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Stephen Ward was first presented at the Aldwych Theatre, London, on 3 December 2013. The cast was as follows:




Stephen Ward Alexander Hanson


Christine Keeler Charlotte Spencer


Mandy Rice-Davies Charlotte Blackledge


Astor / Griffith-Jones Anthony Calf


Rachman / Journalist 3 Martin Callaghan


Lucky Gordon Ricardo Coke-Thomas


Ivanov / Journalist 1 / Herbert Ian Conningham


Murray’s Girl / Ronna Kate Coyston


President Ayub Khan Jason Denton


Profumo / Reggie Kray / Judge Daniel Flynn


Man in Mask / Brooke / Clore / Burge / Rawlinson Julian Forsyth


Murray’s Girl / Bronwen / Vickie Amy Griffiths


Murray / Journalist 2 / Diggs Christopher Howell


Redmayne / Hollis / Ronnie Kray Paul Kemble


Murray’s Girl / Mariella Emma Kate Nelson


Valerie / Mrs Huish Joanna Riding


Johnny Edgecombe Wayne Robinson


Ensemble Carl Sanderson


Murray’s Girl Emily Squibb


Hod / Boothby / Hobson / Simpson John Stacey


Murray’s Girl / Dance Captain Helen Ternent


Murray’s Crooner Tim Walton





Other parts played by members of the company




 





Musicians




 





Rob Eckland (keyboard 1), Mark Aspinall (keyboard 2), Alex Parker (keyboard 3), Ryan Habberfield (guitars), Johnny Copland (bass guitar/double bass), Dave Elliott (drums /percussion), Amy May (violin/viola), Sarah Manship (flutes)




Music Andrew Lloyd Webber


Book and Lyrics Christopher Hampton, Don Black


Director Richard Eyre


Choreographer Stephen Mear


Set and Costume Designer Rob Howell


Lighting Designer Peter Mumford


Sound Designer Paul Groothuis


Projection Design John Driscoll


Music Supervisor and Music Director Graham Hurman


Associate Music Director Alex Parker


Hair and Make-Up Campbell Young


Associate Director Adrian Sarple


Associate Choreographer Steven Harris






















Characters





in order of appearance




 





Stephen Ward


Murray’s Club Crooner


Murray’s Club Girls


Christine Keeler


Percival Murray


Lord Boothby


Ronnie Kray


Waitress


Mrs Huish


Christine’s mother


Viscount Astor


Mandy Rice-Davies


Eugene Ivanov


Reggie Kray


Peter Rachman


Sir Charles Clore


‘Hod’ Dibben


Mariella Novotny


Man in the Mask


Aloysius ‘Lucky’ Gordon


Johnny Edgecombe


John Profumo


Minister for War 


Bronwen, Viscountess Astor


President Ayub Khan


Valerie Hobson


Three Journalists


Brigadier Martin Redmayne


Chief Whip


Sir Peter Rawlinson


Solicitor-General


Sir John Hobson


Attorney-General


Henry Brooke


Home Secretary


Sir Roger Hollis


Head of MI5


Sir Joseph Simpson


Commissioner of Police


Chiref Inspector Samuel Herbert


Detective Sergeant John Diggs


Vickie Barrett


Ronna Ricardo


James Burge


Mervyn Griffith-Jones


Sir Archibald Marshall


Judge
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ACT ONE












	ONE

	 

	 

	 

	Louis Tussaud’s Wax Museum, Blackpool






	TWO

	 

	 

	 

	Murray’s Club, Soho, 1959






	THREE

	 

	 

	 

	Wraysbury, Bucks






	FOUR

	 

	 

	 

	Outside Ward’s cottage at Cliveden, Berks






	FIVE

	 

	 

	 

	Murray’s Club, 1960






	SIX

	 

	 

	 

	Ward’s house in Wimpole Mews, W1







	SEVEN

	 

	 

	 

	‘Hod’ Dibben’s flat in Hyde Park Square, W2, 1961






	EIGHT

	 

	 

	 

	El Rio Café, W11







	NINE

	 

	 

	 

	Cliveden






	TEN

	 

	 

	 

	Wimpole Mews






	ELEVEN

	 

	 

	 

	1962






	TWELVE

	 

	 

	 

	Wimpole Mews, 14 December 1962















ACT TWO












	ONE

	 

	 

	 

	Wimpole Mews, New Year’s Eve, 1962






	TWO

	 

	 

	 

	An office in the News of the World building, off Fleet Street, EC4, 1963






	THREE

	 

	 

	 

	The Dorchester Hotel, w1






	FOUR

	 

	 

	 

	The Profumos’ house in Chester Terrace, NW1







	FIVE

	 

	 

	 

	The House of Commons






	SIX

	 

	 

	 

	The Home Office






	SEVEN

	 

	 

	 

	Marylebone Police Station






	EIGHT

	 

	 

	 

	The Hotel Cipriani, Venice






	NINE

	 

	 

	 

	Wimpole Mews






	TEN

	 

	 

	 

	Court No. 1 at the Old Bailey






	ELEVEN

	 

	 

	 

	Wimpole Mews






	TWELVE

	 

	 

	 

	Louis Tussaud’s, Blackpool


































Act One
























SCENE ONE








The Chamber of Horrors in the Blackpool branch of Louis Tussaud’s: murky light, no public, just the wax statues. It’s sometime in the late sixties. The usual unappetising suspects are lined up: Jack the Ripper, Vlad the Impaler and the standard motley gang of Nazis. Among them is a slightly incongruous figure: a dapper middle-aged man in dinner jacket and black tie. Suddenly, shockingly, he moves: indeed, he takes a silver cigarette case out of his pocket, extracts a cigarette, taps it on the case, lights it, inhales gratefully and steps out of line, greeting the audience with a friendly smile. This is Stephen Ward. His voice is exceptionally warm and seductive.




Ward I don’t mind admitting the last place I expected to finish up was as an exhibit in the Chamber of Horrors. And not even at the main HQ, but in Blackpool, if you please: nowhere to be found on my long list of desirable places to spend the weekend. And yet, not so very long ago, I had a fair claim to be the most popular man in London.


He moves towards us, shaking his head ruminatively; then looks up again, smiling, full of charm, the soul of bonhomie.




Stephen Ward, your friendly osteopath


I can fix your lower back for you


Also known for high-class portraiture


And you’ll find out that’s not all I do







Winston Churchill, Ava Gardner,


Different contours, same predicament





Gandhi was another regular


Called me his ‘preferred medicament’







I invented a new way of life


Some might call it unconventional


All that stuffy post-war Englishness


I liked something more consensual







You’ll be wondering what I’m doing here


Stuck between Hitler and the acid-bath murderer


Let me warn you it’s the consequence


If you get up the nose of the establishment







If you give them what they’re looking for


They’ll be grateful, they’ll be awfully nice


But if you should step across the line


You’ll become a human sacrifice







Friends could never understand the girls who caught my eye


Shopgirls, models, working girls, I’d have them all come by


Strange behaviour you may think, but tolerance is blind


All I ever cared about was simply being kind







I tried marriage, didn’t go for it


I liked freedom and diversity


Mixed with all sorts, tarts and royalty


And of course the young and beautiful







Portraits of the Duke of Edinburgh


Jolly threesomes in Belgravia


Weekends in some stately country house


With assorted misbehaviour







All this was my life


Limitless delights


All the girls


And all the parties


All the amazing nights










Self-indulgence is permissible


But one day you’ll have to pay the price


I suppose I stepped across the line


And became a human sacrifice







They will bring you down unless your heart’s as cold as ice


Nothing they like better than a human sacrifice





He takes a final drag of his cigarette and stubs it out on Lucrezia Borgia; then he turns back to face the audience.


 


No matter how experienced or sophisticated you are, you never see it coming, do you? I mean, when I stepped into Murray’s Club in Beak Street that wet and murky Tuesday, why should it have been any different from the dozens of other evenings I’d whiled away there?





















SCENE TWO








As he’s been speaking, the stage has transformed into Murray’s Club, a fairly seedy basement in Soho, relatively empty tonight, with a scattering of men in suits, each at his individual small table, some engaged in earnest conversation with respectably dressed but over-made-up young women. A small orchestra plays some jaunty late-fifties-type melody. A Crooner sings energetically into a microphone, standing in front of the tiny cabaret stage, on which, at the back, are three girls wearing skimpy grass skirts, topless, entirely motionless as the law required, one arm up holding a pineapple, among them an exceptionally pretty dark girl of sixteen with a mass of copper hair: Christine Keeler; in front of them, half a dozen Singer-Dancers, also grass-skirted and pineapple-fronded, revealingly dressed but not topless, all spinning hula-hoops. Stephen Ward moves confidently towards a table at the side and takes a seat. It’s the summer of 1959.







Crooner


If you wanna make friends spin your body round and round


Girls


Don’t let your hoop fall to the ground


Crooner


Everyone can do this grab yourself a little fun


Girls


Follow me and see how it’s done


Crooner


Long as you got rhythm you got all that you need


Girls




Don’t be a party-pooper


Be a super-duper hula-hooper


Super-duper hula with me


Make believe you’re in Waikiki


Underneath a coconut tree


Don’t be a party-pooper


Be a super-duper hula-hooper





Crooner


Put that hoop around you let your body start to sway


Girls


Feel the real world slipping away


Crooner


Come on all you hoopers – you feel great


When you gyrate


Girls


Perfect dance for losing some weight


Crooner


Long as you got rhythm you got all that you need





Girls




Don’t be a party-pooper


Be a super-duper hula-hooper


Lift your lazy butt off that chair


Hooping’s like a breath of fresh air


They hoop in Paris and in Times Square


Everybody’s hooping everywhere


Super-duper hula with me


Make believe you’re in Waikiki


Underneath a coconut tree.


Don’t be a party-pooper


Be a super-duper hula-hooper





A spirited hula-hoop dance as the orchestra builds to a frenzied climax. Scattered applause as they all skitter offstage. Light change. The orchestra segues into something smoochy and one or two couples take to the floor. The portly, perspiring, bespectacled, balding proprietor, Percival ‘Pops’ Murray, makes his way over to Ward’s table.


Murray Dr Ward!


Ward Evening, Percy.


He nods to a dissipated, silver-haired dandy, Lord Boothby, who’s leaving the club with a rough-looking dark-haired, blank-faced companion.


Evening, Bob.


Boothby Stephen.


Ward Who’s that with Bob Boothby? Isn’t that …?


Murray winks laboriously.


Murray Got it in one. His new friend Ronnie Kray.


Ward Heigh-ho.


He takes a seat: all the while, he’s been expertly surveying the girls on stage.





Back row, the one on the left: new girl?


Murray Ah, Dr Ward, you do have an eye. That’s Christine.


Ward She’s a looker.


Murray Like to have a drink with her?


Ward Very much so.


Murray I’ll send her out to you.


Ward I look forward to it.


Murray So you should, Doctor. Take it from me.


Ward Oh, Perce, you are a one.


Modestly accepting the compliment, Murray withdraws, smirking. A Waitress in a tutu brings Ward a Scotch on the rocks and he exchanges a pleasant word or two; then, with remarkable speed, Christine reappears in an evening gown a couple of sizes too large for her. She peers uncertainly at Ward, who rises to his feet and gestures to the empty chair beside him. He waits till she’s seated before shaking her hand.


Ward Stephen Ward.


Christine Hello.


Ward Percy tells me your name is Christine.


Christine Christine Keeler, that’s right.


Ward May I offer you a drink?


Christine Oh, champagne, please.


Ward turns easily to the Waitress, who still hovers in the vicinity.


Ward Lemonade, please, Noreen. And another Cutty Sark for me.





The Waitress sets off; only now does Ward settle next to Christine.


So where are you from?


Christine My parents have a place in Wraysbury.


Ward Oh, I know it. Not far from Runnymede.


Christine Staines, yes.


Ward Between Runnymede and Windsor.


Christine Sort of.


Ward Very handy for the airport.


Christine can’t think what to say to this: she nods vaguely.


Always had a soft spot for Bucks.


Again, Christine is stumped.


Great friend of mine came from up round there: Vickie Martin.


Christine You knew Vickie Martin?


Ward Certainly did. You might even say I invented her.


Christine What do you mean?


Ward I gave her her name. Did you know her?


Christine I was at school with her little sister.


Ward Really?


Christine I remember seeing Vickie one day, driving past in a Rolls with her maharajah.


Ward Yes, I introduced them: I also told her not to marry him.


Christine What you do that for?





Ward He’d have whisked her off back to India. Vickie wouldn’t have liked that very much. Though I suppose she might be alive now.


Christine is at last looking at him with some interest; he decides to press his advantage.


Would you care to dance?


He’s on his feet, extending a hand to her, before she has time to answer. He leads her on to the tiny dance floor and whirls her round expertly.




We start out as strangers


The gods have brought us together


When I saw your face


I knew we’d be friends







When you get to know me


When we get to know each other


I’m certain that we will


Before the night ends







I’d like to know what makes you feel happy


What music makes you sad


All of our secrets slowly unravelled


Such good times to be had


We mustn’t miss them







When you get to know me


When you get to know me better


Next time we meet





Christine




You won’t get to know me


There ain’t gonna be a next time


It’s not what you think


I came for a drink







I hear the same thing over and over


Wasn’t born yesterday





I have been through enough hoops this evening


I best be on my way


You must be joking







Still, happy to meet you


And better luck next time, Stephen


I’ll say goodbye





She tries to move away from him as the music ends, but he holds on to her hand.


Ward You remind me of Vickie.


Christine Do I?


Ward When she first arrived in London I found her in a doorway in Oxford Street, sheltering from the rain. Not very efficiently, she was soaked through.


Christine Why do I remind you of her?


Ward Your smile. Let me see you home.


Christine I’m on again in a minute.


Ward May I have your phone number?


Christine No, you may not.


Ward I hope you don’t have a weakness for fast cars.


Christine Not specially.


Ward That’s what did for Vickie. You know, the one that killed her was her thirteenth car crash.


Christine Too good to be true, really, isn’t it?


Ward What did you say your phone number was?


Christine checks a retort and relents, smiling.


Christine Regent 2150.


She slips away and disappears backstage. Ward turns to the audience.





Ward


I tried to phone her, she never answered


Finally tracked her down


Heard she spent weekends back home in Wraysbury


Horrible little town
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