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THE COMPOSER

Michael Dellaira’s “haunting harmonies” (NewMusicBox.org), his “eloquence and sen-
sitivity” (New York Times) and his “flair for vocal writing” (ClassicsToday.com) are
nowhere more evident than in this recording of Chéri. Not surprisingly, his choral works
are widely performed in the U.S. and Europe, most recently at the Eighth World
Symposium on Choral Music in Copenhagen, and his first work for theater, the monodrama
Maud (written for mezzo- soprano and computer-generated sounds) was awarded an
ASCAP Morton Gould Award as well as First Prize by the American Society of University
Composers. Dellaira has also been awarded two residencies at The Composers
Conference, a Fulbright Fellowship to Rome, grants from the American Music Center,
Cary Trust, Ford Foundation, Mellon Foundation, New Jersey Arts Council and most
recently, a Jerome Foundation commission from the American Composers Forum. A
graduate of Georgetown University and the Academy of Santa Cecilia, he earned his
Ph.D. in music composition from Princeton University. His principal teachers were
Robert Parris, Milton Babbitt and Goffredo Petrassi. Currently Dellaira is Composer-in-
Residence at the The Center for Contemporary Opera in New York, and his forthcoming
opera, based on Joseph Conrad’s novel The Secret Agent, with a libretto by J.D.
McClatchy, is a joint commission from the Center for Contemporary Opera, Long Leaf
Opera and San Antonio Opera.

Music by Michael Dellaira | Libretto by Susan Yankowitz (after the novel by Colette)
Direction by Carlin Glynn | Music Director: Mark Shapiro
The Actors Studio workshop production, May 6-9, 2005

Fred Peloux, tenor  
Erik Lautier
Known as Chéri, a beautiful, young man
of 23, vain and arrogant

Léa de Lonval, mezzo-soprano
Maggi-Meg Reed
An ex-courtesan of 49, still voluptuous
and beautiful. An intelligent woman of wit
and insight into matters of the heart.

Edmée, coloratura soprano  
Elena Shaddow
Very pretty young girl of 19, sheltered 
and shy.

Charlotte Peloux, soprano  
Marni Nixon
Chéri’s mother, an ex-courtesan, and 
longtime friend of Léa. An ungraceful,
often nervous woman, Charlotte neverthe-
less retains a voracious appetite for life. 
In her enthusiasm she often repeats 
phrases to make sure no one misses her
pearls of wisdom.

Marie-Laure, mezzo-soprano, alto
Lorinda Lisitza
Edmée’s mother, an ex-courtesan, is
younger and more dignified than Charlotte,
but extremely vain, always striking poses.

Lili, alto  
Lucille Patton
The oldest of Léa’s three courtesan friends,
tries to look the youngest, sporting tight
corsets, heavy make-up and brilliant dyed hair.

Patron, bass-baritone  
Peter Clark
Handsome, virile man in his 40’s; Chéri’s
boxing instructor and an old friend (and
perhaps former lover) of Léa.

The Chanteuse, soprano  
Charlotte Cohn
Sexy entertainer at Le Dragon Bleu who has
a fling with Chéri. Must be able to sing
seductively in both “pop” and operatic styles.

Prince Guido, tenor  
Lucas Blondheim
Handsome boy with a pronounced stutter,
in his late teens.



THE LIBRETTIST 
Susan Yankowitz is a novelist, lyricist and librettist as well as a playwright, whose work has
been translated into ten languages. Among her plays are Phaedra in Delirium (winner of the
QRL poetic play competition); Terminal and 1969Terminal1996, collaborations with Joseph
Chaikin’s Open Theatre (Drama Desk Award); A Knife in the Heart (Sledgehammer Theatre
2002); Foreign Bodies (finalist, O’Neill Conference 2008) and Night Sky, presented
throughout the United States and internationally. It had an off-Broadway revival in spring,
2009. Her monologue about Mukhtaran Mai, the Pakistani woman who triumphed over a
gang rape, has been produced widely as part of Seven with 2009 presentations confirmed
for New York, Minneapolis and London. True Romances, with music by Elmer Bernstein, is
scheduled for production in L.A. during fall, 2009. In addition to her work for the stage, she
has written a novel, Silent Witness, published by Knopf, and several films and television
plays. Her teleplay, The Prison Game, was aired on PBS, as was Sylvia Plath: Arrow to the
Sun, which won a WGA nomination for the best-written documentary of the season. Her work
has been honored by grants from the Guggenheim Foundation, NEA, NYFA, TCG, Berilla
Kerr, McKnight and Rockefeller Foundations, among others. She is a frequent fellow at Yaddo
and MacDowell, and is a member of The Actors Studio, New Dramatists, PEN, The Dramatists
Guild, and WGAE. Recently she was a resident artist (HARP) in HERE’s Dream Music Program.

THE STORY

Two courtesans now comfortably retired (Marie-Laure and Charlotte) have arranged the marriage
of their children. Young and pretty, Edmée (Marie-Laure’s daughter) will wed Charlotte’s
son, the arrogant and vain Fred, also known as Chéri. Marie-Laure and Charlotte of course

are aware that for the past six years Chéri has been involved in a sexual relationship with
their good friend, Léa, now 49 years old but at one time the most desirable of all the
women of the Parisian demi-monde. Though such relationships between older women and
younger men are common, and encouraged, in this world, no one expects the pair to fall
in love. But Léa and Chéri have, and now that Chéri is about to be married, Léa realizes
that age is her enemy; much older than he, she will lose her allure—and, she fears, lose
him—so she decides she must give him up. 

Adapted from Colette’s 1921 novel, Susan Yankowitz’s libretto is comic and sad, poignant and
ribald, serious and light-hearted, for where such barriers as class, race, or politics divide the
lovers in works like La Traviata, West Side Story, South Pacific, Romeo and Juliet, or Tosca,
Chéri is a bittersweet meditation on that moment when all persons “of a certain age” realize
they have crossed the invisible meridian that separates their youth from what is left of their lives.

THIS RECORDING

Since an audio disk cannot contain the stage directions (not to mention lighting, sets or
costumes) that convey much of the drama unfolding onstage, for this recording I culled
only half the music from Chéri from the four performances that took place at The Actors
Studio in May 2005. I was able therefore to choose my favorite musical passages without
regard to whether, taken together, they tell an abridged version of the story. And I have 
re-arranged their order somewhat, again irrespective of their actual sequence on stage.
Even so, the listener who makes it through the whole disk should have little trouble under-
standing what has happened on stage and when.

—Michael Dellaira



(Tracks 1-3 are from Act II,
Scene 4, the final scene of 
the opera.)
1. What will I do tomorrow?
(MIDNIGHT bells peal. LÉA is in
her bedroom, preparing to retire.
SHE is wearing a luxurious silk
dressing gown and her hair is
gathered up in a stylish turban.) 
LÉA
What will I do tomorrow?
And the days after that?
Wake to the first sparrow
And the milkman’s cart,
Eat filet of sole and drink 
champagne, invest in oil, 
embroider with lace.
Maybe I should buy a dog 
for company…

(shaking her head)
Oh, time slips by, time slips by…
2. It was you
(SHE has begun turning down the
lights when a door outside slams.
Footsteps run up the stairs. LÉA
freezes as CHÉRI bursts in, his
topcoat unbuttoned, his hat on
his head.)
CHÉRI
Léa!

LÉA (startled but instantly 
composing herself)
So: you remember my name,
but where have you put your
manners.
Is that the way to come into 
a room?!
You might at least take off your
hat and say ‘bon soir’.
CHÉRI (deflated; takes off his
hat; sullenly)
Bon soir. May I sit down?
LÉA
If you like.
(HE sits down. A long silence as
she continues turning down the
lights. Finally CHÉRI can stand it
no longer.)
CHÉRI
Don’t you want to know why I am
here?
LÉA (feigning indifference)
Oh, I suppose you had too much
to drink, 
And lost your way home.
CHÉRI (excitedly)
No, no, I’ve found my home!
It’s with you! My home is here!
LÉA (turning her back so he won’t
see her exhilaration; haughtily)

Really? You might have informed
me.
Didn’t it occur to you I might
be…entertaining… someone
tonight?
CHÉRI (pulling her toward him)
I thought I could escape to
another pair of arms
But wherever I went, I searched
for you.
If a door flew open, I went
breathless; it was you.
If the telephone rang or the 
postman came 
My heart sang; it was you.
It was you… on every corner
It was you… in each café
From one bedroom to the other
The nights were never ending
What else could I do
But try to keep pretending
It was you.
LÉA
He has come home! Come home
to me!
CHÉRI, LÉA
I thought I could escape 
to another pair of arms
But wherever I go, I search for you.

If a door swings open, I go
breathless; it is you…
(As music continues, CHÉRI
unbuttons his shirt.)
LÉA (truly breathless)
Chéri!
CHÉRI (quoting her; teasingly)
You remember my name—
but where have you put your
manners?
You might at least take off your
gown and say—
LÉA
How can you do this to me?
(But her hands move to untie her
dressing gown)
CHÉRI
It was you
LÉA
On every corner
It was you
CHÉRI
In each café
From one bedroom to the other
LÉA
The night was never ending
What else could I do
But try to keep pretending
BOTH
It was you
(THEY embrace in the dimly lit
room.)

LÉA
I am giving way…
CHÉRI (triumphantly)
And what will you tell your lovers
now?
LÉA
I am giving way…
CHÉRI (demanding now)
What will you tell your lovers?!
LÉA (a confession, a surrender)
…I have no lover.
You, you are my only love.
CHÉRI (ecstatically)
She has no lover!
I, I am her only love!
(THEY fall onto the bed; LÉA turns
off the last light. In the darkness.)
LÉA
I am giving way
To the most terrible joy of my life!
(In the pitch dark room the
rustlings and sounds of lovemak-
ing are heard as night gradually
gives way to dawn.) 
3. The great love that comes
only once
(In the bedroom, the early light
streams through the window. LÉA
rises from the bed. Her turban
has come off in the heat of love-
making; her hair is upswept in a
knot with a few wisps escaping
around her cheeks and brow. 

SHE gazes tenderly at the 
sleeping CHÉRI.)
LÉA
He will want his brioche and 
chocolat when he wakes…
How could I believe he was a
passing fancy like all the others? 
What a fool I was! 
He is the great love that comes
only once,
The great love that comes only
once.
We will be discreet, leave 
the city,
and lead a quiet life in the Midi.
(leaning closer to him)
The way he sleeps with his arm
across his brow,
he looks like a boy of ten… 

(reflecting)
A boy of ten… And when he
wakes, what will he see?
When I open the shutters and the
light streams in,
What will he see?
He will see his Léa. That’s all. 
His Léa.
No. He will see an old woman.
If not today, then tomorrow. 
Or next month.
He will feel trapped, alone in 
the country with me.

EXCERPTS FROM THE LIBRETTO



5. My mother has been dreaming
of this hour
EDMÉE
My mother has been dreaming 
of this hour
since you first gave me a flower
in this very garden.

(bursting out)
Oh, Chéri, I hope you will tell me
everything, everything—
Your smallest need, your deepest
fear, 
What makes you despair or laugh
or sing—
CHÉRI (interrupting, touched and
embarrassed)
I will give you the best of myself.
(wryly)
If I can find it.
(pulls her close)
We really have a great deal in
common, you know.
We are both orphans in a way.
CHARLOTTE (overhearing)
I beg your pardon!
EDMÉE
He only means that my mother
sent me away
At such a young age—
CHARLOTTE
I did nothing of the kind with my
son!

CHÉRI
No. You kept me at home, raised
me as the child
Of a high-class tart—
CHARLOTTE (indignant; shocked)
Oh! Oh!
CHÉRI 
And while you ‘entertained,’
You left me to the tender mercies
of your servants—
And Léa. 
CHARLOTTE
Shhh, shhh, not in front of
Edmée!
CHÉRI
She can’t be as innocent as all
that, maman! 
Everyone in Paris knows—
CHARLOTTE
Shhh, shhh!
EDMÉE (bravely)
Merci, Madame, but I believe 
I can protect myself.
CHÉRI 
I hope so.
(nuzzles Edmée’s hair)
You smell of vanilla, like a little
girl… 
LÉA (watching them from a 
distance)
What a pair they make,
What a beautiful pair.

(Sways, dizzy. CHARLOTTE runs 
to her.)
6.White
CHARLOTTE
Léa! What is wrong with you?
PATRON (protectively)
Nothing. Perhaps she ate too
much today. 
CHARLOTTE (leading LÉA to 
a bench)
But she’s so pale; she might
faint.
Come, dear, sit with me, right
here, right here. 
LÉA (resisting)
Charlotte. Really. I’m late.
CHARLOTTE (ignoring her 
complaint)
Shame, shame on you!
The truth is: You are greedy,
greedy! 
You had the boy for six years, 
Chéri became a man in your bed
and for that I say ’merci, Léa,
merci, merci’ —
but now he is ready for Edmée,
and marriage, marriage! 
The whole world envies youth!
Make way for youth, make way 
for youth! 
LÉA (standing; moving away)
I am prepared to do exactly that.

He will gaze at me not with love
but pity.
Pity… And one day he will go.
He will have to go. It’s only natural.
Then I will have nothing left,
nothing at all.
Not even my dignity. 
CHÉRI (wakes, holds out his arms) 
Léa. Come to me.
LÉA (not responding; to herself)
I should have made a man of him 
instead of keeping him for my
selfish pleasure.
CHÉRI
You are happiness, and I never
knew.
LÉA
Don’t say that.
Oh, why did you come back?
I was so tranquil on my own, so
calm.
CHÉRI
But I wasn’t.
(Tracks 4-6 are from Act I, 
Scene 2 in the garden of
Charlotte Peloux.)
4. I am Léa de Lonval 
(THEY are revealed in the garden:
CHARLOTTE, MARIE-LAURE, and
LILI. Nineteen year old EDMÉE—
sheltered, shy, and very pretty —
pretends to play croquet. CHÉRI

drifts in and lies down on a cane
settee, lights a cigarette. EDMÉE
steals shy looks at him as the
WOMEN sing.) (LÉA enters, 
followed by PATRON; CHARLOTTE
embraces her.)
CHÉRI (seething; to LÉA)
So. You have been with Patron in
the woods.
PATRON
Do you insult me?
LÉA
Insult you?!
PATRON
Oui—me, Patron!
Is she disheveled? Non. 
Flushed? Non. Radiant, aglow?
Non, non, non. 
If she were with me
In the manner you imply,
You would see it gleaming in 
her eye;
In the heaving of her breast;
She would still be half-undressed!
LÉA (amused and exasperated)
Oh, Patron, stop puffing up 
your chest! 
And Chéri, please. Be more 
discreet.
(as MARIE-LAURE brings 
Edmée forward)
And who is this sweet thing?

MARIE-LAURE
You don’t recognize my Edmée?
She has been away at school.
LÉA (to EDMÉE)
How lovely you are!
EDMÉE
Merci, Madame.
MARIE-LAURE
They say she resembles me.
LÉA
I am Léa de Lonval.
EDMÉE
I know.
CHARLOTTE 
Chéri and Edmée, come here!
(grabs EDMÉE’s hand; then
CHÉRI’s)
Make way for youth, make way for
youth!
(runs with them to the center of
the garden)
They will marry! They will soon
set the day.
You are all invited, you are all
invited. 
ALL EXCEPT LÉA 
We are all delighted, we are all
delighted.
(THEY gather together, chattering,
as EDMÉE and CHÉRI talk 
privately.)



CHANTEUSE
Oui—and so does the rest 
of me.

(continues singing)
CHÉRI
Come here.
CHANTEUSE (with faked 
indignation)
But monsieur, you’re a married
man.
CHÉRI
The honeymoon is over.
I haven’t seen the girl in weeks.
Poor thing, she waits for me,
night after night.
CHANTEUSE
Ah oui. The poor little thing.
CHÉRI
I will never make her happy
but I still make her suffer…
CHANTEUSE 
That is the way between men and
women, n’est-ce pas?
(lights CHÉRI’s pipe, inhales,
passes it back to him)
Here at Le Dragon Bleu
You can forget whatever you
wish.
You can be whatever you choose,
Whoever you choose
Here at Le Dragon Bleu.

Take the pipe, mon vieux. Close
your eyes.
You will desire nothing, aspire 
to nothing
As you inhale oblivion, drift in
oblivion...
CHANTEUSE AND CHÉRI
All pain is suspended…
The past is far far away…
CHÉRI
Now come the sublime hours
That beautify my mind
All sorrow I leave behind
I am not asleep but I am 
dreaming…
CHANTEUSE
…inhale oblivion, drift in 
oblivion…
You are not asleep but you are…
CHÉRI

…dreaming…
Now come the sublime hours
That beautify my mind…
But who cares about my mind? 
(pulls the CHANTEUSE into 
his lap)
Hé mademoiselle! please sing for
me tonight.
With me, alone, tonight…
(SHE laughs; HE laughs; THEY
kiss. LIGHTS fade there.)

(Track 8 is from Act I, Scene 3)
8. The Stranger, Grief **
(CHÉRI exits. LÉA stands quietly,
then sinks into an armchair.
Light begins to gradually change
toward evening. SHE gets a
shawl and wraps it around her
shoulders.)
LÉA
What is wrong with me?
I am not ill, but I'm in pain.
I have no fever, but I burn
and then I shake with chills.
Nothing aches, except my
heart…
(Walks to the door, opens it: 
no-one is there. SHE stands,
framed by the empty doorway;
understands.)
The graceful hand that left its
trace upon my breast
Has turned away forever
That was happiness
And I never knew
The drowsy sigh against my
cheek as daylight breaks 
Is lost to me forever 
That was happiness
And I never knew.
Here comes the enemy,
Here comes the enemy, a
stranger: 

Please, let me slip away. 
(puts on her shawl)

EDMÉE (meanwhile, apart from
the others, to herself)
I'll wear orange blossoms in 
my hair
And white, white...
All my girlhood waiting for white,
For some day, for someone.
Until today, my life stretched out 
Like a snowscape, barren and cold...
I have been so lonely… 
MARIE-LAURE (to LÉA)
But why are you leaving before
the champagne?
Is your house on fire?
LÉA (forcing a smile)
In a way. Someone is waiting 
for me.

(suggestively)
You understand. A guest.
MARIE-LAURE 
Naughty Léa! So full of spice. 
LILI
Perhaps too full?
PATRON
Gluttony is more than a vice, 
it’s a sin!
CHARLOTTE
Especially for women like us.
MARIE-LAURE 
Our figures are our fate.

LÉA
C’est vrai: I really must lose
weight.
CHARLOTTE
A broken heart should take care
of that.
LÉA
I say: Give me fifty heartbreaks
if that would help me lose a 
few pounds.
(PATRON takes her arm 
protectively; both gaze at 
EDMÉE and CHÉRI.)
What a pair they make, What 
a beautiful pair.
EDMÉE 
I have been so lonely 
In the night, on my satin sheets
In my lace nightgown
Ablaze with a dream of love
Waiting for white, white…
For some day, for someone
(turns to CHÉRI, who has been
watching LÉA’s exit; she gives
him her hand)
And now you are here. 
CHÉRI (without emotion)
And now I am here.
(Track 7 is from Act II, Scene 1.)
7. Le Dragon Bleu
(Lights come up on LE DRAGON
BLEU, a smoky, somewhat disrep-

utable cafe. SPOTLIGHT is tight
on CHÉRI sitting at a table,
unshaven, drinking absinthe, now
and then puffing on an opium
pipe. A seductive CABARET
SINGER—the CHANTEUSE—is
singing directly to him. Soon he
grabs her hand.)
CHANTEUSE
*Hé! Monsieur! Une cigarette? 
Un’cibich’, ça n’engage à rien! 
Si j’te plais, on f’ra la causette 
T’es gentil, t’as l’air d’un bon
chien... 
Tu s’rais moch’, ça s’rait la
mêm’chose 
J’te dirais quand mêm’que t’es
beau 
Pour avoir, t’en d’vin’s pas la
cause 
C’que j’te d’mande, un’pip’, un
mégot 
Non, pas d’anglais’, ni d’bouts
dorés 
Ces tabacs-là, c’est du chiqué
* From the 1920 song “Du Gris”,
words by F.L. Benech, music by 
E. Dumont.
CHÉRI
I like your voice.
It has the gravel of experience. 



gilt-edged mirror and sings with
exquisite vanity.) 
The sheen of ivory pearls
Around an ivory throat
How beautifully they gleam!
More lovely on me, Chéri,
Than on any woman…
I adore oysters moist on my
tongue,
And sliding down my throat
But pearls, their pearls, 
I confess I adore even more.
The sheen of ivory pearls—
LÉA
My pearls!
CHÉRI
—around an ivory throat
How beautifully they gleam!
More lovely on— 
LÉA 
Me, Chéri!
CHÉRI
Why should I be happy
With one pearl for a tie pin
Or two for a pair of studs
When I can have a string of
fifty…!
LÉA
Forty-nine, to be exact.
CHÉRI
As if I hadn’t counted.

LÉA
Don’t add a year to my age.
CHÉRI
I deserve to have fifty
Pearls, and rubies,
Sapphires, emeralds, 
lapis-lazulis
Precious jewels, lustrous bijoux
For me, Chéri
LÉA
Cheri…! Can't you learn to laugh
without crinkling your nose?
You'll have wrinkles before you
turn thirty.
CHÉRI 
Who are you to talk of wrinkles?
(Track 11 is from Act I, Scene 4)
11. The Wedding at Three
CHÉRI (as CHARLOTTE exits)
Why should I spy? 
The future will be here soon
enough.
(The finale of Act I takes place in
three distinct, separately lit
areas. CHÉRI continues to stand
in his mother’s house while
EDMÉE, in her girlish room, is 
trying on her wedding gown: 
both are singing—though in
markedly different moods—of
their impending honeymoon trip 

to Italy. Elsewhere, LÉA is sur-
rounded by luggage as she waits
for the car that will carry her to
the south of France, where she
will enjoy the warmth of the sun
far from Paris—and the 
wedding. CHÉRI continues
impassively.)
The wedding at three
The party at five
Then Italy by train, 
The lakes, gondolas, the 
Amalfi drive
Motor car rides to all of the
sights
Grand villas, hotels, caviar and
champagne 
And the girl at my side every day,
every night. 
(Lights come up on EDMÉE in her
wedding gown.) 
EDMÉE (joyously)
The wedding at three
The party at five
Then Italy by train, 
The lakes, gondolas, the 
Amalfi drive
Motor car rides to all of the
sights
Grand villas, hotels, caviar and
champagne
And Chéri, Chéri at my side every

His name is… grief…
(gazes out the window)

Now the lilacs scent the night
But not for me
Sunrays warm the bed
But not for me
His slender arms will reach out
But never more for me
(walks about the room, picks up
articles of CHÉRI's clothing
strewn there, e.g., socks, a scarf,
a smoking jacket)
The tender hollow of his throat
The places where I lay my head
Will not comfort me
High above the skylarks sing
The stars sparkle and dance 
But shine no light on me
And when he cries out 
He will not be holding me…!
(lets the items drop to the floor)

Here comes the enemy…
…A stranger…
…his name…

(SHE can barely whisper it.)
…Chéri…

(Hugs the shawl closer
around her. Music accompanies
her as SHE paces the room.)
The winter in Paris is so cold. 
I think I need a change of air.

** A version of this aria sung by
Rannveig Braga with chamber orchestra
appears on Michael Dellaira's CD Five
(Albany Records, TROY487).

(Tracks 9-10 are from Act I,
Scene 1)
9. Kiss Me
(Lights come up to reveal LÉA's
bedroom, sensual and feminine.
She is in CHÉRI’s arms although
we cannot clearly see either of
them yet.)
CHÉRI 
Kiss me.
I want you to kiss me!
(She kisses him on the forehead;
he pulls her onto the bed. The
kiss becomes passionate.)
Ah, now I know!
LÉA 
What do you know? That I like
your mouth? 
What does that prove? 

(looks at him; kisses) 
It’s true you have a pretty mouth
My greedy child, never satisfied—
But it is I who take my fill
And still cry out for more, more,
more, more…
CHÉRI
More… More…
I need you, I'll never leave you

My darling, my Léa, my only joy!
LÉA
Such passion after six years.
It’s almost a miracle.
CHÉRI
Your kisses breathe life into me;
I am born in your arms.
LÉA
Now that would be a miracle!
CHÉRI
I am born in your arms!
LÉA
He takes his fill—
And still cries out for more, more,
more, more… 
CHÉRI
More… More… More…
LÉA
My naughty boy.
CHÉRI
My darling, my Léa, my only joy!
(an impassioned embrace; Chéri
fondles her—and then her pearls)
LÉA
But really, could any woman ever
satisfy you—
Or your taste for luxury? 
CHÉRI
Probably not.
10. Pearls
(Drapes the pearls around his
neck, gazes at his reflection in a



"No, no, Chéri, I am not lonely.
It is fine to be away from you
For five days or a week
Since I know that you are mine —”
And then went on about honey-
suckle
Climbing so high it could look in
the window…
Or something like that.
EDMÉE 
A letter from Léa?!
CHÉRI (smiling; softly, like an
echo)
...from Léa
EDMÉE
I despise you. Go away.
You never loved me at all.
You hold me and sigh
for Léa, for Léa; it's perverse!
I don't know who is worse,
You or she! Go away, Chéri!
You hurt me, you despise me
And tell me lies.
Why did you marry me?
Oh, why did you marry me?
CHÉRI (stroking her hair)
There, there. Don't cry. 
What do you want from me?
Don’t I buy you anything you
wish? 
EDMÉE
Yes.

CHÉRI
Am I ever unkind?
EDMÉE
No.
CHÉRI 
Do I sleep in a separate bed?
EDMÉE
No… 
CHÉRI
Don’t I make love to you well?
EDMÉE
…Is that what you call love?
CHÉRI (startled)
Excuse me?!
EDMÉE
Your body lies next to me
And …performs well, I suppose:
But you, you are not there.
CHÉRI (staring at her, indignant)
What do you mean?!
EDMÉE
I may be innocent, Chéri,
but even I can tell a passion
that is real from a fake; 
you are not as talented an actor
as you believe.
CHÉRI (stung)
You say that to me? Nineteen
years old, 
Raised in a convent school—
what do you know of love?
You, who lie in bed with eyes

closed tight and lifeless arms.
EDMÉE
Don’t you dare speak to me like
that!
CHÉRI 
And you must never be wounding 
about a man’s—how shall I say
it?—favors.
EDMÉE (growing more upset)
Oh, go away, go away!
You hurt me, you despise me
And tell me lies, lies, lies—
CHÉRI (sighing; indulgent)
There, there. Don't cry…
13. Even in eclipse
(LIGHTS go down there and up
elsewhere to reveal MARIE-LAURE
who has been listening at the
keyhole.)
MARIE-LAURE
Who could doubt she loves him
—and he loves her!
Every couple has a fight now and
then; it’s natural.

(meditatively)
Marriage. Marriage is like …the
moon.
On one side it’s bright
And dark on the other,
But even in eclipse there is light.

(very pleased with herself)
That’s very good. ‘Even in eclipse

day, every night.
Yes, yes, we'll travel south, south
to the sun
And the heat will warm our hearts,
The heat will melt our hearts so
they are one.
Life will be sweet…
CHÉRI
I'll travel south, south to the sun
And the heat might warm my
heart,
The heat might thaw my heart
that feels so cold.
Life will be changed…
(LIGHTS come up brightly on LÉA
in her doorway, dressed for travel,
surrounded by her luggage.) 
LÉA
The winter in Paris is so cold
I think I need a change of air.
CHÉRI
Life will be changed
With the girl, the girl at my side 
Every day, every night.
EDMÉE
Life will be sweet
With Chéri, Chéri at my side 
Every day, every night.
LÉA
Life is short, life is short!
(SHE puts on her coat and flings
a fur around her throat.)   

(Tracks 12-13 are from Act II,
Scene 2)
12. Don’t Cry
(A sitting room in CHÉRI’s and
EDMÉE's apartment. EDMÉE is
riffling through the drawers of
CHÉRI's desk, pulling out papers,
glancing at them, putting them
down.)
EDMÉE
What will I find? What will I find?
…Oh, I should slap my hands.
These things are his, not mine…
(CHÉRI enters and watches her
for a moment.)
What will I find? What will I find?
CHÉRI (quietly)
What are you doing?
EDMÉE
Oh! Chéri!

(composes herself)
I was organizing your papers.
I like things tidy.
CHÉRI 
I see. You like things tidy.
EDMÉE
Yes. That's all.

(then confesses)
…At first, I mean. But …then 
I gave way… to temptation; 
I …I looked at one paper,
then another. …Say that you 

forgive me.
CHÉRI 
You were searching for letters
…love letters…
EDMÉE
I gave way… to temptation.
I should have known
you would lock them in a safe
or throw them in the fire.       
CHÉRI 
…love letters! You make me
laugh.
EDMÉE
Say that you forgive me.
CHÉRI 
I have no love letters…

(remembering; agitated)
No, that's not true.
I do have one. Only one.

(searches feverishly)
I know it was here…

(slams the drawer)
Did you take it, Edmée?
EDMÉE
No, no, I swear!
CHÉRI
Tell me the truth. 
EDMÉE
I found nothing, I swear.
CHÉRI (continuing, without 
listening to her protestations)
A letter that began: 



MARIE-LAURE
They are still newlyweds after all.
And newlyweds lose track of time.
CHARLOTTE (simpering)
Especially these days. 
LÉA
What do you mean?
CHARLOTTE
You will hear all sorts of gossip
from others.
Idle tongues, you know. Nasty
tongues.
Everyone is jealous of the young.
The whole world envies youth.
But you must hear the truth 
from me.
MARIE-LAURE
And me. 
LÉA
I can hardly wait. Tell me. 
15. Joy
CHARLOTTE
Joy! All is joy again, all is joy!
The boy lost his head and went
wild;
He painted the town red—
But he has returned, returned to
his wife,
And now he is home, he is home
for life!
And Edmée, oh, that child is a
saint!

PATRON
And not plaster, eh?
MARIE-LAURE
She swallowed his sins as if they
were wine —
CHARLOTTE
Now that is communion, true
communion.
MARIE-LAURE
Not a word of reproach crossed
her lips.
After three months away, she just
gave him a kiss—
LÉA
The girl is a saint. Exactly like her
mother.
MARIE-LAURE
She does resemble me.
CHARLOTTE
And what a reunion that night! 
You should have heard their
bliss.
The bed danced in ecstasy, in
pure ecstasy!
That night, I am sure, no woman
was happier than me!
LÉA (sarcastically)
Except, I should hope, Edmée.
PATRON (aside; to LÉA)
Yes, yes, he gives a little kiss
And before his lips have cooled
He’s on the run again. Patron was

not fooled:
The wedding looked like a funeral
to me.
LÉA
How sad. I’m glad I was away.
PATRON
You have not seen the boy?
LÉA
How could I? I have been home
only two days.

(Track 16 is from Act II, Scene 4)
16. How strange life is
(Kisses CHÉRI on both cheeks
before he leaves. SHE closes the
door quietly, then moves to her
vanity table, studies herself in
the same gilt-edged mirror where
CHÉRI admired his pearls.)
How strange life is!
You think your beauty is a 
masterpiece
That lasts forever, with all of its
charms,
Like a statue of Venus—with
both of her arms.
But time slips by without a trace
And the face that you see in 
the mirror
Can’t be disguised by art
The face that you see as you
draw nearer

there is light’.
I’ll have to tell them that.

(Tracks 14-15 are from Act II,
Scene 3)
14. At last you are here
(A party at CHARLOTTE’s home to
celebrate LÉA’s return: LÉA is
already there, with MARIE-LAURE
and PATRON. Everyone is drinking
champagne.)
CHARLOTTE
At last you are here where you
belong.
Six months have passed, six long
months!
I must kiss you again, I must.

(does so)
How sweet you smell! As the skin
grows less firm,
perfume lasts much longer; you
must have noticed. 
Oh, let me look at you, let me
feast my eyes.
MARIE-LAURE 
But Léa is the one who has been
feasting.
You have put on weight, my dear!
I suppose you were lonely…
And food is a great consolation, 
I admit.

LÉA
Even I have no control over the
temptations of foie gras. 
And life in Provence…! 
An endless delight! 
The sun heats your blood in the
morning,
The lavender sweetens the night 
And the air is always pure.
MARIE-LAURE
Just like you, my dear.
LÉA
A woman does not travel on her
own
So she can be pure. 
PATRON 
Mais oui. I am sure you have 
souvenirs.
LÉA
Many. …But I am afraid I could
not bring
my trophies home. If you are 
curious, though…

(showing a photo)
Voila. M. Roland.
PATRON
Well—he is no Patron, bien sur.
But I see no cause to complain.
He is handsome enough
with those muscular arms and—
LÉA (laughs)
—no brain! As you know, 

mon ami,
I am quickly bored. 

(shows another)
So here is my brilliant professeur.
PATRON, CHARLOTTE, 
MARIE-LAURE
Oh, very distingué.
LÉA
Oui, tres distingué! With his gray
hair
and those jowls dropping lower
day by day;
I laughed at him. Heartless, I
know, but—
PATRON 
But Patron understands. You
could not soil your hands—
Or mouth—on a man like that.
Non, non, not after—
LÉA
—not after thirty years of 
glowing boys.
Patron is right. I would rather
sleep alone every night 
than end up in an old man’s bed.
PATRON (admiringly)
Yes, Madame is a connoisseur of
youthful flesh.
CHARLOTTE
Youth, youth: where is it?
Where are the young people, the
young people?



Chéri

Could break a heart…
Oh, time slips by, time slips by…
(SHE begins to take the pins from
her hair)
CHÉRI (still standing on the other
side of the door)
The smoky hair that lies in curls
against my cheek
Is lost to me forever
(LIGHTS come up on EDMÉE
packing a suitcase.)
EDMÉE
The graceful hand that left its
trace upon my breast
Has turned away forever.
LÉA
What will I do tomorrow?
CHÉRI (leaving; descending the
stairs)
I will see her tomorrow—
Of course I will.

EDMÉE (overlapping)
What will I do tomorrow?
LÉA
I suppose I’ll find his tie or a pair
of his socks in the sheets. I’ll
have to throw them away.
CHÉRI
Nothing will change between us.
EDMÉE
Life will be changed. 
LÉA 
I must, I must— 
CHÉRI
I will see her tomorrow, of course
I will.
She didn’t mean what she said.
LÉA
I must, I must, I will go out and
embrace the darkness.

EDMÉE
Life will be changed. 
I will change. 
LÉA
I will go out and embrace the
darkness.
I will not weep,
No, I will dance alone.
I will dance alone.
(SHE has taken out all of the
hairpins and is standing now. Her
hair, gone very gray, fans around
her face.)
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M
IC

HA
EL

DE
LL

AI
RA

SE
LE

CT
IO

NS
FR

OM
CH

ÉR
I

TR
OY

11
29 M

ICHAEL
DELLAIRA

SELECTIONS
FROM

CHÉRI
TROY1129

SELECTIONS FROM CHÉRI
MUSIC BY MICHAEL DELLAIRA | LIBRETTO BY SUSAN YANKOWITZ

The Actors Studio Workshop Production
Mark Shapiro, Music Director
Katrin Stamatis, violin | Emily Schaefer, cello | Christopher Miele, clarinet, bass clarinet, also saxophone

1 What will I do tomorrow? (Léa) [1:53]

2 It was you (Chéri, Léa) [6:09]

3 The great love that comes only once (Chéri, Léa) [3:44]

4 I am Lea de Lonval (Chéri, Léa, Patron, Marie-Laure, Edmée, Charlotte) [2:09]

5 My mother has been dreaming of this hour (Edmée, Chéri, Charlotte) [2:23]
6 White (Charlotte, Patron, Léa, Edmée, Marie-Laure, Lili) [4:55]

7 Le Dragon Bleu (Chanteuse, Chéri) [5:51]

8 The Stranger, Grief (Léa) [8:06]
9 Kiss Me (Chéri, Léa) [3:48]

10 Pearls (Chéri, Léa) [2:26]

11 The wedding at three (Chéri, Edmée, Léa) [4:13]

12 Don’t Cry (Chéri, Edmée) [6:52]

13 Even in eclipse (Marie-Laure) [1:25]

14 At last (Charlotte, Marie-Laure, Léa, Patron) [3:27]

15 Joy (Charlotte, Marie-Laure, Léa, Patron) [2:32]

16 How strange life is (Edmée, Léa Chéri) [4:37]

Total Time = 1:04:40

Erik Lautier: Chéri
Maggi-Meg Reed: Léa
Elena Shaddow: Edmée
Marni Nixon: Charlotte
Lorinda Lisitza: Marie-Laure
Peter Clark: Patron
Charlotte Cohn: Chanteuse
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