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The setting:

Curtained black box stage area minimum size 3m deep x 4m wide if possible.
“Door” to stage is upstage left.
There is a piano and stool (electric, sometimes a grand) stage right.

There is a yellow stool centre stage in the curve of the grand or just to the left of the
electric.

There is a café table with two chairs downstage left.
On the table is a wine glass, a coffee cup and saucer, a carafe of wine and a copy of
AROUND AND ABOUT PARIS, the French knitting, the Best Bagel Book.

Anna’s blue beret in sitting on the piano.

At front of stage to right are some easels with paintings on them.
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Act 1

Lights come up on Hershal sitting at the café table stage right sipping his coffee. He
startles and remembers what he’s there for. He puts on his accordion and plays the first

8 bars of the song as the intro. Linn and Anna enter from stage left.

J’ai Deux Amours

All:
J'ai deux amours
Mon pays et Paris
Par elle tourjours
Mon coeur est ravi
Manbhattan est belle
Mais a quoi bon le nier
Ce qui m'ensorcelle
C'est Paris, Paris tout entier
Le voir un jour c'est mon reve joli
J'ai deux amours
Mon pays et Paris
Linn moves downstage to further engage the audience while Hersh and Anna move
upstage to their mikes.
On dit qu'au dela de la mer
La-bas sous le ciel clair
It existe une cité
Au sejour enchante
Et sous les grands arbres noirs chaque soir
Vers elle s'en va tout mon espoir

Linn croons over the top of the next chorus as she moves to her standing mike.



Hersh and Anna:

J'ai deux amours

Mon pays et Paris

Par elle toujours

Mon coeur est ravi

All — in 3 parts on mike:
Manhattan est belle

Mais a quoi bon le nier

Ce qui m'ensorcelle

C'est Paris, Paris tout entier
Le voir un jour c'est mon reve joli
J'ai deux amours

Mon pays et Paris

Hersh:
J’ai Deaux Amours....a song made famous by the gorgeous Josephine Baker. HER two
loves were Paris and her Native land,..................... But that’s another story. Tonight
we will tell you about aNOTHer two loves. Music and the French Language - and how it

came about that (indicates Linn) a girl from Tokoroa became a chanteuse ...as witnessed

by this very performance herein ............... with you.
Anna:
How a life writes itself ....ahhh....c’est mysterieux .... Imagine a girl ..... just graduated

from Auckland University with a very good degree in French language....

Spot on Linn.
Linn:
....and French literature... Racine Moliere Stendahl Baudelaire.....we even studied Le

Liaisons Dangereuses which was pretty racy stuff for someone living at home with Mum!



In Otahuhu!! There were a couple of lecturers who should have been on the stage. They
made the 18™ and 19™ centuries come alive. By the time we got to the 20™ century I really
wanted to be a Parisian myself. My mind was seething with images
............................................................................ that city has inspired a lot
of dreaming in a lot of people.
Linn moves to the piano stool.

Hersh:

In New York, I was attending Brooklyn University and dreaming of Paris....
Anna:

In Pokeno, I was pulling sheep out of the gorse and dreaming about Paris...

Linn:
Pokeno — Otahuhu — New York. The dream of Paris was alive and well. C’est TRES
mysterieux! This song was written especially for this show by that belle of Pokeno
herself. (Indicates Anna as she moves behind the piano. Anna takes a bow and goes to the
cafe table for the first verse then back to her mike for the chorus.)

Linn begins intro.

C'est Tres Mysterieux

Linn:

I am floating down an avenue of blossoms on clouds of cherry pink and apple green
I can here somebody singing with accordion and bass

A romantic variation on a theme.

Then I’m strolling the embankment, perusing all the art

My hair tucked casually in a beret

Now I’'m trying to decide between some brie or camembert

To liven up another Beaujolais

All:

C’est Tres mysterious, would you believe it,



That you could go to sleep in darkest Ponsonby

And then awake to smell the coffee in a street café

On a sparkling April morning in Paris.

Anna:

In a courtyard on Montmartre I am posing while an artist
Makes a rather likely sketch for 40 Francs

Then I’'m off to see the Louvre looking pedal-pusher chic
On my bicycle with onions on the front.

As the lights begin to glitter and splash across the Seine
And the tower points a finger at the moon

The birds begin to twitter in the bushes of my brain

I’1l be awake again to soon (too soon)

All:

C’est tres mysterieux.....

So bring another bottle — pour another glass

Chase it with espresso — walk me back and forth

Take me to a cabaret to keep me on my feet

Or my dream of Paris will fall asleep.

C’est tres mysterieux....

Linn moves to her standing mike.

Linn:

At that age we think we need to make it all happen ourselves - but how? And

then....something just happens, doesn’t it? THIS is what happened to me. I was awarded

a scholarship from the French Government to do post grad study in France! Wow!

France! Unbelievable. Because like all young people of course — I was looking for

something....
Anna:

....for real life to start? ... for true love?....



Anna moves back to café table.

Hersh
...adventure? ...a real bagel?
Linn
What WAS I looking for? I don’t know.......
Hersh:

Believe me, a real bagel is as hard to find as a red taxi in New York!

Linn:

Yes, I do! I was looking for ........ a Red Windmill! THAT’S what I was looking for ..

Moulon Rouge.

Hersh plays the intro as he moves downstage lefft.

The Moulin Rouge Song - Where is Your Heart? (key C)

Linn:

Moulin des amours

Tu tournes tes ailes

Au ciel de beaux jours

Moulin des amours

Mon coeur a dansé

Sur tes ritournelles

San meme y penser

Mon coeur a dansé

Ah, mon dieu, qu'ils étaient jolis

Ses yeux qui valsaient dans les miens
On s'aimait jusqu'a la folie

Et cet amour nous plaisait bien

Anna and Hersh sings descant — Just an ordinary windmill.
Des mots de bonheur

Chantaient sut tes ailes
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Des mots de bonheur

Simples comme nos coeurs

Hersh moves onto Linn’s standing mike.
H: (key A flat)

Whenever you're near

I worry and wonder

Your lips may be near

But darling where is your heart?

It's always like this

I worry and wonder

You're near to me dear

But darling where is your heart?
L/A: It's a sad thing to realise

That you've a heart that never melts
When I kiss you you close your eyes
Pretending that I'm someone else
Linn and Anna on descant:

I must break the spell

The spell that I'm under

So please won't you tell

Darling where is your heart?

Hersh moves back to his mike as Linn steps forward to front of stage and says:

que m'est il resté? (efc etc)

Un simple moulin
Qui tourne ses ailes
Un simple moulin
Rouge -

All:

- comme mon cocur



Linn moves back behind the piano.



Linn:
So off I went to Besancon, a lovely little university town in the northeast. I was one of
two kiwi internationals. I’d chosen Besancon because it had an excellent linguistics
department. It also offered a great course in how to have a good time. You could say I got
a double diploma. So then I decided to hop over to London and find out a bit more about
my musical grandfather. He’d been an organist and composer in London. He even played

the Albert Hall.

Hersh:
My grandfather was on Broadway.

Linn:
Wow...on the stage? That’s fantastic.

Hersh:
No, on the street. He was a busker.

Anna:

My grandfather was a porter at Covent Garden market.
Linn:
Covent garden Ay...No WONder you went into opera.
Hersh:
Did he grow veges?
Anna:
Noooo...he was a porter... a PORter....you know...tote that spud, lift that kale....
Hersh:
Did he land in jail?
Anna:
No, he emigrated...I think he landed in Wellington.
Linn:
Well my parents realized I’d inherited granddad’s talent so they sent me for piano lessons

with Miss...what was her name? ahhhh...... Miss Houzit.

Anna:

You had Miss Houzit? I had her too! She had a bun. Remember the bun?

10



Hersh:
Nuns with buns?
Anna:
No! Nuns had no hair in those days. Ms Houzit had the bun.
Hersh:
In New York, we had rabbis with bagels...
Anna:
I don’t doubt but....Linn, did you have Apple Blossoms and Fur Elise and remember that
one...now what was it called? The one with the arpeggios in the right hand....
Linn:
“Remembrance” That was one of my “pieces de resistance”.....(Linn gives a burst of
“Remembrance’) and Robin’s Return.... And the Rustle of Spring. which opened my
eyes — ears — to unusual harmony.... It went something like this if I recall. (a burst of
that)
Anna:
.....oh god....it’s all coming back....Miss Houzit wouldn’t give me Rustle of Spring. I
was crushed. But enough about me....... how did you get from that to jazz?
Linn:
I heard Nina Simone ... (Linn jazzes/funks up “Remembrance’) What a thrill! Those
JAZZ CHORDS. (plays a few) 1 started fiddling around and taught myself as many as |
could find. I found I had a natural feel for jazz. I could swing! Oh that Nina.....she
seduced me....she called me away...and I had to go!
Hersh:
Ah - a tale of seduction...how very FRRRONSCH! (does his Chevalier schtik)
Anna:
So anyway... (Pulls his hand off the accordion.) You finished your scholarship year and
you didn’t go home?...Your poor mama...
Linn:
And when you went on your OE back then you were really GONE! No email, no Skipe,

... no texting. We’d wait for months for those flimsy little acrogram things.

11



Anna:
Oh yeah, You’d start off writing normal size and by the time you got to the bottom your
writing was this big and going up the side and over the top and down again...

Linn:
You did that too? How many of those did I send off to my poor boyfriend... ..... he was
quite stricken when I left NZ. I felt SO BAD. He BEGGed me not to go. Who could
forget those three sad little words...Please Don’t Go

Hersh:
Did he really say that?

Linn:
Well not exaaaaactly.....(starts playing the intro to Ne me quitte pas) you see....he was

ALso a French scholar. What he ACTually said was...

Ne Me Quitte Pas
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Anna moves back to the café table and sips her wine.
Hersh:
So then what happened? Are there any more seductions coming up?
Linn:
Yes in fact. The NZ Government gave me aNOTHer scholarship. THIS time to do a PHD

with a professor called Wagner at the University of Paris.

Hersh:
Prof Wagner...yeah.. heard of him....he wrote a stack of operas.
Anna and Linn give him the “Woe is me” look.

Linn:
We had a meeting to nut out what the subject would be and I told this gentleman I wanted
it to have something to do with music - my other love as you know. So he sent me off to
the research library and there I found a whole lot of popular songs that had been
published in a magazine called Paris qui Chant - Paris that Sings. Now on closer
examination Prof Wagner and I discovered that these songs were FULL of sexual
innuendo — IE double entendres.

Hersh:

Hmmmm - I sense a possible seduction. Did he like bagels as well?

Linn:
Unlikely he was about 79 and a good Catholic. Unlike Maurice Chevalier who had a hit
song called “Would you like to try my sweet strawberries?”

Anna:
(Sticking her bust out.) A definite double entendre...

Linn:
So anyway, Prof Wagner has the bright idea that my thesis should be on the subject of...
wait for it... The Use of Euphemism in Popular Parisian Song 1921 —42. I ask you. And
I’'m from Tokoroa! Well I tried. I really did. But can you imagine.... having to undergo a
- 4 hour - oral — exam - on how many different ways there are - without using the real
words - to say balls - bossoms - and bonk — to music! (laughs) After one term.... [

dropped out! Oh the shame...
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Hersh:
.... the shame...the shame...

Anna moves back to her mike.
Linn:

I don’t think my mum ever forgave me.
Anna:
Then again what would she have thought if she’d known what it was going to be about?
Linn:
Good point. She brought me up proper she did. Ok I was a bit straightlaced but not when
it came to fashion. I was quite a hot chick as well as a party girl. So right then it was...
forget Paris....get me to Swinging London! I jumped the channel and headed for Kings
Road.
Anna:
Didn’t we all? Now jump behind that screen and lose the shirtwaist. I can’t WAIT to get
out of THIS too.

(They go behind the screen and change into Mary Quant outfits. Anna readjusts the two
mike levels. Hersh takes off accordion and puts it by his mike then moves over to the
piano.)

Hersh:
Meanwhile in New York, I was playing piano with a band called Orquesta Broadway etc
etC.......... (Plays some Latin songs and talks about the times while Linn and Anna get
changed into outfits circa 60’s London. When they are ready Linn calls OLAY! to the beat
in one of the songs and Hersh stops playing the Latin stuff.)
And then one day I turned on the Ed Sullivan show and this is what I heard...
(Hersh starts playing “She Loves Me”. Linn and Anna enter clapping in time and go to
the mikes.)
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London Fashion Song

I want [ want I want
To look like Mary Quant
I've had my hair cut like hers
But curls are wrong
They make me wanna cringe
I straighten with a tong
I leave it on too long
And then and then and then
And then I burn my fringe!
It's in, then it's out
That's what it's all about
And it makes me wanna shout
Yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah!
The shorts the shorts the shorts
That I went out and bought
With jackets so safari
My hot pants suit
Is made of cotton twill
With matching boots
It's really, really cute
I look I look I look
Like a yellow daffodil
It's in, then it's out
That's what it's all about
And it makes me wanna shout
Yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah!
The hems the hems the hems
Went up .....then up again
And they can't go any higher!
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Minis, midis
What about the maxis
Micros, Twiggy
Do a bit of jiggy
when we're get- we're get- we're get-
We're getting out of taxis!
It's in, then it's out
That's what it's all about
And it makes me wanna shout
Yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah!
(A la Unchained Melody.)
Green false eye-lashes
Pale lipsticks, panty hose
Geometric dashes
Freckles painted on my nose
A party dress from Camden Town
A mini-kaftan for just four pounds
It all seems like a dream
That swinging London scene
Micros, Twiggy
Do a bit of jiggy
when we're get- we're get- we're get-
We're getting out of taxis!
It's in, then it's out
That's what it's all about
And it makes me wanna shout
It's in, then it's out
That's what it's all about
And it makes me wanna shout
It's in, then it's out

That's what it's all about
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And it makes me wanna shout

Yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah!

%

Linn:

(still on Hersh’s mike) Ok I partied....I partied...yes I partied alright...

Anna:

Did you have a job? You MUST have had a job. How did you pay for those boots?

Linn:

....oh... I did substitute teaching. In the East End of London. And I was the one who got
the education, believe me. But I so wanted to be a singer. [ went to a billion auditions
which I didn’t get. Well I was musically as green as the grass — what can I say. I had zero
experience.... except for a couple of university reviews. Oh yeah. I had turned heads
alright.

Hersh:
I can see it all! (Leaps over to Linn standing mike.)
The classic story........ the star falls ill and the chorus girl leaps to centre stage and blows

everyonc away.

Cheers and applause from Anna and Hersh while Linn returns to the piano bowing as she
goes. Hersh returns to his own mike and picks up the accordion.

Linn:
(back at the piano now) But nothing came of that. There was no theatre scene in
Auckland yet. So back to London ....well things weren’t opening up there either. Then...
I was offered a junior lectureship at Massey University. I thought...oh well... I’d better
take it. So much for music. BUT as fate would have it, on the way home I stopped at
Copenhagen. Went to a club with some friends and some crazy Danes got me up to play

and sing....and on the spot they offered me a job!
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Anna:

But you didn’t take it did you?

Linn:
Yes I did.

Anna:
No you didn’t.

Linn:

Oh yes I DID! Of COURSE I did. And the free ticket paid for by the French government
eventually ran out so there I was. Well? ...I got my experience ... a few months here, a
few months there, London, Naples, London again....still swinging ...but a bit far out this
time ...

Anna:
Hmmm...sounds like drugs to me.

Hersh:
And SeDUCTion! I KNEW there’d be more of that. (Does the Chevalier thing again)

Linn:
(Linn plays piano chords to shut him up.)
Hardly. My poor boyfriend was still pining away in Auckland. I wasn’t actually missing
him much.... but I DID start to miss my “other love”, le francais, AND of course
literature - art - and those evocative Parisian melodies........ I had to have my “blue”
period, like all artistes. In my case, a lovely pastel shade with a touch of lilac in it. Think

water lilies and reflections in quiet ponds. I think I need a cardi for this song.

Linn takes off the bright yellow jacket and puts on the pastel coloured cardigan which
she from inside the piano stool. Anna goes behind the screen, readjusts the mikes and

gets her hippie mini poncho thing to cover her jumpsuit then returns to her mike.

Hersh and Anna (Anna echos Hersh):
(Imagining them.) ...water lilies... reflections...quiet ponds... are there any frogs in

them? RIVET RIVET (loudly) She said QUIET ponds! Oh — ok ...rivet rivet.
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Anna:
That’s more like it.

Linn:

Hush you two. (starts the intro) This is one of my original songs.

I’d Rather Think in Pastel Shades Today.

I'd rather think in pastel shades today

I'm waiting till the ennui goes away

The moon's too bright, the sun's too strong
And black and white seem somehow wrong
I'm not exactly negative or grey

I'd rather think in pastel shade today

I'll dream of lilies on a Monet pond

The floating flowers of which he seemed quite fond
The willowed bridge at Giverny

A misty morning in Paris

The dancers in a Dégas-brushed ballet

I'd rather think in pastel shades today
Apricot and mauve and beige

Set my colours on my stage

Dress myself in softest sage

Pastel shades are all the rage

I'll saunter through Ravel's Bolero dawn
Or walk the woodland with Debussy's faun
I'll pick some sweet peas from the vine
And pour a glass of rose wine

Tomorrow seems so awfully far away

I'd rather think in pastel shades

Until the melancholy fades
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I'd rather think in pastel shades today

Hersh moves over to the café table with the accordion. He sips his coffee.

Linn:
Aaah... but I never liked blue that much. Soon the party girl says....where’s the laughs?
Where’s the fun? Where’s my daffodil jacket! (Gets up, takes off cardigan and puts it
back in the piano stool. Puts her jacket back on.)

Anna:
It’s in the piano stool where you put it. Nice one...she’s coming back to life. Now she
can do her Mick Jagger shuffle down the Champs Elysee (Linn dances over to her
standing mike.)

Linn:
Oooh but I loved that Paris nightlife. Those Parisians have such a joie de vivre...

Anna:
.... they’re so....FERtile.... you know what I mean?

Hersh:
Ooh la la. I know what you mean.

Anna:
No No THAT’s not what I mean — I mean arTISTic interbreeding. Like...I wish we could
have Picasso do OUR posters.

Linn:
And Matisse for our costumes. And I like that euphemism...artistic interbreeding...yes

I’11 use that when I go back to the Sorbonne to finish my PHD.

Anna:
You serious-ment gonna do that?

Linn:
Maybe...maybe...

(Anna moves to stage left. Linn dances around her standing mike.)
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But not while I can still dance. And I can.

Anna and Hersh:
(Hersh plays a chord under each word.)YES! SHE! CAN!
(Then straight into Can Can 1 in Key of A.)

Can Can

Linn:

I am just a little kiwi

Living near the Wembley Stadium — I’m getting really tired of London.

I’m dead sick of Piccadilly, double—decker buses, Wimpey Bars, and getting on the tube!

Music stops suddenly. Anna has moved up to her left side and is standing as if holding
the strap in a bus.

Linn:
Ooooh — it’s rush hour....they’re all holding onto those hanging straps and I am exACTly
at armpit level! And when I FINally get home I wash my hair and the bubbles are
BLACK! I’'ve got all the cool gear but frankly I’'m about swung OUT! I’ve had it with

“barnet faire” and “titfers” (shows her hat again) this one’s snazzy though...

Anna (loudly off mike):

....the “apples n pears” in Highgate station.....

Hersh( loudly off mike):

....the “trouble and strife” in everywhere else.

Linn:
I wanna hear Francais. [ want to SPEAK francais. [ want to grow. I’m ready to be so —
phis - ti —cat - ed! Next thing I know, my girlfriend and I are on a train to Paris.

Anna:

I’d like to be SO — phisticated too.

Linn leads Anna round in a loop clockwise stage right singing Can Can 2 in key of D.
All:
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Da da da da da da da etc

Music stops suddenly when Linn gets back to café table. She picks up the Paris book and goes across to

stage left. Anna sits down with Hersh at the café table and rifles through her bag.

Linn:
At the Gare Du Nord I pick up a copy of.... AROUND AND ABOUT PARIS.

Right....Where are we? There’s got to be a map in here.....

Anna:

Where’s my camera?...good...this film’s a 36.

Anna gets her camera out of her purse and loads a film while they do the da das.

Hersh and Anna sing Can Can 2 in key of D Linn reads the chapter headings over the top.

Hersh and Anna:
Da da da da da da da da da etc
Linn finishes the chapter headings with oh — theTuilleries!
Linn:
........ oh — the TUILLERIES! (Music stops suddenly.)
Anna and Hersh:
(They jump up and cross to either side of Linn.)...the TUILLERIES!

Linn:
I had fun last time I was there.

Anna:
Yeah? What happened?

Linn:

We had too much cheap red and got chased out by a couple of cute gendarmes.

Hersh:
An attempted seduction?
Linn and Anna:

IF ONLY'!

22



All:
DA DA DA - here we are in Paris, France.
DA DA DA - where they do the can-can dance!
DA DA DA - everbody’s watching me
DA DA DA - dancing in the Tuilleries.

Linn:
Well it wasn’t a REAL can-can of course. Which is a rather rude sort of dance when you
think about it. I was not a rude girl. Spritely , yes, rude , no!. Being a daughter of
Tokoroa. The Can Can is basically high kicks, swirling petticoats and NO KNICKERS!
Well these days no doubt they do wear knickers but back then....I don’t think so. That

was the point of it, wasn’t it? (7o Anna) Shall we give them a demonstration?

Anna:

What? Are you crazy?

Linn:

SANS the NO KNICKERS of course. Can you still do it? I can...

Anna:
Is this a dare?
Hersh:
Looks like a double dare to me. Go for it!
Linn:

Are you ready? I’ll count us in.....1234

Hersh plays Can Can 3 while Linn and Anna do a finger Can Can.

Music stops suddenly.
Linn:

But enough of that — there’s more Paris to see. [ want to take you to the Eiffel Tower.
Hersh:

Will we go past Notre Dame? | wanna see the gargoyles!
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Linn (Pointing to the audience.):

The gargoyles? Oh they’re everywhere.

Hersh:
Is that a gargoyle? It looks like a toad.

Anna:
Looks more like a frog to me.

Linn:

Forget the frogs and the gargoyles, we’re looking for ....(looking in the book) Great -
here’s the map. We’re looking for.... it should be right here. RUE DE .....
Hersh:
Rude? What’s rude about it? Are there naked gargoyles?
Anna:
WOW... look at that...
Hersh:

Le Bagel Seductive...(Realises what it means.) THE SEDUCTIVE BAGEL — I’ve been

looking of this all my life!!

Linn:
Don’t go in there!
Anna:
We’ll never get him out.
Hersh:
SESAME!
Linn:
He’s DRIVING me NUTS!
Hersh:
PUMPERNICKEL!!
Anna:
I’m pretty sure it’s THIS way.
Hersh:

I’M going THIS way.
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Linn:

NO!!! We’re ALL going THIS way.

All (They go into the audience):
Da da da da da da da da etc

Linn reads the map and goes out into the room. Takes left and right turns at particular
“streets” in the audience followed by Hersh and Anna doing the da das. Anna is also

taking photos of people as they go. They end up back on the stage. Music stops suddenly.

Anna:
Hey, we’ve been here already.

Hersh:
Pointing at some audience lady.
There’s that same gargirl.

Linn:
Still looking down at the map.
It’s gotta be around here somewhere...

Hersh and Anna:

Point straight up in a tower shape.

FOUND IT!

All on the da das — Can Can 3 in key of D - across front of stage.

DA DA DA - here we are in Paris, France.

DA DA DA - where they do the can-can dance!
DA DA DA - I’m a little kiwi flower

DA DA DA - climbing up the Eiffel Tower.
Linn — Can Can 1 in key of G:

I am just a little kiwi

Happy as I can be now that I am he-re in the city of my
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dreams. True sophistication. Only reservation — how I’m gonna pay the rent and EAT!
All Can Can 3 in key of D:

DA DA DA - here we are in Paris, France.

DA DA DA - where they do the can-can dance!

DA DA DA - fiction and a bit of fact?

DA DA DA - find out in the second second

second second second second aaaaaaaaaact!

End of Act 1

INTERVAL
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Act 2

Hersh goes to the piano and begins the Edith riff. Linn enters from stage left and Anna
enters from stage right facing backwards. They are wearing their Edith dresses. Hersh is
wearing suit pants and a white formal shirt and high top shoes. Linn goes to her standing
mike and Anna strikes a pose facing off stage.

Linn:
As you can see, | finally found my feet in the entertainment business. Or should I say |
found my dress. The classic little Edith dress - the dress of a café/ street performer. I
suppose I went a bit over the top really — identified with Edith a little more than was
perhaps entirely healthy but then again... the little sparrow as she was called, has brought

me a lot of joy. In my imagination, I even sang with her in the streets of Paris.

Edith et Moi

Anna mimes Edith throughout the verses and goes to her mike for the counter-melody in
the choruses.
Linn:
Edith et moi, matin et soir
Sang in the street sur le trottoi
I did the spiel as the crowd turned away
While she chased after them with the beret
Edith et moi encore une fois
Fashionable squares, grands boulevards
Feeling like freaks on the wrong side of town
Edie the midget and Flossy the clown

Oh but some day we'll fly Edith
Cause it's what you and I needeth
To the sweet bye and bye
Where the true Champs Elysés lie

Heavenly meadows of ease
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Where we'll drift with the breeze

Serenading the birds in the trees

Edith et moi

Edith et moi, pleines de cafard

Sat by the gutter, smoked a gauloise

Sang with our hearts in the trendy bistro

One patron hated it we had to go

Edith et moi petits clochards

Dreamed of champagne and caviar

Through the shop window we eyed the warm dress

I was so skinny but Edith weighed less

Edith et moi, la rue Mouffetard

Ate some baguettes, des petits pois

Squeezing up close to sleep sans couverture

Under the bridges of Paris with her

Edith et moi trudged very far

Seeking some comfort, n'importe quoi

All of our energy drained to the dregs

Runs in our stocking and on our last legs
Oh but some day we'll fly Edith

Cause it's what you and I needeth

To the sweet bye and bye

Where the true Champs Elysés lie

Heavenly meadows of ease

Where we'll drift with the breeze

Serenading the birds in the trees

Edith et moi, sloshed in the bar

L'accordéoniste played a java

Sang in the barracks of soldiering men

Tough legionaries qui ne regrettent rien

Edth et moi, Porte des Lilas
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Sang to the winos under the stars

Hearing them mutter, "they're ugly as sin"

Ah, but we're beautiful,
Ugly but beautiful

Each time we sing

Anna comes forward and places her cross around Linn’s neck while Hersh plays the

Edith riff softly. Linn has now “become” Edith and Anna is Linn. Anna leads Linn back

to the other mikes. Anna sings lead and Linn sings the descant.

Oh but some day we'll fly Edith

Cause it's what you and I needeth

To the sweet bye and bye

Where the true Champs Elysés lie

Heavenly meadows of ease
Where we'll drift with the breeze
Serenading the birds in the trees

Edith et moi

Nous autres chanteuses
Serons heureuses
Allons jouer

Aux Champs Elysees les vraies
Aupres du bonheur
Sous un ciel bleu
Toutes les deux
Pleines de joie

Edith et moi

Edith et moi

Edith et moi
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During the applause Hersh leaves the piano goes to his mike, picks up the accordion and
starts the verse of La Vie en Rose. Anna goes to the café table for the French version and

moves to her mike for the English/la la version.

La Vie En Rose

Linn starts the song on her standing mike. After the first time through Hersh repeats the
last four bars to give her time to move to the piano. On piano she delivers the English
version to Anna’s La las. Hersh puts down his accordion and goes to the piano. Linn
moves over to Hersh’s mike.

*

Hersh:
And another one of Edith Piaf’s most famed recordings was of Les Trois Cloche — the
Three Bells - it tells the story of an ordinary man according to the Catholic church.
Linn:
On Edith’s recording there is a male voice choir called Les Compagnons de la Chanson.
Hersh:
Hey does that mean the singing mushrooms?
Linn:

No, that’s champignons. There are real people in this song and no mushrooms.

Les Trois Cloches

Hersh:

Village au fond de la vallée
Comme ¢égaré. presqu'ignoré
Voici dans la nuit étoilée

Qu'un nouveau né nous est donné
Jean-Francois Nicot il senomme
Ilest jouftly, tendre et rosé

A 1'église, beau petit homme

Demain tu seras baptis¢
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All:

Une cloche sonne sonne

Sa voix d'échos en échos

Dit au monde qui sétonne

C'est pour Jaen-Francois Nicot
C'est pour accueillir une ame

Une fleur qui s'ouvre au jour

A peine a peine une flamme
Encor faible qui réclamme
Protection, tendress, amour
Hersh:

Village au fond de la vallée

Loin des chemins, loin des humains
Voici qu'apres dix-neuf années
Coeur en émol, le Jean-Francois
Prend pour femme la douce Elise
Blanche comme fleur de pommier
Devant Dieu, dans la vieille église
Ce jour ils se sont mariés

All:

Tout's les cloches sonnent

Leur voix d'échos en échos
Merveilleusement couronnent

La noce a Francois Nicot

"Un seul corps, une seule ame"
Dit le pretre 'et pour toujours
Soyez une pure flamme

Qui s'¢leve, qui proclame

La grandeur de notre amour"
Hersh:

Village au fond de la vallée
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Des jours, des nuits, le temps a fui
Voici dans la nuit étoilée

Un coeur s'endort, Francois est mort
Car toute chair est comme 1'herbe
Elle est comme la fleur deschamps
Epis, fruits murs, bouquets et gerbes
Hélas, tout va se desséchant

All:

Une cloche sonne, sonne

Elle chante dans le vent

Obsédante, monotone

Elle redit auz vivants:

"Ne tremblez pas, coeurs fideles,
Dieu vous fera signe un jour

Vous trouverez sous son aile

Avec la vie éternelle

L'éternité de I'amour"

Anna goes behind the screen to change into her Parisian afternoon gown. Hersh leaves

the piano picks up his accordion and goes to stand stage left for the next song.

[Introduces L’accordéoniste....]

Linn:
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Linn and Hersh present this song off mike and up close to, even in, the audience

according to the situation.

The Accordionist

The girl does very well
Standing by the corner store
A steady clientele
And that's perfect for a whore
And when her work is finished
The hours growing small
She goes to see her sweetheart
Inside a dancing hall
Her man is a musician who likes a little schmaltz
An accordéoniste who plays the java waltz
It's the beat she adores
Hypnotised on the floor
And her slim little body is swaying
And she watches her man
She's in love with his hands
And the wonderful music they're playing
And the waltz seems to roll to the depths of her soul
And to reach to the core of her being
And she catches her breath it is life it is death

She will drown in this river of feeling

The girl is very sad
Standing by the corner store
Her sweet musician lad has been called off to the war

When he returns, her honey, they'll buy a special "house’'
Where she'll collect the money
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And he can laze about

And in their private parlour he'll play the java waltz

That's beating in her heart now that's dancing in her pulse
It's the beat she adores as she whispers "encore"

And her sad little body is swaying

She remembers her man etc

The girl is all alone

Standing by the corner store

She's only skin and bone

And that's no good to a whore

Her life's an empty shell

She will never see her man

And she can go to hell now

Her life's not worth a damn

But still the dance hall beckons, it gives her such a jolt

A new accordéniste, the old familiar waltz

Final chorus in French:

Elle ecoute la java, ell entend la java

Elle ne regarde meme pas la piste

Et ses yeux amoureux suivent le jeu nerveux
Et les doigts secs et longs de l'artiste

Ca lui rentre dans la peau par le bas par le haut
Ell a envie de crier, c'est physique

Alors pour oublier elle s'est mise a danser

A tourner au son de la musique

Arretez! arretez la musique!
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During the applause Hersh goes back to his mike and Linn goes back to her standing
mike.
Linn:
Thank you thankyou. And it’s time to say...Arretez Arretez to la little black dress! If [
could afford a third love it would be.... haute-couture.
(Anna enters in her Parisian afternoon dress. To Anna.) Oh my... that’s very very nice!
Anna:
And there’s one waiting for you too darling... behind that screen.
Linn:

Let me at it!

Linn rushes behind the screen to change into the designer dress.

Hersh:
What about me? What about me?

Linn:
Linn hands him his dinner jacket from behind the screen.
You have not been forgotten. Here...put this on.

Anna:
Let me see? Ooh...you’ll look great in that....VERYy styley......(as Hersh puts on the
Jjacket. To the audience,) What about me, What about me, he says. Actually there’s a LOT
about Hersh and fashion... and it’s not all haute-couture. He does reasonably well above
the ankles but as you can see that’s where it all falls apart. We’ve never been able to get
him out of the high tops.

Hersh:
I’ve always had that left bank, bohemian look. Rive gauche. That’s me.

Anna:
Well I don’t know about the Rive but he’s certainly gauche!

Hersh puts his accordion back on.
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Anna (to Hersh):
You know...I too had a little flirtation with French culture. I wasn’t looking for a red
bagel OR a real windwill...I was after...illumination. I read volumes of French
Philosophy ... Sartre, Camus, Simone De Beauvoir....ever heard of her? ...UNlikely.

And Gide of course?

Hersh:
Gide? Never heard of him.

Anna:
How about Gide?

Hersh:
Oh yeah him.

Anna:

Well... they were a sorry lot and I fear | came away empty handed, so to speak. Though
this I DID find...there is No Exit in Exit-stentialism! And that’s not easy to say either. |
think I ended up as depressed as they were.

Hersh:
Ah — chicken soup. You should have listened to my mother.

Anna:
Somebody listened to your mother and he wrote a book called Chicken Soup for the Soul
but he was NOT a Frenchman. Boullibaise for the Soul? ... never would have worked.
Besides only an American could have so profitably turned philosophy into fast food. Or
fast food into philosophy, come to think of it. And I say this proudly as a holder of an
American passport. Speaking of passports...has Linn left the country or what?

Hersh:
She’s a tasty dresser but she’s never been fast.

Linn:

Ok Ok... I was just having a little zip trouble.
Hershal plays the intro to the next song under his speech.

Hersh:
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Aaah, life is trouble. Trouble Trouble Trouble. And what do we do to forget our troubles?

We distract ourselves. We pursue luxuries well beyond our means. We stalk celebrities.

Drink, dance and indulge our fantasies. If you were in Paris in these times YOU TOO

would have, no doubt at all, followed the fashion - gone to the Folies, the famed FOLIES

BERGERES CABARET, ....for forgetfulness, ....uplift, ....and not a little titiliation.

Linn enters in her designer outfit and goes to her standing mike.

Folies Fantaisie

All:

> T

All:

A /H:

All:

Life can be so de rigueur,
So difficile, so tres tres peu
Where is the glitz and the glamoureux
At the Folies Bergeres of course
Life is so comme ci comme ca
So lacking in adequate je ne sais quoi
But what can you say but c'est la vie
And nurse a glass of dubonet
To soulager your corps d'esprit
Don't you wish you were there
At the Folies Bergeres?
In an Yves St Laurent design
With a flattering empire line
Oohlalalala
Don't you wish you were there
At a table beside the stage
With a gentleman half your age (Sigh)
At the Folies Bergeres
At the Folies Begeres.
Don't you wish you were there

At the Folies Bergeres?
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L/A:

A/H:

L/A:
All:

All:

> E

All:

c

All;

L/A:

The mirrors, the chandeliers
The velvet upholstered chairs
Oohlalalala

Don't you wish you were there
The feathers, the powdered skin
And the ravishing violins

At the Folies Bergeres

Life can be so de rigueur

So difficile, so tres tres peu

Where's the romance and the haute couture (23/123/1)

At the Folies Bergeres of course

Life is so comme ci comme ca

So lacking in adequate je ne sais quoi
But what can you say but c'est la vie!
And open a bottle of Bollinger

To soulager your enn-ui

Don't you wish you were there

At the Folies Bergeres?

In an Yves St Laurent design

With a flattering empire line
Oohlalalala

Don't you wish you were there

At a table beside the stage

With a gentleman half your age (Sigh)
At the Folies Bergeres

At the Folies Begeres

Don't you wish you were there

At the Folies Bergeres?

The mirrors, the chandeliers

The velvet upholstered chairs
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A: Oohlalalala

Don't you wish you were there
H: The feathers, the powdered skin
L/A: And the ravishing violins
H: violins

All: At the Folies Bergeres

%

Linn:

That was another of Anna’s songs written especially for me. So Anna....what do you

think of this dress?
Anna:

It absolutely stunning and I think it goes very well with my song.
Linn:
(To audience) It’s not exactly an original Yves St Laurent but it’s very nice don’t you
think? I’ve been a supporter of many a fine designer along Ponsonby Rd over the years.

We canthank.................. for this little number. // CUT TO...

A nice frock is always a jolly good pick me up.
Anna:
or an affaire of the heart - so I’'m told....
Linn:

....a little pas de deux, so to speak? (They do ballet poses on opposite sides of the stage.)
Hersh:
Oh Oh — a pas de deux ...Do I have to carry anybody around in this song?
Anna:
One under each arm. You can do it.

Linn:
.....speaking of a pas de deux.....now we have ... deux d’cole...
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2 songs by Cole Porter..... Ca C’est L amour was from Les Girls 1957 - Mitzi Gaynor
and Kay Kendal - wasn’t she gorgeous? And / love Paris which was from the 1953
Broadway musical Can Can of course. Let’s make this une peu duette au deux d’cole,
oui?

Anna:

Well we’re not quite Mitzi Gaynor and Kay Kendal but here goes.

Linn goes back to piano as Hersh begins the intro on accordion.

Duet D’Cole

A: I love Paris in the springtime
I love Paris in the fall
I love Paris in the winter when it drizzles
I love Paris in the summer when it sizzles
I love Paris every moment
Every moment of the year
I love Paris oh why oh why do I love Paris
Because my love is near
(Hersh solo)
I love Paris every moment
Every moment of the year
I love Paris oh why oh why do I love Paris
Because my love is near
L: When suddenly you sight someone for whom you yearn
Ca, c'est 'amour
And when to your delight she loves you in return
Ca, c'est I'amour
Then dawns a dreary day, your darling goes away
And all is over you are sure

But oh when she returns and loves you as before
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You take her in your lonely arms and want her even more

Ca c'est I'amour, ca c'est 'amour

Ca c'est I'amour (I love Paris)

Ca c'est I'amour (love Paris)

*

HERE//

Linn:

My time in Paris influenced many aspects of what followed in my life ....which I won’t
tell you about....but  WILL tell you this..... “I regret nothing™! Well perhaps that
episode with............. and the time I spentin ........... but no we won’t go there either.
We’ve all had are troubles. Life is what it is.

Hersh:

What did I tell you? There’s trouble everywhere.

Anna:
Very true. Only the gargoyles are safe.

Hersh:
Except That one. (points to his special gargirl.)

Linn:
Sing...you’ve just got to keep singing. That’s my philosophy. And especially songs about
Paris. They have such lovely melodies.

Anna:

And the lyrics....tres romantique...

Hersh:
....s0 as a salute to the City of Lights we’ll end this story with a medley Parisian Waltzes.

Linn:

This is your chance to have a little sing yourself..... La La La is just fine if you don’t

know the words.
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Medley of Waltzs.

Under Paris Skies/Pigalle/Les Bicyclettes De Belsize/La Seine/ Le Gamin de Paris/Under
the Bridges of Paris .
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%
Linn:
MY two loves, my Deux Amours...... now you know aaaaall about
I hope you’ve had as many.
Anna:
And if you haven’t ....it may not be too late.
Hersh:

Follow your gargoyle!

Linn:

them, well almost all.

Enough already with the gargoyles! IN fact, we hope you’ve had MORE loves than two.

Hersh:
These are my two loves 1) I’d love.... to make a million dollars
fly.
Anna:
Hang on...those sounds like wishes?
Linn:
Love.... Wishes.... Whatever. Why not both?
(starts intro)

We - wish - you - love.

I Wish You Love ( Que reste-t-il de nos amours?)

... and 2)..... learn to
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Je ne regrette rien.

The End.
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