INT. Rehearsal Room - EVENING

MIKE:

OK everyone.  I think the chorus is all here, so we'll do the stuff in Act 4.  That's page 58, Doris - the Hades Gallop - better known as the Can-Can.  Here we go.  Two bars in - and -

Music starts.  Eva wanders off.

You're in this too, Eva.

Eva:

No, darling.  This is where I change my costume.

MIKE:

Change costume?

Eva:

Yes, into my Finale costume, my Bacchanal outfit.

MIKE:

Jack!

Eva:

Now, Jack - before you say anything, we agreed that I would play the part as it was set by Trevor Nunn at the English National opera.  And he was always very firm that Eurydice had to change costume to signify the transformation from oppressed female slave to emancipated woman.  We did lots of it by playing the sub-text on the top, as we say, but the costume change was absolutely essential at that point.

JACK:

In the first place, you didn't play Eurydice at the English National Opera: you were in the chorus.  And secondly, there isn't another costume.

Eva:

Oh, there has to be, Jack - otherwise I'd be naked.

JACK:

No, you don't understand: we can't afford another costume for you.

Eva:

Oh, surely not - next you'll be telling me that I won't get a follow spot, or my own dressing room.  Really, Jack - you are a wag!

Jack shrugs helplessly.

MIKE:

OK, fine - let's go back a bit.  It's the minuet now.  All right for this one, Eva?

Eva:

Well, actually -

MIKE:

Good - places everyone.  Where are you going, Eva?

Eva:

I enter down the steps, centre stage.

MIKE:

Jack!

JACK:

There aren't any steps, centre stage.

Eva:

There were the last time I did this.  They're traditional.

JACK:

Traditional?

Eva:

Yes - à la tradition de l'Opera Comique de Paris.

JACK:

Ah, I see.  I think this might be my fault, Mike.  I wasn't aware that there were such traditions, and obviously Eva hasn't quite got her head around our 'avant garde' version of the show.

MIKE:

(taking this 'line')

Oh - yes - right, Jack.

Eva:

Avant garde?  But why didn't you say so, you silly boy?  I had no idea.  You must think me a real blonde, as they say.

AGGIE:

(aside)

No, we didn't think you were a real blonde for a single moment.

Eva:

What was that, dear?

AGGIE:

Nothing.  A little 'avant garde' aside.

JACK:

So, Eva - avant garde.  Happy now?

Eva:

Yes, Jack - wonderful.  So how should I make my big entrance?

JACK:

Ah - er - we thought that you would enter at the back -

Eva:

And the crowd would part as one, leaving me a triumphal path -

JACK:

And merge in with the crowd, trying to look non-descript, as one of the visiting gods and goddesses.

Eva:

Merge in?  Non-descript?  How is that avant garde?

JACK:

Well, it's -

MIKE:

Actually, it's the socialist/communist political overtones.  Not only has Eurydice come to self-realisation as a free woman, but she has also taken on board the revolutionary - at the time - philosophy of 'liberté, égalité, fraternité'.  Or in her case, 'soeuritée' - or whatever the French adverb for sisterhood is.  This - er - requires her to sacrifice her special status as - er - sexual plaything of the gods, as she now despises this role she has been forced to play out by the male-orientated hierarchy of gods - and - er - symbolises this by taking on the mantle of an equal member of the Olympian revolution in catering.  And wearing an egalitarian costume.

Eva:

Ah.  I see.  So my suffering will have come full circle, as I reject the bourgeois trappings of a concubine, a mistress to the gods, and become one of the common mob.  Renouncing my past, hateful privileges in order to redeem myself as a true individual in glorious poverty.

MIKE:

That's it!

Eva:

I see.  Let me think about that.

JACK:

So you see, in the spirit of this production - avant garde, as it is - there can be no singling-out, no preferential treatment. No follow-spots, no individual dressing room, no extra costumes -

Eva:

Yes, of course.  It would be completely wrong.  I am a symbol of the downtrodden working classes.  I should be dressed in rags, my face dirty, raped and debased by the bourgeoisie.  But my triumphant transformation into a lowly Bacchanal symbolises the triumph of true social democracy over the corrupt and dying feudal system perpetuated by the gods.  Oh, Jack, Jack - your vision - it's wonderful!  It's Götterdämmerung - and I'm Brünhilde!

She exits in triumph.  Mike and Jack give a high five.

MIKE:

Well done, Jack.

JACK:

Same to you, Mike.  Good team work.  I'll see you in the pub.

