




















After the Play

Pages 15-16: Concluding Remarks, Resources and About P.L.A.Y.

Rationale: Students can be motivated to use skills and knowledge gained from
The School of Night to extend their learning in other curricular areas.

Exercise: Beyond the Performance
1.) Read the Concluding Remarks aloud to the class.

2.) Encourage students to list new insights or questions raised relating to
Christopher Marlowe, the man and his work, the issue of Shakespearean
authorship and Elizabethan England. Post their responses on the board.

3.) Encourage students to list new insights relating to the contemporary
questions of privacy and conspiracy theory. Post that list on the board.

Exercise: After the students have seen the play, have them write a letter

using one or more of the following elements of writing: narrative, descriptive,

expository, response to literature or persuasive. Mail their responses to:
RESOURCES AND ABOUT P.LA.Y.: Page 16

Center Theatre Group Education

601 West Temple Street

Los Angeles, CA goo12
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THEATER: ‘MARLOWE,
A ROCK MUSICAL
By Frank Rich

WHEN everything goes right in a
musical, the audience feels a rush of
exhilaration that is the quintessence
of Broadway. And what happens
when everything goes wrong? Well,
when everything goes wrong, another
kind of giddiness sets in — that same
slaphappy feeling that comes when
Laurel and Hardy send a grand piano
crashing down a flight of stairs.

Such is the perverse pleasure
offered by “Marlowe,” a wholly
ridiculous show that is much more
fun to sit through than many merely
mediocre musicals. Like such famous
Broadway fiascos as “Kelly,” “Rachel
Lily Rosenbloom’ and “Rockabye
Hamlet,” this one has the courage to
meet vulgarity far more than halfway.
If “Marlowe’ isn’t quite a classic of
its kind, that’s a matter of size, not
content. Tacky-looking and sparsely
populated, this show lacks the
Titaniclike splendor and expenditure
of Broadway’s all-time fabulous
wrecks.

Connoisseurs of theatrical disaster
will still find much amusement in
the self-described rock musical

that opened last night at the Rialto.
In attempting to give us a song-
and-dance account of that madcap
Elizabethan playwright, Christopher
(Kit) Marlowe — the one who had
“the devil market cornered” — the

co-authors, Leo Rost and Jimmy
Horowitz, have left no folio
undefaced. The insanity begins with
the opening scene, in which Queen
Elizabeth | (Margaret Warncke)
dispatches a lover with the line,
“Don’t forget your codpiece!”

A little later, there’s a musical
number in which Marlowe, “Willy”
Shakespeare and Richard Burbage get
stoned on marijuana provided by Sir
Walter Raleigh - who has passed it

on from his good friend Pocohantas.
Act Il reaches its peak when the hero
(Patrick Jude) returns from the grave
on a cloud of dry-ice smoke. Wearing
a silver lame jumpsuit - tight enough
to reveal a bulky microphone battery-
pack above his navel — he imparts the
evening’s message in a song called
“The Madrigal Blues’: “Make love to
life, and you will find death a friend.”

Though it pays lip service to
Marlowe’s renegade anticlerical
views, the libretto is principally
concerned with his love life. As the
authors have it, their hero stole

a woman, Emelia Bossano (Lisa
Mordente), from Shakespeare - and
never mind the other characters’
conjecture that Marlowe tended to
“prefer the boys.” According to the
Playbill, “the story of this drama is
essentially true and accurate, except
for minor adjustments in time for
dramatic purpose.” This may come
as a surprise to some scholars,

who will discover, in addition to the
other “minor adjustments,” that the
authors have changed the generally
accepted location and perpetrator of
Marlowe’s murder.

Don Price, the director, has
assembled the very cast the material
demands. With his open shirt, glittery
vest and leopard boots, the pelvis-
thrusting Mr. Jude would be the toast
of any small-town shopping-center
disco. The rumpled, miniskirted Miss
Mordente has two expressions to go
with Mr. Jude’s one, and she reacts to
her lover’s death with all the sorrow
of a 16-year-old who's discovered a
small run in her stocking. Lennie Del
Duca, Jr.'s spurned Shakespeare —
“I've sweated sonnets for you,” he
tells Miss Mordente — is so retiring
and slow-witted that we always
believe the authors’ contention that
he was the Globe’s foremost nerd.

The scraggly chorus of Elizabethan
“chroniclers,” wearing Day-Glo
tights, performs dance routines that
might be ragged run-throughs for

a Jordache jeans commercial. They
inhabit a balconied set that suggests
just how 16th-century England

might have looked had cellophane,
aluminum foil and Con-Tac paper only
been invented back then. The sound-
alike “rock” songs recall high-school
band improvisations, circa 1965.
Because of the acoustical feedback,
static and rumbles, the lyrics are
often garbled. The few that do
surface — “Good guys and bad guys
couldn’t deny / Marlowe was king of
the gadflies” — make one regret the
loss of even a single verse.



