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SHOUT! 
This year’s September production is the 60’s musical, Shout! 

It’s an all girl musical, jam packed with songs from British female artists, such as Dusty Springfield, 

Lulu, Shirley Bassey and Cilla Black. 

The show itself should be seen as a kind of revue. It has very little plot. There are 5 girls, who all read 

Shout the magazine, and attempt to take its advise. A story gradually emerges, with the jokes and 

speeches all true to each characters arc. As the decade progresses, the girls adapt and grow, with 

their lives reflected through song.  

Below is a description of the girls in the show. Please note that the ages mentioned are playing ages, 

and not actual ones. If you want to audition for more than one part, then please learn the songs for 

each girl you wish to be considered for.  Don’t take too much notice of the Vocal Range. The 4 

singers often back the main one, and so this is where the range is taken (and can be changed). 

In the show there are two voice-overs, the agony aunt of the magazine, and the voice of the 

magazine itself. I have yet to decide if these will be unseen and pre recorded, or if they will be 

people on stage. Let me know if you fancy doing either of these. 

Dates of the Show 

 14th – 16h September – Paget Rooms, Penarth 

 21st – 23rd September – Borough Theatre, Abergavenny 

Rehearsals 

Rehearsals will be on Friday night and one other night. This may be during the week rather than 

weekends. I need a full list of unavailability either at or before audition please. 

Part Description Playing Age Vocal Range 

Blue Girl A blue-blooded fashion model. 

Sophisticated, poised, cool and aloof. 

25 -30 Mezzo 

Green Girl A good time girl. Blousy, middle class 

and zany. A bit frayed round the 

edges, and hopelessly single. 

35 – 40 Mezzo 

Orange Girl The mother of the group. Orange is 

domestic and maternal. Wise, soulful 

and mature, she is slowly asserting her 

new found independence. 

33 – 40 Soprano 
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Red Girl The baby of the group. Quirky, 

enthusiastic and naive. A hopeless 

romantic, she is insecure about her 

looks. 

20 - 27 Mezzo 

Yellow Girl Uninhibited and brash, possibly 

American. She is a ray of sunshine with 

a surprising vunerability.  

25 - 30 Alto 

Gwendolyn 

Holmes 

Agony Aunt of the Magazine  Possibly Just Voice 

over 

Voice of the 

magazine 

Voice of the adverts and articles  Possibly Just Voice 

over 

 

Main Songs 

I have listed the main singer, but often the song is split up between 2 and up to all 5 girls. Almost all 

songs are backed by the other girls. The ones listed in Red are the audition songs. 

Song Title  Main Singer 

Opening Number All 

I Only Want To Be With You  Orange 

Tell The Boys All 

How Can You Tell  Red 

Wishin’ and Hopin’ Orange 

One Two Three Green 

To Sir With Love Red 

Don’t Sleep in the Subway Blue 

Son of a Preacher Man Yellow 

Goldfinger Green 

You Don’t Have To Say You Love Me Orange 

I Just Dont Know What To Do With Myself Yellow 

These Boots Are Made For Walkin’ All 

I Couldn’t Live Without Your Love Green 

You’re My World Blue 

All I See Is You Blue & Orange 

Those Were The Days Red 

Shout Yellow 

Pictures From the Past / Downtown All 

 

Auditions 
 
Auditions will be held on Sunday 11th June 11.00 – 1.00 at the old Church Rooms in Radyr.  
 
Please come with the below lib (both pieces) and song prepared.  Please contact Paul in advance to 
book your slot (07740 167 344 or bucklepa@msn.com). All the audition songs are on the website. 

mailto:bucklepa@msn.com
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Audition Pieces - Libretto 
 
Orange Girl 
 
Mimes pouring a drink. Drinks and continues to tidy up her ‘house’ 
 
 Tonight, Miles and I celebrate two whole years of wedded bliss. I’ll never forget the day Miles 
proposed. He took me to tea at the Ritz and put my engagement ring in the clotted cream. 
Unfortunately, i put the clotted cream on a scone and swallowed it whole. Of course, I accepted the 
proposal...And the ring cleaned up very nicely! 
 
I feel as though I live in a fairy land 
 
Every morning my handsome prince goes off to slay the corporate dragon and I stay in the palace 
cooking and cleaning. 
 
she downs the remainder of her drink 
 
Well, its now half past seven. I though Miles would be home by now 
 
Makes herself a martini 
 
Hes obviously been delayed... 
 
Delayed in the office.. 
 
drinks 
 
again 
 

 
Note – Gwendolyn Holmes is the Agony Aunt at the magazine. The below is several years after the 
above monologue 
 
Dear Gwendolyn Holmes, I have been a devoted reader for more than a decade. When I learned the 
truth about my husband, you graciously shared with me your recipe for treacle tart. Although it was 
tasty, it was rather stupid advice. You, Miss Holmes, are a silly cow and i hate you. For years i have 
allowed you to convince me that i am nothing but a gormless baby dispenser. No more. I have told 
my husband to sod off. I am taking the children and moving to a flat in Earl’s Court. I am going to 
practice free love. And I am going to have an orgasm even if you don’t believe they exist. I feel sorry 
for you Miss Holmes,. If your world of antiquated frippery weren’t already dying I’d take a gun and 
shoot you dead. Sincerely, someone in Guildford. 
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Red Girl 
 
The below is a Voiceover of an advert in the magazine. Red girl reacts in mime throughout.  
 
Are you a woman? Are you mod and with it? Are you longing to shag scads of lads but afraid you’ll 
end up with a bun in the oven? 
Then you will need the Pill. What’s the Pill? 
 
It’s a miracle drug made from the same hormones produced by ovaries. The Pill prevents the release 
of eggs during monthly ovulation. It thickens and strengthens the cervical mucus. 
 
Taken daily, the Pill stops those cheeky sperm cells from getting you preggers. And best of all, it’s 
approved by the National Health 
 
Happily takes a Pill 
 
Warning! 
 
Certain women will experience unpleasant side effects after taking the Pill. These side effects include 
feminine cramping, migraines, hair loss, wild hormonal mood swings from intense feelings of rage to 
overwhelming grief, and then fits of hysterical laughter that lead to weakness in the lower 
extremities. These are followed by dramatic weight gain, then loss, then a bit more gain, loss of 
bladder control, more weight gain, and sudden blindness. 
 
Regardless, the Pill will prevent unwanted pregnancy. So join the sexual revolution! Set yourself free 
with the Pill! 
 
Begins to eat Pill after Pill 
 

 
My most embarrassing moment. It would never have happened, but my boyfriend, Edward, 
wouldn’t fondle my charlies, if you know what i mean. But i knew he was obsessed with Petula Clark 
of all people. And i thought, “Any girl with four years of school choir could do what she does”. So I 
went to the Leeds Town Hall and auditioned for the amateur talent night with my rendition of 
“Downtown” and i got in! “Stuff Edward” I thought, “I’m going to be a pop star!”. So I put on my 
Dynel wig, like Lulu, white lipstick like Dusty, and stuffed by bra with tissue like Marianne Faithfull. I 
was so nervous I had to make a quick trip to the ladies. And as I was finishing up, they started 
banging on the door! I was on! And before you could say Bob’s Your Uncle, I was standing centre 
stage and the band began to play.... 
 
Freezes, unable to remember the song 
 
It was the title of the bloody song and i just stood there like a prat! The audience started to laugh, 
which made me cry. Maybelline was dripping down my chin. I had to take the tissues out of my bra 
to wipe the tears. It was so embarrassing and that’s when i felt Edward take me by the hand and 
lead me off into the wings. He lifted my chin, looked into my eyes and said “the back of your dress is 
tucked into your knickers”. And then he kissed me. And then he kissed me again. And he’s been 
fondling my charlies ever since 
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Blue Girl 
 
The below is a Voiceover of an advert in the magazine. Blue girl reacts in mime throughout.  
 
Even in your 20’s, you probably noticed that your skin is changing 
 
Looks as if into a mirror 
 
But has HE noticed? 
 
Every day as you grow older your skin gradually gets thinner. And thinning skin is ageing skin – skin 
that feels dry, chapped and rough and scaly 
Almost overnight, little lines and minute puckers spring out around the corners of your mouth and 
eyes. The natural forces of gravity and time take hold of your face and pull it relentlessly down, 
down, down, towards an almost inevitable decay. 
 
But never fear! 
 
Ectocil Spontaneous Skin Cream can change all of that for you in only seventy three nights 
 
Ectocil contains an exclusive ingredient, Doxy-propyl-hydro-tri-chloro-carbon-ialide, a face-age 
phenomenon that literally pushes dead cells right off your face and allows the ‘skiness’ to show 
through. 
 
Don’t get old, get Ectocil. Because, eventually, HE will notice 
 
 

 
I am the quintessential dolly girl. From my Mary Quant mini to my Vidal Sassoon bob, I’m totally 
mod. I should be a Bond girl like Ursula Andress or Shirley Eaton. I’d look fab stripped naked and 
spray painted gold. I would play a super secret agent named Fanny Goodsnogger, and after a good 
punch up with Sean Connery.. we’d.... for the good of the free world. 
 
It would be smashing. I’d be in all the magazines: Shout, Tatler, Vogue.... 
 
My cheekbones are a work of art. Wait and see, nothing can stop me from becoming the face of 
1968. 
 
Voiceover – Who is the face of 1968? Twiggy! 
 
Emaciated boy in a dress! 
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Yellow Girl 
 
Looking through binoculars 
 
Come on baby, ya gotta come out sometime! 
 
Addresses the audience 
 
I came all the way from Cincinnati just to getta look at Paul McCartney. I’ve spent the past three 
weeks hiding behind these maple trees staking out his house. So far, he hasn’t come out once. 
 
Don’t you think that’s weird? Hold the phone, there he is. What’s he doing? Oh. My. God... He’s 
taking out the garbage. Isn’t that the absolute end? Paul McCartney taking out the garbage. 
 
Don’t they have Ringo do that? 
 
Hold the phone, where did all those girls come from? They’ve all been waiting behind maple trees 
just stalking him! Well that’s just sick! Wait, they are going after his garbage! Oh no you don’t! 
 
That garbage is mine! 
 

 
Note – Gwendolyn Holmes is the Agony Aunt at the magazine. The below is said, and then Yellow girl 
reacts to the reply 
 
Dear Gwendolyn Holmes. My husband is a handsome bloke. He looks a bit like Paul McCartney. We 
got married seven months ago. Things were fine at first, but lately, he’s been coming home drunk. 
We fight, and he hits me. 
 
Last week, I had to go to Hospital. Now I’m having his baby. 
 
They say I have to wait three years for a divorce in this country, but he says he’d kill me before he’d 
let me leave. 
 
What should I do? 
 
Frightened in Brixton 
 
Gwendolyn Homes  - Dear frightened of Brixton. It certainly sounds as if you have made a poor choice 
of husband. But are you quite sure you’re not over-dramatising? Some men are simply more 
demonstrative than others. If things are not absolutely ideal, try a visit to a marriage counsellor 
before you give up so easily. Remember, there is the baby to consider, not just yourself 
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Green Girl 
 
With magazine in hand 
 
According to this survey, 73% of women experience some form of anxiety when severing relations 
with men 
 
Laughs and tosses magazine aside 
 
I don’t care what the studies say, breaking up is NOT hard to do. I do it all the time. The trick is 
knowing what method to use with what bloke. If he’s an Oxford or Cambridge type, be rational 
 
(Sweetly) “It’s not you love. It’s me. You’re port and pate, and I’m meat pies and beer. It would never 
work. No. don’t speak, just go” 
 
See what i mean? But if he’s an East end bloke, an all-out attack works best 
 
(Hysterical) “You’re shagging that tart aren’t you? Don’t lie to me – I saw you give her the eye! I can’t 
take this anymore! It’s tearing me apart!” 
 
And he’s out of the door before the blighter knows what’s hit him 
 
Now breaking up with one of those sweet, sensitive chaps is a bit trickier. Its best to some right out 
with it and lie.  
 
Melodramatic “The doctor (cough) says six months at most. (coughs) It’ll be a painful, messy, messy 
death. I couldn’t put you through it. (Coughs up and shows it to boyfriend) Pray for me? 
 
If none of that works of course, just get fat. 
 

 
Note – Gwendolyn Holmes is the Agony Aunt at the magazine. The below is said, and then Green girl 
reacts to the reply 
 
Dear Gwendolyn Holmes. My boyfriend Brian and I are through. We’ve gone tits up. I thought Bri 
was the one, but after seeing Albert Finney in Tom Jones, I knew something was missing. I want to 
feast on cold pheasant and wine. I want a randy chap to rip open my bodice and nuzzle my naughty 
bits. I want to feel, ah...ah...ah...ah...ah...ah...ah. 
 
I want to feel , ah...ah...ah...ah...ah...ah...ah. 
 
I want to feel... 
 
Becomes overcome with sexual abandon, looses herself. Pause She composes herself 
 
Is there a Tom Jones for me or am I in for a life of humdrum rumpy pumpy? Frustrated in Farnham 
 
Gwendolyn Holmes – Dear frustrated in Farnham. While it is true that manyh men can eb selfish in 
the boudoir, it is also true that the so-called ‘carnal joys’ matter a great deal less to women. For 
most, the thrill of ‘coupling’ comes in bearing a child. If you are looking for true physical pleasure, you 
might consider a trip to Harrod’s. Their flannel nighties are ever so comfy.  


