-
madiary - I only pass tho information from Charles, our roal
sSpy, to you. Half tho time I don't aven lmow what's golng on.

=nitt: You can ‘say thet opoin!

iR Holf tho time I don't even kmow whaok's going on.

JELN: Cut the doublotalk. Thy don't you forgot that girl? Sho
fust intorforcos with our work.

giERRE: I can't declde which mecans more to me, Maria or Franco.

JeaNz Francoe should be your [irst concern. It Is your homoland.
well, anywny, you'd bottor got drossed. Curtaln timo 1s only a
half hour awny.

FIERAE: Ho it isn't, 1t's right now!

Curtoin,
Sconc 2, Morin's drossing room. Onatoge Maria ond Wilholm.

WILHELM: Dut, Maria, you muat holp mo. Our govornment hos to know
e

now much tho Fronch know about our troop movomonts. .4ll that

informatlon ponsses right bafore us during the opera. 1'Eploer

Eivos it to Lrimour, wo passoes it on o Gontllessasc. Thoy don ¢

cvon know that we gre awore ol thelir nctiviEE: i porfect oppor-

funlty To broak up tho spy ring, but only if you'll holp,

HLRTAT No, I willl not do it. You know I'm In love with I'lorro,
and I would do nothing to harm him.

WILHELM: 3111y, sontimontnl glrl, Hove you he intelligonco?
e e —— — ——————————————eee
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Havo wyou no love for tho fathorlond?

MiRTIA: I love only Fierre.

UILHELM: Viell, then, do it for me. Havo [ nul:._buun a fathor Lo

Euu? Did I not ralsc you as o child whon your paronts woro

killed by the Fronch? Dpes this not porsuade you?

MiRIL: Nothing will porsuade me. If ho wore not invelved In this
spying, I would marry him Immediately.

GUTLHELM 3 4#&! Ho will not give up his spying for you. Ho is too

.&ﬂgnl to his homolond. Ho 1is not interosted In you at all.

MaRIL: That is not truel Ho hns alroady askod mo to marry him
many timcs. How can you bo zo crucl?

WILHELM: I om only thinking of your bast intorosts.

MiRIS: T om thinking of my futurc. I don't want o aling Lor the
rest of my lifo. I want to sottlo down and have a family.
Plorro ‘and I con moko o muslo Fogothal s

UILHEIM: Bohi 1 guoss the conly way To soo how much thoy know is
i e -

to obsorve tho cpora closzoly mysclf- If I could only ['ind cut
how thoy actually pass the Information - whothor In the singing
Trios

of through do it =so subtly: 1L c:ﬁ?figyrc 1t outs

—_—

HART:A: Bwon If I mow. I would not tell you. T lmow I can talk
I'iorro out of this ridieculous cspionage. I must. I love him
80,

Sonpg: LOVE IS MY CHOICE Diwct by Mario and Uilholm

MiRTA: It 1sn't ofton a girl musbt choose

= Be twoon hor love and land.

But tho time comoes now that I may lose,
Should T not tako his hand.
VILHELM: You'ro auc fool %

fs anything so groat.




Lihon you ahould placo your land abovo

This thing you think is Tatao,

MLRIAL: You've carod for mo for many & yoaor,

snd wora to me o fathor,
But now tiz timo I wipo my toor,
ind choose mysclfl a lovar.
3c tils lovo that I do chooso,
Ba it wrong or right:
It . wos as I lovo Wero my muso;
Aind not tho oporats light.
For was love 1 did asoloolt -
Viorro moona morae toc mo -
3oy if you must I did defoct -
Fliorre 1s moro to mo.
Thoughta I have phflosophisod, philosophies I have thought,
Ronsons I have quostionod, guostlonas I hava roascnod,
3inca hnpplnoss Is my roal caro,
Rogordloss of caroor,
My choico Is tho love of riorro,
Roegardlosgss of carcor.
Thoughts I have philosophisod, philosophios I havo thought,
Hoazonz I haovo quuﬂ;iunmd, queations I hove reosocnod,
Jince happincsa 1s my real earc,
Rogardlcas of caroor,
My cholece ia the lova of i'lorrc,

Hogordless of caraor,

WILHELM: Yoll, if thot's the woy youw foel, I ncod on anoccln,

Yould you boliove it,: I hove ono of those littlc hommors

Pnunding in my hood.




MiRIA: Haven't you heard nbout Driastan?

GILHELM: WViell, havon't you hoord about tho dofcats of our armlios

in thoe scuthoastern cormer of Tiestern Baverin. It's all booauso

of your off-tunc boy friond that wo arc boing defented. Xob

you 3till love the louse of o mouso.

MARTA: Not oven a cool cot like you can catch this mouso.

WILHELM: How dare you tolk to your friond, fothor, gunrdion,

supporter, woll-wishor, and ¢t cotora 1ike that?

MiRIL: Tloaso forgive me, but wou angored me by talking about my
fair Tlorre and our leve offaflr in such a way.

UILEELM: I s3till must uncovor your spying apousc’s mothod ol

==

delivery., I muat ndmit ho's o clover follow.

MLRTA: Speaking of clever peoplo, do you know what /mna Schwoin'a
latest plot to voplace mo in tho opora was?

GVILHELM: You moan hor putting all thoe pepper in your foed so toof

you'd sncoze and cough until you had Ao volcc?

FL.I.H Iii : H L5.84

UILHELM: Yeou moon the throaot pill she offercd you which wos act-

ually g pure sulfuric ncid Goblot?

T:'L";H :41 S No.

GWILHELM: Uell, what thon?

MiRTL: She took my music for the opera, llcked 5id, which is

oponing tonight, momorized it, and thon burncd it. Fortunatoly
I hod alroody learncd 1t.

GIIHELM: That's o lucky broak. Maybo somoday wo'll do gn opers

which ealls Tor two 1cndi§§_1adiea. Then shoe'd probobly got

i

off your boock. Waell, spoal of tho devil. (Entor lLnna
& _’-‘-f

atage loft.)
AlNlL: Hi, groupl



o

MiiRlLi: Hello, horscfaoco. .

WILHELMz: Now, girls., Is that sny wov . to tolk?
L L —

MoHIA:  T¢ hor, yvosi

& ol

Aty Down,; Morda, down. I only como by to wish you food luck
tonight. “

MLt L s LT'1Y ‘bot.

-
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-
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-
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WILHELM: nt ensc; gin
-

28t curtnkp: timo. ILot's go out

Lo tho stnago.

BARIA: I It's looving soon,; put her on it.

Curtiin.

.

Scena 3. Foroat sot with curtalna pulled ocut to stage contor.
lormontors roemovad. .lso boneh and branchesa onstage. Onstage
Forra, Offstogoe bub viaible bohind curtailns, on atoge right,
Maria, Joan, and Viilholm, snd two mnle extrzs (ono of which is
curtain man). Offstago on stage left Chorlos, Jnno, and twe molc

xtras {stago manoger ond light man.) Entirc scenc sung by iiorro

Moria, and Chorles, but 211 othor lincs spokon. Joan and Hilho

oxchanging dirty looks throughout.
YIBRRE: 4h, soonmy lovo will pass this way
Oh, most happy. blossed doy,
For now 1s the timo to ask hor hand
In morringe, ah, swoot morrioge grand,
(Short musical interlude.)
JEallz  Ah, vicerre is iIn fine volec tonight. Not ao, Mapin?
MiRIi: T hope I can do as woll. I lmow ,nna 1s woltine for her
chaneo.
vIERFE: How awoot is my trua, true lave,
48 lovoly as o purc whito dovo.

My only hope is that wickod 3ig
e e e e e R Ss—Y—————————————



Docs not eamc hero to make his bid.
For he doos lovo my lovo, too,
Lnd olways sho doos not him ruo.,
Tis' posaible thot sho will toko
His hand, not mine. My hoart would bronk.
But hoerk! This sound I hear
Is gontlo musie bo my enr.
Tia my love, not Robin Hood,
ffho comos atwnllcing through the wood.
(Short musical intorludo.)

NILHELM: Go ghoad, Moria., Do o good Job tonight,

ns nlwnxaq

Jilas Tho lucky plg! T should be out thoro.
CHLRLIES: FPationco, my dear. Your timo will como.
from stage right.)
MaRIGS Ok, happy doyl A ploasant surprisc
Thot Will is hero. His cloar bluc oyos
T2ll mo to slt on bonch by him
Unti]l tho sun grows dork and dim.
I'IERME: ©Oh, como ond ait by me doar Boss,
thileo I my love to you confoss,
For I'vo o guostion I would anak
For just onc drink from your littlo flask.
MiRIL: Take my bottle and have o sip;
You look as il you ngﬂd n nip.
Thon nosk your question and bo at caso,
For I will try my lord to ploasc.
{IERRE: 4h, this drink makos mo focl good,

For fizzlow tosto good llt‘ﬁ soda pop should,

{Moria ontorn
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But lot mo nsk my quostion, dear,
Lind ploasf give mo your anawer horo.
I would 1like you to marry mo
fnd gottle =omowhere In the country.
G Tirst wo would bo all olono,
and then hove kiddios of our own.
MLRTL: 4h; my dorling, lot mo think,
Belora into your arms I sink,
For this; indood; is o groot toask
To answor now, as you oask.
(Short musical intorliuvde.)
BXTH:: (3togo monager) . Bntor now, Chorleos. (Charlea ontors from
astage loft.)
1 TERRE: Eolchl! Tis he thot wickod 31d;
I am about to blow my 1id,
For-ho will nsk tho queostion, too;
it mokos me maod. Oh, goshl Oh, fool
(Short musical intorlude.)

WILHELM: (Asido) Now's my chanco, Thoy apsy both onstapge. If

thoy ara going to pazs any informpticon, thoy will do it now.

CHLRLES: Uhot luck! Horo with Boas to meoct,

My cwn Boas, so trio, 80 swoot.
But walt! 3Stupid %Will doth talk
and follow hor around ez shoe doth walk.
JLSRTL: Hots off o Sidnoyl
FYor ho stoands bencath thot troo.
He 13 so toll ond hondsomo -

Tis a miafortunc he iz do dumb.

= e
Halhss s I

L may not ‘bo of - sncert o3 -ho,
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But will you comc and marry me?
L have alrcady bought the ring,
Oh, plensc, oh, ploaso, tokoe the thing.
MARTLY Botweon you two I cannot chooso,
Sinco ono of you will have to losag,
Lnd yoo today L muat doecldo,
O0r forover from myself hido.
FIERRE: I will slways bo falthful to thoo,
If you only will chooso mo.
CHARLES: It 1s I that you should pick,
Not ony ‘Harry, Hunt, or Dick.
MLRIA: I hovo doeidod who I will wod,
and tho sther, I do droad,
811l havo to suffor much groat aarrow.
Tig- V111 fhat T wlll marry bomorrow,
CHARLES: I muat supposa that it 1a Cois
Thot you will got this meld so raro,
and go, to you I give the riag,
fnd; doar Bass, of thoo I sing.
V'IERRE: Thanks for tho ring, Yiicked Sid,
Ua aro at laat of you rid.
How lot mo put 1t on your finger
uld hopo thot thero 1t willl Iingor.
CHOGRLES: Ho, no, don't put it thorol
Thoro's somothing Inside, you know whorol
PIERFAE: Vhat do you moan? The ring's for Boss.
Tako your hands off, you grubby meas!

CHLRALES: It's in tho ring, it's in thoe ringl

e ———
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+JERRB: Yhaot's In the ring? Yhot's in tho ring?
CHARLES: Tho microfilm is in tho ring,

Got 1t out of tho thingl
rIERRE: You moan tho f1lm is Inslido?
I gcan't got tho ring cpon widel
CHARLOESZ tuah the button,; and you shall asoe
thotts inajido lor you from mo,
Tt's tho ring, not tho dog,
It'a tho ring, not the dopg.
CHLRIES [ND M.RIL: It's tho ring, not tho dog,
It's tho ring, not tho dog.
oLy It's tho ring, not tho dog,
it's the ring, not tho dog,
Itls the ping!
Tho ring!
Fot tho dogl

Curtain.

Scono 1. Proda Russina's iarlor, Onstage Froda ond Modamo Gri-
maldi.

DLME: 1t know that it {s torribly rudo of mo te bargo into your
flat 1¥ka thia, but os I wns wolking by your open window, I eculd
not holp but heor thot boautiful séng you were singing. Toll

mo, wos it from Tannhsuser or The Barbor of Scevillo?

FREDa: My depr lcdy, Cirstly, it wos from neithor of those two

gporas. 3ocondly, thore ia no rosomblance botweon Tannhnuscr

and Eho Eprhnr gf Sevillc. Thirdly, I composod 1t mysclf, and

last, but not by any moans losnst, Lt was terribly rudo of you Lo




borge into my apartmont asz you did,

MADIMEs Bofora you soy mpra, young ledy, I must tell you oxactly
whom you oro insulting. Modome Lofarge Grimaldl 1s my namo.
¥You havo undoubtodly henrd of me - tho aolc heir to tho Grimnldl
ghia racing cars, ond moy I add modestly that I am tho only living
patron of thoe Vienna oporn.

FREDA: T should be grootly honoroed to have you in my homo; however,
you intorruptod my composing. Bub now, sinoc my thoughts havo
boon disturbed by your graclous arrival, lot me Iintroducc myscll.
T om Froda Russicns, I om ne hoir, ond I protont no airs. Now
what 1s your busincas horo?

MoDLME: You sold you composcd thot aria you were just singing. 4
ik it. In foct; 1t is tho groatast ploco I'wo heoard sinco 1ost

night's porformonce of Wicked Sid. Lock, Froda, you've got spunk.

Spunk cnough to stand pp to nny union leador, such o8 our own
arturo iotrillo. Bub most Eﬁiﬂih youl'voe got talont = talont
gaotpgh to composc opora fine ‘enough for our Vicnna stago. With
=8 yon could go far. For boyond the Danubo. Far boyond tho
berdors of thia continent.

FHEDL: 1lonsc step. I got quite scaalek on ceoans bluo.

MDJAE: I bog your pardonf

FaED.: 1 sold, I'd be quito sick shouwld I not ge with you,

OB : Fino. . Topothor we will toke' the stagoe by storm. But befurs

wa loave, I do wont bto hoar tho rest of the song you compescd,

which I mo rudely intoerupteod.

FHEDS: Yos, I almea$ forgot, you did so rudoly Intorupt mo. But
fow wo aro frionds: I sholl sing on. You don't mind 1f 1 startv
whore 1 loft offf .

Sceng: MY LOVE IS GONE Solo by Frodo Russions




It woa on a dark and stormy night,
imd his horsc, it would net fly,
Tiben my love wos struck by stroaks of 1ight,
fihich kozorchod rignt from tho skKy.
For ton yoors I'vo lived In lonllness
lith no hopa that ho'd come back,
and from now thore'll o no happlnoss
8o my akull I think I'11 erock.
You coan tio me to n rock,
¥ou'con burn mo oot tho ateko,
¥ou con throw mo in tho: aca,
You enni do all this to mo.
But beforo I dio a doath so erucl
Thoro is somothing I must do,
Poy If my doughtor 1a goling ts rule,
I must tcach hor ull I know,
¥You con tio mo bo & roci,
¥ou aan’ burn me ot the stake,
¥You can! throw mo In the =an,
¥ou con do all this to mo.
For bten yoors If've lived in lonlinaas,
Uith no hopoe that he's come baclk,
ind from now thoret!Ll be no happincss,
So oy skull I think I'll crack.
Now you soo, Modamo Grimaldi, the primo donna will cntor ond
loarn from hor mothor, the old queon of Thorlond, the seerots of
the gods and how to rule thoe kingdom,
M == PFroda, doar, that's fino. But don't you think thot 1t'=s

| g blt ocn tho aick and moarbid sido?




FHEDL: TUhy, of coursc, Hadomo Grimaldi.

MDLME: 1lcnso, doar, coll me Lafic. Thoso who know and love mo
doorly call me Modamo GrimaidZ.

FREDA: 4s I wos soying, Lafic, of course oll my work 1s siclk. 1

studicd under Nod Stagnantwabor; thot quostionable wit of slek

Yiell, If I am going to bo your patron In introducing jrous

|

work to tho Vienna opora, a few changes must bo modo.

FREDL: Thon you ore scri-sus sbous my work boing fit for tho oparc.

WiDLME: VUhy, of coursc. My word's my word. TUhenover I put my
foot in my mouth, I nover rotraet it. That's not what I meon,
‘but _I think .you got tho »ight idosn.

PREDL: fos, my ldod ia thne tho curtain should come dovn. Teews.

D =

Curtain.

Hﬂmﬂ. Idoprels droasring voom. fustoge iderie and Joan-

: :lﬁﬁrvqlnus 1oh, my son. Your voico ¥s coming along like o
___z;:l-:ﬁti_:l.i'.lg pium, just oz mine dld at your ago.

i‘]ﬂﬂ{j Enfortunately, yours tuwrned into o prumo,

M’ Uh. uh, yos, wol. 424 »o- got thoe Informotiont You pass.r
£ S0 #nmonthly %hot ro oae ecould hove poesibly sought on

JIERHE: ¥os, horo it Is in the ring. Theak heawons 15 woe nob
‘ths dog.

‘_':.:i:;# pathor gle s of tnat alra. Morei, my friend. Untlii o

?-‘ﬁﬁéiﬁiﬁ?gﬂn, PELAEnY. Ty LT

FTEREE: H:l,-u longey +thy Sottor. . rovoir. (Jz2on oxits stagn 0

i fow momonbe 1 sor thoro iz n meck ot tho door.! Entrez.
{Maria onters .rom sbagy vright.)

W3 My dorl.ng, you wore too much for words during the poris
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mongo lost night. Everyono backstoago simply sdorad your voleco.
It was as cloar as o Whiffonpoof's, or whatover that soccond-reto
ainging group from Clty Collogo of Naw Hoven 1s.

YIBRRE: I nlmost turncd crimson whon thore wos difficulty pasaing
tho informotion.

MIRIL: You don't look woll in crimson, dear. 485 o matter of Lactk,
1iko most women, I l1ike mon who profor orango.

IPIERABE: Yos, doar, most of us big-looguora like it.

MLRIS: Doarost, as both you ond I havo roolizeod whilo on this tour,
wo aro vory much in love and nro made Tor oach othor in asll ways
excopt for ono thing.

I:EIEHEE¢ I undoratand perfeetly; but In splto of my spying, wo

sheuld got married, for I lova you 3o vory; vory much.

it I will not marry you %ill you give 1%t up.
# ELEH TIHG Duot by Marin and Iiorre
I-m The two of ua kBavo trovelled on this tour

ﬁnﬁ hnovoe o atrange rolotionship;
¥ou wish mo to loavo my importaont ghora,
@ﬁ.gﬁqnnﬁ socurity would slip.
§ If I should answor in tho nogative,
ﬁﬁ Eﬂqlﬂ junt sarry on our show.
Jﬂ@&ﬁhﬂ%}ﬂﬂtﬂnl happincss to livo,
ﬁﬁ ﬁhpﬂ_nrﬁund my chalir to go.
If T should answor in tho opposite,
ﬁmn tho Franch could not moko do,
mmng spying, our lives mgy fit.
!Hi;;! lovo you, desiro you, adore you.
'Elﬂl'h iiil- I*m your fnco
I think of gontlo whito loco,
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Ubhich softly slips through tho eir,

Swooping nlong without enro.
Bach time I kiss your lips

My hoart canncot holp but skip,
Id-kﬂ the orisp, cloan snow which awcops

Acress tho lields till 1t slecpa.
I eould stay with you cll day,

:quﬂ nolthor of us o word would say,
Or wolk with you 4n.:a woodod park,
‘ot do o bhing but stroll in tho dark.

LT ]

Bach timo I losk your way,
%'ﬂnﬂy fools ns 1ight os hay,

- An wislon bacomes poor
=)
“For you, the ono I odoro,

gz L could stoy with you all day,
58 noithor of us o word would soy,

3= malk with you in n wooded pork,
i€ @0 a thing but stroll In tho dark.

- 'y )
-

! 1,,. -_i_f.:"fi.'-.'nnlc your woy,

Curtain.
adame Grimnldi's sportment. Onstoge Modome Grimaldl ond

but those of us who know ond love it csll it homo.

o xooms ot bho 43p of tho Bits are nics. ind,

e e - ;
xing of Ritz, have you got cny crockors?

ombto my apartmont, Jnno. Ib's smoll and compact 1ike



1E
M/DLME: Tiell, uh, uh, yea, help youraclf, Freda Russlons should
bo arriving shortly to have you make musice with heor new song.
I hopo you will 1ike tho part. .
allL: I'11 nmover part with it. (Ko H)
M.BAME: I hoasr tho knocxing of nicked knucklos at tho lmob of my

door.

| LNNL: I!'1l onaswor i%t. (Sho geas to tho door on atogo right and

opons it. Frodo Russlons enters.) Hollo, my nmme is Anno
Sehwoin. I trust yours is Frodo Russisns. You have como to
bring tno cpora whieh will cotapult me to fame and moke iMarian

Homorouo go bosk %o vauvdeville aets with Georgo Burns.

SMIDIE: S0 glod you could coma, Wouldnlt you like Go sit horo on
B =y forsion ruvg?
et I hope 1t wen't tako off Tor tho middle East.
Tz ¥ou apoko of yoast; aro you baking o csako?
BEME: Ho, but if I'd known you were coming, I would have,
- : 2 I'm sc glod te have Tound somoone who wants to hoor and
-p;n; =y music.
EAs Eaur bunes will rocket me to the top, and I will no longer
hn'ru %0 rosort to tricks like poisoning Marin's focd nnd sotiing
treps %o broak her logs.

-. ES  You twn will moke the blggest compeser-singer teoom since

% El:lﬁﬁﬂ end Hommoerstoln.

= =

s Tha aong I'd 1ike you to aing is called The Sdudd of Morting.
which ia probobly cne of my bast bita.

=D E: Speaking of lomona; how Is Maria's opepo with her lending
min; ilerrof

gi: It 1s gertoinly o good cpern; if I had the Joad, it would e
Thia 1a thae mothey

e troamondoua hit. But loet mo try this song.
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singing, 1s It net?

" FHEDL: Yoa, this is the sng during which she commits suicide.

She is ainglng to her daughter, wheo 1a te bos the noxt gueen.
;5ﬁn5: THE SOUND OF MORTING Solo by /mna Schwein

ANHL: Tho timo hos come, swoot doughter, dear,
Ghon wo must suroly part,

4nd now tho timo ia nlmost horo;

It soroly broanks my heart.
Bt I'va lived in bitterncsa

Gith mo hope to survive;
‘Fow I loove you in this mosa.
Good luck., I take my lifc.

.

Wigh this doggor, lovoly child,

g plorce my throbbing heart,
-_L 3

iﬁ g death, mook ond mild,

1 surcly now dopnrt,

>
s OB, arg, ch, oh, kroamphl

DOFE, o mort, I tokc n mork,

Il

‘Bloocd iz dripping oronge and block,

mebler doath I could not thwart,

56 mow I croak or quack.

- E=L s

7 ._:?;1.'*' ah, oh, kromphl
o _:_ﬁirt, I toako o mort,
god 18 dripping orange and black,

—

1.:._}:.. Iﬂﬂﬂ!‘] not th“ﬂ.:'t]

scw I croank or qunck.

Ry

2 RSt wWas just bonutiful. Tho lyrics are so clover thet






