Belle/Maitre D Audition
Song – Ballroom Blitz
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Oh hello Belle (to AUDIENCE) This is Belle. She says she loves me. But 'm
not that keen. Belle always talks in rhyme, and expects me to do 5o too. It
drives me mad. Do you agree?

AUDIENCE reaction
You're right! But | don't like to be rude!

Come on now, let's shake a leg
Don't say no, that's really neg.

We'll skip right down to the babbling brook
And in your eyes I'll deeply look.

(Aside) Oh, nol (to BELLE) Yes, alright Belle.

No, in rhyme, you know you must.
Two lines or four, I'm not that fussed.

Right, ok, here goes.
I must go and help my Father now
And then Il see to my old cow.

‘That's no way to speak of your Mum
Pl shout out loud and she will come.

No, please don't Belle. Look 'm sorry I'm really busy and don't have time for
poetry.

Oh yes you have, it's me, your Belle.
Iknow you're mine. | can just tell.
The one I've loved for so long.

¥'m your ding and you're my dong.

There's no answer to that!
(calling off) o'Artagnan!
Coming Father! Goodbye Belle

BELLE bursts into tears and is comforted by some villagers
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BELLE approaches D’ARTAGNAN through the crowd. She is blond and
simple
BELLE Oh, d'Artagnan, don't look so glum.
You'll end up looking like your Mum
Ilove you more than words can say.
Tlove you now and every day.




