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LOVE or DIE

PRE​-SHOW


(AS THE PUBLIC ENTERS ZANZIBAR THEY HEAR MUSIC FROM NOVA “LE GRAND MIX” AND FRANCE INFO.  THE PEOPLE OF ZANZIBAR DISCOVERS THE PIANO AND THE PUBLIC.)

People of Zanzibar

Welcome to Zanzibar.


(THE PEOPLE OF ZANZIBAR PLAYS AT THE PIANO, SONGS INCLUDE TROUBLE AND LONELINESS.  PRESTO IS PLAYING A GAMBLING DICE GAME WITH THE PUBLIC.  THE POLICEMAN MAINTAINS ORDER.  LACOUF MINGLES ABOUT. PRESTO AND LACOUF INTRODUCE THE PEOPLE OF ZANZIBAR WITH APPLAUSE THEN CLOSE THE CURTAIN AND INTRODUCE THE DIRECTOR.  THE DIRECTOR COMES TO THE STAGE WITH A CANDLE AND LIGHTS IT.) 
PROLOGUE



Director

So here I am back among you  

Back with a dynamic company 

I’m back on the stage

But sadly I’ve found

The theatre without greatness or virtue

A theatre that kills only the time

And shows the sin but does not show the savior

But the hour has struck the hour of humanity  

Right now

All of us who have been living with war we hear it

I was in the army making war

On the northern front commanding troops

One night when in the sky the light from all the stars

Twinkled up above like eyes of new-born babies

All of a sudden a thousand rockets rose from the opposite trenches

Rousing the guns of the enemy

I remember it as though it were yesterday

I could hear them go up but not come down 
Then from the observation post there came

The message that the range of the enemy guns was so immense 

The explosions could no longer be heard

And all the soldiers watching at their posts

Announced the stars were darkening one by one

Then the whole army started shouting

Director + someone else

THEY’RE PUTTING OUT THE STARS WITH GUNFIRE

Director

The stars were dying in the fine autumn sky

We were dying there of the death of stars

And on that murky front with its gray light

We could only say in despair

Director + someone else

THEY’VE EVEN MURDERED THE CONSTELLATIONS

Director

But in a great voice out of a speaker

From some sort of supreme headquarters

The voice of the unknown captain who always saves us cried


THE TIME HAS COME TO LIGHT THE STARS AGAIN
And the whole army let it out 

All


FIRE AT WILL

Director

The gunners hastened

The marksmen fired

And the sublime stars lit up again one by one

Our shells rekindled their eternal fire

The enemy guns fell silent, dazzled 

By the scintillating of all the stars

Voila, there is the history of all the stars

And since that night I too light one by one

All the stars within that were extinguished

So here I am back with you

My company don’t be impatient

Public ne soyez pas impatients

I bring you a musical that aims to reform society 

It’s about children in the family

And as it is a domestic subject

We’re giving it a homely treatment

The actors will not put on a mean tone

They will simply appeal to your common sense

And above all they’ll try to entertain you

So that you will be inclined to profit

From all the lessons that the play contains

And so that the earth will be starred with the glances of infants

More numerous than the twinkling stars

Public hear the lesson of war

Make children now you couples that thought you couldn’t afford it 
or the world was too dark

We’re trying to bring a new spirit to the theatre

A joyfulness ecstasy virtue

And let us be clear now in this moment together

That the playwright director has the right

To create what they will without regard to the government’s law

Or the laws of time and space

Forgive me my friends my company

Excusez-moi ladies and gentlemen

It’s been so long since I have been with you

But out there there’s still a spark

Where they’re putting out the smoking stars

And those who light them again are asking, demanding you

To raise yourselves up to the height of those magnificent flames

And also burn

O friends

Be the unquenchable torch of the new fire 

People of Zanzibar
O friends

Be the torch of the new fire 
ACT 1, SCENE 1

(THE BELL RINGS.  LIGHTS UP.)

Therese

No Mister husband

You won’t make me do what you want

 (Whisper)  I am a woman and I don’t recognize the authority of men

Besides I want to do things my way

Men have been doing what they want long enough

After all I too want to go and fight for freedom

I want to be a soldier hup two hup two

I want to make war (Thunder) 
And not make children

No Mister husband you won’t order me around anymore

Because you made love to me in Connecticut

Doesn’t mean I have to cook for you in Zanzibar

Husband

Give me bacon I tell you give me bacon

Therese

Listen to him all he thinks about is sex

 (She has a fit of hysterics)

But you haven’t the faintest idea you schmuck 
(Sneeze)

After being a soldier I want to be an artist

 (Sneeze)

Absolutely absolutely

(Sneeze)

I also want to be a deputy a lawyer a senator

 (Two sneezes)

A minister the president of the state

 (Sneeze)

And I want to be a doctor curing bodies or brains 
Poncing around Europe and America as I please

Making babies cooking meals no it’s too much

 (She cackles)

I want to be a philosopher chemist mathematician

A waitress in a restaurant a savvy dietician

And then if I please I should quite like to keep

The tired old dancer whose talent runs deep

Husband

Give me bacon I tell you give me bacon

Therese

Listen to him all he thinks about is sex

(She has a bit of hysterics)

Eat your own pig’s feet

But I think I’m sprouting a beard

My breasts are coming loose
(SHE UTTERS A CRY AND OPENS HER BLOUSE FROM WHICH HER BREASTS EMERGE, ONE RED, THE OTHER BLUE, AND AS SHE LETS GO OF THEM THEY FLY OFF, LIKE TOY BALLOONS, BUT REMAIN ATTACHED BY STRINGS.)

Fly away birds of my frailty 
Et cetera

How pretty are feminine charms

They’re utterly delicious

Good enough to eat

But enough of this nonsense

Let’s not go in for aeronautics

There is always some advantage in being virtuous

Vice is a dangerous business after all

That is why it is better to sacrifice beauty

That may be a cause of fornication

Let’s get rid of my tits
(She POPs the balloonS.)
But it’s not just my beard my mustache is growing too

Damn, I look like a wheatfield ripe for the harvest

I feel as virile as the devil

A stallion with scorn

From my head on down to my hooves

I’m a bull packing horns

I’ll be a torero (x2)

But let’s not go on
Spreading the news of my future O hero

Put up your dukes
And you my poor husband less virile than I

You can sound the alarm till the bell tower’s dry  

SCENE 2

Husband

I tell you I want some bacon 

Therese

Eat your own pig’s feet

(THERESE CACKLES.  HE APPROACHES AS THOUGH TO HIT HER.)

Husband

Oh but this isn’t my wife Therese 
Who is this lout who’s wearing her clothes

No doubt he’s a murderer and he has killed her

Therese where are you baby

But you, you vile rascal disguised as my Therese

I’m going to kill you

 (THEY FIGHT, SHE OVERPOWERS HIM.)

Therese

You’re right I’m not your wife anymore

Husband

Oh really

Therese

And yet I am Therese

Husband

Oh really?

Therese

But Therese who is not a woman now

Husband

This is too much

Therese

So now that I’ve become a good-looking guy

Husband

Detail that I missed

Therese

From now on I’ll have a man’s name Tiresias 
Husband

Adiosias 

Adiosias Tiresias

Adios adios adios

Adiosias Tiresias 

SCENE 3

Tiresias

I’m outta here

Husband

Adios

(TIRESIAS LETS IN TWO MOVERS WHO TAKE EVERYTHING.  TIRESIAS AND THE PEOPLE OF ZANZIBAR TRASH THE APPARTMENT THEN VACUUMS.)

Husband  (Con’t)
The piano

The violin

The butter dish this is getting serious 
(EARTHQUAKE.  NOW ALONE, THE HUSBAND DANCES TO “I’M BLUE” BY THE IKETTES.) 
SCENE 4

(PRESTO AND LACOUF ENTER AS Tiresias AND THE PEOPLE OF ZANZIBAR HURL THEMSELVES ON THE HUSBAND.  TIRESIAS TAKES OFF HIS TROUSERS, UNDRESSES HERSELF, HANDS HIM THE SKIRT AND PUTS ON THE TROUSERS.  THE PEOPLE OF ZANZIBAR TIE HIM UP.)

Presto

Lacouf, mon frère, I’ve lost at zanzi

All that I hope to you

Lacouf

Presto, mon frère, I’ve won nothing

Besides what has Zanzibar got to do with it you are in Paris

Presto

In Zanzibar

Lacouf

In Paris

Presto

This is too much

After ten years of friendship

And all the dreadful things I’ve always said about you

Lacouf

Too bad did I ever ask a favor of you    you’re in Paris

Presto

In Zanzibar   the proof is I’ve lost everything

Lacouf

Mister Presto we’ll have to fight

Presto

Yes we must

Lacouf

On equal terms

Presto

As you please

In this life you never know what’s going to hit you 

(THEY AIM AT EACH OTHER.  THE PEOPLE OF ZANZIBAR FIRE TWO SHOTS AS THEY FALL.)

Tiresias

Beloved freedom I’ve won you at last

First I’ll check the news

To find out what’s just happened

TF1 (on video)
As he lost in Zanzibar

Mister Presto has lost his bet

The whole exacta, for we’re in Paris 
(PRESTO AND LACOUF GET UP.  THE PEOPLE OF ZANZIBAR FIRE TWO SHOTS, AS THE DUELISTS FALL DOWN.)

France 2 (on video)
Mister Lacouf has won nothing

Since they played at Zanzibar

Just as this play is in Paris 
(PRESTO AND LACOUF GET UP, THE PEOPLE OF ZANZIBAR FIRE TWO SHOTS, THE DUELISTS FALL DOWN.  TIRESIAS APPEARS IN THE AUDIENCE.)

Tiresias

Now the universe is mine
The women are mine   mine is the government
I’m going to make myself town councilor
Yeah yeah yeah 
The People of Zanzibar
Now the universe is yours
The women are yours   yours is the government

She’s going to make herself town councilor

Yeah yeah yeah 

(THEY DUET FOR AS LONG AS THEY LIKE.  A POLICE SIREN IS HEARD.)

Tiresias
But I hear a noise 

Maybe I’d better go                    

(THE POLICEMAN ENTERS ON A MOPED AND DISMOUNTS.)

The Policeman

Nobody move 

(THE POLICEMAN DISPERSES THE TWO BODIES AND SEES THE HUSBAND BOUND.)

SCENE 5

Policeman

It stinks of crime round here

Husband

Ah!  At last we have a representative

Of Zanzibarian authority

I’ll introduce myself

Hey Mister if you’ve got any business with me

Be kind enough to take 

My army papers out of my left pocket

Policeman

What a pretty girl

Tell me pretty child

Who has been treating you so badly

Husband

He thinks I’m a girl

If it’s engagement you’re seeking

Then begin by untying me 
Policeman

What a pretty 

What a pretty 

What a pretty girl … 

(THE POLICEMAN UNTIES HIM.  BELLS TOLL AS PRESTO AND LACOUF REVIVE.)
SCENE 6

Presto

I’m getting tired of being dead

Imagine there are people

Who find it more honorable to be dead than alive

Lacouf

Now you can see you weren’t in Zanzibar

Presto

Yet that’s the place to live

But I’m disgusted at us for fighting a duel

There’s no doubt that people view death

Much too favorably

Lacouf

What do you expect   

Our opinion of mankind is much too high

In the shit of jewelers

Do you expect pearls and diamonds

Presto

Greater marvels have been seen

Lacouf

In short Mister Presto

We don’t have luck with gambling

But now you can see quite clearly that you were in Paris
Presto 

In Zanzibar

Lacouf

Take aim

Presto

Fire 
(THE PEOPLE OF ZANZIBAR UNLOADS A SEMI-AUTOMATIC AND THEY FALL.)

Policeman

You’re under arrest 

(PRESTO AND LACOUF RUN OFF. THE HUSBAND TRIES TO CALL THERESE BUT GETS HER OUTGOING MESSAGE, “YOU’VE REACHED TIRESIAS, LEAVE A MESSAGE.”  BEEP.)

SCENE 7

Policeman
The local gangsters

Won’t prevent me from saying that I find you as pleasant to touch
As a lovely ball of rubber
Bubblehead

But who cares if

She’s a pretty girl

Husband

You know, he’s right

Since my wife is a man

It’s fair that I be a woman

 (To the Policeman)  
I am a decent woman-sir 
My wife is a man-lady
She’s taken the piano the violin and the butter dish

She’s a soldier a minister mover of chests
Policeman

A chest nut

Husband

Nutty chester
Policeman

Chesty Lester

Husband

No she’s chaste

Policeman

Chased with haste onto a train
Husband

In the rain

She’s the conductor

Policeman

She can doctor

After all it’s the art of healing people 
Listen

(PARADE MUSIC IS HEARD.)

Husband

At the end of the day it’s a matter of curing people 

Music will do it

As well as any other cure

Policeman

That’s fine

(THE POLICEMAN JUMPS ON HUSBAND AND TRIES TO TAKE HIS DRESS OFF.)

Husband

Hey get off my back

Policeman

No resisting

Husband

I refuse to continue this conversation

Where is my wife 
Voices of Soldiers





Long live Tiresias
No more babies no more babies

Long live Tiresias

No more babies no more babies
(THE POLICEMAN FORCES THE PEOPLE OF ZANZIBAR TO THE KEYS.)

Policeman

Hey my sweet poppet slink roll up to the bar

I’ll spin you a tune as you roll your cigar

‘Bout the wife of the baker of Zanzibar

Who each seventh year has stolen the car

She sheds her skin by the light of a star    
Husband

Hey my sweet poppet slink roll up to the bar

I’ll spin you a tune as you roll your cigar

‘Bout the wife of the baker of Zanzibar

Who each seventh year has stolen the car

She sheds her skin by the light of a star  (Policeman + Husband)
All

She carries a joke too far 

She carries a joke too far 

She carries a joke too far 

Policeman

Miss or Mrs. I’m crazy with love

For you

And I want to marry you I do

Husband  
But don’t you see that I’m a man

Policeman

Makes no difference I could PACS you

Husband

Nonsense

You’d do better having children

Policeman

Oh really 

Voices of the Soldiers

Long live Tiresias 
Long live long live General Tiresias

Long live long live Deputy Tiresias

No more babies no more babies
No more children no more children.
(THE HUSBAND WANDERS IN A STORM, ANIMALS ARE HOWLING IN DISTRESS.)
SCENE 8

Husband

Great representatives of high authority

You hear it it’s been said clearly

Women at Zanzibar want their rights

And suddenly renounce reproductive nights

No more babies no more children you hear them shout

To fill Zanzibar there are elephants about 

Monkeys and snakes mosquitoes and ostriches 

But bees at least make wax and bring in the honey

Woman is only a neuter in heaven’s eye

And you can take my word for that Mister policeman

Zanzibar needs children (x3)

Go and yell on the street corners on the boulevards

We must make children now in Zanzibar

Women won’t have them  too bad  let men do it

Yes really and I mean to get right down to it

I’m not pretending 

Policeman and Reporter #1

You 

Reporter #2

You that shed tears at the play

Wish for children that conquer

Observe the measureless ardor

Born of the changing of sex

Husband

I will have offspring though I have no wife

To see how it is done come back to me tonight

Reporter #2  exiting
She’s spinning a yarn

Which must be heard further than Zanzibar

Policeman

You will have offspring though you have no wife

To see how it is done I will come back tonight

To keep me waiting would be absurd

I will return I take you at your word
Reporter #1

The strip club and the bar 
For this cop holds more charm
Than repeopling Zanzibar
SCENE 9
Presto  enters, tickles Husband

How can we give such beings a name

Though physically she’s just the same

To call her man’s not playing the game

Policeman

I shall return this very night to see how nature can

Provide you with progeny without a woman

Husband

Well then return this night and see how nature can

Provide me with progeny without a woman
Policeman and Husband
I shall return this very night to see how nature can

Provide you with progeny without a woman

People of Zanzibar

Hey my sweet poppet slink roll up to the bar

I’ll spin you a tune as you roll your cigar

‘Bout the wife of the baker of Zanzibar

Who each seventh year has stolen the car

She sheds her skin by the light of a star 
This gal she carries a joke too far…  

(THE ENSEMBLE SINGS AND DANCES TOGETHER.  BIG FINISH.)

All
Hey my sweet poppet slink roll up to the bar

I’ll spin you a tune as you roll your cigar

‘Bout the wife of the baker of Zanzibar

Who each seventh year has stolen the car
She sheds her skin by the light of a star  (2x)
She carries a joke too far … (4x)





(CURTAIN CLOSES.   END OF ACT ONE.)
INTERVAL

 (THE PEOPLE OF ZANZIBAR SINGs DEEP WATERS AND SISTER BROTHER. Presto AND lacouf join FOR A BOOGIE .  THE POLICEMAN RIDS THE PEOPLE OF ZANZIBAR FROM THE PIANO WITH HIS GUN.) 

People of Zanzibar
Hey, what did I do?  Watch it.  I didn't do nothing wrong.  Do you see this?!  I don't know why you're pointing a gun at me Mr. Policeman.  Okay, I'm moving but under protest.  I am being moved from the piano for no good reason!  Okay, I'm going, but its not right. 

(THE POLICEMAN SINGS DREAM A LITTLE DREAM WITH ASSISTANCE FROM PRESTO AND LACOUF.  curtain closes.  GENERALTIRESIAS ENTERS AND ADDRESSES the audience.)

General Tiresias
Ladies and ladies, your intention, please!

Hear me out, if need be, lock your knees

together!

However,
whether you are the camel type, and can hold on to one hump for many 

moons, 

or are the type who needs more sugar, you can facilitate this revolution.

There is but one solution.

I am not on some Lysistrata type shit here, unless that is your fancy.

At the very least, arm yourselves with condoms, ladies!

We cannot make babies any longer.

The tick tock of a biological clock… it’s a construct built by the literal DICKHEADS

Who got us in this mess in the first place.

Be a credit to your race. You were born to be more than a baby factory,

As a matter of fact that is actually the worst thing you can do with this wonder of a body.

No more shitting out bobble-headed rugrats distracting you from 

the REAL work that must be done.

Grab your rubbers, grab your guns, let no more jizz up in your peachpit, 

keep it pristine and sperm free! Think clearly!
These men, shooting off their dicks, they should tell us what to do?

Look at the mess that procreation has gotten us into.

Patriarchy is a pathetic evil.

Help save this nation from overpopulation and starvation.

No more miracles of birth unless what you are miraculously birthing is a brand new,

badass, motherfucking, YOU! 

(LACOUF AND PRESTO PLAY MUSIC AND SING A ZANZIBARIEN SONG.
THE HUSBAND THEN CRAWLS THROUGH THE AUDIENCE having VIOLENT contractions.) 
ACT 2, SCENE 1
(BABIES CRY.  THE CURTAIN OPENS REVEALING THE HUSBAND, TRAPPED INSIDE A LARGE MATERNITY DRESS.)

Husband

Ah!  The joys of fatherhood are simply wild

40,049 infants in one day alone

My happiness is complete





(THE BABIES GET LOUDER.)

Quiet quiet

Domestic bliss

No woman on my hands





(THE BABIES GET LOUDER.)

Shut up

Modern music is amazing

Nearly as amazing as the stage sets of those designers

Who flourish far from the Barbarians 

At Zanzibar

You don’t have to go to the Paris Theatre or the Russian Ballet





(THE BABIES GET LOUDER.)

Shut up





(ONE BABY CONTINUES TO CRY.)

The time’s come to swat ‘em with belts on the bottom

Though it’s discipline they need

I’d best be slow about it

I’ll get them bicycles instead

And all these virtuosi 

With talent to spare

Will give consair

In the open air

(THE BABIES QUIET.  HE CLAPS.)

Bravo bravo bravo





(THREE KNOCKS.) 
Come in

scene 2

 (THE JOURNALIST ENTERS.)

Journalist

Hands up

Hullo Mister Husband Sir

I’m a Journalist from a Paris paper

Husband

From Paris

Make yourself at home

Journalist

The papers of Paris
a town in America

Hurrah

(THE JOURNALIST UNFOLDS A SMALL AMERICAN FLAG.)

Have announced that you’ve discovered

The way for men

To make children
(THE JOURNALIST BLOWS HIS NOSE IN THE FLAG AND PUTS IT IN HIS POCKET.)

Husband

That’s the truth

Journalist

And how’s it done

Husband

Willpower sir can achieve anything

Journalist

Are they colored or like normal people

Husband

It all depends on how you look at it

Journalist  dancing around
You’re wealthy I suppose

Husband

Not at all

Journalist

How will you bring them up?

Husband

After they’ve been bottle fed

I hope that they’ll feed me instead

Journalist

In short you are something of a daughter-father

A maternalized paternal instinct; I guess





(THE JOURNALIST TAKES PICTURES OF 





THE HUSBAND.)

Husband

Au contraire Sir, it’s all pure selfishness

Children are the wealth of the family

They’re worth more than cash and a legacy

See that little sucker asleep in his cradle 

(ARTHUR CRIES AND DRINKS MILK OUT OF A BIBERON.)

His first name is Arthur and already he’s made

A fortune with exclusive rights in curdled milk






(ARTHUR SPITS UP MILK.)

Journalist

He’s advanced for his age

Husband

Joseph over here





(JOSEPH BEGINS TO CRY.)

He’s a novelist

His last novel sold 600,000 copies

Allow me to present you with one

Read at your leisure

(THE JOURNALIST LIES DOWN.)

Journalist

A lady whose name was Crapp
(HE LAUGHS ON THE FOUR VOWEL SOUNDS: A, E, I, O, A, E, I , O …)
Husband

Nevertheless there is a refinement of expression here

Journalist

Ha! Ha! ah! ah!

Husband

A certain precociousness

Journalist

Hee! eh!

Husband

Which is way out of the ordinary

Journalist

Hands up

Husband

Now just as it stands 

The novel has put into my hands

Almost two hundred thousand yen

Plus a literary prize

Consisting of twenty cases of dynamite

Journalist   exiting downstage
Good-bye

Husband

Don’t be afraid they’re in my safety deposit vault at the bank

Journalist

All right

Don’t you have any daughters

Husband

Sure I do this one she’s divorced





(SHE CRIES.)

From the potato king

Gets a hundred thousand dollars alimony

(THE BABY, IN A BERET, CRIES, 

MUMBLING NONSENSE.)

And this one the most creative artist in Zanzibar

She recites lovely verses on dull evenings

Her fire and genius earn as much

As a poet earns in fifty thousand years

Journalist

Congratulations my dear chap

But you’ve got some dust

On your dust coat

(THE JOURNALIST PICKS UP THE SPECK OF DUST OFF OF THE HUSBAND.)

Since you’re so rich lend me a hundred bucks

Husband

Put that dust back 
(THE CHILDREN CRY.  THE HUSBAND SHOOTS AT THE JOURNALIST. THE CHILDREN EXIT.)

scene 3

Husband

Well yes it’s as simple as a periscope

The more children I have

The richer I’ll be and the better I’ll live

They say the codfish lays enough eggs in a day

To feed the entire world for a whole year

With fish soup and garlic

Isn’t it wonderful to have a big family

Who are those idiotic economists

Who’ve made us believe that children

Spell poverty

When it’s just the opposite

Did you ever hear of a cod starving to death

That’s why I’ll go on having children

First let’s make a journalist

So I’ll know everything

I’ll predict the extras

And invent the rest

He must be capable of every chore

And able to write for every party

What a fine Journalist he’ll be

Factual reports in-depth articles

Et cetera

He needs a blood supply from ink cartridges

He needs a spine

Some brains for not thinking with

A tongue - all the better for driveling

Lastly, he’s got to have a song to sing

Come on kid, sing   
(THUNDER AND LIGHTING.  THE FORM OF THE DISFIGURED SON IS SEEN IN THE MIDDLE OF THE AUDIENCE.)

scene 4

(THE HUSBAND REPEATS “ONE, TWO.” TILL THE END OF THE SONG.)


Son

Dear daddy

If you want a closer look

At the activities of every crook

You’ve got to let me have some pocket money

Dear daddy

The tree of print is leafy

Every bough flaps like a banner

The fruit hangs in bunches

Papers have grown you ought to pick them now

And make the little kiddies salad lunches

Dear daddy

If you let me have five hundred bucks

I won’t tell what I know about you

If you don’t I’ll tell them that your pretty young

Wife has a thousand babies baking in the oven
Dear daddy

I’ll compromise you and I’ll tell them that you’ve

Stolen and killed and had your way with the children  
Husband

Bravo there’s a vocalist

Son

Dear parents in one man

If you want to know last night’s news 

Here goes

A great blaze destroyed half of Baghdad

Husband

Too bad

Son

Mr. Eugene McKween of Central Cement Incorporation

Swallowed some juice

And got him a noose

Well that’s what sources say from Investigation

Husband

Is he my relation

Son

The princess of Wales they say 

Is marrying a girl today

Simply a meeting on the subway

Husband

What’s it to me do I know those people

I want to hear good news about my friends

Son

We hear praise from New York

That Virginie Fremont’s new work

Can charm like a dandy

As sweet as your candy

Husband

Long live the hammer of Fremont

O my son

Until next time I know right now

All that I need to know

About yesterday

Son

I’m going off to invent what’s happening tomorrow

Husband

Bon voyage

scene 5

Husband  (con’t)
That one’s good for nothing

I’ve a good mind to cut him out of my will 

(THREE PAPPARAZZIS ENTER THE HOME THROUGH THE WINDOW WITH CAMERAS FLASHING.)

Enough!  Enough!  I say

What a dumb idea to make the Press my friend

They just won’t go away

They’ll bother me all day

It has damn well got to end

(THE PAPPARAZZIS CIRCLE THE HUSBAND.)

Hullo hullo Miss

I don’t want your telephone service
I’m de-subscribing
(THE PAPPARAZZIS EXIT. THE HUSBAND COMES DOWN AND OUT OF THE DRESS AND GETS RID OF IT.)

Change of plan 

No more useless mouths to feed

I need to cut down economize

First of all I’ll make a tailor-child

Then I could be well dressed for a little walk

And as I’m not so bad to look at

Attract pretty people time and time again

scene 6

(THE POLICEMAN WITH HAIR DOWN AND AN EXOTIC FLOWER.)

Policeman

Fine things you’ve been up to

You’ve kept your word

40,050 children in one day

You’re rocking the boat

Husband

I’m coining it in

Policeman

But the people of Zanzibar

Famished by this excess of mouths to feed

Will soon be dying of hunger

Husband

Let them eat credit cards that makes up for everything

Policeman

Where do we get them?

Husband

From the Tarot reader

Policeman

From the Fortuneteller

Husband

Sacre Bleu! Cause we’re thinking of the future

(FORTUNETELLER’S ENTRANCE.)

scene 7

Fortuneteller

Chaste citizens of Zanzibar I am here

Husband

Another caller

I’m not at home to anyone

Fortuneteller

I thought you’d all be pleased

To have your fortunes told

Policeman

You are well aware Madame

You’re practicing an illegal occupation

It’s astonishing what folks will do

To get out of doing an honest day’s work

Husband

No hanky-panky in my house please

Fortuneteller to a spectator
You Sir will shortly

Give birth to triplets

Husband

Competition already

A Lady member of the audience
Madame Fortuneteller

I think my man is two-timing me

Fortuneteller

Keep him in the crock pot

 (SHE CLIMBS ON THE STAGE.)

Well I never, an incubator

Husband

If you’re the barber give me a haircut

Fortuneteller

The young girls of New York

Pick greengages to eat

All they like is ham from York

That’s why they are so sweet

Husband

Parisiennes are nice

Much nicer than the rest

If pussies all love mice

We love your pussies best

Fortuneteller

He means your puss-onalities

The People of Zanzibar
You gotta sing from morn till night
And scratch wherever you itch
Feel free to go for black or white
It can be fun to switch
All
Just mind you get it right (x3)






Fortuneteller

Pure and chaste citizens of Zanzibar

Who have no children

Know now that fame and fortune will belong by right
To those who will claim them with armies of infants 
(THE CHILDREN START TO CRY.)

You who are so fertile


Husband and Policeman

Fertile fertile

Fortuneteller to the Husband

You’ll be a millionaire ten times over

 (to the Policeman) You who don’t have children

You’ll die in abject poverty

Policeman

This is an insult

I arrest you in the name of Zanzibar

Fortuneteller

Laying hands on a woman shame on you

(FORTUNETELLER STRANGLES POLICEMAN TO DEATH.)

Husband

Hey my sweet poppet slink roll up to the bar

I’ll spin you a tune as I roll your cigar

‘Bout the wife of the baker of Zanzibar

Who each seventh year has stolen the car

She sheds her skin by the light of a star

Fortuneteller

This woman she carries a joke too far

Husband

Meanwhile I’m taking you down to the police station you murderess

Therese  Throwing off her headdress
Don’t you recognize me Husband dear

Husband

Therese or should I say Tiresias




(THE POLICEMAN REVIVES.)

Therese

Tiresias is at present officially

Head of the Army in Room A at City Hall

But keep your hat on

I’m bringing back in a moving van

The piano the violin and the butter dish

And three influential ladies whose lover I’ve become

Policeman

Thanks for thinking of me

Husband

My general my deputy

Therese I meant to say

You’re as flat-chested as a board

A carpenter’s dream

Therese

So what!  Let’s pick and gather strawberries

And the banana blossoms

Let’s hunt elephants on safaris

Like the Zanzibarese

Come and rule the heart of Therese

Husband

Therese

Therese

Throne or tomb no matter what

But this I’m sure of that we’ve got

To love or I’ll die on the spot

Husband

Dear Therese you can’t remain

As flat as a board

(HE HANDS HER A BOUQUET OF BALLOONS AND A BASKET OF BALLS.)

Here are fresh supplies

Therese

We’ve both done okay without them

Let’s just carry on

Husband

You’re right let’s not complicate our lives

Let’s go and have our soup instead

(THERESE SHARES THE BALLOONS.  ALL THROW THE BALLS TO THE PUBLIC.)

Therese

Fly away birds of my weakness
Go and feed all the children
Of the new population
All in chorus

So sing from morn till night

And scratch wherever you itch

Feel free to go for black or white

It can be fun to switch

Just mind you get it right (4X)
(EVERYONE DANCES.  THE HUSBAND PLAYS THE SAX FOR THERESE LEADING THE PEOPLE OF ZANZIBAR TO SING TWO TO TANGO.)
The People of Zanzibar
You can sail on a ship by yourself

Take a nap or a nip by yourself

You can get into debt on your own
There are a lot of things that you can do alone
Chorus:  
But it takes two to tango, two to tango

Two to really get the feeling of romance



Let’s do tango, do to tango



Do the dance of love

The Husband and Therese
You can fight like a champ by your self (Husband)
You can lick any stamp by yourself (Therese)
You can be very brave on the phone (Husband)
There are a lot of things that you can do alone (Both)
The People of Zanzibar and The Policeman
You can croon to the moon by yourself (The people of Zanzibar)

You can laugh like a loon by yourself (The Policeman)
Spend a lot smoke some pot on our own (The people of Zanzibar)

There are a lot of things that you can do alone (Both)
Chorus
All 
You can haunt any house by yourself (Presto and Lacouf)
Be a man, or a mouse by yourself (The p. of Zanzi and The Policeman)
You can act like a king on a throne ( Therese and The Husband)
There are a lot of things that you can do alone (All)
Chorus

Dance break / Bows

All 
It takes two
It takes two 

Darling it only takes two

Me and you
(ENCORE: “THIS IS THE TIME” by LOU REED COVERED BY M. BESSON.)


This is no time to count your blessings
This is no time for private gain
This is the time to put up or shut up
It won't come back this way again

This is no time to swallow anger
This is no time to ignore hate
This is no time to be acting frivolous
Because the time is getting late


(Chorus)  There is no time  There is no time 

There is no time  There is no time 

Because there’s no time, this is the time
This is the time  This is the time   

This is the time  This is the time   


This is no time for private vendettas
This is no time to not know who you are
Self knowledge is a dangerous thing
The freedom of who you are

This is no time to ignore warnings
This is no time to clear the plate
Let's not be sorry after the fact
And let the past become our fate

(Chorus) This is no time to turn away and drink
Or smoke some vials of crack
This is a time to gather force
And take dead aim and attack

This is no time for phony rhetoric
This is no time for political speech
This is a time for action
Because the future's within reach

(Chorus ad infinitum)
FIN

FIN
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