Author’s Notes

Asslash (/) shows the point of interruption in overlapping
dialogue.

A long dash ( ——) introduces lines to be attributed to
audience members, soldiers etc., according to the forces
available for a given production.

PRONUNCIATION

Cyrano (Si-ra-no) Stressed on first and sometimes also
last syllable.

Christian (Crist-yan) Stressed on final syllable — rhymes
with ‘man’ etc.

Ligniére (Lee-nyere) Stressed on final syllable — rhymes
with ‘where’ etc.

Raguenean (Rag-no) Two equal stresses. Rhymes with
‘go’ etc.

De Guiche (d” geesh) Rhymes with ‘leash’ etc.

Madeleine Robin (Ro-ban) Stressed on final syllable —
rhymes with ‘man’ etc.




—y Cyrano 1
So you too ~ s this right? —are accusing me of pride?

What is it you want from me? — .
some kind of deference? How can I be o ), F L

=<7 Cyrano I need them, Le Bret — I need their hate —
oy ) let them stare — let them spit with rage — I can’t wait
iy’ for the next fight —

no way will I kowtow and be polite —

myself without my ‘political incorrectness’ and
‘vulgarity’?

Yes yes I'm well aware I don’t stand much of a chance
here in the literary world of seventeenth-century France —

money — cronyism — fear of giving offence —

poets on juries awarding cash-prizes to their friends.

As for our seventeenth-century theatre — well — don’t
you agree

it’s become just fly-paper for mediocrity? —

sure, you can set the bar quite high —

burt still the writers stick on it and die —

and even dead they offer thanks

to all their sponsors — to the banks

and banks’ best mates

who’ve managed to manipulate the interest rates —

then add for peanuts to their shopping cart

the priceless prestige that they derive from art.

I mean why would I even have a conversation

with this Cardinal? Publication? —

try and make me

conform try and break me

I warn you no one will take me
prisoner of their patronage

VIP sponsorship whatever the fashion is
I will remain outside of it

will not stain any part of my mind with it
I will sing to my own tune

cling to the dark side of my own moon
sooner than bask in the false bright
earth-light

offer no remedies to my many enemies

I need them, Le Bret, I need that hate

need them to isolate
me SO THAT I CAN CREATE.

Everyone looks in shocked silence at Cyrano.
Christian enters unnoticed.
Madame Ragueneau takes Cyrano gently aside.
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No - this game

of ours is over. I won’t play this part
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any more. It was fine - yes — okay — at the start -
but if she is really in love with me
why can’t I just talk to her simply and naturally?

Christian Because I am not completely stupid.
Sure, I can’t embroider speech the way you did -
launch verbal-arrows like some kind of Cupid -
and no doubt in her eyes a
man like myself is not the most perfect ‘improviser’ —
but you've taught me, Cyrano, a great deal:
how to write, speal, touch. I'm a man: I can feel.

I can do this alone - believe me — T know.

Sees Roxane coming back.
Shit, she’s coming! She’s coming — don’t go!

Cyrano goes into the other room. A moment later
Roxane appears.
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Ligniére They tell me the end
they tell me this js the end my friend
they tell me what they send
they gonna send one hundred men
they gonna cut my face
they gonna put this harasse
claims that I've named him
claims I've defamed him
keep every writer on a leash

this is the order of de Guiche —

. o
Ligniére De Guiche i the man who polices speech
who tells the hundred men to teach
the poet not to overreach —
cut me cut me ~ teach me 4 lesson —
cut my face - get my con fession —

_____? Ligniére Pull out the knife — turn up the heat —

they gonna beat this man on the Paris street
cut me cut me - come on now try it

show me a rule | will defy it

I'wrote the words | won’t deny it

cut my face — bring on the riot

BRING ON THE RIOT!

Ligniére suddenly goes blanf and sways. The others

hold him up.
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\' Roxane

irst off — thanj you. Because
that lictle shit

you beat in vesterday’s duel wag the man de Guiche

saw fit
to make me marry. That’s right: | mar
Valvert leases me back to de G uiche. Job-share

for them — sex-slavery for me — but now they won’t dare,
So thank you: Valvert lost his appetite

for that little plan when he Jost the fight.
Cyrano nods o ackfzoz.f;!'edge her thanks.

Second - I'ye something even more . -« Intimate

to confess —
and I don’t know how to begin this — unless

you remember us both being little? We were so close,
Like brother and sister. You’d be wounded —

I’d be nurse-
typical girl-boy stuff. | liked dreaming —

WINAE o i g e d round waving

a stick and screaming? —

Nomme Thac ing of thing

= Ortrying to torture my cat.

38




L(‘li - Lo 1 1 1 1 .
ALTCTTCTS e ICO0 dTFSTCTTITO S

eat

et hicd
Letr THEL, DOy, IS T T ad o T T e Tty

Sugawmwm d.

FeHTIT0y)

— (ot 'Laﬁ T

. L
CV' kbl (=A=i 220 A

LEILA’S POEM

Because I could not stop for death
he kindly stopped for me

I asked to see a photograph
confirming his identity.

The faces matched - the eyes were warm —
the hair was long and grey -

both smiled but as I tried to move

death blocked my way.

No no, my sweetheart, what’s the rush?

Come on, let’s go to bed, {
there’s time for love, there’s surely time 1
for happiness — death said.

His voice was soft, his skin was pale,
his fingers brushed my face —

Oh? time for love? I said — but where?
He said: I know a place.

He led me down a flowered track
and on a bank of earth

he loved me till my body screamed
from every living nerve.

I slept then for eternity

drugged as I was with love:

death bent down to my sleeping face
and on earth’s pillow made a space
to leave his photograph.

Applause.

During the poem De Guiche has appeared. He is
confused to see everyone eating and drinking.
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