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            For my sisters
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            Production notes

         

         The Star was first produced at the Liverpool Playhouse on

9 December 2016. The cast, in alphabetical order, was as

follows:

         
             

         

         Ellen  Eithne Browne

Ida  Michelle Butterly

Dora  Helen Carter

Mr Charles  Kevin Harvey

Arthur Crown  Danny O’Brien

Jack  Jack Rigby

The Chairman  Michael Starke

         Other parts played by members of the company

         Musicians  James Breckon, Elliot Chapman, Danny Miller

         Director  Philip Wilson

Designer  Matthew Wright

Arranger and Musical Director  Alex Smith

Lighting Designer  Johanna Town

Sound Designer  John Leonard

Choreographer  Cressida Carré

Magic Consultant  John Bulleid

Assistant Director  Jack Cooper

Casting Consultant  Kay Magson CDG

      

   


   
      
         

         
            This version of the text went to print before the end of rehearsals and may differ slightly from the version performed.

         

      

   


   
      
         

            Characters

         

         The Chairman

         Dame Ellen

         Arthur Crown

         Dora

         Jack

         Ida Valentine

         Mr Charles

         
             

         

         Other characters played

by members of the company 

      

   


   
      
         

            Songs

         

         ACT ONE

         Don’t Dilly-Dally

         Down at the Old Bull and Bush

         The Spaniard that Blighted My Life

         When I Take My Morning Promenade

         Oh What a Beauty! (The Marrow Song)

         Are We to Part Like This, Bill?

         Champagne Charlie

         The Rest of the Day’s Your Own

         I Want to Sing in Opera

         A Little of What You Fancy Does You Good

         ACT TWO

         Ship Ahoy

         Row, Row, Row

         She Sells Sea Shells

         Oh I Do Like to Be Beside the Seaside

         I Was a Good Little Girl Till I Met You

         When Father Papered the Parlour

         With Her Head Tucked Underneath Her Arm

         Who Were You With Last Night?

         Hold Your Hand Out, Naughty Boy

         Ain’t It Grand to Be Bloomin’ Well Dead?

         Burlington Bertie from Bow

         The Night I Appeared as Macbeth

         The Boy I Love Is Up in the Gallery

         Waiting at the Church

      

   


   
      
         

            THE STAR

         

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Act One

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SCENE ONE

            

         

         Possible overture as audience take their seats – just quite simple on the piano.

         A beautiful music-hall stage. Lavish red curtains and various backdrops that change according to the song. A golden glow from footlights along the front, orchestra pit below.

         Sharp blackout. Music starts – only honky-tonk piano at first. Ellen appears in a tight spotlight, her face peeking round the corner of the scenery. She’s a Florrie Forde type character, dressing regally in pearls and a large hat.

         She sings the first chorus in the spotlight just accompanied by the Musical Director on the piano.

         
            DON’T DILLY-DALLY

            Ellen    

            
               
                  
                     We had to move away,

                     Cos the rent we couldn’t pay

                     The moving van came round just after dark

                     There was me and my old man

                     Shoving things inside the van

                     Which we’d often done before let me remark

                     We packed all that could be packed

                     In the van, and that’s a fact

                     And we got inside all we could get inside

                     Then we packed all we could pack

                     On the tail board at the back

                     Till there wasn’t any room for me to ride.

                  

               

            

            
               Ellen bursts out from behind the flat as the stage is bathed in golden light – with her in a follow spot. The full band now joins in.  

            

            Ellen   You all know this.

            Chorus.

            
               
                  
                     My old man said follow the van

                     And don’t dilly-dally on the way

                     Off went the cart with the home packed in it

                     I walked behind with me old cock linnet

                     But I dillied and dallied

                     Dallied and dillied

                     Lost the van and don’t know where to roam

                     You can’t trust these specials like the old time coppers

                     When you can’t find your way home.

                  

               

            

            
               ‘Don’t Dilly-Dally’ continues to play underneath. Ellen dances off one side of the stage.

               The Chairman appears. He has a large gavel in his hand – which he bangs against anything nearby to keep the audience under control. He runs the theatre – introducing the acts and keeping the audience in check. He’ll pop up all around the theatre – in the circle, orchestra pit, stalls, flies – never in the same place twice.

            

            The Chairman   Welcome, welcome, welcome to the Star Music Hall, Liverpool. 

            What better way to start than a song about not paying your rent and doing a runner in the middle of the night! 

            I’m your chairman. This is my gaff and you’re all very welcome. Are you happy to be here?

            
               Mixed response.

            

            No? Yes? Some of you are. Do you mind letting your faces know?

            There’s hundreds of music halls all over Liverpool. The Tivoli, Dingle Park Palace, Prince of Wales, Empire, Lyric in Everton Valley. The Floral Pavilion and Argyle over the water in Birkenhead. But The Star is the best by far. 

            Have we got a night of magic and wonderment for you. (To Musical Director.) Have we?

            
               The Musical Director in the pit shrugs.

            

            Maybe not. Let’s see more of our first act, the old mother of our Music Hall …

            
               Ellen pokes her head round the scenery.

            

            Ellen   Less of the old.

            
               Music stops.

            

            (With great emotion.) This will probably be my last performance.

            The Chairman   She’s been saying that for thirty years.

            
               Music starts again.

            

            She’s so old, when she went to school there was no history class. She’s so old, she was a waitress at the Last Supper. She’s so old, she’s even got an auto graphed Bible. She’s so old, she remembers when these jokes were new. The everlasting, effervescent, elderly … excellent, extraordinary, electric, ever ready, efflorescent, glad I’ve got me teeth in, entertaining, effortless, earthenware, erect, unlike you over there, sir …

            All the way from Allerton. You’ve already seen her. The enchanting Dame Ellen Bloggs.

            
               He disappears off one side of the stage.

               Ellen appears and sings.

            

            Ellen    

            
               
                  
                     Oh I’m in such a mess

                     I don’t know the new address

                     Don’t even know the blessed neighbourhood

                     And I feel as if I might

                     Have to stay out all the night

                     And it ain’t a going to do me any good 

                     I don’t make no complaints

                     But I’m coming over faint

                     What I want now is a good substantial feed

                     And I sort o’ kind o’ feel

                     If I don’t soon have a meal

                     I shall have to rob the linnet of its seed.

                  

               

            

            All join in now, ladies and gentlemen.

            Chorus.

            
               
                  
                     My old man said follow the van

                     And don’t dilly-dally on the way

                     Off went the cart with the home packed in it

                     I walked behind with me old cock linnet

                     But I dillied and dallied

                     Dallied and dillied

                     Lost the van and don’t know where to roam

                     You can’t trust these specials like the old time coppers

                     When you can’t find your way home.

                  

               

            

            
               The Chairman appears round the other side of the stage – huffing and puffing. Ellen disappears for a moment.

            

            The Chairman   I’m out of breath already and we’re only on page two.

            
               Intro to ‘Down at the Old Bull and Bush’ plays underneath.

               Jack, the young stagehand, is planted in the audience. He wears a hat and scarf to look like a street urchin.

            

            Ah, young urchin, who I’ve never met before. May I ask why you like coming to the Star Music Hall?

            Jack / Urchin   (read out in a very cod way) ‘Life for the working classes these days is wretched. The music hall provides the only escape from the grim reality that is my existence.’ 

            The Chairman   That is fascinating that is.

            Jack / Urchin   Did I do it all right?

            The Chairman   Perfect. That’s the educational bit over.

            We should still get our Arts Council grant now.

            Jack / Urchin   So you can pay me now?

            The Chairman   Maybe.

            
               Jack dashes off.

            

            Let’s crack on and enjoy ourselves, ‘Down at the Old Bull and Bush’.

            
               Ellen reappears with the rest of company in a production number. They are in an old pub and have tankards in their hands.

            

            DOWN AT THE OLD BULL AND BUSH

            
               Ellen and company sing two choruses and a verse of ‘Down at the Old Bull and Bush’.

               The Chairman reappears.

            

            The Chairman   Let’s hear it for Dame Ellen Bloggs of Allerton.

            
               Ellen bows and saunters off.

            

            Isn’t she wonderful? We’ve got lots of other exciting acts tonight. Boris, the human cannon ball. Oh yes. And a real treat. Dr Colon and his magical large intestine. Less said about that the better. One act I know you’re all dying to see. (He whispers offstage.) Has she turned up yet?

            Jack   (now at side of the stage) Still no sign of her.

            The Chairman   (aside) I knew it was a mistake. (Back out front.) And now, if you want a real good laugh … (Under his breath.) You might want to go somewhere else. No, no. It’s your favourite act … Mr Comedy himself. Yes, it’s the mirth-making, side-splitting, some say suicide-inducing Arthur Crown. Eh and no throwing rotten vegetables until I’ve left the stage this time.

            
               Arthur comes on with a coal scuttle and a large fish under his arm.

            

            Arthur   Has anyone seen my coal scuttle?

            
               Tumbleweed moment. He looks at the fish under his arm.

            

            This fish you say, madam? I caught it this morning. I called it cold. I caught a cold.

            
               Tumbleweed.

            

            My wife. I wouldn’t say she was fat but she wears big clothes.

            
               Tumbleweed. He’s getting desperate, he tries his catch phrase again.

            

            Has anyone seen my coal scuttle?

            
               Groans from the audience.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SCENE TWO

            

         

         We go backstage. We are simply the other side of the backdrop.

         We can see Arthur’s silhouette as he performs on stage.

         There’s a real sense of the show going on in the background whenever we are backstage.

         There’s much activity and busy-ness as they try to get the show on – props, costumes, sets wheeled on and off in the background, different acts passing by, Jack and Dora continually running about.

         All quite frenetic.  

         
            
               The Chairman and Ellen listen to Arthur’s act.

            

            The Chairman   He’s dying on his arse.

            Ellen   Again.

            Audience Member   Boo.

            Audience Member   Get him off.

            Audience Member   Someone shoot him.

            The Chairman   They’re getting violent.

            Ellen   Again.

            Arthur   (desperate, off) Has anyone seen my coal scuttle?

            The Chairman   Where the hell is she?

            
               Dora, the wig girl, is busy pushing a rail of costumes through.

            

            Ellen   I told you it was a mistake asking her back.

            The Chairman   (in a panic) What acts have we got to go on instead? Is that Bear in a Dress still about?

            
               Ida Valentine sweeps in – she wears a large fur coat and hat and carries lots of bags and hat boxes. All the frenetic activity backstage freezes – a dramatic entrance. She’s very grand and speaks in a silky, smoky theatrical voice, which disappears and becomes broadest Scouse when she’s angry or upset.

            

            Ida   I’m here now, duckie.

            The Chairman   You’re late, Ida Valentine, you were meant to perform tonight.

            Ida   There’s still plenty of time for that.

            
               She stands there with all her boxes and hat boxes trying to look dignified but starting to struggle under the weight. One hat box falls, then another …  

            

            (In Scouse.) Is anyone gonna help me or wha’?

            
               Dora runs up to assist. Ida dumps everything on her.

            

            Ellen   (aside) You can take the girl out of New Brighton –

            
               Ida sees Ellen.

            

            Ida   Darling. You’re still here.

            Ellen   Where else would I be?

            Ida   The undertakers?

            The Chairman   Ellen’s part of the furniture.

            Ida   Hmm, like a burst sofa.

            
               A furious Ellen moves to confront her. The Chairman holds her back.

            

            Ellen   Don’t you come back here now, lady …

            Ida   Now where’s my dressing room?

            Dora   This way, Madame … Lady … Miss Valentine.

            Ida   (directed at Ellen) I take it it’s the Number One Dressing Room?

            
               Dora shows Ida to her dressing room – struggling with the boxes and dropping a few on the way. Ida picks them up as she goes – trying to look elegant in her exit but thwarted.

            

            For crying out loud.

            Ellen   Why has she got star billing and the Number One Dressing Room? I thought I was the star.

            The Chairman   The building is The Star, that’s what it’s called.

            Ellen   Don’t play silly beggars with me. Why’s she back?

            The Chairman   The audience love her. 

            Ellen   And what about me?

            The Chairman   You’re always telling me it’s your last ever performance, I’m covering me back.

            Ellen   I’m not dead yet.

            The Chairman   (aside) Don’t I know it. (To Ellen.) You’re the heart of this place, you’ll always be here.

            Ellen   And what about this Alfonso chap she ran off with?

            The Chairman   Don’t mention his name!

            
               His leg and head twitches at hearing his name. He gets them under control.

            

            Ellen   Is it because you still love her?

            The Chairman   No. No, no, no, no, no. God, no.

            
               Much booing and jeering from the stage. Arthur comes backstage covered in all sorts of vegetables. The band plays a jaunty tune to cover his exit.

            

            Arthur   Who knew a whole cabbage thrown at your head could hurt so much?

            The Chairman   I did see someone filling a cauliflower with lead shot earlier.

            Ellen   Bit of chicken stock, you could make a nice pan of soup with all that.

            Arthur   I do prefer the rotten ones. Softer. Where are they getting all these vegetables from?

            The Chairman   I really don’t know. It’s awful, awful …

            Arthur   I’m determined to find an act they love.

            
               He leaves on one side. Jack appears on the other with a tray on a neck strap full of vegetables and a sign saying VEG TO THROW AT UNFUNNY COMIC 2/6d. 

            

            Ellen   That’s terrible.

            The Chairman   I’ve got to make me money somehow.

            
               A large sinister ‘swell’-type character, Mr Charles, dressed in a black cape and top hat and carrying an open bottle of champagne, appears in the shadows. Perhaps he’s been standing there the whole time but in amongst props and costumes. It’s only when he moves that we see him. Or he always appears by some magical trick – not quite in a puff of smoke but via a trapdoor …

            

            Mr Charles   You can’t see me. Boo.
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