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Jack Richards' LOUNGE: - EVENING

Jack is talking to Joanne on the phone.  We hear her responses over the PA system.

Anne:

You can't tell her about Richard and Christine -

Jack:

(Aside)

Why not?

Anne:

What if Christine's husband ever found out?

Jack:

For God's sake - think of the publicity - think what a television documentary about us could do for the group - the ticket sales, the people clamouring to join.  If they think we've got orgies arranged every Friday night - we could get the sort of publicity you couldn't even dream of!

Anne:

That's despicable!

[Storms off]

Jack:

(To Joanne)

Well - he and Christine have a bit of a thing going.  They were actually caught in the act so to speak -

Joanne:

(On phone)

In the act?  In the actual act?

Jack:

It was in the fly system -

Joanne:

What's a fly system?

Jack:

The machinery above the stage that raises and lowers the scenery.

Joanne:

In the fly system?

Jack:

Directly above the stage -

Joanne:

Go on -

Jack:

During a performance -

Joanne:

Even better - don't stop -

[Lights down on Richard and Chris. The following dialogue is over a silent version of what Jack describes, played out DSC]

The Stage: - EVENING

Jack:

(Voice over)

It was the Sound of Music.  Our Doris was playing Mother Superior, and she was nearly at the end of Climb Every Mountain, when she happened to look dramatically up to heaven, and there they were, not eight feet above her head, humping away in time with the music - well, actually in double time by that point, as it was nearly at the climax of the piece.  You can imagine the effect on the poor woman:  'Till you find your dream' turned into a sort of inhuman screech - it was remarkable.

Joanne:

(on phone)

Remarkable?

Jack:

She's never been able to hit a top C before - or since, for that matter.  The critic for the local rag thought it was great.  She described it as 'a wonderful new interpretation of a hackneyed old classic - terribly original to introduce this climactic moment of divine intervention, a visual and auditory communication between this religiously devout woman with her own personal vision of God, interpreted through unearthly, ethereal and totally unexpected top note.'

Joanne:

So what happened?

Jack:

Well, Doris fainted - which just added to the critic's conviction that this was a brilliant performance.  The other nuns gathered round.  Then they all looked up - apparently to heaven - there was an open white light shining straight down, it looked really impressive.

Joanne:

Yes!?

Jack:

Well, they saw Richard and Chris - or rather they heard Richard and Chris, who by this time had joined in - rather noisily, I'm afraid - with the climax from the orchestra.  Some of them stared in disbelief, others covered their eyes.  It was exactly as if they had seen an apparition from heaven - the critic lady congratulated me on an inspired moment of theatre.  Fortunately, the lights had started to go down - sorry, no pun intended - so she missed the rather more worldly nuns starting to giggle.  Naturally, I didn't disillusion her.

[Flashback stops here, lights down on nuns
]

Jack Richards' LOUNGE: - EVENING

Joanne:

(On phone)

Wow - that's just the sort of thing I'm looking for.  Could we recreate that for the programme?

Jack:

Well - you'd have to ask Richard, of course - but he has been dining out on the strength of it for the last couple of years - so I don't suppose he'd object.  But I don't suppose you'd get Christine - or Doris for that matter.  There is a slight problem, though.

Joanne:

Problem?

Jack:

We’re actually putting on a show this week.  Iolanthe.  By Gilbert and Sullivan.  So we’re really busy –

Joanne:

No problem. Maybe I can come and see it.  Or even better, we could get a camera crew there to film the highlights.  Which nights did you say?
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