Musicals 101: Broadway in the 21st Century

Class 5 * Revivals—Problematic Dialogue
(Librettists & Lyricists As Noted)

Oklahoma! (1943)

Book & Lyrics by Oscar Hammerstein Il - Based on Green Grow the Lilacs by Lynn Riggs

Act One, Scene Two: The Smokehouse

JUD enters and crosses to table. There is a knock on the door. He rises quickly and tiptoes to
the window to peek outside. Then he glides swiftly back to the table. Takes out a pistol and
starts to polish it. There is a second knock.

JUD (calling out sullenly): Well, open it, cain’t you?
CURLY (opening the door and strolling in: Howdy.
JUD: Whut’d you want?

CURLY: | done got th’ough my business up here at the house. Just thought I’d pay a call.
(Pause.) You got a gun, | see.

JUD: Good un. Colt forty-five.

CURLY: Whut do you do with it?

JUD: Shoot things.

CURLY: Oh. (He moseys around the room casually.) That there pink picture—now that’s a naked
womern [sic], ain’t it?

JUD: Yer eyes don't lie to you.

CURLY: Plumb stark naked as a jaybird. No. No, she ain’t. Not quite. Got a couple of
thingumbobs tied onto her.

JUD: Shucks. That ain’t a think to whut | got here. (He shoves a pack of postcards across the
table toward CURLY.) Lookit that top one.

CURLY (covering his eyes): I'll go blind! . . . (Throwing it back on the table.) That ud give me
idys, that would.

JUD (picking it up and looking at it): That’s a dinger, that is.

CURLY (gravely): Yeah, that shore is a dinger. . . . (Taking down a rope.) That’s a good-lookin’
rope you got there. (He begins to spin it.) Spins nice. You know Will Parker? He can shore spin
a rope. (He tosses one end of the rope over the rafter and pulls down on both ends, tentatively.)
'S a good strong hook you got there. You could hang yerself on that, Jud.

JUD: | could whut?

CURLY (cheerfully): Hang yerself. It ud be as easy as fallin’ off a log! Fact is, you could stand on
a log—er a cheer if you’d rather—right about here —see? And put this here around your neck.
Tie that good up there first, of course. Then all you’d have to do would be to fall off the log—er
the cheer, whichever you’d ruther fall off of. In five minutes, or less, with good luck, you’d be
daid as a doornail.

JUD: Whut’d you mean by that?
CURLY: Nen folks ud come to yer funril and sing sad songs.
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[Leads into song “Pore Jud is Daid.” After the song, CURLY asks JUD about his previous work,
and JUD replies.]

JUD: Lousy they was to me. Both of ‘em. Always makin’ out they was better. Treatin’ me like
dirt.

CURLY: And whut'd you do—git even?

JUD: Who said anythin’ about gittin’ even?

CURLY: No one, that | recollect. It jist come into my head.

JUD: If it ever come to gittin’ even with anybody, I’d know how to do it.

JUD: You ain’t told me yet whut business you had here. We got no cattle to sell ner no cow
ponies. The oat crop is done spoke fer.

CURLY: You shore relieved my mind consid’able.

JUD (tensely): They’s on’y one other thing on this farm you could want—and it better not be
that!

CURLY (closing the door deliberately and turning slowly, to face JUD): But that’s jist whut it is.
JUD: Better not be! You keep away from her, you hear?

CURLY (coolly): You know somebody orta tell Laurey whut kind of a man you air. And fer that
matter, somebody orta tell you onct about yerself.

JUD: You better git outa here, Curly.

CURLY: A feller wouldn’t feel very safe in here with you . . . ’f he didn’t know you. (Acidly.) But |
know you, Jud.

Act Two, Scene Three: Back of Laurey’s House

[Laurey and Curly are married. The wedding party is in full swing. Company sings “Oklahoma!”
Amidst the celebration, Jud shows up and starts a fight with Curly.]

JUD pulls out a knife and goes for CURLY. CURLY grabs his arm and succeeds in throwing him.
JUD falls on his knife, groans and lies still. . . .

[Jud is later pronounced dead. Aunt Eller wants Laurey and Curly to leave right away for their
honeymoon trip.]

CURLY: Laurey, honey, Cord Elam here, he’s a Fed’ral Marshal, y’know. And he things | orta
give myself up—Tonight, he thinks.

LAUREY: Tonight!

AUNT ELLER: Why, yer train leaves Claremore in twenty minutes.

CORD ELAM: Best thing is fer Curly to go of his own accord and tell the Judge.
AUNT ELLER (to CARNES): Why, you’re the Judge, ain’t you, Andrew?
CARNES: Yes, but—
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LAUREY (urging CURLY forward): Well, tell him now and git it over with.
CORD ELAM: 'T wouldn’t be proper. You have to do it in court.

AUNT ELLER: Oh, fiddlesticks. Le’s do it here and say we did it in court.
CORD ELAM: We can’t do that. That’s breaking the law.

AUNT ELLER: Well, let’s not break the law. Le’s just bend it a little. C’mon, Andrew, and start
the trial. We ain’t got but a few minutes.

CORD ELAM: Andrew—1 got to protest.

CARNES: Oh, shet yer trap. We can give the boy a fair trial without lockin’ him up on his
weddin’ night!

[After some haggling, the “trial” is conducted, and Curly is pronounced not guilty because of
self-defense.]

Carousel (1945)

Lyrics by Oscar Hammerstein Il - Book by Oscar Hammerstein Il, based on Ferenc
Molnar’s Liliom, as adapted by Benjamin F. Glazer

Act One, Scene Two: Nettie Fowler’s Spa on the Ocean Front

[One month after Julie Jordan has met and fallen in love with carousel barker Billy Bigelow. The
couple is living together at Nettie’s place. Julie’s friend Carrie visits.]

JULIE: Billy don’t know any trade. He’s only good at what he used to do. So now he jest don’t
do anythin’.

CARRIE: Wouldn’t the carousel woman take him back?

JULIE: | think she would, but he won’t go. | ask him why and he won’t tell me. . . . Last Monday
he hit me.

CARRIE: Did you hit him back?
JULIE: No.

CARRIE: Whyn’t you leave him?
JULIE: | don’t want to.

CARRIE: | would. I'd leave him. Thinks he ken do whatever he likes jest because he’s Billy
Bigelow. Don’t support you! Beats you! . . . He’s a bad’n.

JULIE: He ain’t willin’ly er meanin’ly bad. . . . Y’see he’s unhappy ’cause he ain’t workin’. That’s
really why he hit me on Monday..

CARRIE: Fine reason fer hittin’ you. Beats his wife ’cause he ain’t workin’.
JULIE: It preys on his mind.
CARRIE: Did he hurt you?

JULIE: (Very eagerly) Oh, no—no.
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[Later in the scene, Billy’s former employer Mrs. Mullin visits to ask Billy to return to the
carousel.]

MRS. MULLIN: Push yer hair back oft yer forehead —
BILLY (Pushing her hand away and turning away from her): Let my hair be.

MRS. MULLIN: If | told you to let it hang down over yer eyes you’d push it back. | hear you
been beatin’ her. If you’re sick of her, why don’t you leave her? No use beaten’ the poor, skinny
little—

BILLY: Leave her, eh? You'd like that, wouldn’t you?

MRS. MULLIN: Don't flatter yourself! . . . If | had any sense | wouldn’t of come here. The things
you got to do when you’re in business! . . . I'd sell the damn carousel if | could.

BILLY: Ain’t it crowded without me?

MRS. MULLIN: Those fool girls keep askin’ for you. They miss you, see? Are you goin’ to be
sensible and come back?

BILLY: And leave Julie?
MRS. MULLIN: You beat her, don’t you?

BILLY (Exasperated): No, | don’t beat her. What’s all this damn-fool talk about beatin’? I hit her
once, and now the whole town is—the next one | hear—I'll smash—

MRS. MULLIN: All right! All right! | take it back. | don’t want to get mixed up in it.
BILLY: Beatin’ her! As if I'd beat her!

Act Two, Scene Two: Waterfront, Night

[Billy’s friend Jigger involves Billy in a robbery. Jigger escapes, but Billy is caught. Rather than
surrender to policemen, Billy stabs himself in the stomach. Julie rushes in. Billy dies holding
her hand.]

JULIE: Sleep, Billy—sleep. Sleep peaceful, like a good boy. | knew why you hit me. You were
quick-tempered and unhappy. | always knew everythin’ you you were thinkin’. But you didn’t
always know what | was thinkin’. One thing | never told you—skeered you’d laugh at me. I'll tell
you now — (Even now she has to make an effort to overcome her shyness in saying it)—1 love
you. | love you. (In a whisper) | love—you. (Smiles) | was always ashamed to say it out loud. But
now | said it. Didn’t I?

Act Two, Scene Three: Up There
[Billy has gone to, well, where the Starkeeper is. He’s being oriented to his new reality.]

STARKEEPER: You left yer wife hevin’ thet baby comin’—with nothin’ fer ’em to live on.
Why’d you do thet?

BILLY: | couldn’t get work and | couldn’t bear to see her—(Pause)
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STARKEEPER: You couldn’t bear to see her cry. Why not come right out and say it?
Why are you afraid of of sayin’ the right word? Why are you ashamed you loved Julie?

BILLY: | ain’t ashamed of anything.

STARKEEPER: Why’d you beat her?

BILLY: | didn’t beat her—I wouldn’t beat a little thing like that —1 hit her.
STARKEEPER: Why?

BILLY: Well, y’'see—we’d argue. And she’d say this and I'd say that—and she’d be
right—so I’d hit her.

STARKEEPER: Hmmm! Are you sorry you hit her?
BILLY: Ain’t sorry fer anythin’.

Act Two, Scene Five: Outside Julie’s cottage. (Fifteen years after Scene Three.)

[Billy observes his daughter Louise, an unhappy teenager. In an argument with Julie,
Enoch Snow, Jr., says that his father will never let him “marry beneath his station.”]

LOUISE: You needn’t bother about marryin’ beneath your station! | wouldn’t have you.
And | wouldn’t have that stuck-up buzzard for a father-in-law if you gave me a million
dollars!

ENOCH, JR. (Outraged, hit in a tender spot): You're a fine one to talk about my father!
What about yer own? A cheap barker on a carousel—and he beat your mother!

LOUISE (Giving JUNIOR a good punch): You get out of here! You sleeky little la-de-da!
(Spins him around, gives him a well-directed kick.)

[Billy becomes visible and tells Louise he knew her father and nothing that Enoch, Jr.,
said was true. He tells her that her father was handsome, told funny jokes and made
people laugh. He then tries to give her a star. This frightens Louise.]

LOUISE: Go away!

BILLY (Growing panicky and taking her arm): Darlin, please—1 want to help you.
LOUISE (Trying to pull arm away): Don’t call me darling. Let go my arm!

BILLY: | want to make you happy. Take this—

LOUISE: No!
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BILLY: Please! (She pulls away from him, holding out her right hand to keep him away
from her): Please —dear— (Impulsively, involuntarily, he slaps her hand. She is startled.)

LOUISE: Mother! (She runs into the house.) Mother!

(Billy puts star on the chair nearest center. Then he looks at 1ST HEAVENLY FRIEND
[his escort “down here”] guiltily.)

1ST HEAVENLY FRIEND: Failure! You struck out blindly again. All you ever do to get
out of a difficulty —hit someone you love! Failure!

[Julie runs out of the house. Billy doesn’t want her to see him, so she doesn’t. Louise
notices Billy is gone.]

LOUISE: I didn’t make it up, Mother. Honest there was a strange man here and he hit
me—hard—1 heard the sound if—but it didn’t hurt, Mother! It didn’t hurt at all—it was
jest as if he—kissed my hand!

JULIE: Go into the house, child.

LOUISE: What’s happened, Mother? (JULIE just stares at the same place) Don’t you
believe me?

JULIE: Yes, | believe you.

LOUISE (Coming closer to JULIE): Then why don’t you tell me why you’re actin’ so
funny?
JULIE: It’s nothin’, darlin’.

LOUISE: But is it possible, Mother, fer someone to hit you hard like that—real loud and
hard—and not hurt you at all?

JULIE: It is possible, dear—fer someone to hit you—hit you hard—and not hurt at all.

(JULIE and LOUISE embrace and start for the house. LOUISE exits into house, but
JULIE sees the star that BILLY had placed on the chair and goes toward it. As she does
so, the lights dim slowly. She picks up the star and holds it to her breast.)
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My Fair Lady (1956)

Book & Lyrics by Alan Jay Lerner + Adapted from the play Pygmalion by George Bernard
Shaw & the motion picture Pygmalion by Gabriel Pascal

The Ending of Shaw’s Pygmalion:

[Higgins is at his mother’s house with Eliza. As Eliza turns to leave, she tells him she will not
see him again. Higgins gives her instructions about ordering cheese and buying him gloves.]

HIGGINS: Oh, by the way, Eliza, order a ham and a Stilton cheese, will you? And buy me a pair
of reindeer gloves, number eights, and a tie to match that new suit of mine. You can choose
the color. (His cheerful, careless, vigorous voice shows that he is incorrigible.)

ELIZA (disdainfully): Number eights are too small for you if you want them lined with lamb’s
wool. You have three new ties that you have forgotten in the drawer of your washstand. Colonel
Pickering prefers double Gloucester to Stilton; and you don’t notice the difference. |
telephoned Mrs. Pearce this morning not to forget the ham. What you are to do without me |
cannot imagine. (She sweeps out.)

MRS. HIGGINS: I'm afraid you’ve spoilt that girl, Henry. | should be uneasy about you and her if
she were less fond of Colonel Pickering.

HIGGINS: Pickering! Nonsense: she’s going to marry Freddy. Ha ha! Freddy! Freddy!! Ha ha ha
ha ha!lll

(He roars with laughter as the play ends.)

The Ending of Lerner’s Libretto for My Fair Lady:

[HIGGINS, alone in his study, has been listening to one of ELIZA’S early recordings. ELIZA
enters, turns off the machine, and recites the rest of the recording. Stage directions:]

(HIGGINS straightens up. If he could but let himself, his face would radiate unmistakable relief
and joy. If he could but let himself, he would run to her. Instead, he leans back with a contented
sigh pushing his hat forward till it almost covers his face.)

HIGGINS (softly): Eliza? Where the devil are my slippers?
(There are tears in ELIZA'S eyes. She understands.)

THE CURTAIN FALLS SLOWLY
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