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Part I: The Diary of Adam and Eve 
Time: Saturday, June 1st

Place: Eden 

“Here in Eden” 

EVE:

So many creatures,

So many things,

Each wondrous object is beautiful and 

striking,

And I see nothing that isn't to my liking

Here in Eden.


There's plums and peaches

And pears and grapes

So ripe and juicy and utterly inviting.

I find the apples especially exciting

Here in Eden.


As for me,

I can see

I was meant to rejoice

In the round,

Vibrant sound

Of my own voice.


It's all so perfect

And so ideal,

And yet i do have one tiny reservation:

There's nothing handy for making 

conversation

Here in Eden.


How'd I come?

Where'm I from?

What's my ultimate aim?

I don't even know.

Even so,

I'm glad I came.


It's all so lovely

I may just weep.

I love this garden and ev'rything that's in it,

And something tells me to treasure ev'ry 

minute,

Blossom and bud,

Mountain and mud,

I know i'll be happy,

Perfectly happy,


Here in Eden.


“Feelings” 

EVE:

Feelings are tumbling over feelings,

Feelings I do not understand,

And I am more than slightly worried

That they are getting out of hand.


Sometimes they happen in my stomach,

Sometimes they happen on my skin.

What is the name of this condition

That I am in?


If I'm objective and observant,

If I can keep an even keel,

I'll be the first to pin a name to

What I’m the very first to feel.


I am the first to face this problem.

I am the first to have this dream.

How can I harness his attention?

How can I harvest his esteem?

Am I sufficiently attractive?

Should I do something with my hair?

Is there some tidbit that will please him?

What should I wear?

What is the source of this congestion

That I must learn to rise above?

Is there a name for this condition?

Yes there's a name. . . . 

And it is hell!


“Eve” 

ADAM:

She keeps filling up the hut with rubbish,

Like flowers

And plants.

And not only is it overcrowded—

It's loaded

With ants.

She is definitely too intrusive,

A nuisance,

And yet . . . 

She's an interesting creature—

This Eve.


She's developing a strange new habit
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Which doesn't

Make sense.

She's forever reaching out to touch me,

Which makes me

Feel tense.

She is definitely quite eccentric,

A numskull,

And yet . . .

She's an interesting creature—

This Eve.


Colors drive her absolutely crazy

The gold of the sun,

The purple of the hills,

Crimson-colored clouds in the skies.

When I say this is sentimental hogwash,

Foolishness,

She simply sighs.


When I'd rather be alone and resting,

Then she comes

Around,

And invariably starts describing

Some wonder

She's found.

She invariably gets my back up,

Yet invariably I perceive

She's an interesting creature—

This Eve.


Once I saw her standing on a hilltop

Her head tilted back,

The sunlight on her face

Gazing at the flight of a bird;

And suddenly I saw that she was—

Beautiful—

Beautiful, yes, that's the word.


There are animals around this garden

More soothing 

Than she,

But there's nothing in the whole of Eden

More pleasant

To see.

If she'd only learn to keep her mouth shut

One minute at a time,

Why, I believe

I could possibly enjoy

Just watching

This curiously interesting creature—

Called Eve.


“The Apple Tree” (“Forbidden Fruit”) 

SNAKE:

Listen closely. Let me fill you in

About the rich, ripe, round, red,

Rosy apples the call forbidden fruit.

What I'm about to say is

Confidential, so promise you'll be mute.

Because if every creature in the garden 

knows,

They'll come 'round like hungry buffalos

And in no time there'll be none of those

Precious apples left for you and me.


Now, in the average apple

You're accustomed to skin, seeds, flesh and 

core.

But you will find that these are

Special apples that give you something 

more.

Why, every seed contains some information 

you

Need to speed your education; the

Seeds, indeed, of all creation are here.

Why, be foolish, my dear,

Come with me

To that tree.


With every sweet and juicy

Luscious bite of this not forbidden fruit,

You'll see your mind expand and

Your perceptions grow more and more acute.


And you can teach him plumbing and 
philosophy.


New techniques for glazing pottery,

Wood-craft, first-aid, home economy,

Madam, Adam will be overjoyed!


When he becomes aware of

Your attainments he'll beam with loving pride

And he will say,

"O, Eve, you're

Indispensable! Please, don't leave my side!"


And with your nifty, new-found education, 
he'll


Relish every conversation; why

You'll be Adam's inspiration this way!

Just an apple a day.

Wait and see.
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Come with me

To that tree!

Now!


“Beautiful, Beautiful World” 

ADAM:

I see animals and birds and flowers,

Every color, every shape and size.

Moss and pebbles and a host of wonders

Gleaming everywhere I aim my eyes.

So if ever I'm attacked by boredom,

I'll just open up my eyes and see

This diversified, curious, fascinating, 

bountiful,

Beautiful, beautiful world,


I hear chattering and I hear chirping,

Whistling, murmuring and honks and snorts;

If I simply take the time to listen.

I hear music of a thousand sorts.

So if ever I would rest my eyes,

My ears could easily describe to me

This diversified, curious, fascinating, 

bountiful,

Beautiful, beautiful world.


World, thank you very much

For all I see, hear, taste, and touch;

Plus every whiff I sniff. 

Still it's possible the day may come,

When momentarily the world wears thin;

If I’m weary of the world outside me,

I can always take a good look in.

For along with every cloud and cobweb,

I'm emphatically a member of

This diversified, curious, fascinating, 

bountiful,

Beautiful, beautiful world

I love.


“It’s a Fish” 

ADAM: [spoken]

I just got back from a hunting trip up north 
and found that Eve caught some new kind of 
animal. [sings]


Now I could swear 

That it’s a fish, 

Tho’ it resembles us in every way but size.


She gives it milk,

And every night 

She picks it up and pats and pets it when it 

cries.


I always knew

She pitied fish, 

But it’s ridiculous to make them household 

pets.


She says it’s not a fish.

I say it is a fish 

‘Cause it surrounds itself with water 

Almost every chance it gets.


It’s not a fish. 

Fish never scream,

And this one does, tho’ on occasion it say 

“Goo.”


Its legs are long, 

Its arms are short,

So I suspect that it’s a kind of kangaroo.


And since it came

I pity Eve,

She’s gotten madder by the minute, and it 

shows.


Just now I said to her

That I would much prefer 

To have it stuffed for my collection,

And she punched me in the nose!


It's growing teeth, 

And it can bite,

And I'm convinced that what we have here is 

a bear.


I'm worried sick, 

But Eve is not.

She burned the muzzle that I made for it to 

wear.


I've searched the woods,

I’ve baited traps,

And yet I couldn't find its sister or its brother.

And tho’ I've hunted far and wide

While Eve has hardly stepped outside,

I'll be damned if she didn’t catch another!
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“Go to Sleep Whatever You Are” 

EVE:

Go to sleep, whatever you are,

Lay your head on my breast.


Close your eyes and open your paws,

You need plenty of rest.


Doesn't faze me

If you grow up to be

Pony or poodle or sheep.


You're my own, whatever you are.

Sleep . . . sleep . . . sleep. 


“What Makes Me Love Him” 

EVE:

What makes me love him?

It's not his singing.

I've heard his singing:

It sours the milk.

And yet, it's gotten to the point

Where I prefer that kind of milk.


What makes me love him?

It's not his learning.

He's learned so slowly

His whole life long.

And tho’ he really knows

A multitude of things, they're mostly wrong.


He is a good man,

Yet I would love him

If he abused me

Or used me ill.


And tho’ he's handsome,

I know inside me

Were he a plain man,

I'd love him still.


What makes me love him?

It's quite beyond me.

It must be something

I can't define;

Unless it's merely that he's masculine,

And that he's mine.


Part II: The Lady or the Tiger? 
Time: A long time ago

Place: A semi-barbaric kingdom 

“I’ll Tell You a Truth” 

BALLADEER:

I'll tell you a truth,

That's hard to swallow;

I'll tell you a truth,

Oh, listen well.

If you are in love,

With a lover who's jealous,

Then sooner or later

You're headed for hell.


So say goodbye,

And don't you wait,

Because tomorrow 

May be too late.

Yes, listen well

To what I say,

Tell jealous lovers

To go away.


I'll tell you a tale,

For you to ponder,

I'll tell you a tale

Oh, listen well.

A curious tale,

It tells of a Princess,

And it tells of her lover

and all that befell.


“Make Way” 

KING’S MEN:

Make way!

He comes!

His Royal Tallness!

His Highest Highness!

His Way, Way Upness!

His Mountainship!

Make way!

He comes!

King Arik!


HANDMAIDENS:

Make way!
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She comes!

Her Regal Proudness!

Her Flashing Eye-ness!

Her Self-Indulgeness!

Her Goddessness!

Make way!

She comes!

Princess Barbara! [pronounced “barBEARa”]


“Forbidden Love”/“In Gaul” 

[recitative]:

SANJAR: Barbara?

BARBARA: Sanjar. Sanjar?

SANJAR: Barbara.

BARBARA: Do you love me?

SANJAR: Forever!

BARBARA: Did you miss me?

SANJAR: Did I ever!


SANJAR: [sings]

When battle had all but drained me,

One vision alone sustained me,

The thought of you

And our forbidden love.


BARBARA:

Whenever my days were harried

And father would say "Get Married,”

I thought of you

And our forbidden love.


SANJAR:

So kiss me, come kiss me,

For who knows when

We may kiss like this

Aga . . . 


[spoken]

BARBARA: Shh! Someone’s coming.

SANJAR: Barbara, this is torture!

BARBARA: I know.

SANJAR: Let's run away.

BARBARA: Where?

SANJAR: I have this cousin who served with 
Julius Caesar, and he told me about a place 
called Gaul.

BARBARA: What?


SANJAR: Gaul. [sings]

They tell me it's divided into three parts.


We'll pick the part that's closest to our 
hearts.


In Gaul

We'd live so simply,

No more feathers and fuss,

Just the children and us.

In Gaul,

We'd have a garden

On the outskirts of town,

And a house painted brown.

No more stolen kisses


BARBARA: No more stolen sighs


SANJAR: Stolen nights


BARBARA: Stolen days


SANJAR: Stolen bites


BARBARA: Swollen eyes


BOTH: 

In Gaul,

We'd be so happy.


BARBARA: Oh Sanjar, my hawk!


SANJAR: Barbara, my dove!


BOTH:

We’d be two ordinary 

People in love,

In love

In Gaul.


BARBARA:

It's impossible!

You know as well as I our place is here.

My people need me.


SANJAR: And I have my career.


BOTH:

Tho’ this is our fate, we'll fight it.

Our passion will thrive despite it.

And tho’ we're at odds,

With all the gods above,

Will keep well hidden

Our forbidden love! 
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“The Apple Tree” (reprise) 

BALLADEER [TIGER-KEEPER]:

I must advise your Proudness,

There are things it is better 

Not to know . . .


If you insist, your Proudness,

Then of course I will tell you even so . . .


You will not reconsider?

You are certain you want this knowledge?

Though I warn you against this knowledge?

Be it on your own head!


What's forbidden to know

You shall know.

Be it so . . . 


“I’ve Got What You Want” 

BARBARA:

I've got what you want,

I've got what you need.

I know how much you want it.

Yeh! Yeh! Sanjar.


I know my father would kill me

If he knew

My heart was set, on giving

What I've got to you. Yeh! Yeh!


I know what I know.

You need what I know.

What's mine is yours,

You know it. Yeh! Yeh! Sanjar!

If we don’t share this secret

You just might die,

So I will give it to you,

And when I give it to you,

You'll shout for joy

And so will I!


Yes, I will give it to you,

And when I give it to you,

You'll shout for joy

And so will I!


“Tiger, Tiger” 

BARBARA:

Tiger, tiger, 

Put on your napkin,

Someone is coming to dine.

Tiger, tiger, 

You do the carving,

Your claws are sharper than mine.


Slash him with your teeth,

Smash him with your paws,

Bite him again, bite him again,

Harder! Harder!

Tear him into bits!

Rip him into shreds!

Slice him into ruby ribbons!


Tiger, tiger, 

I hope you're hungry

I'll cheer you on from the stands.

Sanjar, Sanjar, 

What am I saying?

I’d have your blood on my hands!

Your dying screams

Haunting my dreams

Ai!

Ai!


I don't want him dead,

Better dead than wed.

Nobody else, nobody else, 

Gets you, Sanjar!

How can I decide?

Burial or bride?

Ai! The lady or the tiger?


Lady? Tiger?

Each way is torture.

Each way I'm still on the rack.

Sanjar, Sanjar, 

Each way I lose you,

Each way is hopelessly black.

How can I choose?

Each way I lose?


Ai! . . . Ai! . . . Ai! . . . Ai! . . .
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“I’ll Tell You a Truth” (reprise) 

BALLADEER:

Before we go on

Let’s look at the problem: 

The lady or tiger

Which will come out?

The deeper we probe

The heart of Barbara

The more we discover

The outcome’s in doubt.


If you have loved, 

You understand

How love and hate can 

Walk hand in hand.

So place yourself

In Barbara’s shoes:

The lady or the tiger,

Which did she choose?


Part III: Passionella 
Time: Now

Place: Here 

“Oh, to Be a Movie Star” 

ELLA:

Chimneys are cozy,

Chimneys are warm.

I think of chimneys 

As ports in a storm.

But warm and cozy or not,

I would give up the lot.

If I could only be a movie star.


A movie star.

Oh, to be a movie star,

A beautiful, glamorous, movie star.


No one imagines

I harbor this hope.

People who know me

Keep sending me soap;

They see soot-stains and tar.

They'd see how wrong they are.

If I could only be a movie star.


A movie star,


Oh, to be a movie star,

A beautiful, glamorous, radiant, ravishing, 

movie star!


I'd be so grateful 

That after premieres

I'd sweep out the theater 

And fold up the chairs.

I would know what it meant

To be truly content

If I could only be a movie star.


Prospects look dismal, 

How can I go on?

My piggy is empty, 

My Kleenex is gone.

If I starve here alone,

Let them carve on my stone:

“She never got to be a movie star.”


[spoken]

I'm not asking much. It's not as if I want to 
be a rich beautiful, glamorous movie star. Or 
even a well -liked beautiful, glamorous movie 
star. I just want to be a beautiful, glamorous 
movie star for its own sake.


[sings]

A beautiful, glamorous, radiant, ravishing

Mooo-vie star!


“Gorgeous” 

PASSIONELLA:

Look at me! I am . . . 

Gorgeous!

I am absolutely gorgeous.

Here's this avalanche of beauty

In one woman, and I'm it.

Look at the way all of the parts fit together!

Stunning!

See the way my nose stopped running!

I was positive this creature was there

Inside the old me,

All bottled up waiting to get free.


Now I see the real me;

Look at this! Look at that! Look at those!

Let me just feel me!

Beautiful, glamorous, radiant, ravishing,

Look at the hair!
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Look at the shape!

Look everywhere!


I am such a divine me!

Every studio will sign me.

My cup runneth over.

Whoever saw such a complete wow!


Nobody could say “No” to me now!

No one . . . 

Is as . . .

Gorgeous

As I am!


“Wealth” 

NARRATOR: [spoken]

But—was Passionella happy? Now that she 
had wealth, fame, fans, success, glamor and 
excitement—was she truly content? Let's 
hear the answer in her own words.


PASSIONELLA: 

Wealth—

How delicious to be surrounded

By the comforts and luxuries

That I've never known before.


Fame—

I'm a figure of world importance,

I'm the center of every crowd,

Who could ask for more?


Fans, fans, fans, fans, fans,

When I see my adoring public

I remember the girl I was,

All alone and on the shelf.


Success—

I was nothing and now I'm something,

I am envied by everyone.

I envy me myself.


Glamour and excitement.

Lucky me, a movie star,

I was made for caviar,

And that's what I've got.


My life 

Is exactly what I wished for,

So of course 


I must be truly content.

But I'm not.


[spoken]

What does it all mean, if I cannot have love? 
Oh, how hollow is all this beauty without the 
right man to share it with.


“You Are Not Real” 

FLIP, THE PRINCE, CHARMING:

The newspapers call you

The goddess of sex.

If you are a goddess,

I'm Oedipus Rex.

Neither goddess nor woman,

You're something apart,

With a Cinerama body

And a celluloid heart.

Instead of a soul

You got a sign, sayin'

Decor by Helena Rubinstein.


ALL:

How does it feel

To be the world's ideal,

When you know an' I know

That you are not real—real—real,

You are not real.


FLIP:

The sons of old Adam

Have reason to grieve

Since we took a look at

You daughters of Eve.

You don't know what's honest,

You don't know what's true;

I'll tell you what's real,

It's the least I can do.

Dirty fingernails is real,

An' strag-ga-ly hair,

An' slovenly clothes,

An' a air of despair.


ALL:

How does it feel

To be the world's ideal,

When you know an' I know

That you are not real—real—real,

You are not real.
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FLIP:

I'm weary of glamour

An' women like you.

I long for a woman

Who's real through and through.

No goddess will ever

Get my heart to throb,

For the girl of my dreams

Is a slob.


ALL:

How does it feel

To be the world's ideal,

When you know an' I know

That you are not real.

How does it feel

To be the world's ideal,

When you know an' i know

That you are not—

You are not—

You are not—

Real!


“George L.” 

[As Flip and Passionella share a romantic 
evening, they fall asleep, waking up at 4:00 
in the morning. An explosion occurs. Ella 
crawls out from behind the sofa.]


ELLA: Flip? Flip? Flip?


FLIP [pantomimes big bosom]:

Were you . . . ?


ELLA [Nods “Yes.”” Pantomimes huge head 
of hair]: Were you . . . ?


FLIP [Nods “Yes.”] Imagine that.


ELLA: I never would have guessed.


FLIP: I know. I know. [sings]

Here we are.


ELLA: The star


FLIP: And the star.


ELLA: Well, it just goes to show.


FLIP:

We were some pair.

Me with my crazy hair.


ELLA:

Me with my solid gold gown.


FLIP: [spoken] What’s your name?


ELLA: Ella. What’s yours?


FLIP: [sings] George L. Brown.


ELLA:

Oh, I love brown!


NARRATOR:

And they lived happily ever after.
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