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Chapter 1 French Clothing Show
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In Paris, France, a high fashion clothing exhibition is in the works.

In the backstage, the floor manager, Harry, is trying to have the models quiet down.

“Ladies, the quicker we finish, the quicker you can go see Paris. The ‘cat-walk’ is finished and ready for the walk.”

“OK, here is the order you will go in. The gowns are by your name and number that you have been fitted for. We are going to go through the entire rehearsal. You will go to each station for two minutes then walk. Go back to the station and in two minutes you will go walk again.”

He takes a breath, “Alright, start the music, it is on a recorder. But the orchestra was recorded from the final rehearsal this morning.”

The music starts and the first model starts down the ‘cat-walk’ in step with the music. As she turns at the end of the walkway, she smiles and starts back. The second girl passes her about halfway to the end of the walkway. It is not as easy as the models make it to look. You must stay in step with the music, not to fast or slow. After two complete trips up and back, Harry the floor manager is satisfied.

“OK, it goes. Be here at 5:30 tomorrow afternoon, eat before you come and no drinking. We start at 7:00. You have to change in 3 minutes for your second runway. You have all fitted for both outfits and they fit. Everyone will show up on time or this will be the last show you do for me.”

The first four models are ready and are always on time. Paris is nice but after four trips here there is nothing new left to see.

The show is starting and the Paris host sponsor from the number one Clothing House has a few words. When he is seated, the orchestra starts, and Harry is bouncing “Let’s go, go.”

The tall Brunette at 6-foot 2 is first down the walkway in a brown business suit. From the rear, nothing much to see. The slits up both legs goes up almost to her chest line for her to walk 

The next one is a 6-foot Chinese model dressed in a shimmering blue silk gown, split well above her waist with nothing showing but smooth skin.

The next model is 6-foot 4 blond, long hair down to her waist in a lite blue spring dress with lots of spring in her steps.

The fourth model with dark auburn hair, about 6-foot 1 in a black pants suit, a plunging neckline almost to her waist.

Backstage is organized chaos; a strap comes loose; a buttonhole is not cut. Harry can only under his breath say to himself, ‘why was that not found at rehearsal?’

The floor manager Harry has 15 girls ready when the #1 model walks through the curtain at the back of the stage, she walks the walk and returns through the curtain into the dressing room. She is surrounded by four dressers. The first set takes everything off her and then assists the next two in sliding the dress over her head and down. One person re-combs her hair, as they laces her, buttons, and shoes are put on. Foot ware is the most difficult to handle. And so it goes.

When the 15th and last girl is within two steps of the back curtain, the #1 model moves through it and starts down the ‘cat-walk’ after changing for her second walk. The floor manager, Harry, spends more energy than everyone else combined to put this few minutes on the stage. It is another perfect dress change.

The stately Brunette makes her second run amid an applause, which continues for the first four model before it finally stops, with occasional outbursts for the other models.

As the first four models return from their second walk, they are now stripped to nothing and the redressing is about to start with the clothes for the after party showing and the taking of purchasing orders.

Harry almost screams, “NO, no, don’t redress them,” pointing at the first four models. He hands to the dressers an arm full of clothes separated with paper.

“Here, put this on them. They are going out as a set, all at once.”

Harry says to his assistant Ted, “Here is the recorder. It is wound where it should be, don’t touch it. Run this to the studio sound people they are expecting it, go now.”

Ted his young male assistant has the job because he is a quick study and wants Harry’s job someday. To all the models he is just a kid brother. It is hard to find an assistant that has talent and the moxie to work around beautiful seldom clad women and still keep your focus. It is a brother sister relationship between the models and Ted. He can fill or step into any job, any spot, anytime and with the girls it is all business.

Harry turns to the dressers, “You have three minutes to get the first four models into these outfits. Do whatever you have too, to make this work. You did it once in practice, this is for real. Use the tape and pins as we did before.”

Over Harry’s headset comes, “Harry, I am in the sound room, now what?”

“Wait, when I say, Turn it on, you start the recorder.”

The first model dressed is Briallen who is now neck high in blue shining silk, top to bottom, front to back.

Next is Solviegn, she is near 6-foot 5 in her extra high heels, her blond wigs are being reattached, Her blue silk gown flows to the floor and then some.

The next model is My-Ling. At only 6-feet she is easily covered in blue silk. But sometimes it is hard to say which is her dress and which piece of cloth a pin should go into.

The first model out of the curtain will be the Brunette. At 6-foot 2, several dressers stands on chairs to wrap the silk up under her neck, plus all the other needs.

After all this dressing, each of the four models have a single string in their hands. It is the unwrapping string. Once pulled all the extra blue silk should fall to the floor. Then the patrons will see the new outfits they have.

Harry wants this to flow smoothly as the last scheduled model leaves the walkway. “Hurry, hurry. 30 seconds girls.”

Over his mic to the sound room. “Not yet, wait for me.”

The last model for the exhibition on the boardwalk is always chosen for her rear view, a large smooth bare back and well developed calves. Her normal ending is a quarter turn and she blows the people a kiss. The half dozen photographers are there just for her. The audience stays seated waiting for the curtains to close. The last model is pulled to one side out of the way as the four just dressed models walk out. The curtain is not visible to most of the audience. Those in the poorer seats watch as the curtains are parted. It seems a huge blue blob under the spotlights is coming out from the open curtain.

The  people sitting at the tables are speechless and motionless. The four models seems to form a circle as the ‘cat-walk’ widens for the turnaround; they pose and sometimes throw a kiss.

Suddenly, yards of the blue silk seems to blow, sluffs off, and slowly settles to the floor. The four models take a step closer to the edge and each is in a different outfit.
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