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NO, NO REGRETS

Life and songs of Edith Piaf

Edith Piaf is one of the more lasting myths of the French and world music. Born literally in the street, she developed a carreer as singer and composer that took her to be a world figure of excepcional relevance. This show is a recreation of the historic recitals of the Olympia intercut with stories and anecdotes of her life that reflect her deep love for the music, for live and for men. She lived her life always on the limits, defying everything and risking everything. She lived as she sang: forcing her little body to the extreme of her posibilities. And she didn’t regret.
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NO, NO REGRETS

Life and songs of Edith Piaf

Edith Piaf appears on stage like apologizing and knitting red colored clothing. During the play she leaves and takes the knitting needles, puts in order the stamen balls and uses those objects to remark aspects of her stories. She's a tiny woman with a black dress, short hair who walks hesitant and surprises with the volume of her voice when she sings.

EDITH PIAF

I came to the world in the street below a streetlight in front of the 72 Belleville Street, at the working-class neighborhood of Mennilmontant, like a wild fruit in the streets of Paris. In that place there is now a marble plate that reminds the event. My mother was going hurried to the Tenon Hospital, but I arrived to the world before her to the hospital. In that moment two cops that were patrolling helped my mother like midwives. One of them put his coat on the floor. The other one helped me to get out. That way my life began... but my mother was more interested in singing that in raising me. So she gave me to her mother, my grandmother, who was alcoholic like her daughter. Instead of giving me milk in the bottle she gave me wine, to sleep without complaining. Such was my abandonment state that my father, before to go to the war, took me to the house where his mother lived, who has a Madame in a house of ill repute at Barnay, on the Normandy. The girls of the establishment channeled all their maternal instincts over me. All of them care about me and they pampered me. Against all that could seem, was the happiest time of my life

––––––––


	UNDER PARIS SKIES


	Lyrics: Jean Dréjac


	Music: Hubert Giraud


	

	Beneath the Parisian sky


	A song flutters away, 


	Hum Hum 


	It was born today


	
In a young man's heart



	Beneath the Parisian sky


	Lovers walk about,


	Hum Hum 


	Their happiness is built


	Upon a tune made for them


	

	Beneath the Pont de Bercy


	There's a seated philosopher


	
Two musicians 

a few onlookers



	And then people by thousands


	Beneath the Parisian sky


	Will sing into the evening


	Hum Hum 


	The hymn of the people in love


	With their old city


	

	Near Notre Dame


	Perhaps trouble's brewing


	Yes, but at "Paname"


	everything gets worked out


	Some few rays


	
From the summer sky



	The accordion


	Of a sailor


	Hope is blossoming


	In the Parisian sky


	

	Beneath the Parisian sky


	A joyous river flows


	Hum Hum 


	That lulls the tramps


	And beggars to sleep


	Beneath the Parisian sky


	Good God's birds 


	Hum Hum 


	Come from around the world


	To chat among themselves


	

	And the Parisian sky


	Has its own secret


	Since twenty centuries it has been in love


	With our Saint-Louis Island


	When she smiles at him


	
He puts on his blue suit



	Hum Hum 


	When it rains over Paris 


	It's because he's sad


	When he is jealous


	Of her millions of lovers 


	
Hum Hum 



	He unleashes upon them


	His roaring thunder


	But the Parisian sky


	Is not cruel for long


	Hum Hum 


	So that he may be forgiven


	He offers a rainbow


	SOUS LE CIEL DE PARIS


	Paroles: Jean Dréjac


	Musique: Hubert Giraud


	

	Sous le ciel de Paris


	S'envole une chanson


	Hum Hum


	Elle est née d'aujourd'hui


	Dans le coeur d'un garçon


	Sous le ciel de Paris


	Marchent des amoureux


	Hum Hum


	Leur bonheur se construit


	Sur un air fait pour eux


	

	Sous le pont de Bercy


	Un philosophe assis


	
Deux musiciens 

quelques badauds



	Puis les gens par milliers


	Sous le ciel de Paris


	Jusqu'au soir vont chanter


	Hum Hum


	L'hymne d'un peuple épris


	De sa vieille cité


	

	Prés de Notre Dame


	Parfois couve un drame


	Oui mais à Paname


	Tout peut s'arranger


	Quelques rayons


	Du ciel d’été


	L'accordéon


	D'un marinier


	L'espoir fleurit


	Au ciel de Paris


	

	Sous le ciel de Paris


	Coule un fleuve joyeux


	Hum Hum


	Il endort dans la nuit


	Les clochards et les gueux


	Sous le ciel de Paris


	Les oiseaux du Bon Dieu


	Hum Hum


	Viennent du monde entier


	Pour bavarder entre eux


	

	Et le ciel de Paris


	A son secret pour lui


	Depuis vingt siècles il est épris


	De notre Île Saint Louis


	Quand elle lui sourit


	
Il met son habit bleu



	Hum Hum


	Quand il pleut sur Paris


	C'est qu'il est malheureux


	Quand il est trop jaloux


	De ses millions d'amants


	Hum Hum


	Il fait gronder sur nous


	Son tonnerr' éclatant


	Mais le ciel de Paris


	N'est pas longtemps cruel


	Hum Hum


	Pour se fair' pardonner


	Il offre un arc-en-ciel




EDITH PIAF

Was in that house of pleasure, or closed house as we say in France, that I got my eyes sick of conjunctivitis and I was almost completely blind. A doctor, client of the house, prescribed me eye drops and blindfolded me. Months passed and I don’t regained my sight. The girls of the house, all of them very believers, decided to close the establishment for one day, wear their Sunday best and go all together in pilmigrage to Lisieux, to ask Saint Teresa for my healing. The girls weared their most decent clothes, long skirts, closed blouses, they didn’t wear parfume and very little makeup. But even was a procession drew too much attention from other pilgrims. .. You can imagine. Few weeks later the libertine doctor tooked out the bandages and.... I was able to see. The doctor convinced because the treatment, the girls and I convinced because Saint Teresa. I began to go to Paul Bert School of Bernay, and thel rector of the school called my father and reproached him have abandoned his daughter in a seebed of vice. No girl could be raised healthily in that nest of depraved women. I was 8, the paradise was over, and I began to share my father’s wagon in endless tours all over France. I began to work on the streets. I learned to cook and to bear his hookups. I called them “mothers of one only day” 


	THE BALLADE OF POOR JOHN


	Lyrics: René Rouzaud (traducida por Lázaro Droznes)


	Music: Marguerite Monnot


	

	Listen for a minute


	To the ballad of poor John


	Whom women did not like,


	But don’t forget,


	In life there is only one moral:


	Whether you are rich or penniless,


	Without love, one is nothing at all,


	(one is nothing at all) 


	

	He lived from hand to mouth,


	In silk and velvet.


	He slept on silken sheets,


	But don’t forget,


	In life, we are nothing


	When our heart is pawned.


	Without love, one is nothing at all.


	(one is nothing at all)


	

	He dined with tycoons.


	He danced in the salons


	And drank all the cheap rum,


	But don’t forget,


	Nothing beats a pretty girl


	To share your meal.


	Without love, one is nothing at all.


	(one is nothing at all)


	

	In order to earn a few pennies,


	He became a nasty crook.


	People bowed low to him


	But don’t forget,


	One day his luck turned around,


	And behind bars,


	Without love, one is nothing at all.


	(one is nothing at all)


	

	Listen well, young people.


	Take advantage of your youth.


	You will have it only once,


	But don’t forget,


	Better a woman around your neck 


	than a rope.


	Without love, one is nothing at all.


	(one is nothing at all)


	

	And there you have it, my good people,


	The ballad of poor John,


	
Who says to you as he leaves you, 

“Love each other!”



	LA GOULANTE DU PAUVRE JEAN 


	Paroles: René Rouzaud,


	Musique: Marguerite Monnot


	

	Esgourdez rien qu’un instant


	La goualante du pauvre Jean,


	Que les femmes n’aimaient pas,


	Mais n’oubliez pas,


	Dans la vie y a qu’une morale


	Qu’on soit riche ou sans un sou,


	Sans amour on n’est rien de tout,


	Sans amour on n’est rien de tout.


	

	Il vivait au jour le jour


	Dans la soie et le velours.


	Il piaussait dans de beaux draps,


	Mais n’oubliez pas,


	Dans la vie on est peau d’balle


	Quand notre cœur est a clou.


	Sans amour on n’est rien de tout.


	Sans amour on n’est rien de tout.


	

	Il bectait chez les barons.


	Il guinchait dans les salons


	Et lichait tous les tafias,


	Mais n’oubliez pas,


	Rien ne vaut une belle fille


	Qui partage notre ragoût.


	Sans amour on n’est rien de tout.


	Sans amour on n’est rien de tout.
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