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New York, New York – I had been eagerly anticipating my first two Broadway musicals in at least 40 years.  A few weeks earlier I had seen an online ad for Operation Mincemeat and planned to see it during a matinee the afternoon I arrived in NYC.  It features only five actors who play multiple roles telling the true story of how the British intelligence agency, MI-6, concocted a plan to fool the Germans into believing that the WW II Allied invasion of Italy would take place on the island of Sardinia instead of the planned landing on the beaches of Sicily.

“Mincemeat” was  billed as a “musical comedy” and has enjoyed generally favorable reviews.  My $179 ticket for The Golden Theater gave me a good seat in the Orchestra section.  My first disappointment came with the realization that there would be no music from a live orchestra.  Instead, the actors sang while accompanied by recorded music – loud recorded music.  Nearly all of the songs were song in a rapid, staccato manner.  I tried mightily but was unable to understand most of the lyrics.  I could gather the gist of the story, but catching the actual words as they were being sung was, for me, impossible.  At intermission I asked my fellow patrons how they liked the first act.  Their reactions were unanimous:  what words were they singing???

The staging of Operation Mincemeat is cleverly done with minimum props and multiple costume changes. Of the five actors, three were women who played male roles.  Their costumes were British suits worn by WW II era bureaucrats.  Because the female actors’ hair was short and combed back, they were believable in the male roles.  Several of the imbedded jokes revolved around Ian Fleming’s role as a naval intelligence officer in the plot before he became the famous James Bond author.  

The story itself was simple to understand.  MI6 schemed to procure the body of a somewhat anonymous fellow who had recently died, dressed it in a British pilot uniform, and attached to him a briefcase with fake top secret plans for the invasion of Sardinia.  Then they arranged for a British submarine to surface at night to deposit the body in the sea close to the Spanish coastline where it would wash ashore to be found. If all went well it would end up in the hands of authorities who would hand the info over to German sympathizers who roamed throughout Spain.  Ultimately it would land in the war planning rooms of the Third Reich who would alter their defenses to protect Sardinia, rather than Sicily.  It was quite a long shot, but the Germans took the bait, and the history of WW II was changed.  So, basically it is a happy ending, both for the Allies and for the MI6 bureaucrats.

My only good news after sitting through both acts of Operation Mincemeat was that the ushers had my walker waiting for me at the end of the play.

A few hours later I walked to the Palace Theater to see The Lost Boys.  Although Mincemeat had some redeeming features, I found none in Lost Boys,   It is also a musical and is based on a 1987 “comedy-horror” movie of the same name featuring Keifer Sunderland and Diane Wiest, among others.  The story line is easy to follow:  a divorced mother moves her two teenage boys to the fictional California beach town of Santa Carla where they become involved with a clan of vampires.

I was not impressed.  Once again there was no live orchestra, and once again, the lyrics were close to impossible to understand.  The set involved scaffolding depicting an old warehouse and hydraulically moved parts of the stage.  Since there was no orchestra, the pit area was used for death scenes with actors falling to their deaths, presumably onto mattresses below.  I also am not a fan of fake blood gushing while vampires are chomping on victims’ necks.  However, others seated around me seemed delighted with the show.  One young woman seated in front of me was mouthing all the lyrics while bouncing in her chair.  When I talked to her at intermission, she proudly told me that she has seen Lost Boys 7 times.   Her seat, like mine, cost $234, and as I did the mental math of her addiction, I just shook my head.

Different strokes….

I thought you might like to know.
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