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GIGI
(2 males; 5 females)
STORY OF THE PLAY

Gigi is a young French girl brought up by her mother,
grandmother and aunt to be a stylish cocotte. The man
they have picked for her is a roue who frequently visits
Gigi’s home as a friend. When he comes, he brings her
candy and lets her cheat him at cards. He is captivated
by her boyish enthusiasm. But Gigi is now 16 and the
time is ripe for her to put away the things of a child
and to think of becoming the roue’s mistress. But Gigi
has not been brought up right; she doesn’t think she
would like such an arrangement. So in her own way,
and much to the surprise of everyone, she maneuvers
the roue into a proposition of marriage. This is treachery
to the ladies, but Gigi thinks it is swell. “It brightens a
playgoer’s season considerably.”—Daily News. “So much
charm in its basic conceit . . . A gay little trinket.”—
Herald Tribune.



GIGI

Comedy by Anita Loos, adapted from Colette’s novel:
staged by Raymond Rouleau; settings by Raymond
Sovey; presented by Gilbert Miller at the Fulton
Theatre, November 24, 1951. The cast:

L (e P Audrey Hepburn
MME. ALVAREZ ..........co0nvn.ns Josephine Brown
ANDREE ....vviirenennnnaneansannns Doris Patston
GASTON LACHAILLE ................. Michael Evans
VICTOR . ovvevnvnnrenrnnenennenns Francis Compton
AvriciA DE ST. EPHLAM ............ Cathleen Nesbitt
SIDONIE ....vvvvuneoeennennnnnnnns Bertha Belmore

Synopsis: Paris, 1900
Act One

SceNE 1. The apartment of Mme. Alvares.
SceNE 2. The boudoir of Alicia de St. Ephiam.
SCENE 3. Mme. Alvarez’s apartment.

Act Two

SCENE 1. Mme Alvarez’s apartment.
SCENE 2. Alicia’s boudoir.
SCENE 3. Mme. Alvarez’s apartment.
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GIGI

CHARACTERS
(In the order of appearance)

Gie1

MME. ALVAREZ, Gigi’s grandmother
ANDREE, Gigi’s mother

GastoN LacHAILLE (ToNTON)
VICTOR, a butler

Avricia pE St. EPHLAM

SIDONIE, ¢ maid

Act One

1—Mme. Alvarez’ living-room
2—The Boudoir of Mme. Alicia de St. Ephiam
3—Same as Scene One

Act Two

1.—Mme. Alvarez’ living-room
2.—Alicia’s boudoir
3—Mme. Alvarez’ living-room

PLACE: Paris—about rgoo.



Gigi
ACT ONE
ScenE I

TiME: About 19oo.

ScENE: The modest living-room of Mme. Alvarez’ apari-
ment in Paris. There is a fireplace, down Right,
with mantel, over whick is a large mirror. (This
mirror is of scrim, lighted and backed so as to give
the effect of a mirror reflecting the objects on the
mantel, as well as the room itself.) A lighted coal-
stove fits under the mantel. There is a large arch
at back, from Left to Right, draped with heavy
red plush curtains, which opens into a dining-alcove
and main entrance. A large window looks into the
street from the Right wall of the dining alcove. Up
Left Center a small arck or door leads into a tiny
foyer, with front door to the apartment. A door in
the up Left wall of the dining-alcove leads into the
kitchen. And down Left (also heavily draped) is a
door leading into the bedrooms and remainder of
the apartment.

The furnishings conmsist of a chair below the fire-
place down Right; an armchair just Left of the
fireplace; a straight chair above the fireplace. In
the Center of the living-room is a low pouffe, a bit
the worse for wear. An6upn'ght piano is against the
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Left wall, just above the bedroom door. A Victorian
sofa is at Left, so that there is a passage space be-
tween it and the piamo. Just in front of the sofa,
about Left Center, is a small stand or table.

In the dining-alcove is a round dining-table
with a large red cover. Straight chair both Right
and Left of table. A buffet or side-board is against
the back (Right Center) wall of the alcove. A
wrought-iron clothes rack is in the foyer against
Left wall.

The apartment is heavy with pictures, mostly
photographs, of Andree at various stages of her
career, and a large picture of Gigi as a younger
child hangs over the piano.

A gas chandelier hangs over the dining-table; an
oil lamp is on the down stage end of mantel, and a
small gas fixture is on the Left wall of the foyer.
While the room is clean, there is a distinct feeling
of clutter and casual disorder.

At Rise: Gior is seated at the piano doing her scale
exercises. From off in the bedroom comes the voice
of ANDREE doing her vocal exercises, whick later
turns into the strains of the “Bell Somg” from
“Lakme.”

Finally, the front door is opemed by MME. AL-
VAREZ, the lady-of-the-house, an imposing woman
in her middle sixties. (In any sort of weather she
always sports a tan rasncoat.) Over her arm is the
handle of her shopping bag, with a modest quantity
gj g;ovisions, including the inevitable long loaf of

read.

(Although born and bred in Paris, MME. AL-
VAREZ had long ago assumed the foreign mame of a
departed lover and acquired a butter-like Spanish
paleness.)

MME. ALvarEz. (Looking about her as she enters;
calls out) Gilbertel (No answer. Louder) Gilberte!
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(Now MME. ALVAREZ assumes a tone of reprimand)
Gigi!

8101. (Gives a start and turns) Oh! What is it,
Grandma?

MME. ALVAREZ (Removing her coat) You didn’t hear
me calling, when I came in just now?

Gi61. (Crossing up to Left of her) Why, no—Mama’s
making such a noise.

(At whick point from off-stage come muffled strains of
the “Bell Song,” from “Lakme,” practiced by some-
one with the all-too-professional technique of a
hack singer.)

MuME. ALvarez. Your mother’s going to be late for her
rehearsal.
Grc1. She isn’t on till the second act. It’s Frasquita.
MuE. ALvarez. (Giving Gicl her parcels) Take these
into the kitchen, and bring in the carrots.
(Gicr does so, as MME. ALVAREZ takes coat and hat
to hat-rack—then crosses down to curling-iron and
papers on table front of sofa.)

And don’t forget you’ve got to go to your Aunt Alicia’s.

Gic1. (From kitchen) Couldn’t I go tomorrow, Grand-
ma?

MwuME. Avvarez. (Lighting alcohol stove) Break an
engagement with your Aunt?

GIGL. (Returning from kitchen with carrots wrapped
in piece of newspaper, paring-knife. She is chewing on a
separate carrot.) Well, couldn’t I go without my hair
being curled this time? (Puts carrots and knife on
table front of sofa.)

N{m:. Arvarez. You could not! Sit there, on your
stool.
(Grc1 complies, and, in order to sit on the stool, has
to bend her long legs so that her skirt discloses her
cotton stockings clear to the knees. MME. ALVAREZ
glances at her legs, and takes three curl-papers,
crosses to Left of Giol.)
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Sometimes, when I look at those nice, long legs of yours,
I regret that you never learned to dance.
Gicl. (Chewing on carrot) But I wanted to learn,
Grandma. Why didn’t you let me take lessons?
MME. ALvArRez. (Wrapping hair in curling-paper)
Your mother took lessons in singing—
(ANDREE’S voice sings a high note, which ends ab-
ruptly.)
And look where she’s ended up. Slaving away at the
Opera Comique, and not even in principal roles.

(ANDREE now sings a phrase of the “Bell Song.”’)

Grc1. Do you think Maman will ever sing the Bell
Song from Lakme, Grandmar?

MwmeEe. ALvarez. Not where the public can hear her!
(Moves to Right of Gici, epplies another curl-
paper. ANDREE gives five sharp, distorted vocal
notes.)

But I suppose there’s no harm in her having her illusions.
You see, my Gigi, lessons can give a girl ideas of a
career. And a career is the ruination of any woman.

Gicr. Even of someone who gets to be famous?

MME. ALVAREZ. (Applying third curling-paper) For
instance?

Gici. Well—Polaire. Or Cleo de Merode.

MME. ALVAREzZ. As if their careers were what made
them famous!

Gicl. What was it, then?

MwME. ALvarez. Never mind! (‘Crosses to get curling-
irons.)

Gic1. You mean Polaire’s a success because she’s got
a Russian Grand Duke. And Polaire a King?

MME. Avvarez. (Correcting her) ‘“Mademoiselle”
Polaire, and ‘“Mademoiselle” de Merode. (Twirling iron
to cool it) Try to show more respect for your betters,
Gigi dear,—won’t you? (Tests iron on wrapping-paper.)

Gicr. Yes, Grandma.

MuME. ALvAREz. (Crossing to Left of Gici—applying
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iron to her bangs) How often must I tell you to

keep your knees together, when you’re sitting on a stool?
(Gicr obeys.)

If you have to move, move them both, either to the

right, or to the left.

Gicl. But I've got my drawers on, Grandma.

MuE. ALvarez. Drawers are one thing, and decency
is another. It’s all in the point of view.

Grcr. But why couldn’t my skirts be a little longer,
Grandma?

MME. ALVAREZ. Really! And have you any other sug-
gestions? (Pats her cheek.)

Grc1. (With a show of spirit) All you'd have to do
would be to sew a little ruffle on the hems.

MME. ALVAREZ. And have your mother trailed around
by a big horse, who’d look eighteen at least? With her
job to think about? Use your head a little bit!

Gicr. I do! But with my skirts so short I always have
to remember to bend my knees in the shape of a Z, on
account of my “you-know-what.”

MME. ALVAREz. (Shkocked to the heart) Gigi! Where
did you ever hear such language?

Gic1. (Matter-of-fact) At school—one of the girls.

Mwme. ALvarez. Well, stay away from her!

Giar. (Docilely) All right, Grandma. But what do you
call it, then?

MwME. ALvAREZ. (A pause—then) Nothing! It has no
name.

(At which point Gicr's mother, ANDREE, enters through
doorway leading off to bedrooms, humming and
mechanically feeling her delicate tonsils. ANDREE,
at 31, is faded and discouraged. She is wearing a
faded negligee, and carries her shirtwaist. The other
parts of her street clothes are draped on the Right
dining-room chair. Her hat is on the mantel.)

Gic1. (At sight of ker mother, gives a sudden exclama-
tion) OH!/
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MuE. ALvArez. (Lomg-suffering) What now?

Gic1. (Addressing ANDREE) 1 forgot to get ysu the
magazine you wanted, Mamma.

ANDREE. (Exasperated) Really, Gigi! (Crossing front,
to mantel, gets coin from her purse.)

Gicl. (To MuE. ALvarez) Couldn’t I just run down
to the kiosk now?

MME. ALVAREz. (Shocked) In your curl-papers?
(Turns to ANpREE) And what’s so important about this
magazine?

ANDREE. It’s the latest Theater Magasine—they say
there’s a picture of me in it. (Crosses; gives coin to
Giolr.)

MuME. ALvArez, (None too impressed) 1 seel

ANDREE. (Crosses and returns purse to mantel) And
the issue may all be gone, before I get one.

MuME. ALvarez. (Reluctant) Oh, very well— (To
Gic1) Run along!

(Grc1 rises, crosses to fromt door.)
I'll take your curl-papers off when you get back. (Call-
ing after Gici) And pick up a copy of Gil Blas for me!

Grc1. 1 willl (Exits.)

(MME. ALvAREz blows out flame in alcohol-stove, and
exits to kitchen for aprom.)

ANDREE. (To her mother, amused) You and your
scandal magazine! (Has removed her negligee, and is in
bloomers and corsets. She puts foot on armchair Right
and begins to adjust stockings and garters.) Poor little
monkey! She’s so backward. Now, at her age, I was—

MME. ALVAREZ. (Returning from kitchen, and tying
her apron) Don’t throw roses at yourself for what you
were at her age! (To up Center) If memory serves me
right, at her age you threw over a rich flour magnate, to
run away with a singing teacher!

ANDREE. Oh, let’s not go into that now, Maman!
(Crossing to above chair, getling into position for MME,
ALVAREZ to help her with corsets.) —Please, Maman!

MuEe. ALvarez. (Crossing to ANDREE, taking corses-
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strings and proceeding to tighten corsets) A singing
teacher—and when I think how that delightful old
gentleman, with flour mills all over the place, actually
hired the scoundrel— (Presses her knee against ANDREE,
in order to draw corset tighter.) Stop breathing— and
paid for the singing lessons!

ANnDREE. Poor Georges—he wasn't really so bad at
heart, Maman.

MuME. ALvarez. Not bad,—huh! (Hands corset strings
to front of ANDREE.)

ANDREE. But as soon as he found out he’d gotten me
into trouble, Georges wanted to— (Tying corset-strings,
and going to chair to get remaining clothes.)

MuME. ALvarez, Wanted to marry you! (Crossing to
sofa; sits and starts cleaning carrots) Well, at least I
saved you from that dishonor. Are there any signs at
the theater that you’re going to get the lead in this new
operetta?

ANDREE. (Continues putting on clothes) Oh, I’'m sure
thg’ll give it to Tiphane. Everything goes to her. What
a life!

MME. Arvarez. Well, you chose it! Even so, you'd
be able to stand things better if you had an admirer
with a little dignity.

ANDREE. It’s going to be hot today! (Crossing down
to mantel; and puts on hat.)

MwME. ALVAREZ. You know what I’m talking about!

AnDREE. Yes, Maman! But you see I don’t feel that
M. Durand is undignified. To be a clerk in a Post and
Telegraph office isn’t such a bad career. At least, we can
look ahead to a pension.

MME. ArLvarez. Oh, we can, eh? So you expect to
have him hanging around till then, do you?

ANDREE. (Getting gloves and purse from mantel) Is
it my fault, if I don’t care for anyone else, Maman?

MuME. ALvAREz. It certainly is! It shows a complete
lack of self-control!

ANDREE. Oh welll (A few steps to Center, putting on
gloves) You know, Maman, if we only had a telephone,
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I could have called up Leclerc and found out what was
decided about the new operetta. Don't you think we
should have one put in, Maman?—a telephone?

MME. ALVAREZ. I know why you want a telephone—-

ANDREE. (A few steps toward MME. ALVAREz) If you
think it’s because—

MuME. ALvarez. It’s because you want to keep in
touch with that no-account lover of yours!

ANDREE. But, Maman—

MME. ALvarez. A telephone is only useful to men
who have big business-affairs, and women who have
something to lie about. Now, if you’d get a lover with
even a little money, I'd be the first to say “let’s have a
telephone,”—but as matters stand, we’ll wait until Gigi
is old enough to have an admirer.

ANDREE. (Crossing front of stool to up stage end of
sofa) Admirer—poor Gigi! (Looking at picture over the
piano) 1 wonder what her life is going to be! It’s hard
to tell even now what she’ll look like. That nose of hers!
Where did she ever get it?

MumE. Arvarez. If you don’t know, my child, who
does?

Gic1. (At which point, Gicl comes bounding in with
a copy of “Gil Blas” and “Le Theatre.”) Here it is,
Maman! (Handing them to her, skips up to sideboard,
gets piece of licorice, humming a tune to herself.)

ANDREE. Thanks, dear. (Sits upper end sofa, looking
through magazine.)

MME. ALvAREz. (Crossing to above pouffe, with comb)
Might as well look in the back of that—among the small
pictures. Come, Gigi!

Gic1. (Crossing down and sitting on pouffe, as MME.
ALVAREZ removes curl-papers) Grandma, couldn’t you
give me a little wave on the side for a change sometime?

MME. ALvAREz. I certainly could not! To have your
hair curl at the ends is as much eccentricity as a girl of
your age can afford. (Looking to ANDrREe) Well?

ANDREE. (Slamming magazine on table front of sofa)
Oh, here it is!
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MME. ALvARrez. (Crossing, picks up magazine) Let
me see it!

ANDREE. It’s the first-act finale of “If I Were King.”

MwME. ALvarez. And where, may I ask, are you?

ANDREE. (Indicating) There.

(MME. ALVAREZ looks at her, and ANDREE points
to a definite spot.)
—standing behind that grenadier.

MME. ArLvarez. Oh! That ear sticking out from the
man’s neck! One good shove would have put you right
into the picture.

ANDREE. (Taking magazine from her, closing it, and
pntting it on sofa) That’s the way it always is! Well,
goodbye, Maman—don’t save any dinner for me. I'll get
something at the little cafe near the theater. (Kisses her
cheek.)

MwnE. ALvarez. You'll do nothing of the kind, dear.
There’s plenty of time between the matinee and evening
for you to run home and have a plate of nice, warm,
nourishing cassoulet. (Returns to Right of Gici and
completes removal of paper-curlers.)

ANDRee. All right, Maman. (To Gict) Goodbye,
monkey! (Starts toward front door.)

Gic1. Goodbye, Mama! You promised me you were
going to teach me how to crochet—

MwME. Arvarez. Crochet-—uh!

Gici. When will you do it?

ANDREE. (Coming back to Left of Gicl) As soon as
I’'m up in the new part, darling.

Gicl. (Putting arm around ANDREE’s waist) 1 wish
it were today!

MME. ALvarez. You two are exactly alike. And no-
body can budge you.

ANDREE. (Holdng Gior's head in her arms) Well,
admit we've got strong characters!

MuME. Arvarez. Characters! The first thing you
know, you’ll have the child hanging out around a Post
and Telegraph Office!

Grc1. Grandma, why would I do that?
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MME. ALVAREz. Because it’s the most shiftless thing
anyone can do!
ANDREE. (Looking at Gici) Never mind, Gigi dear,
we’re happy, aren’t we?
Gic1. (Her mouth full of licorice) Uh-hmm!
ANDREE. Um-hmm! What a way to talk! (Kisses her)
Goodbye, dear— (Crossing up to alcove) Have a good
day with Aunt Alicia!
Gicr. I'd rather be with you!
ANDREE. Oh well, one can’t have everything! (Exits
front door.)
MME. ALVAREZ. (As she finishes Gicr's curls) There
you are, dear—now, run along!
Gic1. (Rises, and goes into bedroom) Shall 1 wear
my everyday coat?—it’s good enough.
MME. ALVAREZ. (Brushing hairs from comb) And how
is one to know it’s Sunday, if you do? (Crosses, gets
tray with curling-iron, etc., and takes to sideboard) Put
on your navy blue—and your sailor hat. And don’t for-
get your gloves, Gigi!
(G161 returns, wearing coat and hat; crosses to be-
low sofa. MME. ALVAREZ, coming down to Right
Center.)

And where are your gloves?

Gicl. (Standing with her feet apart) In my pocket.

MwME. ALvarez. Now let me look you over!—Can’t
you keep your legs together? When you stand like that,
the river Seine could flow between them.

(G161 corrects posture.)
You haven’t the single shadow of a stomach, and yet
you find some means of sticking it out!

(Three shkarp rings of DOORBELL.)

Gic1. It’s Tonton!
(She rushes into the foyer, to open the door on a
young man of 30, whom she grabs and hugs ec-
statically.)
Tonton! Tonton! Tonton! ! !
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(MME. ALVAREZ removes apron quickly, crossing above
sofa, and hides it on piano stool, as TONTON enters
to up Left Center. He is a tall man, of the greatest
chic, and at the moment appears to be in a mood
of deep dejection.)

MME. ALvAREz. (Goes to him) Gaston! What a sur-
prise!

GasToN. Mamita!

MME. ALVAREZ. But why aren’t you at Nice?

GASTON. (Putting hat and stick on table) Oh—some-
thing came up.

Gicr. (Who has crossed Right of table to front of it)
I know! You've broken it off with Liane!

MwME. ALvarez. (Two steps to him) Why, Gaston—
is that true?

(GasTON sighs and starts removing his gloves.)

Gicr. They tell about it in Gil Blas.

MME. ALvAREz. No! ! (Crosses to sofa, gets copy of
paper.)

GicI. One of the girls at school cut it out, and brought
it to me, because she knows that we know you.

Gasron. Really, Gigi!

Gicr. But nobody at school blames you, Tonton. They
all say Liane’s behavior hasn’t been what it should be—
ever since you first started to keep her.

MME. ALvarez. Gilberte! (Referring to paper) Ah,
here it is! “Shock For Sugar King.”

(GasToN and MME. ALVAREZ exchange glance.)
“There’s a certain bitterness seeping into the beet-sugar
fortune of Gaston Lachaille these days,—and—”

GasToN. Please, Mamita!

MumE. ALvarez. I'm sorry, Gaston! (Reads the re-
mainder of the article to herself.)

Grc1. (Rushing to look out of the window) What car
are you using today, Tonton? Ohhh, it’s the new Dion-
Bouton landaulette. I've heard that you can drive it with
one hand.
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GasTON. (Crossing to Right end of arch) Oh, any-
body can do that!

MME. ALvarez. (Looking to Gaston) Tsk, tsk! Oh,
how embarrassing!

(GAsTON returns her look. Quickly to Gici, whko is
still at window)
Say goodbye to M. Lachaille, and be off, Gilberte!

Giol. (Coming to Left of GastoN) What a shame! I
have to go to Aunt Alicia’s for my lesson. We could
have had such a lovely game of piquet.

GastoN. We'll do it next time.

Gic1. All right. (Crossing to MME. ALVAREZ) Remem-
ber, that’s a promise. Goodbye, Grandma. (Kisses her.)

MME. Avrvarez. Goodbye, dear.

Gicl. (Jumping over chair Left of table, to up Center)
Goodbye, Tonton!

GastoN. Oh, Gigi! Would you like to have the
chauffeur take you to Aunt Alicia’s in the car?

Gic1. (Stopping suddenly by foyer) Tonton!

GastoN. Then you can send it back.

Gicr. (Rushing Right of table, and throws her arms
about GastoN) Oh, Tonton!

MME. ALvAREz. (From up Left Center) You spoil her,
Gaston.

GastoN. Oh, it’s nothing!

Gic1. Nothing! Nothing— (Turning to MME. AL-
VAREZz) to hear the concierge gasp, when I step into that
terrific car! (To GastoN) May I keep it long enough
for Aunt Alicia to see?

GasTtoN. Go ahead!

Gicr. Oh, Tonton!

MME. ALvArez. Run along, Gigi!

Gic1r. Well, here I go! ! (Jumps over chair Left of
table, and out the front door.)

MME. ALVAREz. (Few steps toward GastonN) Look,
Gaston—what exactly happened about—?

GASTON. (A few steps to her) Mamita—will you make
me a cup of camomile?
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MwMmEe. Arvarez. Of course! We'll have one together.
(Exits into kitchen.)

(LIGHTS. Start dim sun through window.)

(GasToN gives a deep sigh of depression, reaches for his
monocle and inserts it in his eye. After which, we
hear @ CLOCK strike ome. Sounds of dishes and
teapot come from the kitchem, as GASTON sits in
armchair by fireplace. He rises quickly, to discover
he has sat on a ball of yarn and two knitting-
needles, which he tosses onto the mantelpiece. He
sees GIGU's box of rat-tails (licorice), and says:)

GasToN. Will Gigi mind if I eat one of her rat-tails?

MME. ALvArEz. (From kitchen) How could she? You
brought them to her.

GastON. (Takes rat-tail and is about to sit on chair
below fireplace, when suddenly reminded of needles—
making sure the chair is clear, he sits) Anything new
with Aunt Alicia?

MME. ALVAREz. (Entering with tray on which are two
cups of camomile-tea, spoons, and tea-pot, whick she
carries and rests on top of stove in fireplace) No! You
know how it is with my sister—she’s always the same.
Says she prefers to live in her beautiful past than in an
ugly present. (Sitting in armchair) Alicia and her ‘King
of Spain,’ her ‘Duke of Milan,” her ‘Khedive,’ her
‘Rajahs,’” in packages of six, if you want to believe her.

GasTtoN. According to the stories my father told me,
she really knew them.

MwmE. ArLvargez. Oh, there’s no doubt she did. But
when we were young, I didn’t move in her exalted circle.

GasTtoN. Just the same, you made romantic history
yourself, Mamita.

MwMeE. Arvarez. Yes, Gaston— Alicia never boasted
anyone more distinguished than my Senor Alvarez. He
was the love of my life, Gaston. What a saint! And with
a wife who was a devil.
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GASTON. (Stretching his legs out in front of him, in a
reloxed position) Yes? Well, marraige is the one trouble
I know how to keep out of. (WARN Curtain.)

MwnE. ALvarez. How right you are, my boy! And yet,
when Senor Alvarez passed on, something came over me
to take his name. That’s when I started calling myselt
Alvarez—in his memory. (Adopting o sacred poise, by
folding her hands in an attitude of prayer) And from
that very moment, I actually began to look Spanish!

GasTON. (Turning slowly to look at her) It's extra-
ordinary, Manita—but you really do/

MME. ArLvarez. Of course, my dark hair gave me a
good start. Then, it was easy to use white face-powder,
lip-rouge, and lots of eye-shadow.

GasTON. And you rounded out the whole effect by tak-
ing the given name of Inez.

MME. ALvAREz. (Looking at clock on mantel) Ah,
two minutes!—it’s ready! (Hands GastoN his cup of
tea) If I’'m not indiscreet, Gaston—how did your break
with Liane come about?

GasToN. Let’s not go into it now, Mamita! I've had
to listen to jokes about it all day long. The sad thing is
that most of them are pretty funny.

MME. ALvarez. My poor boy! You weren’t even
twenty, when I intervened for you in that quarrel with
Maryse Chuquet.

GasToN. Was that Maryse,—or was it?

MME. ALvarez. Yes,—it was Maryse—the trollop! I
knew she’d leave you again, but since she was in your
blood, I did the best I could to get your mistress back for
you—as if you were my own son!

GastoN. Dear Mamita! You've been better than a
mother to me, always. That’s why I came here today—-
the one place in all Paris, where I can relax, and forget
that, with all my money, I had to catch Liane in bed
with someone else. (Dropping his head in complete
dejection.)

MuME. ALVAREZ. (Hastening to comsole him, rises, to
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him) My poor Gaston! Have a little more camomile—
it will help you to forget!

(LIGHTS fade.)
THE CURTAIN FALLS

ACT ONE
SceneE II

SCENE: A tiny set whick reveals a corner of the boudoir

on the second floor of the small but exquisite house
of Gigi’s Aunt Alicia. It is very costly and like a
jewel case. As a criticism, one might say it is a little
bit TOO MUCH like a jewel case—that it lacks
warmth and is anything but homelike. The whole
atmosphere is one of discreet luxury. The carpet,
covered by Aubusson rugs, gives wings to one’s feet.

The woodwork is gilt. There is a door Right, lead-

. ing to downstairs, and one at Left leading to the

bedrooms. At Center is a large window, looking out
onto the streets of Paris. Niches Right and Left of
window are filled with bits and pieces—evidently
AviciA’s knick-knacks of the past. The green walls
are panelled in baroque gold, and in each panel is a
delicate painting.

Right and Left, in down stage corners, are gold
fixture-stands, holding assorted evergreens.

A straight gold chair at Right. A gold lace-uphol-
stered chaise-longue at Left, above which is a small
table with telephone, note-pad, etc. At Left end of
chaise-lounge is a low, gilt stand—a gold foot-stool
near Right end of chaise-lounge. A floor-lamp (gilt)
it at Right of window. A bell-pull hangs on up stage
side of door Left, a desk down Left.

At RisE: ALiciA’s butler, VICTOR, is ushering in Gio,

and at the same time bearing a glass of water end
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a small pill-box on a silver tray. He goes to down
Left of chaise-longue.

Gic1. (Enters to Right of window) T'll bet you were
surprised, when I pointed out my car down there, weren't
you, Victor?

VICTOR. Surprised is putting it very mildly, Mademoi-
selle.

Gicl. And what did you think—I mean at first?

VicTor. I said to myself, there’s only one thing leit
for Mademoiselle Gilberte now, and that is—-

Grc1. What?

Victor. To arrive in a balloon!

G:or. Really? Let’s take another look at it from here!

(She runs to the window, looks out, and whistles to
the chauffeur below. Frenck motor HORN responds
to Gior's whistle, as VICTOR puts the tray on small
stand Left. She is interrupted by the entrance Left
of AUNT ALICIA. She is seventy years old—dainty
as porcelain, but with a robust health, which she
kides under affectations of frailty. She is wearing an
exquisite dressing-gown of pink chiffon, and her head
is partially covered with a cream lace fichu—she
enters to Left of window.)

Avricia. Gilberte!
Gic1. (Turning quickly to her) Oh! Good afternoon,
Aunty!
(Few steps to ALICIA, leans her forehead forward,
which ALICIA kisses.)
You've got your headache again, Aunt Alicia, haven’t
you?
ALicia. Yes, Gilberte.

(VicToR picks up tray.)

Gior. I always know you’ve got it, when you wear that
lace thing on your hair.
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Aricia. That lace thing, Gilberte, is called a fichu.
(Starts down Center to edge of chaise-lounge) This one
happened to belong to a Queen of France.

(Grc1 gives a low whistle as VicTor serves ALICIA the
pill and glass of water. ALiCIA gives GIGl a disap-
proving look, and VicTor attempts to wern GIGI
with a quick glance. ALICIA catches this, but pro-
ceeds to take pill and water.)

Vicror. Is that all, Madame?
Avuicia. Thank you, Victor.

(This is his dismissal and VICTOR exits Left.)

Grc1. Since you've got your headache, Aunty, perhaps
I won’t have to—-I mean, perhaps you don’t want to give
me my lesson today—

Avicia. That's right, dear. You may stop in the kitchen
on your way out, and pick up a cake you're to take along.

Gic1. Oh, thanks, Aunt Alicia. What kind is it today?

AriciA. Mocha, I believe.

Gicr. Oh! (Rushes to door Right.)

Avicia. You’d better sit down and rest for five minutes
before you start.

GiGL. (In doorway) Oh, I’'m not the least bit tired.
(Assuming a very casual pose) I came over in a car.

Avicia. In a car?

Gicr. (With her usual excitement) In Tonton’s Dion-
Bouton landaulette! He’s at the house with Grandma
now. (Rushes to window, and says) Look!

Avicia. (Following her to Left of window) Gaston
Lachaille in town?! But this is the week of the Flower
Fete in Nice!

Gic1. He didn’t go this time, because he’s broken with
Uiane. (Leans out window, and calls) Oh, Al-bert!

(She is answered by a HORN.)
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Avrrcia. He's what?

Gicr. (Turning to ALicia) He’s broken it off with
Liane! (Leans out window again, and calls) Oh, Albert!
Don’t go away! I'm riding back with you!

(She is answered by TWO HORNS.)

Avuicia. (Pulling Gic1 away from window) Gilberte—
»ne doesn’t give orders to a servant from a second-floor
window, my dear!

Gict. I'm sorry, Aunt Alicia. Oh, Aunty, you should
have seen me driving over here. I pretended to be bored,
like this— (Gives her impression of an elegant lady,
bouncing with the motion of a car) But I could see people
were looking, out of the corner of my eye. And at the
Eiffel Tower, a very elegant man tipped his hat— (Ges-
ture of hat-tipping) —to me. It was just as I had sud-
denly grown up to be a fashionable young lady.

ALICIA. (Looking ker over, deeply thoughtful) It was,
eh?

Gicr. (Holding her head forward jor a quick kiss)
Goodbye, Aunty. Please watch me from the window
when I drive off, will you? (Dashes for door.)

Avricia. Gilberte! Wait a minute—don’t be in such a
hurry!

Gicr. But I—

Aricra. Sit down a moment.

(Grcr hkesitates.)
Sit down!
(Gror sits chair Right, reluctantly. ALICIA crosses
down to her.)
So, M. Lachaille and Mlle. Liane have come to the part-
ing of the ways, eh?

Gicr. Yes.

Avricia. You seem to be sad about it.

Gicr. Of course I am. (Ckildishly lifts foot to the op-
posite knee, and toys with shoe) It’s going to take all
Tonton’s time, to pick out someone new. He won’t come
to the house any more to play piquet, or drink camomile,
or bring me licorice. It'll be pretty gloomy for me.
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Arrcia. Do you know anything about this break-up?

Gic1. (Turns on chair, facing Aricia) Well— (Sud-
denly realizing what she is about to answer) But I'm not
supposed to repeat gossip, am I?

Avicia. This time you may tell me what you have
heard, Gilberte.

Gicl. (Pulling chair a bit closer to ALICIA, and assum-
ing the attitude of a little gossip) Well—you see—one of
the girls at school—Lydia Poret—has a mother who goes
skating all the time at the Palais de Glace. So she heard
all about it there. She says Liane waited around for her
birthday present, and then skipped off—

Avricia. One doesn’t say skipped off, Gilberte, even of
a person whose behavior is completely uncivilized. (Then,
forgetting herself) But where did she skip off—I mean,
where did she disappear to?

Gicl. (Pulling her chair a bit closer) Well, she made
the mistake of trying to hide some place in Normandy
that’s pretty small. So it wasn’t very hard for Tonton to
find out that there were only two bedrooms at the Inn,
and that Liane was in one of them, and a skating pro-
fessor from the Palais de Glace, named Sandomar, was
in the other.

Avicia. Sandomar! (Intrigued) He’s the one who
skates with Polaire every day at five o’clock. (More to
herself) What a physique that man has got!

Gicl1. (Not very interested) Has he?

Avicia. Never mind! (Few steps up Left Center) Do
you know what sort of a birthday gift Lachaille gave her?

Gic1. Why yes—it was a string of thirty-seven mon-
strous pearls. The one in the middle is as big as Mme.
Poret’s thumb. (Attempts to indicate its size, with her
thumb. Then finds it requires both thumbs.)

Aricia. Hmmm! Rich as he is, I'd hardly have thought
Lachaille was that generous.

Gic1. (Relaxing against the back of her chair) Oh,
Mme. Poret said Tonton tried at first to give Liane a

string of small ones. But she absolutely demanded those
monsters.
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AvriciA. She knows how to conduct herself when she
wants to, that young lady.

Gic1. (Rises, crossing to ALicia) Goodbye, Aunty—
until next week.

Avicia. (Patting Gicr's cheek) Goodbye, Gilberte.
You’ll go straight home, dear, won’t you?"

Grc1. Will I? Of course I will. Why now, I can have a
game of piquet with Tonton.

Avicia. Tonton! Will Tonton still be there?

Gicr1. Of course! He can’t leave without his car, Aunty.
Anyway, he’s always good for at least two cups of camo-
mile with Grandma.

Avicia. Take off your coat! (As G reluctantly com-
plies, looks her over with distaste) Ravishing! Tumn
around!

(Gre1 obeys.)
Where did you ever get that garment?

Gicr. It’s an old dress of Mama’s that Grandma made
over for me.

Avricia. It looks it. You-shouldn’t even play piquet in
that, with your grandmother.

Gicl. Oh, but Tonton’s seen me in this dozens of times.
(Slips the coat on one arm) T’ll be back next Sunday,
Aunt Alicia.

AviCIA. Just a moment! I think it’s very wrong of me
to neglect your lessons—even though I have a headache.

Gicr. Oh, Aunt Alicia!

ALiciAa. You're so rapidly getting to be a young lady,
my dear, that one doesn’t dare waste a noment.

Gicr. Oh, but Aunty—

Avrricia. Take off your hat, Gilberte! (ALiciA crosses
above chaise-longue, and pulls bell-rope) You will remain
here for your lunch, and your lesson.

Gic1. (With all her patience, complies) All right,
Aunty. But I’ll have to send Tonton’s car back. (Starts
to window, to call.)

ALICIA. (A few steps toward her) Come away from
that window, child! Victor will dismiss the car properly
for you. (Starts for door Left) Sit down while I fetch
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something for your lession. It’s going to be important
today—very important. (Exits Left.)

(Gic, left alone, gives vent to her disappointment, and
temper, pulls hat from her head and throws it vio-
lently to the floor, then does likewise with her coat.
After which she kicks the Right end of the chaise-
longue.)

Victor. (VICTOR enters Right in time to catch this
display of childish temper) You're right, Mademoiselle—
I never liked that thing myself!

Gicl. (Now hopping about on one foot, holding the
other, recently injured) Don’t joke, Victor! I want—I
mean, ske wants you to send M. Lachaille’s car back.

(Enter AuiCiA, with jewel-box and keys.)

Vicror. Very well, Mademoiselle.

ALICIA. (Putting jewel-box on small stand Left) Oh,
Victor!

Victor. Yes, Madame?

Avrcia. You may serve luncheon today for two, but
1glive us a half hour for Mlle. Gilberte to have her lesson

rst.

Victor. Very well, Madame. (Picks up Gicr's kat and
coat from floor, and exits Right.)

ALICIA. (Sitting Left end of chaise-longue) Gilberte—
just how old are you, exactly?

Grol. (Who is still up Center) Same as the other day,
Aunty—sixteen.

Aricia. Whom do you have as friends?

Gic1. (Limping to front of chaise-longue) Nobody.
Grandma only allows me to play with the very little
children. She doesn’t want me going around with any-
one my own age.

Avicra. She's right, for once.

Gic1. Oh, but I do adore the little ones. It’s such fun
to play house, and pretend that I'm their mother.
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Avricia. And that amuses you?

Gicl. Oh yes—they’re so divine, those youngsters!
(Sits Right end of chaise-longue) 1 wish they belonged
to me, every one of them.

Auicia. Perhaps it’s just as well they don’t. (Taking
Gicr’s hands in hers) Now, tell me, Gilberte, whether or
not you've got any bees in your bonnet?

Gic1. Bees in my bonnet?

Aricia. Any young men hanging about? Any college
student with his books still under his arm? Any middle-
aged gentleman? If you lie, I'll know it.

Gicr. But there’s nobody, Aunty. Has someone been
telling stories about me?

ALICIA. (Patting her cheek) No, child. I just wanted
to be sure. (Gets jewel-box keys.)

Gicl. But why does Grandma forbid me to accept any
invitations?

ALicia. Because you’d only be asked out by ordinary
people, who wouldn’t be of any use to you.

Gi61. And we're not ordinary people?

Aricia. No, indeed, we are not!

Gic1. But what makes us different from those ordinary
people, Aunty?

ALicia. In the main, Gilberte, it’s because they marry.

Gro1. Is that the reason why I'm forbidden ever to
talk to any young men?

Aricia. Yes. (Turns and unlocks jewel-box)

Grc1. But, Aunty, why is it we’re not supposed to get
married?

ALiCIA. (Turning to her) Well, marraige with us is
not forbidden. But in place of marrying at first, it’s al-
ways possble that we may marry at last.

Grc1. But why not at first?

ALicIA. Because if we marry at first, he’s certain to be
the sort who will—vulgarize us.

Gicr. You mean somebody like a shopkeeper?

Avicia. Exactly.

Gic1. But won’t he be just the same sort, if we marry
him at last?



28 GIGI ACT 1

Avicia. Yes—he's likely to be. But by that time, one
has one’s memories. (Lifts stand with jewel-box to be-
tween G161 and herself, and opens box, displaying array
of jewels) Now, we’ll begin the lesson for today.

Gic1. (Slides to sit on footstool, front of chaise-longue)
Oh— Oh, Auuty!

Avicia. You never dreamed I had so many jewels, did
you?

Gic1. I didn’t know there were that many in all of
France!

Avrtcia. (Takes ring from box, and holds it up for in-
spection) Now—what is this, Gilberte?

Gicl. (Being the attentive pupil) A diamond.

Avicia. What kind?

Gic1. A—an oblong one.

Avicia. Yes. (Putting ring on Gicl's finger) And the
weight of it is five carats.

Gicr. It is?

AviciA. (Taking another jewel) Now, take these dia-
monds, which are set around this ruby. Their weight is
half a carat each. (Pins jewel on Gicr's dress) Anything
less than that, I call a chip. Will you remember that?

Gicl. Yes, Aunty.

ALICIA. (Selecting another jewel) Ah, this ring! What
memories it brings up!

Gior. It’s a very large stone, Aunty.

AviciA. It was given to me by my mother, when I was
only fifteen. She put it on my finger and said always wear
this, my child, and nobody will ever dare give you one
that’s smaller—and it worked. (Puts ring on Gic1. Pick-
ing up another jewel) Now-—what is this?

Gic1. (Studies it) Mmmmmm—a—topaz?

Avricia. A topazP—A topaz, among my jewels!

Gic1. I'm sorry, Aunty.

Avicta. Why not an agate? Or a cat’s eye.

Gic1. Then—then what is it, Aunt Alicia?

Aricia. It’s a jonquil diamond, you little barbarian.
(Holding ring closer to Gici) And study it closely for
color—or you’ll wind up your career with topazes. (Puts
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ring on Gio1, and reaches for another ring) And—this?
Gicl. (Entranced) Why, that’s an emerald!
(ALICIA puts ring on her.)
Ohh—it’s beautiful!

AvriciA. There are very few emeralds in this world that
have ever possessed such a miracle of evanescent blue.

Gic1. Who gave you that emerald, Aunty?

Avicia. A king.

Gic1. (Holding the rings at arm’s length, surveying
them) A great king?

Avicia. No,—a little one. Great kings don’t give away
very valuable stones.

Gic1. Why not?

Avricia. If you want my opinion, it’s because they’re
rather stingy. But you must learn never to accept a sec-
ond-rate jewel, even from a king.

Giol. (Reverently) Yes, Aunt Alicia.

ALicia. It’s much better to wait until first-rate ones
come along.

Gric1. What if they don’t come along?

AvriC1A. (Removing the jewels from Gicr's hands, and
returning them to box) Then hold firmly to your ideals
just the same. Better wear a ring that cost 100 sous, than
a bad diamond costing 3000 francs. At least you can say
it’s a memento from some female relative.

Gic1. Aunty, who does give away the most valuable
jewels?

AriciIA. Men who are timid—men who are conceited.
Climbers, because they think giving away monstrous jew-
els is proof of culture. And, speaking of culture, never
under any circumstances, wear artistic jewels, And always
protect yourself against family heirlooms. (Moves stand
with jewel-box to its original position.)

Gici. But Grandma wears a very beautiful cameo
around her neck, on a ribbon.

Avuicia. There is no such thing as a beautiful cameo!
You must only recognize precious stones and pearls.

Gic1. (Stretching her legs forward, and leaning back
against the chaise-longue) Aunty, I just adore opals!
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Avricia. That’s all right, dear,—so long as you don’t
wear them.

Gicr1. You think they bring people bad luck?

Avicia. I think nothing of the kind. But a good, healthy
set of superstitions is a necessity when dealing with men.

Gict. Why, Aunty?

ALicia. Because the poor things are not as intelligent
as we are. So it’s only good manners to play the fool for
them. That’s where superstitions come in handy.

Gicl. (Trying to show real interest in things) Aunty—
what is a bracelet set in—malachite?

Avrrcia. Always a calamity! Where did you ever hear
of such a thing? (Rising) Get.up, child! Stand over there!

(Giet rises, and moves as indicated to Right Center.
AviciA follows to just Left of her, lifting Gicr’s kead
to the light.)
Beautiful jaws, my child! (Using her hands to open
Gic1’s mouth) What teeth! (A step back from her) What
teeth, I'd have been able to eat up all of France.
(Gro1 closes her mouth.)
As it was, I was able to get away with rather a large slice
of it. (Resuming her inspection of Grcr) An impossible
little nose—undistinguished mouth—cheekbones like a
Russian moujik’s—

Gic1. (Distressed) Oh, Aunty!

AviciA. (Taking a step up to observe her in profile)
Never mind—you have all the equipment necessary in
your eyes, your eyelashes, your teeth, and your hair—
and as for your figure—possibilities— (Ske makes a ges-
ture with the back of her hand toward Gicl, and slowly
outlines the contour of her bosom) Very nice—possibil-
ities.

(G1or’s eyes drop to observe first the right and then
left breast.)
I wonder if you’re going to have any taste in dress. When
you think of being well turned out, Gilberte, how do you
see yourself?
Gic1. (With great excitement) Oh, but I understand
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very well what’s becoming to me, Aunty! I saw the pic-
ture of a dress in a fashion-book, that was designed for
Mme. Lucie Gerard. Hundreds of little pin-tucks in pearl-
grey chiffon, from top to bottom— (Gestures elaborately,
to describe the effect.)

Avricia. Don’t gesticulate, dear. It makes you look
common.

Gicl. And I saw another picture—in color-—a dress of
brocade, a sort of lavender blue, on a background of black
velvet—cut—cut, so that the train looks like the tail of
a peacock! (Another gesture describing the tail of the
peacock.)

ALicia. Just like an actress!

Gic1. (Pleased with herself) Yes.

ALicia. It wasn’t meant as a compliment. I tell you
what I’'m going to do, child-— (Takes note-pad and pen-
cil from table back of chaise-longue, and crossing front
of chaise-longue, sits Left end of it) I'm going to give
you a note to the head saleswoman at Paquin.

GiG1. (Excited) Pa—Pa—

AvLICIA. (Starts to scratch off note) Paquin. She’s an
old colleague of mine—she failed and had to go to work.

Gicr. Oh, Aunt Alicia—a dress from Paquin’s!!
(Crosses to Right end of chaise-longue.)

Aricia. But I thought you werer’t interested in
clothes?

Gic1. I'm just not interested in the clothes they make
me at the house.

AvriciA. (Folding the note) 1 don’t wonder! Here, child.
One who risks nothing, gains nothing.

Gicl. (Kneeling on chaise-longue, arms around Avricia)
Oh, Aunty—thanks, thanks, thanks!

Avricia. Not too rough, dear. Don’t disarrange my hair!

(Knock on the door Right.)
Come in.

Victor. (Enters) Luncheon is served, Madame,

ALICIA. (Rising, takes jewel-box, starts for Ledroom
door) We'll be down directly. (Exits Left.)
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(VicTor replaces choir Right, as Gicl goes to Left of
him.)

Gic1. (Half whispers it) Hoy, Victor! What do I have
to learn how to eat today?

VicTor. For the first course, there will be eggs, brou-
illes, mousseline a I'Imperatrice.

Gicl. Are they going to be very complicated?

Victor. Merely scrambled. The entree will be ortolans.

Gicl. Oh, those nasty little birds! (WARN Curtain.)

Victor. But the ortolans need not be complicated,
either, if you cut them in two— (Using his finger to indi-
cate knife) with one stroke of your knife. Do it with
authority, and then pop the entire half in your mouth.

Gicr. Bones and all?

VicTor. Bones and all!

Gicr. Oh, dear!

VicTor. But the bones of an ortolan really make little,
if any, difference, Madamoiselle.

Gic1. Maybe not, but you know my Aunt! She’ll go
right on asking questions that I'll have to answer with
my whole mouth full of bird bones.

Avricia. (Enters) 1 thought I told you, Victor, that we
would be down presently.

Vicror. Yes, Madame. (Exits Right.)

Avricia. (To above chaise-longue) Now, my dear, if
you'd like to help a poor, feeble old lady down to the
dining-room.

(Grol, crossing to above ALiC1A, offers her arm, and
they both start to Center.)
When luncheon is over, remind me to teach you how to
choose a cigar.

Gicr. (Stopping suddenly, and swinging to fromt of
Avricia) Aunty! I don’t have to smoke a cigar!

Aricia. Certainly not. But a woman who learns a man’s
reference in everything is always well armed against
im.

(Gror starts toward door Right.)
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Take care—don’t walk like a grenadier! Put oue foot in
front of the other—
(Gior obeys, but in looking back at ALIC1A, is about
to bump into the chair Right.)
Look where you’re going!
(G1c1 comes to a sudden stop and pivots, to head for
door.)
Not so stiff! Hold your head up! A woman should float,
like a swan.
(Gror stiffly raises her arms to waist-kigh position,
thereby giving the effect of a bird in full wing, and
proceeds through door. ALICIA follows.)
Put your arms down, child—hold your head up—walk
gracefully—that’s better—

(LIGHTS fade, and the Curtair. falls.)

ACT ONE
Scene III

One hour later. Mme. Alvarez’s living room.

GaAsTON is still with MME. ALVAREZ. They have long since
finished their camomile, and GASTON, with the flood-
gates of his reserve finally opened, is pacing from
Right to Left, going into the agonizing details of his
plight with his mistress. MME. ALVAREZ is seated on
;oja, Left, with basket of darning. She darns as she
istens.

Gaston. So that’s the whole story, Mamita. (Sits on
sofa, Center) But I keep on asking myself: What is it
they require, these women, in order to be faithful?

MME. ALvarez. Yes, who can one trust these days,
Gaston? It’s very baffling.

GastoN. I've always tried to be generous with miss-
tresses, I think. But the conniving that goes on—and
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even worse. Sometimes I feel as if I'm living with some
thief for a roommate. Sometimes I even hide my diamond
cuff-links. (Taking from his pocket a gold cigarette case,
studded with jewels) And this cigarette casel

Mwme. ALvarez. Poor Gaston!

GasToN. You may believe it or not, Mamita, but some-
times in a hotel bedroom I’ve even thought of trying to
find a place to hide my sable-lined overcoat.

MuME. ALvarREz. And yet people think the rich don’t
have their troubles!

GastoN. Troubles! Hah! Why, the only money I ever
spend without feeling I’'m being cheated, is when I make
a donation to some charity, because I realize in advance
that I needn’t expect any return.

MwME. ALvarez. Like throwing it out of the window,
eh?

GastoN. That’s right. But don’t think I'm over ex-
travagant, Mamita!

MwME. ALvarez. Oh, I don’t!

GasToN. Why, even when I bought my yacht, I first
made sure that the King of Bulgaria was after it. So
three months later, I sold it to him at a very nice profit.
Same thing when I purchased that newspaper. Yes, I can
always make money, but the problem is, how to kang on
to it. There isn’t a single moment when I don’t have to
be on my guard.

MME. ALvAREzZ. But what a dreadful way of living,
Gaston!

GasToN. Isn’t it? (Looking three-quarters fromt) 1
never look into my mirror in the morning, without saying
to myself: somewhere in Paris there’s some other man
who’s enjoying the favors that I’m paying for in good,
hard cash!

MME. ALvarez. And to think he’s only a skating
teacher.

GastoN. Yes—I simply can’t understand it, when I'm
such an excellent skater myself!

MwME. ALvarez. I'm afraid Liane is basically pretty
vulgar!
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GastoN. Yes. Well—ha, ha, ha! (Rises, and crosses
toward mantel) —I’ll economize on a decorated carriage
for the Flower Fete, anyway! (Glances at clock) 1 say,
look at the time, will you?! And I've an important en-
gagement at the Jockey Club!

MME. ALVAREZ. (Rises, to front of dining table) That’s
right, my dear. Try to see as much of your young friends
as possible.

GastoN, (Crossing to her) That’s just what I intend
to do. Thank you, Mamita— (Shakes hands with her)
And thanks for the camomile.

Gicl. (Enters front door, out of breath) Ouff! When
I saw Tonton’s car was still outside, I fairly flew upstairs!
(T'o above table) Now, Tonton—have you got time for
our game of piquet?

GasToN. (Who has backed a few steps to Right when
Gia1 entered) Well—some of the fellows are waiting for
me at the club—

Gicr. It'll be the same a hundred years from now!

MuME. ALvarez. You mustn’t beg him, Gigi.

Gic1. Come on, Tonton!

GastoN. Well, maybe—just one rubber!

GiG1. (In her excitement, jumps over chair Right of
table, to emptied box of licorice) T'll get the cards!!

(GasToN pulls out chair Right of table for Gici. She
crosses to it, and sits at table, preparing for card
game. GASTON crosses above table, and sits Left
of it.)

MME. ALVAREZ. And how did you find your Aunt
Alicia?

Gic1. Well, at first she said she had her headache—

MME. ALVAREZ. (Crossing to chair down Right, with
her mending, sits) As if she ever had a headache in her
whole, entire life!

Gic1. (Preparing cards for cutting) Then she changed
her mind, and decided I was growing up, and ought to
learn all about carats—not the vegetable, you know, but
the measure of a diamond.
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GasToN. Good heavens, young woman!

Gicl. (Discovering the empty licorice box) Who’s
eaten up all my licorice? (Gives a quick look to MME.
ALVAREZ, then to GasToN) Tonton! Now, was that nice?

GastoN. Say! Did I eat all of them?

Gicr. Yes, and you’ve got to bring me another box.

GastoN. I'll send you one. I'm off to Switzerland to-
MOTTow.

Gic1. Well, see that you don’t forget it. (Tuming on
hker chair, faces MME. ALvarez) Oh, there’s the most
tremendous news, Grandma. I’'m to have a dress from
Paquin—

GasToN. Paquin?

Gicl. One to play cards in with Tonton— Aunty said
so!

MwmeE. Arvarez. (Thoughtfully) Really?

Gic1. That’ll be chic, won’t it?

GasToN. It most certainly will.

Gic1. (Leaning on table, her legs still draped alongside
of her chair) All ready, partner?

Mume. Arvarez. Gigi dear—pull down your skirt!

(G1c1 obeys, end correcis her position.)

Gaston. I'll play you for ten pounds of sugar.
(LIGHTS start exterior dim.)
Gic1. Oh—that stuff!

MwMe. Arvarez. Gigi, where is your respect?

Gici. Well, Tonton always wants to bet with sugar,
because he gets it for nothing!

MwuE. ALvarez. Gilberte!

GasTon. Let her alone, Mamita! What do you want to
play for, then?

Gici. Any suggestions?

GasTON. Some silk stockings?

Gror. No. Silk stockings itch my legs. (Skoves pack of
cards towards GastoN) Cut, Tonton! (Ske leans on table,
and strikes a contemplative mood, while winding a strand

of hair about the end of her nose) Let—me—see—I think
I'd rather have a—



ACT I GIGI 37

MnEe. ALvarez. Gigi,—that’s not a very elegant ges-
ture, my dear.

Gic1. Oh. (Turns to table, cuts cards, and says) Well,
my deal! (Starts to deal cards) I know what I'd like to
win—but it’s expensive.

GASTON. (Picking up his cards) All right—out with it!

Grer. (Still dealing) A Nile-green corset, with garters
embroidered in moss roses.

(GAsTON whistles.)

MwME. ALvarez. Now really, dear!

Gic1. (Getting an even better ldea) No! What I'd like
to have most of all, is a music-roll!

GasToN. But you don’t take your music to school, do
you?

Gic1. (Picking up her cards, and arrenging them) No
—but at school the girls put their lessons in a music-roll,
because it makes them look like students at the Conserv-
atory.

Mwme. Arvarez. Gilberte, that’s enough nonsense, now.

GastoN. Look out, my friend, I don’t need a single
card.

Gic1. Don’t let that fool you, my partner—-I couldn’t
have picked mine better, if I’d stole them!

ANDREE. (ANDREE enters Center, carrying the eve-
ning paper, “Figaro” ) Well— Heavens above—if it isn’t
Gaston!

(Goes to above table. GASTON rises, shakes hands with
her, during whick time Gicl grabs his other hand,
in whichk he has his cards, and steals a quick glance
at them.)

GastoN. Oh, Good afternoon, Andree.
ANDREE. Please sit down!

(He does so, and ANDREE crosses and puts paper om
,p;ian;, then crosses up to hat-rack, and removes
at.
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Gror. What’s so unusual about Tonton being here,
Maman?

AnpreE. Nothing. But it’s a coincidence— (To above
table) —because everybody was talking about Gaston
backstage today. You and your break with Liane.

(MME. ALvAREZ fakes a distracting cough.)
Have you a cold, Maman?

GasTon. I wish they’d leave the whole subject alonel

MME. ALvarez. But what a compliment, Gaston! The
Opera Comique isn’t generally up on the gossip of the
past century!

Gic1. Your play, idiot!

GasToN. Oh, beg your pardon, half-wit!

ANDREE. (Crossing Right of Gicr's chair, to mantel,
fixes hair) 1f 1 could only have telephoned you, Maman,
I wouldn’t have come home today to dinner.

MME. ALvarez. And why not?

AnDREE. I had an invitation to dine out.

MwME. ALvarez. With someone new? Who is he?

ANDREE. Mademe Le Clerc.

MuME. ALvarez. Oh!

ANDREE. It was a wonderful chance to go to work on
her, and get her to work on her husband, about that part
in the new production. (Crossing up Right of Gicr’s
chair, looking at Gicr's cards) Don’t you think we ought
to have a telephone?

GasToN. Sure! Why don’t you, Mamita?

MME. ALVAREZ.. Because Andree would be forever talk-
ing to some no-account.

ANDREE. (Has crossed to behind GastoN, and looked
at his cards) Maman says we’ve got to wait until Gigi’s
grown up enough to have admirers.

(Gre1 has just trumped a play of GASTON.)
GasToN. Does she? Just a moment, my friend, you’re
cheating!
Giar. Liar!

ANDREE. Maman says that telephones are only useful
to women when they want to lie to men.
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(She signals to Gict which card to play. Gicl takes her
cue and plays another card.)

Mue. ALvarez. Did you sing well at the matinee, dear?

ANDREE. (Approves of Gicl’s strategy) Yes, very well,
Maman—as usual. (Crosses down, sits sofa, and starts
reading paper.)

GastoN. You little robber—you’ve got that fourth
King up your sleeve!

Gicr. I have not--you big, stupid parrot-nose! (Kicks
him playfully under the table.)

MumE. ALvarez. Children! Children!

ANDREE. Well—here’s a picture of Liane in Figaro!/

MME. ALVAREZ. (Ready to murder her) And why not?
The most important liaison in Paris shattered?!

ANDREE. (Holding paper toward Gaston) Want to
see it, Gaston?

Gic1. Really, Maman—Tonton knows what she looks
like!

ANDREE. Gaston, if I were you, I'd pay Liane back by
taking someone tremendously important—not just the
first little girl you see, but some woman of the very top
aristocracy!

GastoN. Yes, that might be an idea. (Turns kis atten-
tion to card game.)

MME. ALvarez. Andree—you’d have him changing a
one-eyed horse for a blind one!

ANDREE. (Still busy with her paper) Somebody around
the theater says there’s an acrobat at the Olympia who
has the best chance with you

GastoN. Oh! That one!

MME. ALvarez. (With alarm) What one?

GasToN. She calls herself “the Cobra.”

Gicl. (Impatiently) It’s your play, stupid!

GasrtoN. (Playing card) 1'm sorry, spider-legs!

AnDREE. The Cobra’s very pretty, isn’t she, Gaston?

Gaston. Ravishing!

MwMmE. ALvArRiz. Really, Andree!—Gaston Lachaille
Is not for any mere music-hall entertainer. Give him
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credit for supplanting Liane with something completely
original!

ANDREE. (Putting down the paper) Original! Why,
they bring this girl onstage in a basket, no bigger than
that— (Indicates size) —and she comes out of it, un-
winding like a snake (Demonstrating) And if that isn’t
original, what is? (Rises, crossing to Center) The entire
Jockey Club is absolutely mad about her! (Her wvoice
reaching a pitck of excitement.)

MwME. ALvarez, (Rising) Andree, your voice is getting
husky! (Quickly takes teapot from tray on stove, and
going to ANDREE) Go and gargle!

ANDREE. (Dropping her voice to a whisper) Oh dear,
I hadn’t noticed!

MME. ALvArREz. Here! Take a mouthful of this, and
leave it there—leave it an hour! (She jams teapot in
ANDREE’s abdomen.)

ANDREE. (Completely mystified, but anxious to protect
her voice) All right, Maman. (Takes pot, starts for bed-
room; still bewildered, she turns and looks at MME.
ALVAREZ.)

MmME. ALvarez. Jackass!

(ANDREE exits into bedroom. MME. ALVAREZ returns to
down Right.)

GASTON. (About to make a brilliant play) So—I'm
a stupid parrot-nose, am 1? (Plavs his card.)

lGIB;I. That’s what I said! (Triumphantly trumps his
play.

GastoN. You lanky, overgrown weed—you’ve been
cheating again!

Gro1. (With playful menace, as she slowly begins to
rise) What—did—you—call—me?

(She takes end of large table-cover, throws it over Gas-
TON’S head, and quickly pulls him from his chair, to
the floor—they tussle.)
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