Chelmstora Operatic

'l‘“()l SANDS of theatre-
“ Wonderful Guys ™

Society  production

goers can thank a crew ol

for a series of enchanted even-

ings at the Regent Cinema, Chelmsford. this week.

And 1 only h&e that
left the theatre
Enchanted Evening.”
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And this in the first time 1 can
remember the Chelmsford Opera-

tic  Societh shows  succeeding
largely because of * the men of
the chorus.” Usually it's in spite
of them.

But on Monday night ¢
start s a bit subdued by
first- Was the DO
who 1 g8 going
the beach

Oxcar 1N A
as (;.IA.\ ¢ corps
who are her ©
beautiful land w

very few active ¢ 1
them busy—either mihtary <
otherwise.
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NO DADMES

So the

SeX-sMa nes ¢
together o0 owt
song about . you
might think the number W ¢
ain't got dames ' would )

nostalgic sea shanty—the pathet
dream of a few
men.

But it ain't. 1
blatant, zippy shs nt
The punch-line, ** What
got—You know darn
was roared by ]

v 1n

of the helr »
Society with wolhish
that was almost (oo

fiction.

A sphit-scco
by Peter S
one of the
I've ever seen.
has got rhythm.

But this applause of the men's
chorus 15 occasioned
It certainly does
principals  wei
usual high standard

The * Cock - eyed Optimist,”
little curly - headed Monica
Gravitt, who took the lead as
NeHie Forbush, had a
of mervous gulps during

0 ; , ing
‘)ﬁrﬂ song which was pitched
low for her voice, anyway.

At it was the opening number.
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And she's a newcomer to the
Society.

After a spot of flirting with
Emile Le Becque, who was

played with confidence and lots
of reassurance for his pint-sizc
leading lady by Freddie Costello,
Nellie felt a lot better. And even
better than that after retiring to
a quiet corner of the stage—well
\urplud with Cognac by lhoughl-
ful Emile—while he sang * Some

Inchanted Evening” to the
audience, .
Actually, as the song 1s in-

tended for Nellie, 1 feel it should
have been directed more towards
her corner. But I'm not com-
plaining. This song *'sends” me—
and it also “sent” the rest of the
wdience. So everything was fine.
reddie Costello has a mellow
Crosby-type voice. And littie-Ncll
was forgotten, just for a moment.

It must have been very good
Cognac she was plied wit Cos
it was a different Nell who came
out of the corner and joined her
fascinating Frenchman in the last
bars of the song.

ASSURANCE

From that moment Nellic never

looked back. At Thanksgiving
she Tadc the cutest ** Honey
Bun i the whole American

cach n g \

rhh npreclate

1¢ SArry-¢y \\l r\\ I MC WhHO
softly  crooning ™ Some
those guys.
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stories of
Polynesian

told
beautiful

The Scabees are
hoards  of
girls who, apparently, lack native
boy friends. This tale is spun to
them by a character 1 have
always regarded as the most im-
portant  in  the storny—Bloody
Many, a hideous but wise Poly-
nesian crone who is shvly making
a fortune selling *saxy™  grusw
shirts to sailors,

This pa wa
Manaton, who

stepped

nd her for

missed  my
mrewd, reatlly
; o throb

licutenant
curiosity at

The 20es
fint. He
Bloody Muany
anything but o social
For there he moeets her sweet
young daughter, ©iat, who is s
ovely as her mother is ugly, It
becomes love—uand lots of other
things—at first sight. And then
the licutenant serenades her with
one ol the hest the

out ot
visits  the
but it's
0L \',l\iull.

home of

SONEs  in

show: ** Younger than Spring-
time.”

The _pase-of youny 1 icuic
Cable’ was taken by \
Staniland, another ¢ M

the society whose v.
opcm,d his_ mouth, proved

‘saxy’ enough  to scduce \\ 1¢
Queen of “Sheba™ Apart (1.
Freddie Costello 1 have oo

heard a member of the socicry
sing with such enchantment,

.»\nd Liat, the little Polynesian
girl, made a terrific impression.
Marea Jones took the part and,
though she is beautifu! anyway,
she 15 loveliest \\hcn clad in a
Mother Huhhml mrosin dyed
velver  brown, W Jorg  loose

\Ma \ \
I h W VO o\
HAPPY BENDING
v \ \
was U
he wa W
N A\ N2
~ ' 1 1
3 b 1S
It w
I <
) 1 < hapy \
W H v Bun N \
A \ v h-sA
\ ‘ws wh «
\ I . \ \
R \ d \
1 Papa \
d ew
Well, it may sound crazy but
remember—Emile was a2 French
man. Hix voice was golden and
melting and, gee—tind me a girl
who doesn’t go  for greving
temples !
@ If you want to see the show,
incidentally, it'll have to be the
matinde performance on Satur-
day. There are no tickets left for
the last two evening shows,




