Musicals 101: Off-Broadway Classics
Jacques Brel Is Alive and Well and Living in Paris (1968)
French Lyrics & Music by Jacques Brel Unless Otherwise Noted
English Lyrics by Eric Blau & Mort Shuman

All original French lyrics and most of the music of
these songs are by Jacques Brel. Collaborators
on the music of some of the songs are Francois
Rauber, Gérard Jouannest, and Jean Corti.

The original cast recording of the show features
four singers: Elly Stone, Mort Shuman, Shawn
Elliott, and Alice Whitfield. Although they don’t
play consistent characters, | have included the
names of the singers below each song title.

Jacques Brel Is Alive & Well and Living
in Paris (1968)

“Marathon (Les Flamandes)”

COMPANY:

Join us now, we're on a marathon,

We're always dancing when the music plays.

Join us now, we're on a marathon,

Dancing, dancing through the nights and
days.

We must dance because the Twenties roar;

The Twenties roar because there's bathtub
gin,

Vo-de-o-do and the road to sin,

The road to whoopee and a whole lot more.

Charles A. Lindbergh, tons of confetti,

Dempsey-Tunney, Sacco and Vanzetti,

Black, black Monday and the market drops,

But we keep on dancing, dancing, we can't
stop.

Marathon, marathon

Mara, mara, marathon

Join us now, we're on a marathon . . .

We must dance because the Thirties scream.

The Thirties scream because the Horsemen
ride,

Orphan Annie lives, Daddy Warbucks dies,

Breadlines, shanty towns, Frankenstein's
bride,

Adolf Hitler and the Siegfried follies,

Joseph Stalin and a bag full of jollies.

Call your broker and buy marzipan

While we keep on dancing, dancing on and
on.

Marathon, marathon

Mara, mara, marathon

Join us now, we're on a marathon . . .

We must dance because the Forties burn.

The Forties burn because the trumpets blare,

The Yanks are coming, coming over there,

Auschwitz, Edelweiss, Drang und Sturm.

Manhattan Project, Robert Oppenheim,

God makes mushrooms just as God makes
time.

Peace is sweet, man, like a lollipop,

So we keep on dancing, dancing, we can't
stop

Marathon, marathon

Mara, mara, marathon

Join us now, we're on a marathon . . .

We must dance because the Fifties zing.

The Fifties zing because the Sixties swing,

And the Seventies flash and the Eighties
bang,

And the Nineties whimper and the century
hangs.

Robots working in the cotton fields,

Vacations on Venus just a tourist deal,

Fornication on tape, instant happiness,

So we keep on dancing, dancing, we can't
rest.

Marathon, marathon

Mara, mara, marathon

“Alone (Seul)”

SHAWN ELLIOTT:

We find love, you and I,

It's a new game to play,
Then we tell our first lie

And see love go away,

And we find . . . we’re alone.

We rush on, you and I,

We don't need love at all.

We need thrills, we need speed,
Then we stumble and fall,

And we find . . . we’re alone.
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We're loyal, you and I,

To flowers that are dead.
We forget how to cry;

We save photos instead,
And we find . . . we're alone.

We hear guns, you and |,
We ask what is that,

Then we open the Times.
We're informed where it's at.
And we find . . . we’re alone.

We're moral, you and I,

We stand for what's right,
We slaughter all evil

By dawn's early light,

And we find . . . we're alone.

We're lucky you and I,

We're alive and secure,

But in the bank and the church
We can never feel sure,

And we find . . . we’re alone.

We've made it, you and I,
We have glory and fame,
Yet we never know why

We feel so ashamed,

And we find . . . we’re alone.

We have power, you and I,
But what good is that now?
We could build a new world
If we only knew how,

And we find . . . we’re alone.

We are old, you and |,

We beg warmth from the sun.
In the dreams that we dream,
We ask what have done,

And we find . . . we’re alone.

“l Loved (J’amais)”

Music by Gérard Jouannest & Frangois Rauber

ELLY STONE:

| loved all games and fairy tales,

As strangely odd as that may seem.

| loved firelight and witches' tales—
You see, you were there in my dreams.

| lived in a tower, cloud-top high,
To stop your love from passing by.
For this | simply had to do,

You see, | was waiting for you.

| loved the rocks, the ocean breeze,
And the hissing of the foam,

The wild, wild kiss of the roaring seas,
Now you had brought me home.

You leaped buildings in single bounds,
Although | well may ask you how.

You bayed the moon just like a hound.
| knew | adored you now.

You laced the night with raging storms,
You threw lightning 'cross the skies,
You kissed my mouth with promises,
You burned me with your lies.

You loved me like a poet loves.

My nights were made of stars and fears,
Thinking that you would go away,

And leave me only with my tears.

| loved the towns where we made love,
And the hotels where we played games.
You thought I’d never live it down,

Yet you see, I've forgotten your name.

“Mathilde”
Music by Gérard Jouannest

MORT SHUMAN:

Mama, do you see what | see?

On your knees and pray for me;
Mathilde's come back to me.

Charlie, don't want another beer;
Tonight I'm gonna drink my tears;
Mathilde's come back to me.

Go ask the maid if she heard what | said;
Tell her to change the sheets on the bed;
Mathilde's come back to me.

Fellas, don't leave me tonight;

Tonight I'm going back to fight;
Wretched Mathilde's in sight.

My heart, my heart, stop beating so;
Just make as if you didn't know
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That Mathilde's come back to me.

My heart, | don't want you to say

She's lovelier than when she went away,
Mathilde who’s come back to me.

My heart, stop being overjoyed;
Remember you were once destroyed
By Mathilde who's come back to me.
Fellas, please don't go away;

Tell me that | mustn't stay.

Mathilde's coming back today.

My hands, you'll start to shake again
When you remember all the pain;
Mathilde's come back to me.

You'll want to beat her black and blue,
But don't do it, | beg of you;
Mathilde's come back to me.

My hands, remember all the years,
Remember how you caught my tears;
Mathilde's come back to me.

Hands, you'll want to touch her now,
But please try and be strong somehow;
Mathilde's here; she's coming now.

Mama, can you hear me yell?;

Your baby boy's gone back to hell;

Mathilde's come back to me.

Charlie, champagne right away;

| know you've been saving it for the holiday,

But Mathilde's come back to me.

Go ask the maid if she heard what | said;

Tell her to put the best sheets on the bed;

Mathilde's come back to me.

My friends, don't count on me no more;

I've gone and crashed through heaven's
door;

My sweet Mathilde’s here once more.

“My Death (La Mort)”

ELLY:

My death waits like an old roué

So confident I'll go his way;

Whistle for him and the passing time.
My death waits like a Bible truth

At the funeral of my youth;

Weep loud for that and the passing time.
My death waits like a witch at night

As surely as our love is bright;

Let's laugh for us and the passing time.

But whatever is behind the door
There is nothing much to do;

Angel or devil, | don't care,

For in front of that door there is you.

My death waits like a beggar blind

Who sees the world with an unlit mind;
Throw him a dime for the passing time.
My death waits to allow my friends

A few good times before it ends;

Let's drink to that and the passing time.
My death waits in your arms, your thighs;
Your cool fingers will close my eyes;
Let's not talk about the passing time.
But whatever is behind the door

There is nothing much to do;

Angel or devil, | don't care,

For in front of that door there is you.

My death waits among falling leaves

In magician’s mysterious sleeves,
Rabbits, doves, and the passing time.
My death waits there among the flowers
Where the blackest shadow cowers;
Let’s pick lilacs for the passing time.

My death waits in a double bed,

Sails of oblivion at my head;

Pull up the sheets against the passing time.
But whatever is behind the door

There is nothing much to do;

Angel or devil, | don't care,

For in front of that door there is you.

“Jackie (La Chanson De Jacky)”

Music by Gérard Jouannest

MORT:

And if one day | should become

A singer with a Spanish bum,

Who sings for women of great virtue;
I'd sing to them with a guitar

| borrowed from coffee bar,

Well, what you don't know doesn't hurt you.
My name would be Antonio,

And all my bridges | would burn,

And if | gave them some, they'd know

| expect something in return.

I'd have to get drunk every night

To talk about virility

With some old grandmother who might
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Be decked out like a Christmas tree.
And tho' pink elephants I'd see,
Though I’'d be drunk as | could be,
Still  would sing my song to me,
About the time they called me Jackie.
If I could be for only an hour,

If I could be for an hour every day,

If I could be for just one little hour,
Cute, cute, cute, in a stupid-ass way.

And if | joined the social whirl,
Became procurer of young girls,
Then | would have my own bordellos;
My record would be number one,
And I'd sell records by the ton,

All sung by many other fellows.

My name would then be Handsome Jack
And I'd sell boats of opium,

Whiskey that came from Twickenham,
Authentic queers and phony virgins.
I'd have a bank on every finger,

A finger in every country

And every country ruled by me,

I’d still know where I'd want to be.
Locked up inside my opium den,
Surrounded by some Chinamen,

I'd sing the song that | sang then,
About the time they called me Jackie.
If I could be for only an hour,

If I could be for an hour every day,

If I could be for just one little hour,
Cute, cute, cute, in a stupid-ass way.

Now tell me wouldn't it be nice,

That if one day in Paradise,

| sang for all the ladies up there;

And they would sing along with me,
We'd be so happy there to be,

‘Cause down below is really nowhere.
My name would then be Jupiter,

And | would know where | was going
And then | would become all knowing,
With my beard so long and flowing.

If | became deaf, dumb and blind,
Because | pitied all mankind,

And broke my heart to make things right,
| know that every single night,

When my angelic work was through,
The angels and the devil too

Would sing my childhood song to me,

About the time they called me Jackie.
If | could be for only an hour,

If | could be for an hour every day,

If | could be for just one little hour,
Cute, cute, cute, in a stupid-ass way.

“Sons Of ... (Fils De .. .)”

Music by Gérard Jouannest

ELLY:

Sons of the thief, sons of the saint,

Who is the child with no complaint?

Sons of the great, or sons unknown,

All were children like your own.

The same sweet smiles, the same sad tears,
The cries at night, the nightmare fears;
Sons of the great or sons unknown,

All were children like your own.

So long ago: long, long, ago.

But sons of tycoons or sons of the farms,
All of the children ran from your arms;
Through fields of gold, through fields of ruin,
All of their children vanished too soon.

In tow'ring waves, in walls of flesh,

Among dying birds trembling with death;
Sons of tycoons, or sons of the farms,

All of their children ran from your arms.

So long ago: long, long, ago.

Sons of your sons or sons passing by,

Children we lost in lullabies;

Sons of true love and sons of regret,

All of their sons you cannot forget.

Some built the roads, some wrote the
poems,

Some went to war, some never came home;

Sons of your sons, or sons passing by.

Children we lost in lullabies.

Like your own, like your own.

“Amsterdam”

MORT & COMPANY:

In the port of Amsterdam,
There's a sailor who sings
Of the dreams that he brings
From the wide open sea;

In the port of Amsterdam,
There's a sailor who sleeps,
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While the river bank weeps

To the old willow tree.

In the port of Amsterdam,
There's a sailor who dies,

Full of beer, full of cries,

In a drunken down fight.

And in the port of Amsterdam,
There's a sailor who's born
On a muggy hot morn,

By the dawn's early light.

In the port of Amsterdam,
Where the sailors all meet,
There's a sailor who eats
Only fish-heads and tails;
He will show you his teeth,
That have rotted too soon,
That can swallow the moon,
That can haul up the sails.
And he yells to a cook,
With his arms open wide,
“Bring me more fish,

Put it down by my side.”
He wants so to belch,

But he's too full to try,

So he gets up and laughs
And he zips up his fly.

In the port of Amsterdam,

You can see sailors dance,
Paunches bursting their pants
Grinding women to paunch;
They've forgotten the tune,
That their whiskey voice croaks,
Splitting the night with the
Roar of their jokes.

And they turn and then dance,
And they laugh and they lust
Till the rancid sound of

The accordion busts.

Then out to the night,

With their pride in their pants,
With the slut that they tow
Underneath the street lamps.

In the port of Amsterdam,
There's a sailor who drinks,
And he drinks and he drinks,
And he drinks once again;
He drinks to the health

Of the whores of Amsterdam,
Who have promised their love
To a thousand other men.
They've bargained their bodies,
And their virtue long gone,
For a few dirty coins,

When he can't go on,

He plants his nose in the sky
And he wipes it up above.
And he pisses, like | cry,

For an unfaithful love.

In the port of Amsterdam,

In the port of Amsterdam.

“Marieke”
Music by Jacques Brel & Gérard Jouannest

ELLY & COMPANY:

Ay, Marieke, Marieke,

The Flanders sun burns the sky
Since you are gone.

Ay, Marieke, Marieke,

In Flanders field the poppies die
Since you are gone.

Zonder liefde, warme liefde,

Waait de wind de stomme wind.
Zonder liefde, warme liefde,

Weent de zee de grijze zee.

Zonder liefde, warme liefde,

Lijdt het licht het donk're licht.

En schuurt het zand o ver mijn land,
Mijn platte land ,mijn Vlaanderen land.

Ay, Marieke, Marieke

The stars look down, so soon, so soon;
The day is done.

Ay, Marieke, Marieke,

The Flanders moon won't light your way;
The day is done.

Zonder liefde, warme liefde

Waait de wind c'est fini.

Zonder liefde, warme liefde,

Weent de zee déja fini.

Zonder liefde, warme liefde

Lidjt het licht tout est fini.

En schuurt het zand over mijn land,
Mijn platte land, mijn Vlaanderen land.
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Ay, Marieke, Marieke,

The bells have rung, the echoes sound,
The day is gone.

Ay, Marieke, Marieke,

In Flanders field the echoes sound

The day is gone

Zonder liefde, warme liefde

Lacht duivel de zwarte duivel

Zonder liefde, warme liefde

Brandt mijn hart mijn oude hart
Zonder liefde, warme liefde

Sterft de zomer de droeve zomer

En schuurt het zand over mijn land
Mijn platte land, mijn Vlaanderen land.

Ay, Marieke, Marieke

Come back again, come back again,
The day is gone.

Ay, Marieke, Marieke,

Your love alone, your love alone,
The day is gone.

Ay, Marieke, Marieke

Come back again, come back again,
The day is gone.

Ay, Marieke, Marieke

Your love alone, your love alone,
The day is gone, the day is gone,
The day is gone.

“Brussels (Bruxelles)”
Music by Jacques Brel & Gérard Jouannest

ALICE WHITFIELD & COMPANY:

It was the time when Brussels could sing.

It was the time of the silent movies.

It was the time when Brussels was king.

It was the time when Brussels brustled.

Pick out a hat so dashing and gay.

Go take a walk, it's a beautiful day.

Put on your spats and your high-buttoned
shoes.

Get on the tram, get the gossip and news.

Not a time for crying,

How the heart was flying.
There was my grandfather;
There was my grandmother.
He was a young soldier,

And she was so much bolder.

He had no brains, neither did she;
How bright could | turn out to be

It was the time when Brussels could sing . . .

Not a time for crying,

How the heart was flying—
There was my grandfather;
There was my grandmother.
He knew how to do it,

And she let him do it.

They lived in sin—deliciously.
Now they pray for my virginity.

It was the time when Brussels could sing . . .

Not a time for crying

How the heart was flying

There was my grandfather

There was my grandmother

Ten million guns got loaded,

World War | exploded.

It was such fun—oh, what a game

They saved the world but | bring it shame.

It was the time when Brussels could sing . . .
It was the time of the silent movies

“You’re Not Alone (Jef)”

ELLY:

No, love, you're not alone,

It's all right if you cry

If things don't turn out right,

All we can do is try.

We'll see a show tonight,
There's something we can buy.
No, love, you're not alone,
Don't let it get you down,

It's just another day,

And everything's turned brown,
You've walked your bloody mile;
I'll hold you for a while.

No, love, you're not alone.

| swear the sun will rise.

| promise you you'll laugh.
Here, love, dry your eyes.
Come on.
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Comel!

We’ve got each other,

Now that's got to be enough,
Pretend you're really tough.
Love, come on, love, come on.
We've got each other,

Now and it that's not enough,
Remember being young.

The days all strung with bells,
We caught the sea in shells,
We conquered wishing wells,
And songs of carousels, Love,
And if you still feel sad,
Remember making love,

It really wasn't bad, when that was all we

had.
The paradise in bed,
Remember that instead,
Instead of all these sorrows,
So rest here in my arms, love,
For we still hold tomorrow.

No, love, you're not alone,

No matter how you feel,

When shadows cut like knives,
And none of this seems real,
We wish away our lives,

Yet somehow we survive.

No, love, you're not alone,
Your wounds one day will heal,
Perhaps you feel too much,
And maybe that's the crime,
Perhaps you pray too much,
And there isn't any shrine.

No, love, you're not alone,

| swear the earth will stay,
Why, doves will soon fly down
| promise you your day.

Come on.

Come!

We'll sing old melodies,

We'll sit with birds in trees,
And sing for whom it pleases
Love, come on.

We'll dance across the moon,
Turn midnight into noon,
Pour perfume on the breezes,
Where nothing ever grows,
Where no one ever goes,

In lands of storms and snows,
We'll plant one burning rose,
Love, and if you still feel sad,
I'll seize the passing years,

I'll squeeze out all the tears.
The newsreel of our life—

I'll play it in reverse.

Your pain will fall away;

We'll relive yesterday,

And start where we began, love.
We'll do it if we can, love,
We'll do it if we can.

Cone on, love.

Come on. Come on. Come on.

“Next (Au Suivant)”

MORT & COMPANY:

Naked as sin, an army towel
Covering my belly,

Some of us blush, some howL,
Knees turning to jelly,

Next! Next!

| was still just a kid,

There were a hundred like me,
| followed a naked body

A naked body followed me.
Next! Next!

| was still just a kid,

When my innocence was lost
In a mobile army whorehouse,
Gift OF the army, free of cost.
Next! Next!

Me | really would have liked
A little touch of tenderness,
Maybe a word, a smile,

An hour’s happiness,

But, next! Next!

Oh, it wasn't so tragic,

The high heavens didn’t fall,
But how much of that time

| hated being there at all.
Next! Next!
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Now | always will recall

The brothel truck, the flying flags
The queer lieutenant who slapped
Our asses as if we were fags.
Next! Next!

| swear on the wet head

Of my first case of gonorrhea,
It is his ugly voice

That | forever hear,

Next! Next!

That voice that stinks of whisky,
Of corpses and of mud,

It is the voice of nations,

It is the thick voice of blood.
Next! Next!

And since then each woman
| have taken to bed

Seems to laugh in my arms;
To whisper through my head.
Next! Next!

All the naked and the dead

Should hold each other's hands,
As they watch me scream at night,
In a dream no one understands.
Next! Next!

And when | am not screaming,

In a voice grown dry and hollow,

| stand on endless naked lines

Of the following and the followed.
Next! Next!

One day I'll cut my legs off

Or burn myself alive,

Anything, I'll do anything

To get out of line to survive.

Not ever to be next, not ever to be next.

“Carousel (La Valse A Mille Temps)”

ELLY & COMPANY:

Carnivals and cotton candy,
Carousels and calliopes,
Fortune-tellers in glass cases,

We will always remember these.
Merry-go-rounds quickly turning,
Quickly turning for you and me,
And the whole world madly turning,
Turning, turning 'till you can't see.

We're on a carousel,

A crazy carousel,

And now we go around,
Again we go around,

And now we spin around.
We're high above the ground,
And down again around,
And up again around,

So high above the ground,
We feel we've got to yell.
We're on a carousel,

A crazy carousel.

We're on a ferris wheel,
A crazy ferris wheel,

A wheel within a wheel,
And suddenly we feel
The stars begin to reel.
And down again around,
And up again around,
And up again around,
So high above the ground,
We feel we've got to yell.
We're on a carousel,

A crazy carousel.

Carnivals and cotton candy,
Carousels and calliopes,

Crazy clowns chasing brass rings,
Soda pop and rock-candy trees.
Merry-go-rounds quickly turning,
Quickly turning for you and me,
And the whole world madly turning,
Turning, turning 'till you can't see.

We're on a carousel . . .

We're on a ferris wheel . . .
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We're on a carousel . . .

Carnivals and cotton candy
Carousels and calliopes
Kewpie-dolls with painted faces
Tricky shell games and missing peas
Merry-go-rounds quickly turning
Quickly turning for you and me

And the whole world madly turning
Turning, turning 'till you can't see

We're on a carousel . . .
We're on a ferris wheel . . .

We're on a carousel . . .
La, Ia, la, la - Ia, la, la, la
La, la, la-1la, la, la, la, la - Ia!

“If We Only Have Love (Quand on n’a
que I’'amour)”

COMPANY:

If we only have love,

Then tomorrow will dawn;
And the days of our years
Will rise on that morn.

If we only have love,

To embrace without fears;
We will kiss with our eyes,
We will sleep without tears.
If we only have love,

With our arms open wide,
Then the young and the old
Will stand at our side.

If we only have love,

Love that's falling like rain;
Then the parched desert earth
Will grow green again.

If we only have love

For the hymn that we shout,
For the song that we sing,
Then we'll have a way out.

If we only have love,
We can reach those in pain,
We can heal all our wounds,

We can use our own names.
If we only have love,

We can melt all the guns;
And then give the new world
To our daughters and sons.

If we only have love,

Then Jerusalem stands;

And then death has no shadow.
There are no foreign lands.

If we only have love,

We will never bow down;
We'll be tall as the pines,
Neither heroes nor clowns.

If we only have love,

Then we'll only be men.

And we'll drink from the Grail,
To be born once again.

Then with nothing at all,

But the little we are,

We'll have conquered all time,
All space, the sun, and the stars.
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ADDITIONAL SONG

“Ne me quitte pas”
Music & Lyrics by Jacques Brel

Ne me quitte pas

[l faut oublier

Tout peut s'oublier
Qui s'enfuit déja
Oublier le temps

Des malentendus

Et le temps perdu

A savoir comment
Oublier ces heures
Qui tuaient parfois

A coups de pourquoi
Le coeur du bonheur
Ne me quitte pas

Ne me quitte pas

Ne me quitte pas

Ne me quitte pas

Moi je t'offrirai

Des perles de pluie
Venues de pays

Ou il ne pleut pas

Je creuserai la terre
Jusqu'aprés ma mort
Pour couvrir ton corps
D'or et de lumiere

Je ferai un domaine
Ou l'amour sera roi
Ou I'amour sera loi
Ou tu seras reine

Ne me quitte pas . ..

Ne me quitte pas

Je t'inventerai

Des mots insensés
Que tu comprendras
Je te parlerai

De ces amants-la
Qui ont vu deux fois
Leurs coeurs s'embraser
Je te raconterai
L'histoire de ce roi
Mort de n'avoir pas

Pu te rencontrer
Ne me quitte pas . . .

On a vu souvent
Rejaillir le feu

D'un ancien volcan
Qu'on croyait trop vieux
Il est parait-il

Des terres brilées
Donnant plus de blé
Qu'un meilleur avril

Et quand vient le soir
Pour qu'un ciel flamboie
Le rouge et le noir

Ne s'épousent-ils pas
Ne me quitte pas . . .

Ne me quitte pas

Je ne vais plus pleurer
Je ne vais plus parler
Je me cacherai la

A te regarder

Danser et sourire

Et a t'écouter

Chanter et puis rire
Laisse-moi devenir
L'ombre de ton ombre
L'ombre de ta main
L'ombre de ton chien
Ne me quitte pas . . .
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