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Note: Cyrano moves and speaks as one does who is afflicted with mild-to-moderate Cerebral Palsy. This is approximated in the text, but must be created between actor and director. In the scenes which take place fifteen years after the initial events of the play, his condition has worsened.
At all times Cyrano wears costumes which recall the 17th century, while the dress of all the other characters is modern. The language of De Guiche and Roxane occasionally takes on a more classical tone, as befits characters who (unknowingly) walk in both worlds.
The SMS text in the script utilises a method whereby capitalized letters indicate long vowel sounds. Any other comprehensible form of text-messaging argot may be used.
This play is dedicated to two very different Cyranos: 
with respect, to David Freeman, and 
with love, to Lawrence Devine.

Scene 1
Evening. 3 Streetlamps.

Footsteps. A woman walks alone in the night; it is Roxane. She hurries. A man steps out of the shadows and confronts her. She stops.

Roxane:


Oh!

De Guiche:


Have you considered my offer, Roxane?

Roxane:
Monsieur de Guiche. How odd to see you on the street so late at night.
De Guiche:
Too late for a woman of your charms. Now, if you were my wife—
Roxane:


Doubtless I would have a cage you would lock at 




night.

De Guiche:


My lovely bird, I would give you a ring so 




beautiful—
Roxane:
Yes, one which attaches to my ankle and is chained to my birdcage.

De Guiche:


If you knew me you would not wish to fly away.

Roxane:


If you knew me, you would let me fly away.

De Guiche:


I’m afraid I cannot.

Roxane:


Do not destroy your reputation as an officer.

De Guiche:


There is no one here to witness my actions.

Cyrano:


(from offstage) S-STOP.

De Guiche draws his pistol and looks around. Slowly Cyrano shuffles into the light, walking in a series of physical tics and spasm with great effort. He is dressed as a 17th century gentleman.

De Guiche:
Oh, it’s just you, Cyrano. As your Captain, I order you to walk away.

Cyrano salutes and begins to walk away. He turns.
Cyrano:
Cousin, d-did he h-harm you?

Roxane:
Not yet.

De Guiche:
I mean no harm.

Cyrano:
L-l-like th-the m-m-man w-who l-l-lies ab-b-out his sssyphilis.

De Guiche:
What? You compare me to a sexual disease!

Cyrano:
At least the d-disease l-l-lasts l-l-l-onger in the ssex organ th-than fffive minutes.

De Guiche:
Stuttering cripple! Dog! Now die!

He points his gun but in a blur Cyrano has pulled his. A stand off.

Roxane:
Please, Cyrano. Don’t hurt him.

De Guiche:
What! As if this computer-playing fake soldier could hit a barn with his gun! You mock me, dearest.

Roxane:
You mock yourself. Cyrano, please.

Cyrano:
C-cousinn m-my f-f-finger itchess. I w-w-wish t-to sscratch it.

Roxane:
Don’t do anything stupid on my account!
De Guiche:
Alright, Cyrano. You insist on wearing the livery of a faded era: we shall duel. I accord you the honour of the first shot.
He bows in an exaggerated fashion. Cyrano bows stiffly in reply.

De Guiche:
10 paces.

Roxane:
You men! Acting like boys!

De Guiche and Cyrano turn and march in opposite directions, ten paces. They turn and face each other. Cyrano draws. He appears to struggle for control of his pistol.
De Guiche:


Shall I read a book?

Suddenly Cyrano’s gun goes off. First one street lamp, then another, then the third is blown out. In the darkness, a fourth shot. Roxane uses the illumination from her cell phone. De Guiche  has fired his gun wildly. Cyrano stands behind him, his gun at the neck of De Guiche. 

Cyrano:
I-I c-c-could k-k-kill y-you n-now. B-b-but—
He looks to Roxane, who shakes her head. Cyrano steps away, lowers his gun, and 

inclines his head.
Cyrano:
Th-the d-d-duel isss o-o-ovvver.
De Guiche:
You will pay dearly for this!

Cyrano:
The l-l-lights w-went out. Th-there are n-n-no w-w-witnesses.

De Guiche stalks off.

Cyrano:
Adieu, f-f-fair C-C-Captain!  

Cyrano bows deeply to Roxane. She approaches Cyrano.

Roxane:
My Cyrano. Always proving yourself. You don’t need to, you know. (She kisses him on the nose) Not to me, anyway. 

He gazes at her in adoration.

Cyrano:
(recovering himself) M-m-may I w-w-walk you h-home, f-f-fair d-d-damsel?

Roxane:
What, 20 metres back into the 17th century?
Cyrano proffers his arm. 
Cyrano:
M-my l-l-lady?

Roxane:
No, Cyrano. But thanks. For everything. (beat) May I see you tomorrow?

Cyrano:
T-t-t-t-t-tom-m-m-or-rr— 
Roxane:
Tomorrow, yes. I have something to tell you. I suppose it’s pointless to tell you not to dress like that.

Cyrano:
(bows) At y-your s-s-service, l-lady. 

She shakes her head in wonder and amusement, and exits.

Cyrano:
(calling) T-t-t-om-morrow, th-then!
Scene 2
Nasiya, a young Frenchwoman of Muslim faith, is sitting in a café checking her cell phone. She wears a headscarf but her dress is otherwise modern, even fashionable. She listens to an MP3 player and taps her fingers in time. Roxane approaches her from behind, carrying a coffee.
Roxane:


Nasiya. Nasiya!

Nasiya does not respond. Roxane places her hand on Nasiya’s shoulder. Nasiya jumps.

Nasiya:


Ah! What? Christ, Roxa, you scared the hell out of me!

Roxane:
And obviously the religion too. Does your family know you swear like that?

Nasiya:
I don’t mind them. A young Muslim woman in France gets to do what she wants.

Roxane sits.

Roxane:
So why bother wearing a headscarf?

Nasiya:
We’ve been through this before. It keeps the creeps away.

Roxane:
Like the super loud music and the headphones?
Nasiya:


Check.
Roxane:


Why bother to go out at all?

Nasiya:


Because you never know where Mr. Right might turn 




up. 

Roxane:


Not that you’d hear him.

Nasiya:
I don’t need to. He’s probably on MySpace. (She waves her phone triumphantly) Daddy loves his little girl.
Roxane:


Does he know you’re boy crazy?

Nasiya:
I don’t give a shit what he knows. So what’s the scoop? You said you had big news.

Roxane: 


(leaning into Nasiya’s ear) Take. Off. Your. Head. 




Phones. 

Nasiya:


OK! OK! (She does.)
Roxane:


And turn off your mobile.

Nasiya:
You are totally Stone Age! (She turns off her mobile) OK, OK, I did it, I’m listening. What? What? What?
Roxane:
Well…

Nasiya:
It’s a boy, isn’t it? (Roxane smiles) It is! I knew it! Wait ‘til I tell the girls!

She whips out her mobile. Roxane grabs it and snaps it shut.
Roxane:
No telling. Not until it’s sure.

Nasiya:
You. Are. So. No. Fun.

She sees a boy walking by and immediately pulls the collar of her dress down to reveal more cleavage.
Roxane:


Nasiya!

Nasiya:


Well, you’re boring. What else am I going to do for 




fun?

Roxane:
Ok, listen. (They huddle close together.) It is a guy. I think he’s the one, Nasiya. My cousin Cyrano—
Nasiya:
(recoils) No! Not that freak! You’re kidding, right?

Roxane:
Will you stop and listen to me? I asked Cyrano to come this afternoon. I’m going to ask him to help me. He knows this guy.

Nasiya:
He can help you by himself. I’m not sticking around  when he comes.

Roxane:
You don’t know Cyrano, Nasiya. He’s a bit proud, it’s true, but underneath he’s really sweet.

Nasiya:
Underneath don’t matter, girl. It’s the overneath that counts.

She adjusts her breasts for a passing boy.

Roxane:
“Overneath” isn’t a word, Nasiya.

Nasiya:
There you go, correcting me again. Fine, I don’t speak that great, but I know what it takes to get taken care of and it starts with these.
She reaches over and pushes up Roxane’s breasts.
Roxane:
Nasiya don’t! Please!

Nasiya:
Ok, little Miss Celibate, but don’t you look down on me. I look after Number One, and I do fine. You, on the other hand, you got all that learning and manners and all you do is sit home on Saturday night.

Roxane:
So you don’t want to hear who it is.

She rises. Nasiya pulls her down.
Nasiya:
Don’t you walk away now, Roxa. I’ll be good. Just spill it. (Realization) Oh shit. It’s not that goat De Guiche, is it? (Beat) Just shake your head for “no.”

Roxane:
(Sighs) No, Nasiya, it isn’t De Guiche. After last night I’m afraid he won’t like me or my cousin very much—there was a gunfight.

Nasiya:
What? That cripple?

Roxane:
He’s not a cripple!

Nasiya:
Whatever. He’s got a disease. Talk now, girl!

Roxane:
His name is Christian.

Nasiya:
I guess he’s not a Muslim boy.

Roxane:
He’s in the Army, in Cyrano’s regiment.

Nasiya:
That freak ain’t a soldier.

Roxane:
Cyrano does computer simulations. But you’d be surprised at the way he fights.

Nasiya:
I’d be ducking from all that flying spit. So let’s get to the good stuff. This Christian guy. He’s hot, right?
Roxane:
He’s just…a beautiful man, Nasiya.

Nasiya:
Now we’re talkin’. How long are his fingers?
Roxane:
Do you only think of one thing, ever?!

Nasiya:
That’s what we’re put here for, girl. To make little people who give us immortal fame. And the way we make them sure is fun.

Roxane:
You’re no help at all.

Nasiya:
No help, huh. Someone has to tell you what’s real.

Roxane:
I know.

Nasiya:
What?

Roxane:
I know. I get lost in dreams. My standards are too idealistic. I need you to help me, to see if this is real.

Nasiya:
I got your back, Rox. When can I meet him?

Roxane:
Not yet.
Nasiya:
Then when?

Roxane:
First I have to meet him.

Nasiya:
Hold on. You didn’t ever meet him?

Roxane:
At the club, last night, we danced. I could feel this is it.  I know this is it. His friends told me what his name is and he’s in Regiment C. 

Nasiya:
Wow. You are romantic.

Cyrano has momentarily appeared in the doorway.
Roxane:
(calling) Cyrano!
Nasiya:
I’m out of here.

She takes her mobile back and exits as Cyrano enters. He is holding flowers. He addresses someone offstage.
Cyrano:
Y-you, S-s-sir, are a s-s-s-coundrel and a rrrrogue! I w-w-will t-t-take off h-h-h-hat w-when you t-take off th-y-y-your b-bowt-tie!

He exits offstage again. Sounds of a scuffle. Cyrano re-enters. A bow-tie is impaled on his sword. He places it, with some difficulty, on the floor by Roxane.
Cyrano:
(presenting the flowers, which are looking a little ratty from the scuffle) M-m-my d-d-dear. (bows) A ssss-small t-t-token.
Roxane:
Cyrano. They’re…

Cyrano:
A l-l-littt-tle b-b-b-bruised. (to offstage) Asss y-you arre, r-r-rogue! (sits)
Roxane:
(laughs) I really cannot imagine the world you live in.
Cyrano:
It-t iss un-unnnimaginable, m-my d-dear.

Roxane:
Will you have some food?

She gestures for the waiter. 
Cyrano:
N-n-no! H-h-honnnnour isss m-m-my m-m-m-meat. 

Roxane:
You’ve wasted all your money helping your friends again. 

Cyrano:
In povert-ty lies n-n-nobility.

Roxane:
I know you don’t lack for nobility, Cyrano.

Cyrano:
(stands and bows, knocking over items on the table) Attt y-your s-servvvice.

Roxane attempts to clean things up with a minimum of commotion.
Roxane:
I’m glad to hear you say so. There’s a favour I want to ask of you. An important favour.
Cyrano:
Y-y-yes!

Roxane:
You don’t even know what it is yet!

Cyrano:
For you, an-anyth-thing, m-my d-dear R-R-R-Roxane.
She looks at him carefully.
Roxane:
You love me. As a cousin, Cyrano?
Cyrano:
I-I-I-I-wh-w-w-w- Y-yes.

Roxane:
You’d help me if I asked?

Cyrano:
In-in-in all th-things.

Roxane:
Oh, Cyrano, I’m in love!
Cyrano:
Y-yes?

Roxane:
He doesn’t know. 
Cyrano:
N-n-no?

Roxane:
I think he loves me, too. He keeps his feelings inside.
Cyrano:
Y-y-yes!

Roxane:
He has trouble with words, you see.

Cyrano:
Y-yes!!

Roxane:
So I must help him to say it!
Cyrano:
Y-y-yes!!!
Roxane:
Help me to meet Christian.

Cyrano:
(confused) Ch-ch-rrristian?

Roxane:
Please tell me you know him! He’s in your regiment.

Cyrano:
Ch-ch-christian.. B-b-b-big?
Roxane:
Oh, tell me you know him, Cyrano, please! You couldn’t miss him. He’s good-looking … 
Cyrano:
Ah. G-good l-looking. T-t-trrrue.
Roxane:
He’s tall, with beautiful eyes and broad shoulders. And he’s so graceful and strong. I could go on and on!

Cyrano:
Th-th-th-that’s Ok-k. 

Roxane:
Cyrano, will you help me meet him? And tell me about him, so I won’t scare him off?

Cyrano:
H-he is a f-fool if h-he c-c-could b-be sc-sc-scare-rred. A b-b-brute w-with nnnno n-n-nose f-for f-f-flowers.

Roxane:
Well, you’re kind to say so. So you’ll do it? 

Silence.
Roxane:
Cyrano?

Cyrano:
I-I-I w-w-will. N-no onnne d-d-deserves l-l-love ass m-much ass y-y-you.

Roxane kisses him on the nose.
Roxane:
You are sweet. Tell him about me. But not too much. Make him interested, but don’t make him too sure. Do you understand?

Cyrano:
P-p-perfectly. (He rises and bows.)
Roxane:
Cyrano, stay. I’ll buy you lunch. You look half-starved.
Cyrano:
Y-y-you kn-know the onl-ly th-thing th-that v-v-vexes m-me?

Roxane:
No.
Cyrano:
A p-p-poet w-who sp-sp-sp-sp-spEAKS aszz I c-c-can NNNever f-f-finds th-the-m-m-m-meter. (beat) B-b-b-but h-he c-c-can l-l-love.
He kisses her on the forehead. He exits. 
Scene 3
Christian at the gym doing push-ups and calisthenics. His mobile rings, an irritating pop tune. He answers; the text appears on screen.

Screen:


C





mst mEt u




(C--must meet you)
Christian writes a reply.

Screen:


bzE





(busy)
He waits.

Screen:


2 bzE 4 lv?




(Too busy for love?)
Christian types.
Screen:
xplAn





(Explain)
De Guiche enters.

De Guiche:
Soldier! Have you seen Cyrano?

Screen:
XXX xlnt grl n wrld lvs u


(Most excellent girl
Rxn
in world loves you—Roxane)
Christian:
Holy shit! Roxane!

De Guiche:
I bet your pardon, soldier?

Christian:
Sorry, sir. (He stands and salutes.)
Christian types on mobile.
Screen:
w8.





(Wait)
Screen:
X w8!





(Can’t wait!)
Christian types on his mobile.
Screen:
dOdO z hEr




(Dodo is here)
De Guiche:
Soldier! Put that mobile down this instant!
Christian:
Sorry sir. But I am off duty.

De Guiche:
You are never off-duty, soldier. (marches about importantly) Have you seen him?

Christian:
Who, Sir?

De Guiche:
Savinien Cyrano de Bergerac. The scoundrel is due for a thrashing.
Screen:
de gEsh




(De Guiche--what
wut n asshOl




an asshole)
Christian glances at his mobile and laughs. De Guiche leaps forward and grabs the mobile, peers at it.
De Guiche:
What kind of language is this? Is this some kind of code, soldier? What’s your name?

Christian:
Christian de Neuvillette, Sir. I’m in your platoon.

De Guiche:
I know that, Soldier! Are you spying. De Serviette?

Christian:
de Neuvillette, Sir.

Screen:
wut dz de gEsh asshOl wnt ???

(What does asshole 








want??)
De Guiche reads the screen.

De Guiche:
My name! And called an…”A-hole”. Who is writing this message, Soldier?

Christian:
Don’t know, Sir.

De Guiche:
Don’t know, Soldier?

Christian:
Don’t know, Sir.

De Guiche:
You’re not very smart, Soldier.

Christian:
Not very smart, Sir.

De Guiche:
Are you making fun of me, Soldier?

Christian:
Making fun of you… Sir?

De Guiche types badly into Christian’s phone, pushing too hard. Christian subtly
 assists him in sending the text message. 
Screen:
WHOO ISS THISS ???


(Who is this?)
Christian:
May I have my phone back, Sir? I’d like to change clothes and go.

Screen:
hv 1+ donut, fatso



(Have one more 







donut, fatso)
De Guiche roars with rage.
Christian:
Sir? May I have my phone back?

Screen:
give the phone back, lard ball
De Guiche:
It’s Cyrano!

Screen:
YES

De Guiche:
How? He can hear us as well? (Shouts into phone) Hello! Hello! Bergerac, is it you?

Screen:
C U n cIbr spas



(See you in cyber 








space)
De Guiche:
(yelling in phone) I’ll get you, Cyrano!
Screen:
nO 





(No)
adieu capitaine
Christian:
Sir?

De Guiche:
Forty push ups! Right now, Soldier!

Christian:
But—
De Guiche:
Now! (Christian begins to do push-ups) And keep going them! I’ll be watching!
He flings the mobile to the ground. Christian retrieves the phone.
De Guiche:
(off) I’m watching you!

Christian resumes the push-ups, while looking at the phone screen.
Screen:
z hE gon




(Is he gone)

Christian types with one hand while continuing to do push-ups.
Screen:
Y?





(Why?)
Screen:
mEt mE




(Meet me

hf hr





half hour

cafA cirk




Café Cirque)
Christian types, continuing push-ups.
Screen:
OK
Screen:
Idjit





(Idiot--




stp push ups!!!




Stop push-ups!)
Christian laughs in wonder, stops and picks up the phone. Flinging a towel over his shoulder, he exits.
Scene 4



Café. Two tables: in a corner sit Cyrano and Christian. Across the room sit Nasiya and Roxane.

Christian:


She’s so beautiful.

Cyrano:
S-stop l-l-looking w-w-with y-yer t-tongue h-h-hanging out.

Christian:
What do I say? I can’t speak to women. They’re… strange.

Cyrano:
Nn-no. W-w-we rrr ss-st-range.

Christian:
They’re looking!

Cyrano:
G-g-go onn.

Christian does nothing.

Nasiya:
I could eat that boy for lunch.
Roxane:
I didn’t think he was she-shy ... what are they talking about over there?

Nasiya:
You know what I always say, Roxane. If the fish aren’t jumping … jump the fish.

Roxane:
You’re disgusting. It’s a wonder they don’t kick you out of your faith.

Nasiya:
If you don’t jump him, I will. Go on! Do something!

Roxane:
But what if he isn’t who I think he is? What if he’s crude, and coarse, with no poetry in his soul?

Nasiya:
I’ll take crude and coarse anytime.

Roxane:
When I commit to a person, Nasiya, it’s not for one night, it’s forever. I can’t afford to be wrong. 

Nasiya:
Wow. That makes for an exciting life.
Roxane:
I think it does.

Nasiya:
(yawn) I’m gone.
Roxane:
(in a panic) Where are you going?

Nasiya:
No show, no audience. Best of luck.

Roxane physically forces Nasiya back into her seat.
Nasiya:
Hey!

They come nose to nose. Become aware they are being watched. Acutely aware.
Roxane:
Let’s. Sit. Down.

They sit.
Roxane:
I’m going to do something. (snaps open her mobile)
Nasiya:
You have his number?! 
Roxane:
I’m calling Cyrano.

Nasiya:
(shudders) Wuuh. That freak. He gives me the creeps.

Cyrano:
A-A-Answer y-our ph-phone.

Christian:
What?

Cyrano:
I’mmm t-t-texxx-ting y-you.

Christian:
…Why?

Cyrano:
T-t-to sh-show mmmy pl-plan.

Christian:
But I’m right here!

Cyrano:
(knocking cups over) A-A-A-Answer itttt!

Roxane:
He’s not answering. Look, he’s on the phone. Maybe he’s calling me.

Nasiya:
Don’t answer. (smiles at Cyrano) Pig.

Roxane:
He’s very helpful. Cyrano’s remarkable. 
Nasiya:
Remarkably…ugly. Know what? People like him should be killed at birth.

Roxane:
Oh, shut up.

Nasiya:
Seriously. The human race would be better off. We should just keep the healthy ones.

Roxane:
With the brains of blockheads.

Nasiya:
Brains are highly overrated.

Roxane:
(to phone) He rejected my call!
Christian:
(looking at phone) What’s this?
Screen:
PLAN C




(Plan C)
Christian:
What’s Plan C?

Screen:
I tok 4 u




(I talk for you


bI txt





by text

2 Rxn





to Roxane)
Christian:
She’d know it’s from your phone.

Screen:
fOn swtch




(phone 








switch)
Christian:
Switch phones. That could work. But I really like my phone.
Cyrano:
I-I w-will h-h-hit y-you s-s-so h-h-hard

Christian: 
Ok, ok…jeez, all my girlfriends’ numbers…

Cyrano glares at him and gestures at the mobile.


Screen:
PLAN C




(Plan C

txt u Rxn




text you Roxane

lv C





Love C)
Christian:
Shouldn’t we try Plan A or B first?

Screen:
nO PLAN A 




(no plan A

CRETIN




CRETIN)
Christian:
Hey, don’t get insulting. Can’t you just talk to me?

Screen:
thA c us




(They see us)
Christian looks up. Roxane smiles. Nasiya waves, conveniently exhibiting her 

cleavage.
Screen:
c z u





(C is you

c z mE





C is me)
Christian:
Oh. I get it. We’re both “C”. That’s because our names—
Screen:
fOn





(Phone)
Christian:
What?

Cyrano:
G-g-give m-m-me y-your ph-phone!

Cyrano turns quickly and smiles towards the other table.
Nasiya:
Eww. Gross. He’s hitting on me.

Roxane:
You think everyone is hitting on you.

Nasiya:
Because they are. 

Cyrano grabs Christian’s phone. Christian instinctively snatches it back. Cyrano lunges for Christian’s phone. Both phones fall off the table. They scrabble under the table to pick them up. 

Christian:


(loud whisper) What are you doing?

Cyrano:


St-st-upppid … ph-ph-ph-phone!

Christian:


I know it’s a phone! I’m not an idiot, you know!

Roxane:


My gawd, what are they doing?

Nasiya:


They look like bum buddies. Let’s get out of here.

Roxane forcibly pushes Nasiya back into her chair. Nasiya resists. They crash to the floor, Nasiya still trying to get away. Roxane pulls Nasiya’s headscarf over her eyes.
Nasiya:


Get off me, you big white cow!

Roxane:


You’re staying right here, girlfriend.

Christian and Cyrano stop fighting, transfixed by the sight of the two women.
Cyrano:


W-w-what rrr th-they d-d-doing?

Christian:
Wow. It reminds me of those television shows. You know, where chicks mud wrestle.

Cyrano:
Id-d-diot!

He finally retrieves Christian’s phone. He gets up, punches in Roxane’s number, sits. Christian gets up, mentally computing.
Christian:


Oh… I get it!

Roxane’s mobile rings. She stops scuffling with Nasiya. She answers the mobile. Nasiya, ruffled, takes out her compact and inspects herself.
Roxane:


It’s a text message!

Nasiya:


Cow. (beat) Who is it?

Roxane:


“C”.
Nasiya:


Could be anyone. Even—
Roxane:


It’s Christian. I know it.

Screen:


wut u r 2 mE




(What you are to me)
Roxane begins to punch in text.
Screen:


hU r u??




(Who are you?)
Screen:


u r 2 mE




(You are to me)
a rA ov sun




(a ray of sun)




thrU blk cloud




(through black cloud)




ndls rAn




(endless rain)




cOld n 





(cold in)
the shadO ov mIslf



(the shadow of myself)




u lite mE




(You light me)
Roxane looks up, heartstruck.
Nasiya:


So what’s he say.
Cyrano:


(whispers) T-t-t-type!

Christian:


(gazing at Roxane) Uh? Oh. Yeah.

He makes as if he has just finished typing the message. Roxane punches in new text.
Screen:


U x nO mE




(You don’t know me)
Cyrano reads, as if playing a game on his mobile. Christian pretends to read, and then looks to Cyrano for help.

Christian:


What do I do?

Cyrano:


T-t-type. Annnd f-f-fall innnn l-l-lovvve.

Christian:


Right you are, friend.

He gazes warmly at Roxane and begins to punch in text on his mobile rather flamboyantly. Cyrano taps in text.
Screen:


I nO





(I know)




nO 1 els




(No one else





I nO





(I know)




u mAk mE




(you make me)






I nO





(I know)




u nd I mAk 1




(you and I make one)




I nO





(I know)




nO





(no)
thng





(thing)




w/o u





(without you)
Christian keeps punching his keypad dramatically.
Cyrano:


(whispers) S-s-s-top!

Christian stops. Roxane reads the message.
Nasiya:


What’d he say? Is it love or sex?

Roxane:


Maybe both…

Nasiya:


That’s good. As long as sex is in there somewhere.

Roxane taps in text.
Screen:


wut dU wnt?




(What do you want)?
Cyrano cues Christian, who begins to tap in text dramatically.
Screen:


2 c u





(to see you)
Cyrano:


(whispers) Sl-sl-slow d-d-down!!

Christian slows down dramatically. He tries to appear as if he is thinking.
Nasiya:
(reaches for Roxane) Roxa, he looks like he has a headache.
Roxane slaps her hand away violently. She  taps in text.
Screen:


r u





(are you)




trU ??





(true??)
Cyrano cues Christian and gestures for him to mimic Cyrano’s keystrokes. He taps in text:

Screen:


I m





(I am)




trU





(true)




I m





(I am)




1 lv





(one love)




4 evr





(forever)




+





(and)




all tIm





(all time)
Roxane reads silently. She taps in text.
Screen:


mEt mE




(meet me)




B lO





(below)




mI wndO




(my window)




2 nIt





(tonight)




Ok





(ok)







??





(??)
Christian:


What’s she saying? Is she going for it?

Cyrano and Nasiya stare out, expressionless, from their tables. 
Cyrano:


Y-y-y-yes.

He cues Christian to tap in text and does so himself.
Screen:


OK.

Scene 5
De Guiche waits. He holds a sword. Cyrano enters at a distance. Early morning fog.

De Guiche:


So you’ve come. No seconds, as agreed?
Cyrano:
Ag-g-grreed.
De Guiche:
You acknowledge my claim to Roxane ?
Cyrano:
I-I d-d-do n-n-ott.

De Guiche assumes the “en garde” position and performs the ritual strokes. 
De Guiche:
Then we shall fight as men fought 300 years ago. En garde, monsieur.

Cyrano takes up his position, holding his sword awkwardly.
Cyrano:
C-c-capp-ttain. Wh-why n-n-not am-am-b-bushh m-me i-in th-the n-night, ass y-you d-did m-my l-lad-dy?
They clash and part.
De Guiche:
Your lady? You have more than a cousin’s interest.

Cyrano attacks, De Guiche defends.
De Guiche:
You fight well, for a—
Cyrano:
Cr-cr-cripple? F-F-Frrreak?

De Guiche:
I’m told you fancy yourself a poet. No delusion too outrageous for a cripple drowning in his own drool.
Cyrano attacks, De Guiche defends and wounds Cyrano.
They circle.
De Guiche:
How noble! To die like a poet.

De Guiche attacks.  Cyrano disarms him. He picks up De Guiche’s sword and holds it.

Cyrano:
A-a p-poem, C-c-app-it-ttaine! I-I c-calll it “O-ode t-to a f-f-f-fat f-f-fool!.”

De Guiche:
If you will not fight, I will not wait to hear it. 
He turns to go.

Cyrano:
Y-y-ou sh-sh-shame y-y-yourrr-sssellff!

De Guiche stops, his back to Cyrano.
Cyrano:
Y-you h-have s-some s-s-sport, C-capit-taine. F-for th-that and b-b-because y-you rrr t-too b-b-boring t-to k-kill I w-w-will sp-spare y-you m-my s-s-sword. (beat) B-b-but nnnot m-my w-w-words.

De Guiche turns to Cyrano.
De Guiche:
Give me my sword and we will fight like men.

They circle each other.
Cyrano:
I l-l-like y-y-you, C-capit-taine. Y-you rrr a-p-p-pallllinglly p-p-petty, y-your m-mind is n-not as m-massive as y-your m-middle. Y-you h-have th-the j-j-jug earrs of y-your f-f-father a-a-and th-the b-b-beaddd-y ey-eyes of y-y-your m-m-moth-ther. B-b-b-but these rrr s-s-surf-f-face th-things, rrr th-they n –n-not. 
De Guiche:
My sword, damn you!

Cyrano brandishes both swords expertly.
Cyrano:
S-sit! (De Guiche sits reluctantly) Y-y-your b-b-boots, C-c-capitaine. T-take th-them off.

De Guiche:
Ah. Humiliation. I understand. (De Guiche takes off his boots)
Cyrano:
Y-you un-undder-st-stand N-N-NOTHING of –hummillliati-tion!

Cyrano recovers himself. He bows deeply, while throwing De Guiche’s boots away.
Cyrano:
M-m-my p-p-poem.

De Guiche:
This should be excruciating. I am to die of old age waiting for the second line of your couplet.

Cyrano:
(smiles) M-my c-c-compliments. A d-dispplay of h-h-h-hummourr. Ann i-i-iota of im-m-mgin-nation. I m-m-must rrrev-vise m-my p-p-picture of y-you. 
De Guiche:
(groans) For the mercy of God, Cyrano, have done with your poem and let me leave.
Cyrano:                    

(solemnly) Th-the w-w-world is a b-ball 

  



 wh-wh-which m-moves t-too f-fast.





     
A m-moment b-b-barely c-comes 






b-b-before it’s p-past. 






    

M-m-man rrruns, and f-frets 







h-his h-hour up-upon th-the st-stage. 






H-he g-g-gleans n-no m-m-meaning






f-f-from the w-words 








b-b-b-before he t-turns th-the p-page. 





W-w-we l-look t-to l-like in







l-l-looking l-l-l-likkk-ing ch-choose 






In w-w-winn-ning l-love s-so qu-quick-lly        


       

l-l-love w-we l-l-lose.
De Guiche tries to rise. Cyrano makes a motion with his sword. De Guiche sits.
Cyrano:
It t-t-takes s-so l-long t-to m-make a w-word annnd longer st-still b-before it’s h-heard 
        w-we rrr f-fools to l-limit h-h-humank-kind. Asss iss h-he wh-who v-v-values a-asses hind
 
He bows deeply, carefully he places both swords on the ground, and walks away.
De Guiche:
We are not finished, Cyrano! (to himself) The troll is a poet, after all. 

He gets up and goes looking for his boots. 
Scene 6
A balcony. Roxane paces, speaking into a mobile. 

Roxane:
But what if this is all a big mistake? (listens) Nasiya, there are some things that are not fixed by the beauty of a man’s…nose. (listens) That is not what relationships are all about. I am not a baby machine. (beat) I am not looking for a good income and security in my old age after I drive my husband to an early grave! (listens) Because you’ve never been with a man long enough to know what love is really like. (listens) I don’t know, either. But at least I’m willing to look. Wait—I hear something.

Sounds below. Cyrano and Christian approach. Christian has a guitar strung over his back and is slightly drunk, swigging not too discreetly from a flask.
Christian:


Stop! I see her. Quiet.

Cyrano:
I-I’mm b-b-being qu-qu-iet. Y-you h-hit th-the g-garb-bage c-can.

Christian:
I’m not used to carrying this thing.

He nearly takes off Cyrano’s head swinging the guitar around.
Roxane:
(to phone) Nothing. Maybe he isn’t coming. He knows it’s a big step. Maybe he doesn’t want to take it. (loud) ARE YOU OUT THERE? (to phone) Well, how else am I going to find out if he’s dumping me even before we get together. He is, I can feel it. (loud) I’M NOT WAITING OUT HERE ALL NIGHT, YOU KNOW. (to phone) Well what would you do?! No, wait, don’t describe it.
Christian:
She wants me, bad. I can feel it. I bet she’s a tiger in bed. 

Cyrano:
I-I p-p-prefer w-w-women t-to tigers.

Christian:
(swigging from flask) She could make me a better man.

Cyrano:
(taking flask) D-d-definitely.

Pause.
Roxane:
Nothing. (to phone) Why don’t I just get an “L” for “Loser” tattooed on my forehead? (beat) Because I thought he was different. Special. (loud) I DESERVE SOMEONE SPECIAL!
Cyrano:
(to himself) Y-yes.

Christian:
Here I come, baby.

He strides to the balcony and stands before it. Cyrano hides under the balcony.
Christian:
Hey Roxane!

Roxane throws her mobile and hits Christian.
Christian:
(regards it) Whoa. That can’t be good. (to Roxane) Hey! I didn’t say anything yet!

Roxane:
You’re LATE.
Cyrano, lurking, picks up the mobile.
Cyrano:
(into phone) S-s-s-orrrr-y, w-w-wrongg n-n-numberrr. 
He snaps the phone shut.

Roxane:
So … say something.

Christian:
You are so hot you make firecrackers look. … dead.
Roxane:
What?

Cyrano yanks Christian out of sight.
Christian:
I was doing alright.

Cyrano:
T-t-talk a-b-bout h-her q-q-quallllities, h-h-her g-g-grace, h-h-her k-k-kinnnd-nness, h-her m-m-mind.

Christian:
Right.

Roxane:
Christian?

Cyrano shoves Christian back out under the balcony.
Christian:
I like … the quality … of your … mind.
Roxane:
Well, that’s something, anyway. If you like my mind, then you wouldn’t mind stimulating it with a poem.

Christian:
A poem?

He looks at Cyrano in a panic. Cyrano mimics playing the guitar. Christian points at it.

Roxane:
A song! I love music. It’s so romantic when a man composes a song in honour of his love.

Christian plucks a tentative chord on the guitar. Seized by inspiration, he begins to strum, faster and faster. He breaks into a heavy metal melody.
Christian:


When I saw you baby








I said that’s what I want







I want you baby, want you







Want you all night long.




He plays a thrashing transition.




When you saw me baby







I said She wants me too







She wants me, wants me baby






She really wants to—

He is hit by a boot thrown by Cyrano.

Christian:


Ow!

Roxane:
And you call that howling “music”? I hate those songs where men call women babies. I’m not a baby!

Christian:
Wait!

She pauses, about to exit.
Roxane:


What is it?
Christian:


…
His mobile signals a text message.
Christian:


Phone call. 

Roxane folds her hands in impatience. Christian reads the text message as Cyrano writes it.
Screen:


rEpEt wut I sA
Christian:


Repeat what I say?
Roxane:


Pardon?

Cyrano stifles a sound of frustration. He types in a message.
Screen:


wen I sA u r hot



(When I say you are hot)



mI hart nkwIrd



(my heart enquired)




how wrm a hart must B

(how warm a heart must be)




hEtd bI 2 cOlz




(heated by two coals)




yor Iz





(your eyes) 





burn thru all lIz



(burn through all lies)
Christian:


(to Roxane) When I said you were hot





I was thinking









How warm a heart must be







Heated by two coals








Your eyes









Burn through all lies.
Roxane:


This is better. And when you called me baby?

Cyrano types, Christian reads.
Screen:


u r a bAbE




(you are a baby)
Christian:


You are a baby?

Roxane:


What did you say?

Screen:


a bAbE z pUr




(a baby is pure)




untchd bI sinz




(untouched by since)





ov wIzr fUlz




(of wiser fools)




at the dAbU




(at the debut)





ov hartz jrnE




(of hearts journey)




shE asks not jUlz



(she asks not jewels)




or fInrEz




(or fineries)





but 4 lv, 1




(but for love, one)




wich nvr kUlz




(which never cools)
Christian:


A baby is pure









Untouched by sins








of wiser fools









At the debut









of Heart’s Journey








she asks not jewels








or fineries









but for love, one








which never cools.

Roxane is struck.
Roxane:


Go on.

Cyrano gestures to Christian to strum his guitar. Christian sneaks a look at his mobile each time he strums.
Screen:


wen I sA I wnt u



(when I say I want you)



I cnfes wut I lak



(I confess what I lack)




that u wud kmplEt mE

(that you would complete me)




that ths shel n joynng



(that this shell in joining)



itz vAgrnt hunger hart



(its vagrant hunger heart)



2 yrz wud fEd at last


(two years would feed at last)




upon trU lIf nd liv



(upon true life and live)



2 luv u nthng mor



(to love you nothing more)
Christian:


When I say I want you







I confess what I lack








that you would complete me







that this shell, in joining







its vagrant hungry heart







to yours would feed at last







upon true life, and live







to love you, nothing more.
Screen:


I sA u wnt mE 2



(I say you want me too)



4 all pUr solz rEkwIr



(for all pure souls require)



a sheltr a shadO



(a shelter, a shadow)




bAs lIn nd kowntrpnt


(base line and counterpoint)




a rIm 2 a cuplt




(a rhyme and a couplet)



a shEth 2 a sord



(a sheath for a sword)




a wrm plAs 2 kUl off



(a warm place to cool off)



wAr 2 kwests fInd hapE nd

(where two quests find happy end)
Christian:


I say you want me too








for all pure souls require







a shelter, a shadow








bass line and counterpoint







a rhyme and a couplet








a sheath for a sword








a warm place to cool off







where two quests find happy end.

Nasiya is heard approaching.
Nasiya:
Roxane! What’s going on? (discovers Cyrano) You, you hung up on me!

Cyrano attempts to hold her off. They wrestle. 

Roxane:
Nasiya? What are you doing here!

Christian:
One kiss before I go!

He climbs up to the balcony.
Roxane:
What? No!

Nasiya:
Let go of me, you crippled freak! 

Nasiya frees herself by kneeing Cyrano in a particularly tender place. She arrives under the balcony to see Christian and Roxane locked in a kiss.
Nasiya:
Well, it’s about time. (She picks up Cyrano’s nearby boot and throws it at him.) And you get out of here, you perv. Go on, Elephant Man, or I’ll kick your balls so hard you’ll sing soprano for a year!

Cyrano limps off, cursing.
Scene 7
De Guiche, alone. Fretting. He holds a sheaf of papers. Steadies himself. Takes out a mirror and checks his appearance. Looks about. He is in dress military uniform. Checks his watch. A bird twitters in a tree. He takes out his gun and shoots it. Silence. Roxane appears. She approaches, reluctantly, holding her mobile out for him to see.

Roxane:
Well. What is it. (beat) I’m talking to someone. If you try to attack me she’ll have the police here in an instant.

De Guiche:
Roxane, my dear Roxane. You misunderstand. 

Roxane:
What is there to misunderstand about rape?
De Guiche:
I would never force my attentions on you.

Roxane:
“Force your attentions?” Are you trying to talk like Cyrano, now? Force your penis, you mean.

De Guiche covers his ears.
De Guiche:
Nonononono … No. I won’t allow you to say such a thing. I would never do—what  you say—and you, diamond of my heart—you could never say so.

Roxane:
I do say so.

De Guiche:
You are a woman of refinement. I assure you that when you hear me out, you will think differently of me. You came, after all.
Roxane:
I’m wondering why I did.

De Guiche:
You came because you know I can offer you things that oaf could never offer.

Roxane:
Mind your tongue or I’ll leave.

De Guiche:
I mean, I mean—you know of what I speak. (clears his throat) The love I bear you—
Roxane:
Love by force. Very nice. You’re right, Christian requires no force. When he kisses me—
De Guiche covers his ears.
De Guiche:
AAH! Nononononono. No.

Roxane:
For a military man you’re very squeamish.

De Guiche:
You mistake me.

Roxane:
I’m sorry. It’s all that yelling and waving about. It puts a girl off.

De Guiche composes himself. He pulls out a paper from the sheaf he holds.
De Guiche:
Allow me if you will, Mademoiselle, to read to you a short poem describing my feelings towards you in unambiguous detail.

Roxane:
This should be good. (into phone) Nasiya, I’ll call you back.

She snaps the phone shut, fanning herself. Throughout the reading of the poem she manages a great deal of business without being overtly insulting, checking her phone messages, inputting calendar details.
De Guiche:
(clearing his throat) “My Love is Like a Pistol”, by Count Jean de Guiche, Esquire, Captain of the Gascon Regiment. Baccalaureate from the Université de Sorbonne.
Roxane begins to applaud.
Roxane:
Very good!

De Guiche:
That wasn’t it!

Roxane:
Oh.
De Guiche:
Please. (reads) “My Love is Like a Pistol”—
Roxane:
I heard that part.

De Guiche:
It has to be read all at once or it doesn’t fit! (beat. Waits for her to interrupt.) Right then. My love is like a pistol—  
Roxane sighs.
De Guiche:
When she is fired in the heat of passion

 She glows with heat, smoke rises from her 

 Bullets of beauty issue forth from her muzzle

Roxane:


(outraged) My muzzle!!

De Guiche:
When my love is cool                                                             She shimmers like new steel 


             Tempered in the fires of Vulcan                                         Her hair in night blue tresses lays bare

      The milky way of her shoulders.
Roxane:
(occupied) You make it sound like I dye my hair. That’s insulting.

De Guiche soldiers on, growing increasingly enthusiastic.

De Guiche:
My love has a handle round and firm                                My fingers hold it snugly, plying its deep grooves             I long to be a bullet sliding                                          Through her polished chamber.

Roxane:
(rising) Alright. That’s enough of that. 

She moves to go. De Guiche moves as if to intercept her. She snaps open her mobile and makes as if to press speed dial. But De Guiche instead falls on his knees.
De Guiche:


They said you liked poetry.

Roxane:


I do.

An awkward silence as he comprehends this. In a sudden, spasmodic motion, he tears up the poem. It lands in small pieces on his head and shoulders.
Roxane:
Well. You’re more dramatic than one would imagine, looking at you. (He flinches) Oh, Captain, Count, whatever you call yourself, we both know you’re not going to win me by love or flattery.

De Guiche:
(still on his knees, following her around) But I do love you, Roxane. I adore you. Worship you.

Roxane:
I don’t want to be worshipped!
De Guiche:
Listen to me. Just for a moment. Only a moment. Then you may go.
Roxane:
 I can go now, with or without your permission.

De Guiche:
Please, I beg you.

Roxane:
Oh very well. Speak. But for God’s sake get up. You’re more old-fashioned than Cyrano.

De Guiche:
I love you, Mademoiselle Roxane. Truly, deeply, seriously. I don’t expect you to believe me, or to credit my love with your own. We are both, as you would say, adults. I think perhaps, you are more old-fashioned than you admit. But I will speak to you in terms that are timeless.
Roxane:
No more protestations of love, please.

De Guiche:
No. The timeless things I offer are more practical in nature. Money. Status. Security. An ironclad agreement that you will inherit all I own. 
Pause.
Roxane:
Are you trying to buy me, Count De Guiche?

De Guiche:
Women of your quality are not for sale. I offer, rather, the things in life that you deserve.

Roxane:
I deserve love.

De Guiche:
You have mine.

Roxane:
With one I love as well.

De Guiche:
That is not so sure, nor so necessary.

Roxane:
But it is sure. Christian loves me.

De Guiche:
And when you are older, and he has left you for a younger woman, or takes lovers behind your back, and the whispers start, and the marriage grows cold, and you live long, too long, past the memories of your love, and he is dead, leaving you not so much as a blanket or a patched roof about your head, what, my dear, my lovely Roxane, what will you do then?

Roxane:
Shun the world of men.

De Guiche:
Think, for a moment, about what I offer you.

Roxane:
I have. For a moment. You have a great deal to offer, Count. But not to me. Find someone else to drain your bank account.

De Guiche:
There is no one else!
Roxane:
Then you are doomed to be unhappy. It happens. I’m sorry.

She begins to exit.
De Guiche:
Your mistake once more, my girl.

He rustles the sheaf of papers. She stops.
De Guiche:
You didn’t seem to like my poem. I’m sure you will like this text much less.

Roxane turns to face him.
De Guiche:
I hold orders for my regiment to deploy. A force is needed to assist the Americans in… well, I haven’t filled it in yet. If you’d agreed to my proposal perhaps I’d have written in some safe spot, so your cousin and Christian would return, unscathed in four or five years. Now I’m inclined to be short but not so sweet: how do they spell “Iraq” these days? These foreigners never know how to spell their names. (He writes on the sheaf of papers.) Still I must add my signature! Second thoughts?

Silence. They regard each other. He signs his name on the papers, one page after another.

(writing) As I said, you mistake me, belle Roxane. You think me a buffoon. But I can crush you and all you love with my fingers. (finishes writing) Nothing to say? No witty retort, or snide dismissal? You disappoint me.
He exits, walking past her without a glance.

Scene 8
Cyrano, playing video war games on a laptop, seated at a desk. The papers dictating his marching orders lie on the floor nearby. His mobile signals a text message. He answers it. 
Screen:


C nEd HLP




(C need your help)




de gEsh sndng mE 2 Erak

(de Guiche sending me to Iraq)



Rxn gOng nutz



(Roxane going nuts)
Cyrano:


Y-you n-n-need h-h-help. (He types in a message)
Screen:


gOing 2




(going too)
Waits.
Screen:


xpssble




(impossible)





u r X kombat




(you are non-combat)
Cyrano:


(looking at papers) N-n-not annnym-m-more.

Screen:


mArE Rxn




(marry Roxane)
Cyrano stares at his phone. Types a message.
Screen:


wut?? 





(what??)
Waits.

Screen:
 mArE Rxn  




(marry Roxane)


mst hlp





(must help)                                                                                                                                                                                                                   

Cyrano stares at his phone. Types a message.
Screen:


u wnt mE




(you want me 




2 mArE




(to marry)




Rxn





(Roxane)




Y??





(why??)
Waits.
Screen:


LOL    HAHAHA       

(Laugh out loud Hah ha




nO





(no)






dummE




(dummy)





mE





(me)

mArE





(marry)

Rxn





(Roxane)
Silence. Cyrano looks off, a very far distance. His body twitches as he attempts to remain calm. Silence. He rocks from side to side.
Screen:


u thAr??




(you there?)
Silence. A sound strangles in Cyrano’s throat. He twitches uncontrollably.
Screen:


C





(C)




I nEd U




(I need you)



witns





(witness)



wedng





(wedding)



OK??? 




(OK???)
A sigh, like air escaping a balloon, escapes involuntarily from Cyrano. He taps in a message.
Screen:


O





(O)




K





(K)



INTERMEZZO

Scene 9
The war. The sound of sporadic gun-fire, shells exploding, yelling in the distance. Smoke fills the air. In a bunker, surrounded by sand-bags are Christian and Cyrano. The smoke begins to clear. An eerie quiet. Christian takes out a letter and reads it. Cyrano wears a helmet of 17th century vintage.

Christian:


It’s OK, Captain. The shelling’s stopped. 

De Guiche slowly rises from out of view, dusting himself off.
De Guiche:


I was injured.

Christian:


Uh-huh.

De Guiche:


Not hiding.

Christian:


I never thought you were.
De Guiche:
I tripped over that—that lunatic’s breastplate. (to Cyrano) Do you really think a relic from the age of the Sun King will protect you from an AK-47? (pause) Still not talking, I see.

Christian:
What is there to say, really.

De Guiche:
You ought to be a monk, de Bergerac.

Christian:
(reading) Monks don’t kill as well as he does.

De Guiche:
I admit it’s surprising. All that shaking and twitching What’s it like, de Bergerac? To have your body turn against you?

Christian:
You mean like when you shit your pants.
De Guiche:
Gastroenteritis is no laughing matter. (Pause) I fired the cook.

Christian:
That’ll help. (to Cyrano) Anyone out there, C?

De Guiche:
C?

Christian:
It’s a little joke we share between us. A kind of code.

De Guiche:
I understand the camaraderie of the battlefield. Well, you can call me “D.”

Pause.
Christian:
Captain, I think it’s better if we just keep calling you Captain.
De Guiche:
Oh, come on. All good teams have nick-names for each player. We’re a team. Call me a name.

Christian:
I do.

Cyrano laughs.

Christian:
There’s my boy.

De Guiche:
No new text messages from your lady love, Private? Perhaps she’s having second thoughts.

Cyrano glances at De Guiche, only for a moment. De Guiche freezes.
Christian:
Don’t get your hopes up, Captain. Besides, this letter came yesterday. Call me old- fashioned, but a letter is ten times better than a text message any day.

De Guiche:
It was a mistake to marry her, de Neuvillette. She’s as likely to be a widow, now.

Christian:
Not if I can help it. (He reads the letter)

De Guiche:
So…what does it say?
Cyrano looks at him sharply.
De Guiche:
Oh, come on. We’re all in love with her. It’s only fair.

Christian looks up in surprise.
Christian:
What did you just say?
Cyrano turns away once more.
De Guiche:
(laughs) Oh, please. It’s too much. I knew you were thick, de Neuvillette, but anyone can see that the feelings of the noble Cyrano c-come f-f-from h-h-his h-h-heart.

He twitches in an exaggerated manner, pointing to his chest. In an instant Cyrano’s arm flicks out and delivers a backhanded slap, knocking De Guiche over.

You’ll pay for that! I can have you court-martialed! (Beat) Except that would send you home. I see your plan. Clever. But you won’t fool me.

Cyrano twitches. De Guiche flinches.

Private, tell your dog to behave himself.

Christian:
Go away, Sir.

De Guiche:
(drawing himself up) Alright. I’ll check on the rest of the unit. But I’ll be watching.

He exits, ducking out of sight.
Christian:
Do you want to read it?

Cyrano does not move.

Is it true what De Guiche said?

Cyrano does not move.

I don’t mind, Cyrano. I’m not jealous. It explains a lot. 
He reads the first five words of the letter. 
In a separate space, Roxane speaks the words, preparing her disguise.

“Dear Christian, 






Christian in name and Christian by nature. 
Your Christian heart comes to me each day when I open my mobile to find your message. It’s always short, and so direct—so unlike the letters I receive each afternoon. 
The abbreviated Christian warms me with his presence, there, alive, at the other end of an imaginary telephone line, a link of air between two loves. But how I yearn for those Christian letters! Those epistles of devotion, pledging lifelong faith from an eternal votary. Who could not yield to such holy temptation? Who could not give up their soul to such a loving proselyte? 
Christian: 


What does “proselyte” mean? (Silence) Is it bad? 
Silence.
Roxane:  
They are like two competing lines of a symphony, the short and brutal truth of the bass, transformed to bliss by the sweetness of pure melody. The bass is life, the melody love, and life is unlivable without music. Your text notes remind me that you live, and that is sweet news: your letters remind me of your love, and that is sweetness itself.”
Christian looks up.
Christian:
Cyrano. You’ve been writing to her every day.

They both digest this revelation. Cyrano stares out through his gun barrel.
Christian:
(reads) “So, my lifelong love, I reply letter for letter, love for love and soon, I hope, with a base truth to match the base truth of your text messages.“

Pause.
Christian:
“Base truth.” That doesn’t sound good. Tell me what that last part means, Cyrano. You’re the poet. (beat) Talk to me.

Silence.
Christian:
You wrote her every day. That’s all she talks about. Every day, Cyrano? How can I ever live up to that. Tell me. How. (beat) I think— 
His mobile buzzes. He answers it. Reads.
Christian:
It’s her.

In the distance, shells explode. Cyrano fires his gun. Smoke begins to fill the area.
Screen:


mI luv










Im hEr
De Guiche appears, ducking.
De Guiche:


Bad news I’m afraid.

Christian:


(to himself) I’ll say.

De Guiche:
The enemy’s coming. (to Cyrano) You’ll need that breastplate after all, Cyrano.



A cloud of smoke rolls by and obscures them. As the smoke clears we see Roxane, sitting primly amidst the sandbags. She holds a notebook and her mobile, and wears a baseball cap and sunglasses. On her chest she wears a badge which says, “PRESS.” Eerie quiet.
Roxane:


I brought a picnic. Sandwiches, anyone?
De Guiche scuttles towards the basket and reaches in.
De Guiche:


Peanut Butter! 
She slaps his hand.

Roxane:


Manners, Count.

De Guiche:
It’s “Captain”, here, my dear. And I had no idea you were a journalist.

Roxane:
I am now. And this is my story.

She puts her arms around Christian lovingly.

Roxane:
No greeting for me, cousin?

Cyrano moves to a farther perch behind the sandbags.

Cyrano:


H-h-h-hellllll-o. 

De Guiche:


The statue speaks!

Christian:
Your cousin has performed a vow of silence since we got here, Roxane. (looks at Cyrano) We wondered why.

Roxane:
“Roxane?” So formal, love? Now, that I’m here, we’ll  change your letters to texts, and your texts to deeds. I’ll  dream of the man who wrote this letter while the man who writes the text messages performs his brutal love!
She drags him out of sight. Cyrano and De Guiche discreetly turn away. Many seconds pass, filled with confused scuffling. De Guiche roots around in the picnic basket. Pause.  Christian rises to his feet with difficulty.
Christian:
I can’t do this.
Roxane rises.
Roxane:
Why not? (beat) You know you want to. Show me that primitive text message animal. Grunt for me, caveman. 
She kisses him. He wavers.
Roxane:
My heart belongs to the writer of those letters. Now he can have my body, too. Gentlemen, will you excuse us?

De Guiche and Cyrano look about. They have nowhere to go. Cyrano contemplates the battlefield. De Guishe eats.  Roxane drapes herself over Christian.
Roxane:
Come on, my Christian lover. Make holy writ, holy deed, “Baby”.
She grabs for his crotch. He shoves her away, almost roughly.
Christian:
It’s not a game!
Roxane:
(stunned) I know it’s not a game.

Christian:
I love you.

Roxane:
I know you do.

She leaps happily on his body, straddling him, trying to kiss him. He averts his face. 
Christian:
….

Cyrano speaks without turning.
Cyrano:
Th-th-there’s a w-w-war out th-there.

Roxane:


Well, then…you know what they say.

Christian:


(confused) What?

Roxane:
All’s fair in love and war.
She pulls Christian down out of sight. Sounds of struggle. With difficulty he rises to his feet again.


Christian:


I’m…I’m sorry.

Silence. After a time Roxane rises. She is furious.
Roxane:


It’s them, isn’t it.

Christian:


What?

Roxane:
Them. These … men. You’re all closed up from being out at war with the boys. What do you do? Tell jokes about me? Am I a funny story to you? (beat) Do they laugh at your descriptions of me—what a nag, she’s always writing, so I have to write back, you know what they’re like. (to De Guiche and Cyrano) Is that it? Have I got it right? Would you boys rather go play cards or something?

De Guiche:
He’s a terrible card player. 

Roxane: 
SHUT UP!!

She looks around, pondering what to do, trapped.
Roxane:
I don’t understand! You think—do you know what it took so I could come here? The forgeries? The bribes? I kissed a man to get past a checkpoint. To see you. To see you.

She takes out a much used piece of paper and reads it aloud.

 


Roxane:


“Dearest moon








You govern the tides








which sweep me over








reducing all: rocky anger







the cliffs of madness








shoals of despair








to warm, soft sand.








I am your beach








wash over me









purify me









with the moist anointing







of your waves









all my writing in the sand







is washed away








grievance









guilt










grooves lined with bitterness







I am made new.








Moon










I look to your foreverness







for light eternal








guide me









and I will walk with thee







through days past counting.”

Roxane:


For you.









For the man who wrote this letter.






The man I would die for.


Pause.
Roxane:


(lost) I brought food.

Cyrano does not flinch, facing out. He fires his gun. De Guiche looks up from eating.

De Guiche:


(to Cyrano) Something?

Cyrano does not respond. Roxane stands, staring at Christian, who looks away.
Roxane:


I don’t understand.

Christian:


Ask him. (looks at Cyrano) I’m getting out of here.

De Guiche:


(with his mouth full) You can’t do that!

Cyrano moves to stop him. They regard each other. Christian smiles like a ghost. He walks out of sight. Silence. 
Roxane:
Where are you going!? You come back here, Mister, right now! You come back right now! You…

Roxane does not know where to look in her humiliation. De Guiche peers out after Christian. Cyrano, gun trained, follows Christian’s movements with his eyes.
Roxane:


Someone tell me something!

A shot rings out. Cyrano fires rapidly. He curses. De Guiche turns to Roxane.
De Guiche:


He’s dead.

Scene 10
Nasiya, cleaning the floor. She is older, and looks it. She sings a folk-tune.
Nasiya:


I had a love of four and twenty 






such a love you’ve never seen






oh my love he turned and bent me






over, under, and in-between.

She sings badly, but with enthusiasm.




I asked my love of four and twenty






will our lives forever twine







“shut it, bitch,” he said, and rent me






as I lay in bed supine.



She stands to wring out her mop and belts out the chorus.




Oh, love is love and does not last






when the thrill of youth is past






when a sailor’s yard-arm sails half-mast





and a woman’s chest is low and vast






get it now while still you can







a girl’s a girl, a man’s a man.
A voice from off is heard.
Roxane:


Nasiya! Must you caterwaul all day?

Nasiya:
(to herself) I got to have some way of getting through the day.

Roxane appears. She, too, is older, still beautiful, but with hints of severity to her appearance. Her dress is conservative, her hair pulled back: she wears no make up.
Roxane:
Honestly. People walking by must think I’m running a brothel. (looks about) You missed a spot.

Nasiya makes a rude gesture behind her back.
Nasiya:
(low) And you missed this.

Roxane:
(turning) Pardon?

Nasiya:
Nothing, your Ladyship.

Roxane:
I told you not to call me that.

Nasiya:
Well. It’s the truth. Look at you, with your private income and your own private maid. Ladies have servants.

Roxane:
You’re not a servant, Nasiya. You’re a friend who has some troubles and who needed a job.

Nasiya:
Life-long troubles, more like. Bloody men, running off the moment your belly starts to bulge. (pause) But thanks for the job, your ladyship.

Roxane:
Nasiya, it was all I could offer.
Nasiya:
Makes good use of my high school degree. I guess old Dad was right. I should have just put on a veil and stayed home.

Roxane:
Don’t talk like that. You’re still my friend.

Nasiya:
Easy for you to say. You spill the food, I mop it up. Quite a friendship. At least I get my exercise. Not that there’s a guy who’d so much as look at me now.

Roxane:
You may not have noticed, but I’m as alone as you.
Nasiya:
By choice. Big difference, I’d say, between choosing celibacy and being permanently horny and unfulfilled.

Roxane:
I miss men, too. Well, one man.

Nasiya:
Saint Christian. Lucky you, he died before he could sire some other girl’s bastard.

Roxane:
Nasiya!

Nasiya:
Oh, sorry, sorry. Don’t fire me, your Ladyship. God bless Saint Christian of the Holy Letters.

Roxane:
You’re tiresome today, Nasiya.

She sits at a desk, opening files on a computer.
Nasiya:
Tiresome? Is that like “tired?” You’d be right about that.
Roxane:
(peering at the computer) Cyrano’s coming today.

Nasiya:
Must be Sunday. Fifteen years, every Sunday. Like a clock, but uglier.
Roxane:
He is fussy about coming at the same time on the same day, isn’t he. And always emailing me beforehand, requesting the privilege of my company. So formal.

Nasiya:
So freaky.

Roxane:
I guess he was never comfortable using a telephone to speak or send Text. Email comes more easily for him.

Nasiya:
D-d-does h-h-he w-w-write l-l-l-like h-h-he sp-sp-speaks?

Roxane:
(laughs in spite of herself) Stop. He’s very sweet, looking in on me. I’d have never known about Christian’s inheritance until he told me.

Nasiya:
It’s funny, that. How does a common soldier get enough to set you up for the rest of your days?

Roxane:
It was an inheritance, Cyrano told me. Some forgotten Uncle. You know how it is.

Nasiya:
No, I’m afraid I don’t know how it is. No rich uncles popping off in my family. (a thought) And if it was an inheritance, why didn’t you get a great big wad right away?

Roxane:
Cyrano told me it would last longer if he managed it and sent me a weekly allowance. You know me, Nasiya, I’m not good at such matters. It seemed like a good idea. 

Nasiya:
Probably skimmed off some nice cream for himself, no odds.

Roxane:
Poor man. There’s no evidence of that, to look at him.

Nasiya:
True. He’s just gotten uglier with age. And dirtier. I don’t know why you let him in the door. Oh, wait. It’s so as to give me something to clean up, isn’t it. All makes sense, now. You are so thoughtful.
Roxane:
You’re impossible.

Nasiya:


(sings) Oh love is love and does not last





when the thrill of youth is past.






get it now while still you can







a girl’s a girl, a man’s a man.

Roxane:


That’s an awful song.

Nasiya:


Too true. Saint Christian would not approve.

A knock on the door.
Roxane:


It’s Cyrano.

Nasiya:


What joy. Just after I mopped.

Roxane:


Try to behave.

She goes to the entrance.
Nasiya:


I wish I had the chance to misbehave.

Nasiya exits.
The sound of tapping. Cyrano enters, leaning on a stick. He wears a hat stained with fresh blood. He moves deliberately, with great care; his clothes are worn, a bit dirty, but still  impeccably fashionable—for the 17th century. His medical condition appears to have worsened.

Cyrano:
Sh-sh-she f-f-fears m-me.

Roxane:
Of course she does. The redoubtable Cyrano de Bergerac, champion of the dispossessed. Who does not fear your sword?

Cyrano:
N-n-not y-y-y-you, evvviddennntlly.

He sits with extreme care.
Roxane:
Not yet, anyway. I know the man who lies beneath. Will you take tea, cousin? Nasiya! Where is that girl?

Cyrano:
H-h-hiding f-f-fromm th-the fr-fr-fr-freakkkk.

Roxane:
Cyrano, listen to me. You cannot go on having the entire world as your enemy. We’re getting old, in case you hadn’t noticed.

Cyrano:
Y-you rrr st-still bbbeautiful.

Roxane:
Liar. But not all lies are bad.
Cyrano:
I-I j-just g-g-get m-m-more m-m-monn-st-strouss.
Roxane:
Then you are my pet monster. 
He bows his head. She regards the dirt on his clothes.

But my pet has gotten scruffy. You used to take such care in your appearance. Quite the dandy, even. One from the 17th century, mind. You look as though you swam through every puddle in Paris to visit me.

Cyrano:
(tries to speak, and gestures instead)
Roxane:
Nasiya! Some tea and croissants, please! (no reply) You look completely starved.
Cyrano:
Ho-hohon-n-nour isss m-m-my m-m-meat..
Roxane:
You’re simply too proud to accept help, even from your friends. But won’t you, from me? If I sent you Nasiya each morning to help you dress—
Cyrano laughs convulsively.
Cyrano:
Sh-she w-would c-c-catch m-my m-m-member inn m-my z-z-zipper annnd cl-close m-m-my c-c-colllllarrr a-arround m-my nnneck.

They laugh together.
Roxane:
Perhaps. But she help you if I told her to. (beat) Such a little thing, after all you have done for me.

Cyrano:
N-N-N-NO! (pause) T-tell m-me a-b-bout y-your w-week.
Roxane:
Alright. Well, where to start. 
She looks out the window, failing to notice how Cyrano battles to stay conscious.
Roxane:
Oh. You know the organization I founded, after Christian— after Christian…died. “Widows of War.” We’ve become part of UNICEF. It took fifteen years, but I suppose one can’t be bitter … We got the news this week. It’s very exciting. All that work … but mainly, it means Christian didn’t die in vain. Or others like him. We’ve raised enough money for a wall of plaques and they’ve promised us a small space near the Seine, isn’t it wonderful?

Cyrano does not respond. Roxane continues, carried away.

You know how I love to walk along the Seine. I won’t be able to walk by his plaque without a tear or two, I think. But we have to remember love. After all, it’s not the love that dies, is it?

Scene 11

Outside Roxane’s house. Nasiya leans against a wall, smoking. De Guiche rushes up.
De Guiche:
(gasping for air) Is this the house of Madame de Neuvillette?

Nasiya smokes. She contemplates the distance placidly, like a cow.
De Guiche:
Excuse me, can you tell me if Roxane de Neuvillette resides here. Please.

Nasiya does not respond.
De Guiche:
Oh God, it’s one of those deaf and dumb people.

He attempts to sign while speaking loudly and chewing his words.
De Guiche:
DO…YOU…KNOW…hmmm…THIS HOUSE…YOU? I…LOOK….WOMAN….

Nasiya:
What in Christ are you on about, fool? (He stops, startled) Jumpin-Jesus-sittin-in-a-tree, can’t a girl have a quiet smoke without every loony and freak turning up at her door?

De Guiche:
I’m sorry. I believed you were—
Nasiya:
Yeah. I got that. So what’s your game, Spike?
De Guiche:
My name is not “Spike.” It is Viscompte Florentin Pierre-Paul De Guiche, former regimental Captain in the Army of the Republic.
Nasiya:
Should have stuck with Spike. Don’t you get tired just saying your name? 
De Guiche:
Look, my girl, I’m carrying urgent news.
She flicks the ash off her cigarette.
Nasiya:
Ain’t your fucking girl.
De Guiche:
I heard you say you lived here.

Nasiya:
If you say so.

De Guiche:
Do you or do you not?!

Nasiya:
I forget.

Pause. De Guiche slowly reaches into his pocket and takes out a wad of Euros. He peels off two and hands them to her. Pause. In disgust he peels off a third and places it in her hand.
Nasiya:
A girl’s got a right to make a living. So what’s on your mind, Spike?

De Guiche:
You said you lived here.
Nasiya:
That would be a yes.

De Guiche:
And Madame de Neuvillette, is she your employer?

Nasiya:
Two for two.

De Guiche:
Is she at home?

Nasiya:
Three in a row, Spike. Pick a prize.

De Guiche:
Did you see a man enter? A bit rough looking, you’d know him if you saw him— (silence) Well?

Nasiya:
What?

De Guiche:
A man. About my age. Probably limping.

Nasiya:
Three bills, three questions. Your time is up. (sweetly) But thanks for dropping by. 

He takes out a wad and gives her a bill every time he asks a question.
De Guiche:
Did you see a man of the description I gave you.

Nasiya:
Why, you know that freak? (accepts a bill) Yes.

De Guiche:
Is he inside? With her?

Nasiya:
(two more bills) Yep. Probably drooling up a storm. I have more work to do after he comes than I do in the whole week.

De Guiche:
Was he bleeding?

Nasiya:
--- 

A bill. She considers it.
Nasiya
I didn’t notice. That one’s free. I’m not a gypsy, you know.

De Guiche:
Look. You have to call an ambulance. That man—Cyrano—he’s one of the greatest men this polluted world has known. He’s badly hurt. A gang of Muslim thugs attacked him right on the street. People just watched.
Silence.
Nasiya:
Look at me.

De Guiche:
What? Haven’t you—
Nasiya:
Look at me.

He does.
Nasiya:
Notice anything?
De Guiche:


Do I know you?

Nasiya:
I know you. You’re that guy who sent Christian to Iraq, where that jerk went and got killed and broke Roxane’s heart. That girl’s been alone and sad for fifteen years on account of you not being a graceful loser. You sent him where you knew he would be killed. That makes you, in my book, a weaselly little scumball. 

De Guiche:
I went too.
Nasiya:
Funny. You came back. Isn’t a captain supposed to go down with his ship, or something?

De Guiche:
Listen, my girl—

She grabs him by the collar and lifts him up against the wall.
Nasiya:
I ain’t your fucking girl! Now you look at me. You notice anything? A scarf?

De Guiche:
You’re a cleaning lady.
Nasiya:
I’m a Muslim, you dirtbag. We are not bad people, we are tolerant and peace-loving, you faggot.

De Guiche:
Some of you are.

Nasiya produces a knife.
Nasiya:
Well you know what, Snow White, some of us get tired of being called “bad” and “evil”, and I don’t see any Christians acting any better. And maybe—maybe—a little posse of my boys beat your boy because he killed a few hundred mothers and daughters over there in Iraq. 
She traces a pattern on his body with the knife.
Nasiya:
Me, I’m one of the nice ones. If you’re nice to me I’m nice to you. Simple. Why can’t you people get that? And if you expect me to be calling an ambulance for your boy, who went and killed people he didn’t even know, then you must think I’m plain stupid. I get angry when people treat me like I’m stupid.

De Guiche:
You’re not stupid. I know that.

Nasiya:
Now you’re talking. See, how hard is that. (beat) Keep going. Don’t stop now, chump.

De Guiche:
I didn’t mean to imply all your people are evil.

Nasiya:
Sure you did.

An uncomfortable silence.
Nasiya:
Just say you’re sorry and you won’t ever say that again.

De Guiche:
I’m sorry.

Nasiya:
See, I’m not interested in the hypocrisy. I know you people don’t like us. You ain’t ever going to change. OK, it’s your turn to run things. We can wait. But in the meantime, Just  (poking him with knife) Don’t (poke) Say it.

She lets him off the wall. He exhales.
Nasiya:
Sorry, Spike. My papa—blessed be his name in the presence of Allah—always said I had a temper on me. Smoke?

De Guiche:
I really have to get inside. Or call an ambulance. I don’t own a cellular telephone. (beat) I’m a bit uncomfortable with technology.

Nasiya:
Technology? Mobile phones are Stone Age, Spike. (a thought) That kind of puts you in my power, doesn’t it? Unless you feel like taking me on.

Silence.
Nasiya:
Why d’you want to help that freak anyhow? I thought you were blood rivals.

De Guiche:
A long time ago. Blood cools.

Nasiya:
You got old.

De Guiche:
He saved my life. In Iraq. And—don’t stab me—I never saw a man with more courage. Or heart.
Nasiya:
Compared to you, maybe. 
De Guiche:
I take your point. 

Nasiya:
He didn’t save Christian.
De Guiche:
(beat) Look, he’s dying.
Nasiya:
So’s everybody. We all got to go, Spike.
De Guiche:
Not like this. Attacked by strangers.
Nasiya:
Someone should have put that dog out of his misery long ago.
De Guiche:
It isn’t time!
Nasiya:
That isn’t up to you or me. Take that smoke.

De Guiche:
I owe him this.
Nasiya:
No can do, Spike.
She opens a package of cigarettes with the knife.
Nasiya:
Have a smoke. It’s relaxing.
De Guiche rocks back and forth, unsure of what to do. He takes the smoke. She lights it. They smoke.
Scene 12
Roxane’s apartment. Cyrano is nodding in and out of consciousness.
Roxane:
… and of course there will be a ceremony. Lord, I loathe ceremonies, everyone showing up with medals on their puffed-out chests looking appropriately solemn. Christian was never like that. His letters made me smile. Did I ever tell you he wrote me every day, Cyrano? (beat) Cyrano? Honestly, I don’t think you’ve been listening to a word I’ve said. 
Cyrano rouses himself with an effort.
Cyrano:
I-I h-h-h-have. Th-the S-S-Seine, y-you s-said, annd c-c-cerrremmmonny. An-nd h-h-h-hyp-oc-crisssy.

Roxane:
I don’t mean you, of course. You know that, don’t you? I never saw a braver man than when you brought back Christian’s body. You took care of me when my life was reduced to a scream, and after, when it seemed the clouds would suffocate me in gloom. (beat) How did you tolerate me?

Cyrano:
W-w-with-th gr-great d-d-difffic-c-cullty. 

She laughs.
Roxane:
There’s a flash of the Cyrano I know. You wouldn’t ever wish anyone to know you had a heart, would you?

Cyrano:
D-d-d-angerrrous. 

Pause.
Roxane:
I was never as strong as you. Do you know I’ve kept his last letter? The last words he wrote to me.

She goes to the desk and opens a drawer. She looks, but cannot find it. Cyrano rises.
Cyrano:
I-I-m-m-m-ussssttt— 
She rifles through the drawer in an increasing state of panic.

Roxane:
Everything is out of place! It’s—Nasiya! (She runs to the entrance) Nasiya! (turns back to Cyrano) It’s gone. She cleaned out the drawer. She’s—Nasiya!! 

She stands still, holding back tears. Cyrano raises his head very slowly.
Cyrano:


D-d-d-dearresst m-m-moon







y-you g-goverrn th-the t-t-tides






which-ch sw-sweepp m-me ov-over






r-r-redduc-ing all:

Roxane regards him, startled.
Roxane:
How do you know those words? Why would you memorize them?

Cyrano:


r-r-rockky ang-anger








th-the c-c-cliffs of m-m-madness






sh-shoals of d-d-despair







t-to w-warm, s-s-soft s-s-sand.

Roxane:


You know all of it.

Cyrano:


I amm y-your b-beach








w-w-wash o-over m-me







p-p-puriffy m-me








w-w-with th-the m-moist







an-anoint-ing of y-your w-w-waves

Roxane:


Not memory, then.

Cyrano:


a-a-all m-my w-writ-ing-ng







inn th-the s-s-sand








is w-w-washed aw-way







g-grievance









g-guilt










g-gr-grooves l-linned w-with b-b-bittern-ness 




I-I-I-I-I










amm m-m-made n-n-n-new.

He is standing, swaying slightly. She moves toward him.
Roxane:


Oh, God. It was you.

Cyrano:
           

(to her) M-m-moon








l-l-l-look t-t-to y-your








f-f-forevvverrnnnesss








f-f-for l-light e-t-ternnall







g-guide m-me









and I w-will w-walk w-with th-thee






th-through d-d-days p-p-passst c-c-counting

He falls. De Guiche enters, closely followed by Nasiya.
De Guiche:


Cyrano!

Nasiya:
I tried to keep him out but he wasn’t worth stabbing.

Roxane looks back and forth from them to Cyrano. They freeze. The light changes from day to a moonlit night. In a corner, a hooded man awaits. Slowly Cyrano stirs. He begins to rise. He shows no symptom of his illness; his movement is fluid and graceful. He looks about at the night and the frozen figures and draws his sword, holding it aloft. He speaks without effort.
Cyrano:


Moon, I salute you!

The hooded Man steps forward.
Man:



Cyrano.

Cyrano:


(bows) I am the Chevalier of that name.

Man:



I have come for you, Cyrano de Bergerac.

Cyrano:


(happily) Then you will stand and fight!

He brandishes his sword fluidly. The hooded Man stands silently.
Cyrano twirls his sword about, enjoying the feeling.

Cyrano:
Come, Sir Shadow, a sporting chance. It’s been long since you had a challenge of quality, I think? 

Man:
Savinien Cyrano de Bergerac.

Cyrano bows deeply.
Cyrano:
At your disposal. But not yet. 
They approach, salute and take up positions of readiness.
Cyrano:
En garde, Monsieur.

They duel. Cyrano fights beautifully. He disarms the Man. Laughing, he picks up the discarded sword and kisses it.
Cyrano:


To my Lady Roxane!

He tosses the sword back to the Man. Upon the saying of her name Roxane moves. 
Roxane:


Cyrano!

Cyrano looks to her in surprise. He turns to her; she approaches. They dance. The dance ends. At last they part. Roxane returns to her position. Cyrano steps forward.
Cyrano:
We are all shadows, are we not? With but a few moments of sunshine to enjoy.
From behind, he is pierced by the Man. He falls, in the same position as before. The Man departs. Day returns. De Guiche takes a single step in from the doorway and stops. 
Roxane does not move from the desk. She stares at Cyrano. De Guiche and Nasiya look at her. Roxane looks at them. An uncomfortable silence fills the room. They avoid eye contact with each other. No one moves.
Finis.


