
   [image: cover]


   
      
         [image: alt]

      

   


   
      
         
            MARTIN CRIMP

            Cyrano de Bergerac

            freely adapted from the play by

            EDMOND ROSTAND

         

         
            
               
[image: ]
               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

             Premiere Production

         

         Cyrano de Bergerac in this adaptation was first performed at the Playhouse Theatre, London, on 27 November 2019. The cast, in alphabetical order, was as follows:

         
             

         

         Leila Ragueneau  Michele Austin

         Le Bret  Adam Best

         Armand / Priest  Sam Black

         Valvert  Nari Blair-Mangat

         Jean-Paul  Philip Cairns

         De Guiche  Tom Edden

         Christian  Eben Figueiredo

         Usher  Chris Fung

         Montfleury  Adrian Der Gregorian

         Denise  Carla Harrison-Hodge

         Cyrano  James McAvoy

         Theatre Owner  Seun Shote

         Marie-Louise  Kiruna Stamell

         Lignière  Nima Taleghani

         Roxane  Anita-Joy Uwajeh

         Ensemble  Vaneeka Dadhria, Mika Johnson, Brinsley Terence

         All other roles played by members of the company.

         Director  Jamie Lloyd

         Designer  Soutra Gilmour

         Lighting Design  Jon Clark

         Sound and Composition  Ben and Max Ringham

         Casting Director  Stuart Burt

         Fight Movement  Kate Waters

         Additional Movement Direction  Polly Bennett

         Associate Director  Rupert Hands

         Associate Designer  Rachel Wingates

      

   


   
      
         

            Characters

         

         
      Roxane
    

         
      Cyrano
    

         
      Lignière
    

         
      Christian
    

         
      Leila Ragueneau
    

         
      Le Bret
    

         
      De Guiche
    

         
             

         

         Alastair

         Valvert

         Montfleury

         Theatre Owner

         Usher

         Annoying Person

         Fencing Referee

         Woman Sent by Roxane

         Marie-Louise (student)

         Armande (student)

         Denise (student)

         Group of Soldiers

         Priest

         Audience members and

people who shout from the auditorium

      

   


   
      
         

            Author’s Notes

         

         A slash ( / ) 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.

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

         Ragueneau (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.
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               IN THE THEATRE

            

         

         Onstage activity as the audience comes in. Perhaps stagehands are completing a rostrum or some other installation for Montfleury’s play – or working on a lighting-rig which will later fly up.

         While this happens, a number of characters drift on, watch and comment, some holding drinks. Later we will identify these as fans of the actor Montfleury – or enemies – critics – and general hangers-on.

         House lights come down as Lignière propels Christian on to the stage.

         
            Lignière   So this is our famous theatre –

            Christian   Amazing.

            Lignière                  And at the moment as you can see we appear to be playing the part

            
               of people waiting for a play to start.

               Ladies, gentlemen – meet Christian.

               Christian’s like your alpha-male-type ultra-military man

               but pretty cool, and will be joining our friend Cyrano’s elite cadets.

            

            ——   Congratulations.

            Lignière                  Plus he is new to Paris so let’s not be too cruel, please – I’d like us all to welcome him.

            ——   Good-looking boy.

            Lignière   Hands off. Christian is exclusively into women.

            ——   Too bad.

            Christian       One woman, actually.

            ——                                                      Even worse.

            ——   Bit provincial.

            ——   Got your tongue round the language?

            ——                                               Speak much verse?

            Christian   Look, I might not come from Paris but I work out and I’m pretty fit

            
               and verse or no verse I’d like to point out right now I don’t take any shit.

            

            ——   Bravo! The man’s got attitude.

            Lignière   The man has indeed got attitude

            
               cut him some slack give him some latitude

               do not attack him with platitudinous crap

               or he will fight back see what he’ll do to us

               this is a man you cannot embarrass

               even a man this new to Paris

               is a man you may not disparage

               look at the man and the way he carries

               himself he will not be abandoned in Paris.

               The Parisian isn’t superior

               just everyone else is inferior

               sure it’s not bad as a theory. Ah –

               just never mention Algeria.

            

            Christian                 Wow.

            Lignière                            You into words? Do much poetry?

            Christian   I’m not much of a confident speaker actually.

            ——   Who’s the ‘one woman’, sweetheart?

            Christian                                       I’m not sure – I’m –

            ——   Not sure?

            Lignière        Someone get me a glass of wine?

            ——   How can you be not sure?

            Lignière                                       Give him a break.

            
               He’s seen her but he doesn’t know her name.

                                      (To Christian.) Okay – take

               a good look round the auditorium

               and point her out –

            

            
               Wine served to Christian and Lignière.

            

            
               
                                         — thank you – my moratorium

                  on alcohol is fortunately over – hey –

                                                                Christian – cincin!

               

            

            
               They clink glasses and scan the auditorium.

            

            
               Right – let’s begin

               with the back row … hmm – d’you see her? –

               there’s quite a few hot women, but we must still be a bit early.

            

            Christian   Who’re those weird guys?

            Lignière                                That’s the Académie Française –

            
               they check out all the plays

               and kind of sit

               in judgement over grammar

                           – no foreign words – that kind of shit –

               ignore them.

            

            Christian       That attractive girl up there …

            Lignière   Is actually a man. How’s it going, Alastair?

            ——   I’m good thanks!

            Lignière                     Straight – just likes to cross-dress.

            Christian   Cross-what?

            Lignière               Quite an important artist – special guest.

            Christian   You mean he …?

            Lignière   Like a persona – kind of cool – gender-fluidity? – man – woman – no fixed rule?

            Christian   Fluidity?

            ——              Keep up, sweetheart – where’ve you BEEN?

            Lignière   He comes from a little village. Don’t be too mean. They haven’t quite made it into the seventeenth century.

            Christian   Yeah I’m medieval man, essentially.

            ——   Try and remember: gender-fluid.

            Lignière   The boy’s not stupid – he can do it.

            Christian   Oh God – is that a whole row of students?

            Lignière                                                                   Sure –

            
               from the University –

                                      what’re you looking so frightened for?

            

            Christian   Just this intellectual thing is so scary –

            
               I’m just a soldier – I mean what if SHE

               turns out to be an intellectual too?

               What is this deal with language?

                                                             I won’t know what to do.

            

            ——   Poor baby.

            Lignière           If you were a student you’d soon find out they spend most of their free time

            
                                                    fucking each other’s brains out –

               Hey! Leila!

            

            Leila          Lignière!

            Lignière   Leila! Get your ass over here!

            
               Madame Ragueneau has appeared. They hug.

            

            
               
                  Leila – Christian. Christian – Leila.

               

            

            Leila   Good-looking boy.

            Lignière                     Leila is my saviour

            
               she has rescued me from failure

               shown me the direction of Arcadia

               given me her protection and I say to her

               you have given me the writer’s toolkit

               and / delivered me from –

            

            Leila   (smiles)                         Ease up, Lignière –

            
                                                    cut out the saviour bullshit.

               (To Christian.) I simply teach.

               I try to reach

               – Christian – out into the community

               and I encourage all kinds of spoken word –

                                                             theatre – poetry –

               plus have an interest in literature and cookery.

            

            Lignière   Genius in fact.

            Leila                                       Please don’t exaggerate –

            
               this young man was my pupil – I simply facilitate –

               and when it comes to a real talent like Lignière

               beg him please to avoid politics and take care.

               You meddle in that satirical political shit –

               end up like Cyrano – then you pay for it.

            

            Christian   Cyrano?

            Leila                     You haven’t heard?

            Cyrano is like all time crazy genius of the spoken word. Where is he?

            ——                     Not in the house.

            Leila                                                         Okay –

            
               but Montfleury is acting in the play?

            

            ——   Sure.

            Leila   And Cyrano has told him no no no

            no Montfleury on stage. Personal veto.

            ——   That’s right. For the whole season.

            Leila                                       Then it’s clear

            to me Cyrano is going to appear.

            Christian   So this … Cyrano –

            Lignière                                            Le Bret! Le Bret!

            Le Bret is his closest colleague.

            Le Bret                                       What?

            Lignière   Tell him about Cyrano.

            Le Bret                                          Ha!

            
               Madman. Soldier. Writer. Blunt. Bizarre.

               Masterful swordsman. Courageous. Honest.

               Wild and outspoken. Angry idealist.

               What d’you reckon, Leila? – am I close?

            

            Leila   Kind of. (To Christian.) Mister le Bret

            
                                                             is leaving out the nose.

            

            Christian   The what?

            Lignière                      Oh oh oh oh – don’t even go there.

            Leila   But his nose is what defines him, Lignière.

            
               (To Christian.) Young man, the enormity

               of his nose is a deformity

               which those who’ve never seen it

               can hardly imagine. Don’t laugh, please, I mean it.

               They say when he came through his mother’s vagina

               the nose poked out first as a painful reminder

               of all the agony to come. Poor girl nearly died

               of shock and needed to be anaesthetised.

               When you first see it you say to yourself NO! –

               That is a party-trick – take it off, Cyrano –

               you expect him to reach up and somehow unscrew it.

               But the damage is done: he can never undo it.

            

            Christian   She’s joking.

            Leila                                       Don’t believe what I said?

            It’s God’s truth.

            Lignière                     Yeah and refer to it and you’re dead.

            
               A disturbance high up in the audience. Some of the men on stage look up.

            

            ——   She’s quite something – look at that –

            
                                                                     hot – but refined –

            

            ——   Fancy your chances?

            ——                          Do you?

            ——                                       Wouldn’t mind.

            Christian   (follows their gaze)                   Lignière. That’s her.

            Lignière   The lady?

            Christian      Yes.

            Lignière              Where?

            Christian                    At the back.

            Lignière                                  Keep calm, man – don’t stare.

            
               He takes a look.

            

            
               Okay … that is Madeleine – Madeleine Robin – icon of totally transcendent beauty – aka Roxane.

            

            Christian   And?

            Lignière                     And she’s a student – into poetry –

            Christian   Shit.

            Lignière        – super-bright girl – got into the University –

            Christian   Fuck.

            Lignière           – despite being a woman.

            She’s totally cool, man – plus she is Cyrano’s cousin.

            Christian   There’s a man – who’s that?

            Lignière                                   Now that is de Guiche –

            
               he’s like a member of Cardinal Richelieu’s

                                                             very own thought-police –

               impressive soldier – married man –

                                                             to Richelieu’s own niece –

               and violent opponent of free-speech.

               Class –

               but check out that hand of his touching her ass.

               (Restraining Christian.) – Hey, hey, hey –

               Now de Guiche is forcing her to marry

                                                                         the other guy –

               that one there –

               the name’s Valvert –

               steady – steady – try not to stare –

               and the reason is is his long-term plan

               is that once she’s safely married he can

               make ‘conjugal visits’. She hates him. But the fact

               is she’s a woman – he’s got the power

                                                                       and she’s trapped.

               I’ve written about this shit –

               anonymously, so I’m chilled –

               but if the fucker knew who wrote it he would

                                                                          have me killed.

               So that’s your lady.

            

            Christian   (of de Guiche) Bastard.

            Lignière                                       What can we do?

            
               Keep out of it, my friend, or he will kill you too.

               Christian! Christian!

            

            Christian                 What?

            Lignière                            She’s giving you the eye. She is a goddess! (Pause.) Sorry, man – I –

            Christian   Lignière?

            Lignière   I’m out of here – that Guiche guy scares me –

            
                                                                                                        I think

               I need some air and get myself a drink.

            

            Christian   Lignière – please –

            
               But Lignière goes, as Le Bret returns.

               At the same time, de Guiche leaves Roxane and starts to make his way down to the stage with Valvert.

            

            Leila   Well? Did you find him?

            Le Bret    

            Been round the whole theatre – no – no sign of him.

            Leila   Cyrano’s here. I’d take a bet on it.

            ——   (Shouts.) We want the play – come on – get on with it!

            Leila   Mister de Guiche – an unexpected delight.

            De Guiche   Madame Ragueneau – not baking in

            
                                  your charming little bookshop then tonight?

            

            Leila   Decided to come out and watch a play.

            De Guiche   Well well – you don’t say –

            
               if you could just move a little out of the way –

               come on, Valvert – we’ll sit on stage –

               apparently this so-called play was all the rage

               in London about forty years ago –

               what is the play called, Madame Ragueneau?

            

            Leila   Hamlet.

            De Guiche   Hamlet. How very quaint. Some tragedy – and the whole thing translated into modern French

            
                                         and performed by the excellent Montfleury.

            

            Valvert   Talented man.

            De Guiche   Yes and much less of a ham than they say.

            
               An Usher has appeared.

            

            Usher           Sir?

            De Guiche                 Well what the fuck is it?

            Usher   Excuse me, sir – can I see your ticket?

            De Guiche   Ticket? Ticket? D’you know who I am?

            ——   (Shouts) Come on! – start the play! –

            
                                                               it should’ve begun!

            

            De Guiche   I don’t buy tickets – I’m the theatre’s guest.

            Valvert   Outrageous.

            ——                   (Shouts.) Start the play!

            De Guiche                                              I actually invest in this theatre. D’you know who my uncle is?

            Richelieu. Who is here tonight. You’re taking the piss.

            Usher   Just you do need a ticket.

            ——   (Shouts.) Start the play and stop talking!

            Valvert   (waving the Usher away) That’s it, my sweet – off you go – back to your little tip-up seat.

            
               As the Usher withdraws, the onstage audience settles, the lights change – and Montfleury appears.

               Silence.

            

            Montfleury   Amlet

            
               by Guillaume Shakespeare

               in a nouvelle version

               by myself.

            

            
               Lights change again to tight focus on the actor’s face.

               Silence.

            

            
               
                  ‘Oh what a rogue and peasant slave am I!

                  Is it not monstrous that this player here –’

               

            

            
               He produces, perhaps, a glove-puppet.

            

            
               
                  ‘– but in a fiction, in a dream of passion

                  could force his soul so to his own conceit

                  that like a piece of well-cooked tender turkey-meat

                  hot juices leak from these two apertures

                  that we call eyes? What’s Ecuba to him

                  or he to Ophelia? Who is this mobled queen

                  that he should weep for her?

                                                     What would he do / had he –?’

               

            

            Cyrano   (unseen) I’d get off stage now if I were you.

            ——   Be quiet.

            ——           Shut up.

            ——                         Mobled queen?

            
                                                         Mobled queen is good.

            

            ——   Go for it, Montfleury!

            
               Montfleury recovers his composure and resumes.

            

            Montfleury                   ‘What’s Ecuba to him

            
               or he to Ophelia? Who is this mobled queen

               that he should weep for her? What would he do

               had he my motive and my cue

               for passion? To be or not to be –’

            

            Cyrano   (unseen)

            I said get off that stage now, Montfleury –

            Montfleury    

            
               ‘– to be a puppet on the puppet-stage of history –

               perchance to dream – what do I mean? –

                                                            I mean to dream of how

               that nymph, the fair Ophelia –’

            

            Cyrano                                         I said stop now!

            
               Cyrano invades the stage. Catcalls etc. 

            

            
               
                  I have forbidden you to act here,

                  Montfleury. Now disappear.

               

            

            Montfleury   These gentlemen are my sponsors.

            Cyrano                                                            Oh?

            Montfleury    

            They’ve asked me for my Amlet and I refuse to go.

            Cyrano   Uh-huh – these gentlemen – is that so?

            ——   (chant) Montfleury! Montfleury! Montfleury!

            
               Cyrano scrutinises Montfleury’s supporters. Pause.

            

            Cyrano   Mobled queen.

            ——                             We like it.

            ——                                                Mobled queen is good.

            Cyrano   The play is over – it is over – is that understood?

            Le Bret   Cyrano, please, you don’t have the right / to –

            Cyrano    

            The play is over and I would be very happy to fight to make my point. Well?

            ——                               We may not understand it but we like his acting and we want Amlet.

            
               A chant begins from Montfleury’s fans:

            

            ——   AM-LET! AM-LET! AM-LET! AM-LET!

            
               Cyrano draws his sword – this may be enough – or maybe he holds it to Montfleury’s throat.

               The chanting dies down. Silence.

            

            Cyrano   This is a bad actor. He’s wrecked my evening and he’s massacred the text.

            
               Catcalls. 

            

            
               
                  And if any one of you believes that ‘not to be’

                  the case you are welcome to defend him in a duel –

                                                                                      with me.

                  Any takers? No one? Come on. Don’t be shy.

                  There must be one of you out there who wants to die.

               

            

            
               Pause.

            

            Le Bret   (sotto) Cyrano …

            Cyrano                           I’m counting to three and on the third stroke you will vanish, Montfleury.

            Montfleury   Excuse me?

            Cyrano                   One.

            ——                                   Bullshit.

            ——                                                  Vanish? How?

            Cyrano   Two.

            Montfleury   You’re so full of crap.

            Cyrano                                           Oh am I now?

            ——   Come on, Cyrano – do it!

            ——                                           This I must see.

            ——   He’s bluffing.

            ——                        It’s just Gascon bullshit.

            Cyrano                                                           Three.

            
               Montfleury disappears.

               Wild applause and catcalls from the crowd.

               The Theatre Owner steps forward and shakes Cyrano’s hand.

            

            Theatre Owner   Good evening, Monsieur de Bergerac. Congratulations. Your novelty act

            
               adds lustre to my theatre. But Montfleury

               is good box-office – well, as you can see –

               and I’m just curious why you’re so anti.

            

            Cyrano   I dislike arrogance. ‘His’ Hamlet –

            
               credit to the writer damn it! –

               plus there could be nothing worse than

               his garbled dipshit incoherent version.

            

            Theatre Owner   Dislike arrogance. Hmm.

            
               He savours the irony of this …

            

            
               
                                                                   You’ve no other reason

                  for banning him from my theatre then

                                                                      for an entire season?

               

            

            Cyrano   Arrogance is enough.

            Theatre Owner                   Arrogance is enough. Indeed.

            
               Arrogance can be destructive – agreed, agreed.

               But Montfleury, Monsieur de Bergerac,

               brings in the punters. You’ve stopped the show.

                                                      Now I must pay them back.

            

            Cyrano   Sure. Here’s your money. Take it.

            
                                                    You’ll find it more than meets

               the shortfall from your lost box-office receipts.

            

            Theatre Owner   Well – if what he says is right

            I ought to get him here to cancel every night.

            
               Laughter. The Owner starts counting the money.

            

            Le Bret   (sotto) Cyrano – stop this – you’re going to make it worse.

            Theatre Owner   (genuine shock)

            But this is far too much money.

            Cyrano                                                 Take it.

            ——   That’s quite some gesture.

            ——                                             Must be several thousand.

            
               Cyrano shrugs. An annoying person butts in.

            

            Annoying Person   But the real question is: how will a little man like you survive? Who will protect you? Montfleury’s got high-up friends. He will expect them to exact revenge. Like Hamlet. You should check out the politics before you stick your neck out.

            Cyrano   My neck?

            Annoying Person   Yes.

            
               Pause.

            

            Cyrano                   So why are you looking at my nose?

            Annoying Person   I’m not.

            Cyrano                                   Draws attention, does it?

            Annoying Person                                                      No way.

            Cyrano   Too big? Is it grotesque? Just say.

            Annoying Person   I’m not.

            Cyrano                           Not looking?

            Annoying Person                                 No.

            Cyrano                                                         Why’s that?

            Annoying Person   Just not.

            Cyrano                            Too long? Is it too thin? too fat? Come on. Not looking?

            Annoying Person             No!

            Cyrano                                   Then tell me why.

            Is it obscene? Is it too shocking?

            Annoying Person                            I …

            Cyrano   Yes?

            Annoying Person   I’d say it’s absolutely normal –

            Cyrano   Normal?

            Annoying Person   Yes. If anything … quite small.

            Cyrano   Quite small? What? I take that as a personal insult. Small?

            Annoying Person   Yes.

            Cyrano                       But my nose is huge –

            
               it’s huge, my friend – this ‘I’m not looking’ subterfuge

               is crass. My nose is out – it’s out and proud –

               it’s out there – it’s full-volume – loud –

               it blasts the world – thrusts and attacks –

               my nose is permanently – yes? yes? –

                                                  hear it? – set to max –

               and at the same time is the sign

               of probity – wit – magnificence – sure I’m

               a little crazy, but this organ represents

               courage – courtesy to others –

                                                               genuine independence –

               things you will never have. You’re full of shit:

               you cannot grow my nose, nor can you diminish it.

            

            De Guiche   This is pathetic – what courtesy? –

            
                                              the man’s totally obsessed

               by his own self-image.

            

            Valvert                   Yes, we are not impressed.

            Cyrano   Oh?

            De Guiche   Give him both barrels, Valvert.

            Cyrano   (on the alert)                                 Valvert?

            De Guiche    

            
               Valvert’s a great wit. Come on, man – don’t spare

               the pompous bastard – he sees he’s

               gone too far – tear him to pieces.

            

            
               Valvert – who’s not too keen on the job he’s been given – nevertheless steps up to Cyrano, and appraises him, before speaking.

            

            Valvert   You claim that your nose – sir –

            
                                       puts us on the wrong side

               But I say your nose – sir –

                                       is a bit on the long side.

            

            
               Sparse applause from de Guiche’s team.

               Pause.

            

            Cyrano   Is that it?

            De Guiche             Both barrels, Valvert.

            Valvert   That was both barrels.

            Cyran                                     Yes, be fair

            
               to the poor man. He has tried –

               but his intelligence is limited and his wit, as we can all see, somewhat circumscribed.

               But look, he’s just a poor little rich boy arsehole

               brought up in Mummy and Daddy’s family castle –

            

            Valvert   Excuse me?

            Cyrano                   – where only the housekeeper and cooks

            
               took any interest in things like books.

               Yes, you’d think it would be easy to insult me

               given the nature of my deformity

               but it takes some literary imagination, actually –

               no no don’t run away –

                                                  stay here, Valvert, stay a while –

               while I take you through some possible variants

                                                                     of the insult style.

               Blunt, for example – blunt goes

               ‘Why not take a chopper and chop off your nose’ –

               then there’s tactful: tactful’s more like ‘Oh yes – I see –

               but doesn’t it interfere with one’s ability

                                                                    to drink one’s tea?’

               Or if style points you in a sexual direction

               you might like to refer, Valvert, to my nasal erection

               or if that’s too tasteless how about carrot? –

               rhinoceros horn? – coat-hook? – yes? –

                                                                     perch for a parrot?

               Use whatever image comes to mind:

               cattle-prod – truncheon. Or be more refined –

               be Homeric – say ‘So noble! Such force!

               As hollow and vast as the Trojan Horse!’

               You should treat my nose as a literary test:

               try out ideas – see what works best.

               Picture for example what it’s like when it bleeds:

               how a blood-red tide floods out then recedes

               as its cavernous nostrils are cleansed by what? –

               yes a syrup-like stream of soft grey snot.

               Or creatively use the question-mark:

               ‘What’s its name?’ ‘Can it talk?’ ‘Does it glow in the dark?’

               ‘Is it stiff?’ ‘Will it bend?’ ‘Might it shrink?’

                                                                         ‘Has it grown?’

               ‘Is it ever allowed to go out on its own?’

               ‘Can it think for itself?’ ‘Might it reproduce?’

               ‘Oh my God don’t tell me it’s suffered childhood abuse!’

               D’you see what I’m saying? – I’m bored, I’m tired

               of insults like yours that are

                                                    one-dimensional and uninspired.

               ‘Your nose is a rock, it’s a mountain-range:

               sheer – Olympian – dangerous – strange –

               and upon its granite storm-swept peak

               heroes still tread and the Greek gods still speak.’ –

               Yes that’s the kind of thing you might’ve said

               if you’d one active brain-cell in your head.

            

            
               Approaching Valvert …

            

            
               
                  But look at you – tongue-tied – hopeless – look –

                  never thinks about words – never reads a book –

                  got those dull little eyes you always find

                  in a person cursed with a blanked-out mind.

                  And yes I do mean to offend. That is my intention.

                  I despise the banal. I admire invention

                  however outrageous or violent in tone –

                  provided of course the invention’s my own –

               

            

            De Guiche   Valvert – no!

            
               Valvert slaps Cyrano. Pause.

            

            Valvert   (seething)           Scum of pretension.

            
               Filth off the street too disgusting to mention.

               Shit-for-brains poet. Mindless talentless hack.

            

            Cyrano   (offers hand) And I – am Cyrano de Bergerac.

            
               Laughter.

            

            De Guiche   (sotto) Back down, Valvert.

            Cyrano                                               Oh? Too late now.

            
               He’s made his challenge. So listen, my friend, how

               shall we do this? Pistols at dawn?

               Or are you more of a rapiers drawn

               kind of man like me?

            

            De Guiche   (sotto)    Don’t. He’ll kill you. This is / insane.

            Valvert   Swords. I will cut you into tiny pieces.

            Cyrano   Excellent.

            
               Pause.

            

            
               
                                    So why don’t I give you a little rapier lesson

                  and at the same time make up a poem.

               

            

            Valvert   Poem?

            Cyrano            Poem – yes – quite strict metrically and with three clear stanzas – d’you follow me?

            Valvert   Stanzas – whatever – I am completely bored with this –

            Cyrano           And whoever draws first blood wins. Agreed? Oh – and one other thing –

            Valvert   What? This is just pure delaying / tactics –

            Cyrano   I will improvise the poem now in real time and not draw blood till I get to the final rhyme.

            
               Slight pause. Cyrano closes his eyes and thinks for a moment.

            

            
               
                  I warned this man his perfumed skin.

               

            

            Valvert   Excuse me?

            Cyrano                    That’s the title. Okay, shall we begin? Please can we clear everyone out of the way.

            
               The crowd makes a space. Someone steps forward to referee.

            

            Referee   En garde. – Prêts? – Allez.

            
               [Take up positions. Ready? Begin.]

            

            Cyrano   I take up my position thus

            
               see how the metal gleams

               cutting the space in front of me:

               sixte, quarte, octave, septime.

            

            
               They fight. Valvert holds his own.

            

            
               
                  Beat! Coule! Balestra! Oh I see –

                  you’re pretty good at it! –

               

            

            Referee   Halte! [Stop.]

            
               No result. They separate.

            

            
               
                  Two stanzas more and I will land

                  a palpable hit.

               

            

            Valvert   Forget the poetry bollocks – let’s just play.

            Cyrano   Verse two.

            Valvert                    Whatever.

            Referee                                      En garde. – Prêts? – Allez.

            
               They fight.

            

            Cyrano   I warned this man with perfumed skin

            
               I challenged him to fight

               I warned him that his perfumed skin

               would not survive the night.

               Stab. Feint. Stab again.

               I said I would not quit

               until I land upon this man

               a palpable hit –

            

            Referee   Halte!

            
               No result. They separate.

            

            Cyrano   Last stanza.

            Valvert                          You’re a dead man.

            Cyrano                                                              Make my day.

            Referee   En garde. – Prêts? – Allez.

            
               They fight.

            

            Cyrano   My sword is long, not so my song,

            
               my song is quick as steel.

               Parry – riposte – the fight is lost

               my friend – and no appeal.

               I warned this man his perfumed skin

               would separate and split

               I warned this perfumed man I’d planned

               to land upon his body with this hand –

               the only language he can understand –

               A PALPABLE HIT.

            

            
               On the word ‘hit’ Cyrano wounds the other man, who staggers back, bleeding.

            

            
               
                  Fetch him a doctor.

               

            

            ——                   Amazing!

            ——                                   Amazing skill!

            ——   You think? But using poetry to actually kill someone –

            Cyrano       He’s not going to die – he just needs stitches.

            ——   His poems or his sword – I don’t know which is more dangerous.

            ——                   It doesn’t seem humanly possible –

            ——   He’s losing blood!

            
                                       Let’s get this man please to the hospital!

            

            
               Valvert’s friends take him out. Cyrano seems preoccupied.

            

            Leila   Cyrano? You okay?

            Le Bret                                 Come on: I say the winner takes us all out and pays for a posh dinner.

            ——   Cyrano?

            Cyrano           What?

            ——                           You were amazing.

            Cyrano                                                    Oh?

            ——   That palpable hit bit.

            Le Bret                                   Shall we go?

            
               Cyrano?

            

            Leila           He isn’t listening.

            ——                                           After everything he’s done he needs a drink.

            Le Bret           Cyrano. Dinner.

            Cyrano   (smiles)                    Got no money.

            
               Pause.

            

            Le Bret   No money? But you just bought out the house –

            
                                                                              that wad of cash –

            

            Cyrano   (smiles) – was my life-savings.

            
                                          I’ve nothing left. Only my own panache.

            

            
               Pause. Ragueneau goes up to him.

            

            
               
                  What’s this, Leila?

               

            

            Leila                   You need to eat.

            
               Small flask of brandy plus something sweet

               for later. Get some sleep.

            

            Cyrano   Thank you.

            ——                           Okay everybody – clear the stage – we’re going dark! –

            
               Other stage hands repeat the warning ‘Going dark! Going dark!’ The lights dim. Everyone drifts out chatting …

            

            ——                           … his use of language is quite distinctive.

            ——                           Yes but I’d be surprised if that palpable hit thing was genuinely improvised …

            
               … leaving Cyrano alone with Le Bret.

            

            Le Bret   Well – talk about rising to the bait –

            
               red rag to the bull – you’ve just displayed

               appallingly poor judgement. Why

               did you have to fight like that? That man could die.

            

            Cyrano   I was provoked.

            Le Bret               Provoked – maybe – but influential people may well judge otherwise.

            Cyrano                                   I know: I’m evil.

            Le Bret   Plus you do realise Richelieu –

            Cyrano                                           Was the Cardinal there?

            Le Bret   Yes he was – and you need to take care – those are the wrong kinds of enemies to make.

            Cyrano   The Cardinal – (Smiles.) yes that was a mistake.

            
               But when it comes to acting

               he’s pretty exacting:

               you’re not telling me

               he’d support Montfleury –

            

            Le Bret   Maybe not – but it’s all the others too –

            
               de Guiche – the patrons. It’s like all you can do

               is cause trouble.

               You can’t exist in this self-contained bubble –

               embrace the system – start to engage –

               make alliances – don’t just rage.

               You have no proper insight

               into your actions – pick fight after pointless fight –

               insult people – obstruct them – adopt this pose of …

            

            Cyrano   My system’s simple: I follow my nose.

            
               This nose – look – is the perfect moral compass:

               it points to the truth, and significant numbers

               of fools are spiked on its gleaming tip.

               My system is simple: don’t think, just let rip.

            

            Le Bret   But why Montfleury? – some wretched actor – what is the so-called moral factor there?

            Cyrano   Disgust.

            
               Montfleury’s the embodiment of flabbiness and lust.

               I’ve watched him – in his actorly disguise –

               undressing a particular young woman with his eyes –

               a particular young woman – yes –

               watched the slime of his gaze slide over her dress.

            

            Le Bret   Particular young woman? – who?

            Somebody you happen to be attracted to?

            Cyrano    

            
               And why should I not be ‘attracted’? It’s bad enough

               to be ugly – but to be ugly and in love …

               And at the same time love the one woman

               whose beauty’s so luminous it’s beyond the human.

            

            
               Pause.

            

            Le Bret   I see. Roxane.

            Cyrano   And I can’t even talk to her like a normal man.

            Le Bret   Rubbish. If you’re in love with her just tell her.

            Cyrano   Oh sure, sure, that’s a hell of an

            
               easy thing to say – but where do I start?

               I have this thing – this nose, remember? –

                                        between me and every woman’s heart.

               You know, sometimes I go out walking.

               It’s evening. There in a garden talking

               are young men and women holding hands.

               I think: that looks so easy. Each seems to understand

               the other. They have an effortless connection.

               They smile. Smell the roses. Fear of rejection

               never enters their minds. Their god is

               flesh. They’re confident in their young

                                                                 and attractive bodies.

               I think: I’m like that too – young and desirable.

               And then I see my shadow on the garden wall.

            

            Le Bret   Come on, Cyrano, spare me the self-pity.

            
               Girls get that shit – men don’t need to be pretty.

               Plus – like it or not –

               seeing men fight gets women hot –

               you think when you were fighting your … your …

                                                                        your poetry duel

               she wasn’t up there watching you?

               Get real. Roxane’s

               a grown-up – she wants a man.

            

            Cyrano   I’m not convinced.

            Le Bret                               I’d offer guarantees

            
               you figure in any number of her sexual fantasies.

               Sure, she’s really really beautiful –

               that doesn’t mean put her on a pedestal.

               Come on, man. Get in there. Attack.

            

            Woman   Excuse me. Is one of you gentlemen

            
                                                                        Cyrano de Bergerac?

            

            
               Pause. A Woman has appeared.

            

            Cyrano   That’s me.

            Woman                   Of course – yes – the nose – sorry.

            
               Well the thing is is somebody has asked me

               if you would be able to meet her privately

               tomorrow morning – and she really underlines

               privately. Oh and she suggests a time:

               seven a.m. How would that suit?

            

            Cyrano   Somebody being?

            Woman                              Or she could do it later – but seven ideally if you can.

            Cyrano   Somebody being?

            Woman                              Oh did I not say? – Roxane.

            
               Pause.

            

            Cyrano   Roxane wants to meet me.

            Woman                                                 In private, please.

            Cyrano   In private.

            Woman                Yes, that’s the normal thing

            
                                                              in situations such as these.

            

            Cyrano   Situations.

            Woman                   Yes, and she’s asking do you know the cake-stroke-café-bookshop

            
                                                                     run by Leila Ragueneau?

            

            Cyrano   Of course.

            Woman           That’s where she’ll be then. Come at seven.

            
               The Woman goes.

            

            Le Bret   Well? See the effect you have on women?

            Cyrano   She wants to meet me! Coffee! Books!

            Le Bret    

            Told you – they really don’t care how a man looks.

            Cyrano    

            
               I’m I’m I’m SO FUCKING HAPPY! This is it – this is my total dream come true – SHIT!

            

            Le Bret   So now maybe try to relax.

            Cyrano                                             RELAX?

            
               I’m going to get out there with a with a

                                                                  with a fucking AXE!

            

            Le Bret   Cyrano – please – bit of calm.

            Cyrano    

            But this is a total mindfuck – breakfast with Roxane.

            
               Lignière appears in full flow of language. He seems high.

            

            Lignière   Yeah show me your face

            
               keep up the pace

               of the Parisian master-race

               I don’t got no place here

               hey clear me some empty space here

            

            Cyrano   Lignière?

            Lignière   They tell me the end

            
               they tell me this is 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 harassed Paris poet in his place –

               claims that I’ve named him

               claims I’ve defamed him

               keep every writer on a leash

               this is the order of de Guiche –

            

            Cyrano   Lignière?

            Lignière   De Guiche is the man who polices speech

            
               who tells the hundred men to teach
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