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CAST OF CHARACTERS

Jenny Lind - a Swedish soprano and opera star

P.T. Barnum - American showman and entrepreneur

Charity Barnum - P.T. Barnum's wife

CIRCA AND SETTING:  1850, New York

SETTING: All action takes place backstage in Jenny Lind's dressing room. A dressing table and chair are downstage right—the surface of the table covered with atomizer perfume bottles, jars, hairbrushes and a large hand mirror. Upstage are several large, stacked trunks; an array of gorgeous dresses and skirts have been tossed over them as if the owner was impatient in making up her mind which one to wear. A wingback chair also has a dress thrown over it. An entry door is downstage left. Various small tables complete the furniture, each one holding large vases of flowers. Several vases, in fact, have been relegated to the floor due to lack of space.

AT RISE: As the curtain and lights slowly go up, we hear a soprano vocalizing. JENNY LIND sits at her dressing table and studies her artfully applied makeup in the hand-held mirror. After a moment, there is a knock on the door. She ignores it. The caller impatiently knocks again.




JENNY



(bored) Ja? Who goes?


BARNUM (O.S.)


Just me. Phineas Barnum. May I come in?

This instantly gets her attention and she goes from aloof to giddy.


JENNY


One moment—ja?

She reviews her reflection, checks her long hair, and sets the mirror down to liberally spritz herself with perfume. She sits regally in the dressing table chair, then changes her mind and goes to the wing back chair. She sits down, then realizes there's a dress hanging over the back of it. She grabs the dress, throws it over one of the trunks and sits down as if she has been casually resting the entire afternoon.


JENNY


(sweetly) Snalla! Please! Come in!

The door opens to reveal BARNUM, partially hidden by the spectacular vase of roses he's carrying.


BARNUM


My apology, Miss Lind, for disturbing your rest. After your performance last night, you must be—


JENNY


Nej, nej. It is an apology, I think, most ... unnecessary.




BARNUM



(glances around) It appears your admirers have already made their feelings known. Where would you like me to put this for you?

Jenny jumps up and goes to the dressing table where she proceeds to hastily clear a spot for the case. It's also obvious she has done this in order to be close to her visitor. She deeply inhales one of the roses.


JENNY


So ... very beautiful. Ja?


BARNUM


Indeed. Befitting a beautiful voice and exceptional talent.




JENNY



(excitedly) They are from you, ja?


BARNUM


From me? No, I can't take the credit for blooms this pricey. They're from the mayor of this fine city along with an invitation for you to be his guest at supper during our stay in New York.

Her expression instantly registers disappointment. She points to the bouquet.


JENNY


My mind I change. Too much room it takes. You would move, snalla? Uh—please?




BARNUM



(happy to oblige) Your wish is my command. Where would you like them?

She looks around and points downstage right.


BARNUM 


All right. But I don't see a table.




JENNY



(shrug) The floor—it is good for flowers not from you.




BARNUM



The floor it is then.

He sets down the vase.




BARNUM 



(chuckles) I'll have to hire you a separate rail car just for all of your flowers.


JENNY


(indifferent) When we leave ... they will be dead.


BARNUM


A sobering way to look at it, I suppose. But I'm sure there'll be hundreds more to take their place. I promised you'd be a sensation in America and you haven't proven me wrong.


JENNY


Ja, tusen tack. Uh - thank you. You ... are most generous.


BARNUM


(starts to leave) Well, I shouldn't keep you from your rest. We have a sell-out crowd again tonight.

She touches his arm, then quickly withdraws it, a little embarrassed.


BARNUM 


Is something wrong?


JENNY


Must you leave ... when you just arrive?


BARNUM


Well, I suppose I could spare a few minutes. Was there something you wanted to talk about?

She indicates he should sit in the wingback chair and he does so. She is hesitant in starting a conversation.


JENNY


The words. For me ... they do not come easily.


BARNUM


English, you mean? (chuckles) My wife says I have trouble with it myself sometimes and I was born here!

She looks at him, puzzled.


BARNUM 


Frankly, I think you're doing very well. Practice, practice, practice!

She smiles demurely but still looks sad.


BARNUM 


Is there something you're unhappy about, Miss Lind?


JENNY


Nej, nej.. With you ... I could not imagine ... greater happiness.


BARNUM


Well, that's good because I do feel responsible for luring you away from retirement and making you the toast of the town.


JENNY


'Toast'?


BARNUM


An American expression. The reigning belle of the century. The star of my show. Why, when the Atlantic docked—did you see those crowds that turned out to greet you? Had to be thirty, forty thousand people lined up and you hadn't sung a single note!


JENNY


Is good thing, ja?


BARNUM


Better than good. Oh, the grand plans I have for you, Miss Lind! Multi-city tours! Autographs! Daguerrotypes! Souvenirs!


JENNY


(confused) Sou ... ven ... ir? Is word I not know.


BARNUM


Well, a souvenir is like a keepsake, a memento, something you take home to always remember the experience you just had.


JENNY


(nods in understanding)In my country ... we give lock of hair. 

(she twists one end of her own hair and holds it out to him)

For remembrances.


BARNUM


Exactly! Although it's one thing to give a snippet to a sweetheart now and then. I really can't have you chopping off your tresses for thousands of greedy strangers. Why, in no time we'd have to change all the handbills from "The Swedish Nightingale" to "The Bald Soprano."(laughs) Who'd pay money to see something called that?! No, Miss Lind, I need you to trust me to be the thinker for you. 


JENNY


Trust you. Ja, I do.


BARNUM


You're going to be quite popular, you know.


JENNY


In Europe ... I was popular.


BARNUM


Which makes it even stranger that I'd never heard of you until that night I went to the opera. Do you remember?


JENNY


Ja. It is for me ... my every waking thought.


BARNUM


Well, I'm a showman by profession and you're a dazzling singer by reputation. I knew I wanted you for my show from the first moment I saw you and I was right. I think we make a fine team!


JENNY


(pleased) A team. Ja. I think of us as well... in this special   way.


BARNUM


I also think it's wrong for a gentleman to remain seated while a lady  in the room is still standing.

He stands up and indicates she should sit down. She sits but points to the dressing table chair and suggests through gestures that he should pull it over.


BARNUM 


If you insist.

He picks up the chair and moves it so that it's perpendicular to hers. He waits for her to talk but she's still hesitant.


BARNUM 


(concerned) Is it something to do with others in the company? I   realize there could be some jealousy afoot, what with my bringing you from out of nowhere and paying you a thousand dollars a performance but if any of them have said anything or done anything to upset you in any way—


JENNY


It is not the money or, as you say, a jealousy.


BARNUM


Homesick, then? Can't say as I blame you. You're a long, long way from Sweden to be sure. It's like my Fiji Mermaid. Now that's a fish long out of water!

She doesn't respond to his attempt at humor.


BARNUM 


But as you were saying ... ?


JENNY


My memories I carry always ... here.(hand over her heart)


BARNUM


(smiles) I think we all do. 


JENNY


Ja?


BARNUM


The difference with me, though—and as Charity so fondly and repeatedly reminds me—I'm so busy making new memories every day that I don't always have the time to dwell on my yesterdays.

It fails to register on him how she has turned away at the mention of his wife.


BARNUM 


Why sometimes it's like years 'n' years go by and I don't give a single thought to Connecticut. That's where I grew up, you know—Bethel, Connecticut. Sweet little town but not nearly big enough to hold my ambition.(grin) Back then—when I was 12, I think—I  was peddling cherry rum and tea cake to soldiers. Made me enough by the time I was 15 to support my family and even start my own weekly newspaper. Heady times—that they were. I knew even then, though, I was destined for something bigger, something brighter!

He finally notices her distraction.


BARNUM 


But we were talking about you, weren't we? About how you're homesick 'n' all.

She nods and




















































































































































































































[image: ]


d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





