ON THE RAZZLE
Audition Pack

Ottershaw Players present On The Razzle By Tom Stop pard

Directed by Peter Moore. 07930 451317. Emailmpetm@oore@gmail.com

Audition Dates

Read-through for members of Ottershaw Playerglonday 5th January, 7.30pm
Public auditions oMonday 12th January andThursday 15th January, also at 7.30pm.
All to be held at New Haw Community Centre.

If anyone is interested in auditioning for this guation, but is unable to make either of the aoditlates, please contact Peter Moore
ASAP.

Production Dates / Location

The show week commences Sun 24th May 2009 at thd&®RMcGaw Theatre, Woking. Performances are Wétdstd Sat 30th May.
A possibility of a matinee on Sat"®ay has been mooted.

Rehearsals

We will rehearse on Sunday evenings and one ottestireg - probably Thursday - each week. The laspte of weeks we will probably
go to three rehearsals per week. Sunday reheatdBisok Hall. Weekday rehearsals at a venuestddeided - probably New Haw
Community Centre.

Period

1900 Vienna - costume to be in keeping with thégger The city is going through a fashion crazedtthings Scottish, so there is a
LOT of tartan.

Synopsis

The play is a farce, in two acts, requiring eitiey/7f or 8m/6f. Set in 1900, the action takes placearious locations: Herr Zangler's
shop; the road to Vienna; Mme Knorr's shop; a déiés Blumenblatt's apartment and Miss Blumenislagirden, amongst others.

"Why do | have a sense of impending disaster?" Aangler, a linguistically challenged successfeleggrocer in suburban Vienna,
muses halfway through the first scene. He's alwogib into town to wine and dine a wealthy widoweitliner, Madame Knorr, while
packing off his ward and niece Marie to his sigtelaw, Miss Blumenblatt, to prevent her from elogiwith an impoverished gentlemen,
Sonders. Little does he know that his chief clevleinberl, and apprentice, Christopher, are goingdse up shop for a day of adventure
on the town, that his niece is wearing a Scottigffitoon precisely the day that everyone in Viema the grips of &Macbethand-Sir-
Walter-Scott-inspired highland fashion craze, drat &ll these people, along with his fiancee's wiglbfriend, Frau Fischer, his newly
hired servant, Melchior, and various waiters, pofien and servants, including a rump-obsessed ceachmil end up, in various
disguises, tartans and states of dress and undrésssame fashionable restaurant. "One false h@aagler concludes, "and we'll have
a farce on our hands."



Character Notes

There are 8 major characters (3m/4f, 1m/f) to laggd by a single actor each and around 21 othés foane played by 2f and 3m actors,
doubling-up with between 2 and 4 roles each. Thieel" parts are anything but minor. The playisa ensemble piece and | have tried
to make sure that everyone has a decent chunle @idty to work on - nobody should have fewer tharpages, though by necessity,
some of this may be spread out a bit. AdditionaWyp actorgnight be portraying "Lightning"”, a horse!

Weinberl (M)

Age 20s - 40s. The head clerk at Zangler's groeemyorium. Clever, witty, easily bored. Decideg6 'On The Razzle' to Vienna
while Zangler is away.

Christopher (F)

Age 20s - 40s. The male junior clerk at Zangleinigp. Younger than Weinberl, but respects him lgedpappy to go along with any
scheme of Weinberl's. Traditionally played by atress.

Zangler (M)

Age 40s - 60s. Owner of Zangler's grocery emporitamployer of Weinberl and Christopher. EngageMéalame Knorr. Perpetually
angry and prone to spoonerisms and malapropisms.

Melchior (M/F)

Age 20s - 40s. Zangler's new manservant. Cheattygharp, but still ends up outwitted by the twoshoys. Could be played by a
man or a woman.

Marie (F)

Age 20s - 30s. Zangler's niece and his ward. Waorkhe shop. Pretty and clever. Loves Sondetsleeams of marrying him.

Sonders (M)

Age 20s - 30s. Marie's penniless lover. Despisedamgler, owing to his lack of prospects.

Madame Knorr (F)

Age 30s - 50s. Zangler's fiancee. Owns and manadgshionable haberdasher shop in the centréeafh¥.

Frau Fischer (F)

Age 30s - 50s. A wealthy widow. Friend of Mme KnoWeinberl pretends to be her husband in oml@wvbid Zangler in Vienna.

Other named characters with fewer lines are aladable and will be doubled. Below is a chart shhgithe proposed doubling of each
character in the play. Characters grouped togetfeeto be played by the same actor.



Character

WEINBERL M

T

CHRISTOPHER

ZANGLER M

A WIN]PF

MELCHIOR M/F

GERTRUD
5 MISS BLUMENBLATT F
GERMAN WOMAN

MRS FISCHER

MADAME KNORR

MARIE
SONDERS
LISETTE
PHILIPPINE
10 F
SCOTTISH WOMAN
RAGAMUFFIN
COACHMAN
11 M
HUPFER (tailor)
WAITER 1
12 FOREIGNER M
SCOTTISH MAN
GERMAN MAN
CONSTABLE
13 M
LIGHTNING 1
WAITER 3
WAITER 2 /BUSBOY

14 M
LIGHTNING 2

Olo|N|o
Z|(m|m|m

In addition to these ‘named’ parts there are alsmsy customers, townsfolk, etc, to be played byevter is free at that part of the play.

Audition Pieces

Following are various pieces from the play whiclii foirm the basis of the auditions. There is asteone piece for each major character.
You will not be expected to learn any of these @gagrior to audition, but obviously, some familigrvith the contents will be helpful to
you.



Zangler & Gertrud

ACT ONE

Zangler’s shop

In which customers are served with great panache by WEINBERL and
CHRISTOPHER. MARIE is the cashier in a gilded cage. Old-fashioned
spring-loaded canisters travel on wires between the cage and the
counters. A chute delivers a large sack of flour from up above to a
position behind WEINBERL’s counter. There is a trap door to a cellar.
SONDERS, incognito, is among the customers. A town clock chimes the
hour. Customers are being ushered out by CHRISTOPHER. SONDERS
remains. Shop closing for lunch.

Zangler’s room can occupy the stage with the shop, the action moving
between the two.

ZANGLER and GERTRUD. ZANGLER 75 wusually worked up, as now.

GERTRUD never is.

ZANGLER: My tailor has let me down again,

GERTRUD: Yes, I can see.

ZANGLER: No, you damned well can’t. I'm referring to my new
uniform which hasn’t arrived yet, and today is the grand
annual parade with the massed bands of the Sporting and
Benevolent Societies of the Grocers’ Company. It’s enough to
make one bursta bratwurst, I’ll feel such afool. .. There I'll be,
president-elect and honorary whipper-in of the Friends of the
Opera Fur and Feather Club, three times winner of the Johann
Strauss Memorial Shield for duck-shooting, and I’ll have to
appear before the public in my old uniform. Perhaps I’d better
not go out at all. That fortune-hunter Sonders is after my ward.

GERTRUD: My word,

ZANGLER: My ward! I won’t rest easy until Marie is safely out of

his reach, Now, don’t forget, Marie’s luggage is to be sent

ahead to my sister-in-law’s, Miss Blumenblatt at

II

twenty-three Carlstrasse.

GERTRUD: Miss Blumenblatt’s.

ZANGLER: What is the address?

GERTRUD: Twenty-three Carlstrasse.

ZANGLER: What is it?

GERTRUD: Twenty-three Carlstrasse.

ZANGLER; Very well, Marie can stay with her until Sonders finds
some other innocent girl to pursue, and furthermore it will
stop the little slut from chasing after Aim. ’'m damned sure
they’re sending messages to each other but I can’t work out
how they’re doing it. )

(Zing! In the shop—now closed—a cash-canister zings along
the wire to MARIE in her gilded cage.)

(:( LoD

Hﬂl’{

Zangler’s shop

The shop is closed. WEINBERL and CHRISTOPHER are absent. SONDERS,

half hidden, has sent the canister. ZANGLER i5 on to him.

ZANGLER: Sonders!

MARIE: Uncle!

SONDERS: Herr Zangler!

ZANGLER: Unhand my foot, sir!

SONDERS: I love your niece! g

ZANGLER: (Outraged) My knees, sir? (Mollified) Oh, my niece.
(Outraged) Well, my niece and I are not to be pris.afl apart
so easily, and nor are hers, I hope I make my meaning
clear?

SONDERS: Marie must be mine!

ZANGLER: Never! She is a star out of thy firmament, Sonders!
I am a Zangler, provision merchant to the beau-monde, top
board for the Cheesemongers and number three in the
Small Bore Club.

SONDERS: Only three?

ZANGLER: Do you suppose I’d let my airedale be hounded up
hill and—my heiress be mounted up hill and bank by a
truffle-hound—be trifled with and hounded by a
mountebank?! Not for all the tea in China! Well, I might
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Sonders & Zangler

for all the tea in China, or the rice—no, that’s ridiculous—
the preserved ginger then—no, let’s say half the tea, the
ginger, a shipment of shark-fin soup double-discounted just
to take it off your hands—

SONDERS: All you think about is money!

ZANGLER: All T think about is money! As far as I’m concerned
any man who interferes with my Marie might as well have
his hand in my till!

SONDERS: I make no secret of the fact that I am not the éminence
grise of Oriental trade, but I have expectations, and no
outstanding debts.

(A man, a FOREIGNER, wisible in the street, starts knocking on
the shop door. MARIE has emerged from her cage and goes to Memt
deal with i) ; ks

FOREIGNER: Grus Grott! (He enters and shakes hands all round.) R

ZANGLER: We're closed for lunch. What expectations?

FOREIGNER: Enshuldigen!

ZANGLER: Closed!

FOREIGNER: Mein heren! Ich nicht ein customer . . .

ZANGLER: What did he say?

MARIE: I don’t know, Uncle, I think he’s a foreigner.

FOREIGNER: Gut morgen—geshstattensie—bitte shorn—danke
shorn . .,

ZANGLER: We're closed! Open two o’clock!

FOREIGNER: Ich comen looken finden Herr Sonders.

ZANGLER: Here! Sonders!

FOREIGNER: Herr Sonders?

ZANGLER: No, there Sonders.

FOREIGNER: Herr Sonders? Ich haben ein document,

ZANGLER: He’s a creditor!

FOREIGNER: Herr Sonders!

ZANGLER: No debts, eh?

FOREIGNER: Ja—dett!—

SONDERS: Nein, nein—I'm busy. Comen backen in the morgen.
(SONDERS ushers the FOREIGNER out of the shop. The FOREIGNER
is in fact a legal messenger who has come from Belgium to

announce the death of SONDERS’s rich aunt. He succeeds in this
endeavour at the end of the play.)

ZaNGLER: I thought you said you had no debts!
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SONDERS: No outstanding debts—run-of-the-mill debts I may
have. I probably overlooked my hatter, who is a bit short.
But as for my expectations, Herr Zangler, I have the
honour to inform you that I have a rich aunt in Brussels.

ZANGLER: A rich aunt in Brussels! I reel, I totter, I am routed
from the field! A rich aunt in Brussels—I’m standing here
with my buttons undone and he has a rich aunt in Brussels.

SONDERS: She’s going to leave me all her money.

ZANGLER: When is that?

SONDERS; When she’s dead, of coutse.

ZANGLER: Listen, I know Brussels. Your auntie will be sitting up
in bed in a lace cap when Belgium produces a composer.

SONDERS: I hope so because while she lives I know she’ll make
me a liberal allowance.

ZANGLER; A liberal allowance!? How much is that in Brussels?
I’m afraid I never do business on the basis of grandilc?quent
coinage, and in the lexicon of the false prospectus ‘a liberal
allowance’ is the alpha and oh my God, how many times
do I have to tell you?r—I will not allow my ward to go off
and marry abroad.

SONDERS: Then I’ll stay here and marry her, if that’s your
wont.

ZANGLER: And meanwhile in Brussels your inheritance will be
eaten to the bone by codicils letting my wont wait upon her
will like the poor cat with the haddock.

SONDERS: The what? )

ZANGLER: Look to the aunt! Don’t waste your time mooning and
skulking around my emporium—I’m sending Marie away to
a secret address where you will never find her, search how
you will. :

(To GERTRUD who has entered with ZANGLER’s old uniform.)
What is it?!

GERTRUD: Twenty-three Carlstrasse, Miss Blumenblatt’s.

SONDERS: Twenty-three Carlstrasse . . .! Miss Blumenblatt’s!

ZANGLER: (Spluttering) You old—you stupid—

GERTRUD: Should I let Marie have the new travelling case?

ZANGLER: —old baggage!

GERTRUD: Not the new travelling case .. . .

SONDERS: (Leaving) My humble respects . . .
14




Melchior & Zangler

MELCHIOR: That’s classic. And very true. A good servant will
keep for years, while masters like you are being ruined every
day. How’s business by the way?—highly provisional, I
trust?

ZANGLER: You strike me as rather impertinent.

MELCHIOR: I was just talking shop. Please disregard it as the
inexperience of blushful youth, as the poet said.

ZANGLER: Do you have a reference?

MELCHIOR: No, I just read it somewhere.

ZANGLER: Have you got a testimonial?

MELCHIOR: (Producing a rattered paper) I have, sir. And it’s a
classic, if I say so myself,

ZANGLER: Do you have any experience in the field of mixed
merchandise?

MELCHIOR: Definitely, I’m always mixing it.

ZANGLER: Well, I must say, I have never seen a testimonial like it.

MELCHIOR: It’s just a bit creased, that’s all.

ZANGLER: ‘Honest, industrious, enterprising, intelligent,
responsible, cheerful, imaginative, witty, well-spoken,
modest, in a word classic . . .

MELCHIOR: When do you want me to start?

ZANGLER: Just a moment, aren’t you forgetting the interview?

MELCHIOR: So I am—how much are you paying?

ZANGLER: Six guilders a week, including laundry.

MELCHIOR: I don’t do laundry.

ZANGLER: I mean the housekeeper will wash your shirts.

MELCHIOR: That’s classic. I like to be clean.

ZANGLER: And board, of course.

MELCHIOR: Clean and bored.

ZANGLER: And lodging.

MELCHIOR: Clean and bored and lodging—

ZANGLER: All included.

MELCHIOR: Ah, board and lodging. How about sharing a bed?

ZANGLER: I won’t countenance immorality.

MELCHIOR: Own bed. As for the board, at my last place it was
groaning fit to bust, the neighbours used to bang on the
walls.

ZANGLER: I assure you, no one goes hungry here: soup, beef,
pudding, all the trimmings.
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MELCHIOR: Classic. I always have coffee with my breakfast.

ZANGLER: It has never been the custom here for the servant to
have coffee.

MELCHIOR: You wouldn’t like me to drink liquor from the stock.

ZANGLER: Certainly not.

MELCHIOR! I should prefer to avoid the temptation.

ZANGLER: I’m glad to hear it.

MELCHIOR: Agreed, then.

ZANGLER: What? Well, if you do a good job . . . coffee then.

MELCHIOR: From the pot?

ZANGLER: Ad liberandum.

MELCHIOR: Is that yes or no?

ZANGLER: Yes.

MELCHIOR: Sounds classic. Was there anything else you wanted
to ask me?

ZANGLER: No . . . I don’t think so.

MELCHIOR: Well, that scems satisfactory. You won’t regret this,
sir—I have always parted with my employers on the best of
terms.

ZANGLER:.You have never been sacked?

MELCHIOR: Technically, yes, but only after I have let it be known
by subtle neglect of my duties that the job has run its
course,

ZANGLER: That’s very considerate.

MELCHIOR: I don’t like to cause offence by giving notice—in a
servant it looks presumptuous.

ZANGLER: That shows modesty.

MELCHIOR: Your humble servant, sir.

ZANGLER: Yes, all right.

MELCHIOR: Classic!

ZANGLER: Only you’ll have to stop using that word. It’s stupid.

MELCHIOR: There’s nothing stupid about the word. It’s just the
way some people use it without discrimination.

ZANGLER: Do they?

MELCHIOR: Oh yes. It’s absolutely classic. What are my duties?

ZANGLER: Your duties are the duties of a servant, To begin with
you can make my old uniform look like new—and if that
tailor shows his face tell him to go to hell.

(Enter tailor, HUPFER. HUPFER brings with him ZANGLER'S mew
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Weinberl & Christopher

into life, and the teeming world of commerce is upon us!
Someone wants a pound of coffee, someone else an ounce
of capers, ke wants smoked eel, shz wants lemons, a skivvy
wants rosewater, a fat lady wants butter, but a skinny one
wants whalebones, the curate comes for a candy stick, the
bailiff roars for a bottle of brandy, and there’s a Gadarene
rush on the pigs® trotters. At such times the merchant class
stands alone, ordering the tumult of desire into the ledgerly
rhythm of exchange with a composure as implacable as a
cottage loaf. Tongue.

(During the speech WEINBERL has folded his letter and put it
in an envelope. CHRISTOPHER sticks out his tongue and
WEINBERL dabs a postage stamp on the tongue and slaps it on
the envelope. He seals the envelope with satisfaction.)

CHRISTOPHER: How is your romance, Herr Weinberl?

WEINBERL: As well as can be expected of a relationship based on
pseudonymous correspondence between two post office
boxes. One has to proceed cautiously with lonely hearts
advertisements. There is a great deal of self-delusion among
these women—although I must admit I am becoming very
taken with the one who signs herself Elegant And Under
Forty. I am thinking of coming out from behind my own
nom de plume of Scaramouche. The trouble is, I rather
think I have given her the impression that I am more or less
the owner of this place, not to mention others like it ...

CHRISTOPHER: At least you’re not a dogsbody like me.

WEINBERL: Dogsbody? You're an apprentice. You've had a
valuable training during your five years under me.

CHRISTOPHER: You see things differently from the dizzy heights
of chief sales assistant.

WEINBERL : Christopher, Christopher, have a pretzel . . . The
dignity of labour embraces servant and master, for every
master is a servant too, answerable to the voice of a higher
authority.

ZANGLER: (Outside) Weinberl!

(Without seeming to hurry WEINBERL instantly puts things to
order.)

WEINBERL: I thought you said he’d gone.

CHRISTOPHER: He must have changed his mind.
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Christopher, Weinberl & Zangler




Mme Knorr, Mrs Fischer & Weinberl




Coachman & Zangler




Miss Blumenblatt & Lisette




