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DE GUICHE ;
(Who has come down from the seats on the stage, with

the MARQUIS) o
He’s beginning to be annoying

VALVERT
(Shrugging)
He likes to bluster.
DE GUICHB
Isn’t anyone going to silence him?

VALVERT
Yes, I will! Just watch his face when he$ﬁ2rz b“s,gi\feg ‘;1?:16
g him! (Walks up to CYRANO, g %
:1?15?;11:13& in frtgnt of him with a fatuous expression.) You

have a nose that . .. Your nose is + « o UMl « very big.
CYRANO
(Gravely)
Yes, very.
VALVERT
(Laughing)
Ha!
CYRANO
(With perfect calm)
Is that all?
VALVERT

Well... o
CYRA
i You
3§ i ech was a little short, young man. .
Imlgﬁ:xgeyzzigspe. . oh, all sorts of things, varymglyom
brin e sords. Let me give you 2 few examples.

ur wor . ) ’
toritr:l tz:.)nﬁz:gsglcr)es,sive tone: “If I had a nose like that, I'd have

-2 d!’! ; ’

iy al:“rrrl?:ntgg: “The end of it must get wer}”when you drink

from a cup. Why don’t you use 2 tankard? L.
Descriptive: “1¢’s a rock, a peak, a cape g

. ° la"Y ’ \“
X céﬁiioige%%st‘:at do you use that long container for? D
) 2 CINLES ?n :

r pens and scissors in 1t "
yog\;:zi%z:.u “\%/hat a kind man you are! You 10;192) :1,3 d
so much that you’ve given tt;lem a pe;ich to Toos! :

SAT ight your .

culent: “When you lig ! L'\
cozrel; out your nose, the neighbors must think a chimn

has caught ﬁrelf’

pe and the s.mok»-
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| Solicitous: “Be careful when you walk: with all that

1g§1;u on your head, you could easily lose your balance

and fall.”

& Thoughtful: “You ought to put an awning over it, to
keep its color from fading in the sun.”

| Pedantic: “Sir, only the animal that Aristophanes calls

the hippocampelephantocamelos could have had so much
esh and bone below its forehead.”

& Flippant: “That tusk must be convenient to hang your

on.”

randiloquent: “No wind but the mighty Arctic blast,

jestic nose, could ever give you a cold from one end to

he other!”

t Dramatic: “When it bleeds, it must be like the Red Seal”
" Admiring: “What a sign for a perfume shop!”

§ Lyrical: “Is that a conch, and are you Triton risen from
he sea?”

Naive: “Is that monument open to the public?”

spectful: “One look at your face, sir, is enough to

e that you are indeed a man of substance.”

ustic: “That don’t look like no nose to me. It’s either

cucumber or a little watermelon.”

ilitary: “The enemy is charging! Aim your cannon!”
actical: “A nose like that has one advantage: it keeps

ur feet dry in the rain.”

Dr finally, parodying the grief-stricken Pyramus in

iéophile de Viau’s play: “This nose destroyed the har-

ay of its good master’s features! See how the traitor

shes now for shamel!”*

re, now you have an inkling of what you might have

to me if you were witty and a man of letters. Unfor-

jately you’re totally witless and a man of very few let-

¢ only the four that spell the word “fool.” But even if

3 the intelligence to invent remarks like those I've
n you as examples, you would not have been able to

in me with them. You would have spoken no more

alf the first syllable of the first word, because such

i8 a privilege that I grant only to myself.

i DE GUICHE
L'rying to lead away the outraged VALVERT)
e, never mind.

‘teference is to a line from the play Pyrame et Thisbé by
e de Viau (1590-1626): “Here is the dagger that basely
itself with its master’s blood. It is red with shame, the traitor!”
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VALVERT
(Choking with anger)

Such arrogance from an uncouth barbarian who . . . who
... isn’t even wearing gloves! Who appears in public with-
out ribbons, or tassels, or braid!

CYRANO
1 have a different idea of elegance. I don’t dress like a
fop, it’s true, but my moral grooming is impeccable. I
pever appear in public with a soiled conscience, a tarnished
honor, bare scruples, or an insult that I haven’t
washed away. I'm always immaculately clean, adorned with
independence and frankness. I may not cut a stylish figure,
but I hold my soul erect. I wear my deeds as ribbons, my
wit is sharper than the finest mustache, and when I walk
among men I make truths ring like spurs.

VALVERT
You...

CYRANO

I have no gloves? It doesn’t trouble me. I had a pair not
long ago, but I lost one of them, so I threw the other one

away—in someone’s face.
VALVERT
Stupid lout, insolent boor, ridiculous ass!
CYRANO
(Taking off his hat and bowing as though VALVERT had

just introduced himself)
Delighted to meet you. I'm Savinien de Cyrano de Bergerac.

(Laughter)

VALVERT
(Exasperated)
Buffoon!
CYRANO
(Crying out as if in pain)
Oh!
VALVERT
(Turning back, after having turned away)
What's he saying now?
CYRANO

(With a grimace of pain)
I must move it: it's fallen asleep. It needs exercise. Ob!

VALVERT
What's the matter?
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¢ CYRANO
I have a cramp in my sword.

f VALVERT
. (Drawing his own)

1.' p be it!

. : CYRANO
give you a charming little thrust.

§ VALVERT
i ;((i'ontemptuously)
et

sir, I t 1l deme
, I am a poet, as I'll demonstrate by composi
- ‘romptu ballade while I fence with you. B T

s

VALVERT
v
y CYRANO
u don’t know what that is? Allow me to explain.
VALVERT
A CYRANO
As though reciting a lesson)
ballade consists of three eight-line stanzas. . .
8 VALVERT
Stamping his foot)
E i
: t_mtmuing)
vith a four-line refrain at the end.
VALVERT
k., CYRANO
0 compose one as I fight with
8 o the last line, I'l draw e
VALVERT
CYRANO

ait and see. (Declaiming) “Ballad
B ade of the Duel be-
" gxs;:.l’l’r de Bergerac and an Imbecile, in the Hotel
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VALVERT
What's all that?
CYRANO
1t’s the title.
THE CROWD

(Greatly excited)
Make room!—This will be worth seeing!—Step back!l—

Quiet!
(Tableau. A circle of onlookers on the floor, with

MARQuUIS and officers mingled with BURGHERS and less
affluent commoners. The PAGES have climbed up on
men’s shoulders to see better. All the women are stand-
ing in their boxes. To the right, DE GUICHE and his
gentlemen; to the left, LB BRET, RAGUENEAU, CUIGY, etc.)

CYRANO

(Closing his eyes for a moment)
inki gofhowtobe' ... There, I have it.

Wait, I'm gin

(His actions match his words throughout the ballade.)
I take off my hat and discard it,
I slowly abandon my cloak,

I draw my sword out of its scabbard,
Preparing to put it to use.

For the moment, I stand here before you,
Elegant, calm, and serene,

But I warn you, my impudent scoundrel,
When I end the refrain, 1 draw blood.

(They begin fencing.)

You should have avoided this battle.

Now, where shall 1 skewer you, goose?

In the side, 'neath the sleeve of your doublet?
In the heart, "neath the ribbon you wear?
No, I've carefully thought and reflected,

And finally made up my mind;

The paunch: that’s where I've decided,
When I end the refrain, to draw blood.

1 see you give ground when I press you;
Your face is as white as a sheet;

Is “coward” a name that would suit you?
I dexterously parry the point

That you hoped to thrust into my entrails;
Your efforts are doomed o be vain.
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prepare yourself now to be punctured:
hen I end the refrain, I drlz)lw blg:;d..

(Announces solemnly.)

Refrain:
ay God to forgive your transgressions!
T he clo§e of our combat draws near;
) ?(I)}lp?, then a feint, then the finish!
e lunges. VALVERT staggers. CYRANO
en I end the refrain, I draw blood. s

\\(Cheers. Applause from the bo
i) . . : xes. Flowers a -
; ;tc:ulz:tfs are thrown down. Officers surround Zidhzzg-
grm! - iseb Oi;iR}?:pO[;yRAG(}JENEAII; ddances with delight. LE
F and appa g ’ 1 4
e upl.)f ed. VALVERT'’S friends lead

THE CROWD

A LIGHT-HORSEMAN

A WOMAN

RAGUENEAU

A MARQUIS

LE BRET

- THE CROWD
warming around CYRANO)
atulations!—My compliments!—Bravo!

A WOMAN’S VOICE

. f A MUSKETEER

i ! g
e d% apidly toward CYRANO with his hand out-
me to shake your hand, sir! It was

4 1 . a supe i
believe I can claim to be a judge of sughrlzh?ﬁpslmﬁ
e me stamp my feet with joy! i
lks away.)




