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*** NOTICE ***
 

The amateur and stock acting rights to this work are controlled exclu
sively by THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY without whose
permission in writing no performance of it may be given. Royalty must
be paid ev ery time a play is performed whether or not it is presented for
profit and whether or not ad mission is charged. A play is performed any
time it is acted before an audi ence. Cur rent royalty rates, appli cations and
restrictions may be found at our Web site: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COM-
PANY, 311 Washington St., Woodstock IL 60098. 

COPYRIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AUTHOR’S 
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro
vides authors with a fair re turn for their cre ative efforts. Authors earn 
their living from the royalties they receive from book sales and from the
performance of their work. Con scientious observance of copy right law is
not only eth ical, it encourages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully protected by copyright. No alterations, deletions or 
substitutions may be made in the work without the prior written consent
of the pub lisher. No part of this work may be re produced or transmitted
in any form or by any means, electronic or mechani cal, including photo
copy, re cording, video tape, film, or any in forma tion storage and retrieval
sys tem, without per mis sion in writing from the publisher. It may not be
performed either by pro fession als or ama teurs with out payment of roy 
alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not limited to, the pro fessional, mo tion pic 
ture, radio, televi sion, videotape, for eign language, tabloid, reci tation, lec
tur ing, publi cation and reading, are reserved. 

For performance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this
play which are in copy right, the permission of the copy right own ers
must be obtained or other songs and recordings in the public domain
substituted. 
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IMPORTANT BILLING AND CREDIT REQUIREMENTS 

All producers of the play must give credit to the author of the play in all
pro grams distrib uted in con nec tion with performances of the play and in
all instances in which the title of the play ap pears for purposes of ad ver
tising, publi cizing or other wise exploiting the play and/or a production.
The name of the author must also appear on a separate line, on which no
other name ap pears, imme diately following the title, and must appear  in
size of type not less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the title type.
Biographical information on the author, if included in the playbook, may
be used in all pro grams. In all programs this notice must appear: 

“Produced by spe cial ar rangement with
 
THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY of Woodstock, Illinois”
 

In addi tion, all producers of the play must include the following acknowl 
edgment on the title page of all pro grams distrib uted in con nec tion with
performances of the play and on all ad vertising and promotional ma teri
als: 

“Or iginally produced at Asolo Theatre Company,

Sarasota, Florida,
 

Howard Millman, Pro ducing Artis tic Director”
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Any thing to De clare? was originally  produced at  Asolo 
Theatre Company, Sarasota, Florida, January 20-April 27,  
2006, Howard Millman, producing artistic di rec tor, Mar ian 
Wallace*, stage man ager, Sarah Gleissner, assistant stage 
manager, Michelle Hart-Bizzell, wig/hair design. The di rec 
tor was Greg Leaming, sce nic de sign by Ste ven Ru bin, cos 
tume design by Michele Macadaeg, light ing design by 
James D. Sale, sound design by Matthew Parker, the voice, 
speech and dialect coach was Patricia Delorey. The cast 
was: 

Lisa Dupont . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Norah Sweeney* 
Gontran . .  . .  . . .  . .  . .  . . .  . .  . . .  . .  . .  . . .  . .  .  Brit Whittle 
Ernestine . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Heather Gulling 
La Baule . .  .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  . .  .  . .  .  Ross Boehringer 
Benjamin Dupont . . .  . .  . . .  . .  . .  . . .  . .  Bradford Wallace* 
Adelaide Dupont . .  . . .  . .  . . .  . .  . .  . . .  . .  Carolyn Michel* 
Phillippe Couzan . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . James Clarke* 
Frontignac. .  .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  .  . .  .  David Breitbarth* 
Paulette de Trivelin. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mariam Habib 
Robert de Trivelin . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Rich ard B. Watson* 
Mademoiselle Zeze . . .  . .  . . .  . .  . .  . .  Lesslie Dodge Crane 
Francois . .  . .  . .  . . .  . .  . . .  . .  . .  . . .  . .  . . .  .  Bryan Crossan 
Mariette . .  . . .  . .  . .  . . .  . .  . .  . . .  . .  . . .  . .  .  Darlene Horne 
A po liceman. .  .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  . .  John Long* 

*Denotes member of Actors’ Eq uity Asso ciation, the un ion for 
pro fessional actors and stage man ag ers in the United States. 
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Anything to Declare? 

CHAR AC TERS 

BENJAMIN DUPONT. .  . .  .  . .  .  Ninth Circuit Court judge 
ADELAIDE DUPONT . . .  . .  . .  . . .  . .  . .  . . .  . .  . .  his wife 
LISE DUPONT. . .  . .  . . .  . .  . .  . . .  their youngest daughter 
PAULETTE DE TRIVELIN. .  .  . .  . .  .  their oldest daughter 
ROBERT DE TRIVELIN . .  .  . .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  . .  her hus band 
PHILLIPPE COUZAN . .  . . .  . .  . . .  .  a friend of the family 
LA BAULE. .  . .  . . .  . .  . .  . . .  . .  . . .  .  ex-fiancé of Paulette 
GONTRAN . .  . .  . .  . . .  . .  . . .  . .  . .  .  fiancé of Lise Dupont 
ERNESTINE. .  . .  . . .  . .  . . .  . .  . .  . . .  . .  .  the Dupont maid 
FRONTIGNAC . .  .  . .  . .  a camel dealer of uncer tain or igin 
MADEMOISELLE ZEZE 
FRANCOIS . .  .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  . .  her as sistant 
MARIETTE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . her maid 
A PO LICEMAN 

THE PLACE: The home of Benjamin and Adelaide Dupont 
and Zeze’s art studio in Paris. 

THE TIME: 1912. 
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ACT I
 

SCENE: A room in the Dupont household. Nicely fur
nished. Entrance to the room UC. Door to the left, al
ready open and door to the right, also open. Two other 
doors DR and  DL.  Between the  two  doors  right, a fire
place. On the right a ta ble to the left of the ta ble a settee 
and on the other side a chair. On the left an arm chair 
and to the right an arm chair with an otto man. To the left 
of the door UC, a large cab inet against the wall. Ta bles, 
chairs, armchairs, etc. To the right of the door UC, an 
elec tric but ton, left of the door DR a  light  switch. On a  
table is a tray with cof fee pot, cups, a bot tle of cognac, 
sugar bowl, small glasses, etc. 

AT RISE: LISE enters from the DL door. 

LISE (speaking to off stage). Yes, Mama, I’ll bring in the 
coffee. 

(GONTRAN enters from the same room.) 

GONTRAN. Psst. Lise. Psst. 
LISE. Gontran, are you fol lowing me? 
GONTRAN. Of course, I’m follow ing you. I’m your 

fiancé. Can’t I be alone with you now and then. 
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  8 ANY THING TO DECLARE? Act I 

LISE. Mama’s not going to like that, you know. 
GONTRAN. She didn’t see me sneak out. Your parents are 

too busy talking pol i tics with your uncle. Be sides, what 
would they care. We’re en gaged. 

LISE. Doesn’t make a bit of difference. Mama has eyes 
like a hawk—she’ll pounce on you just like a crippled 
fieldmouse. 

GONTRAN. She can’t be that bad. 
LISE. That’s what hap pened when Paulette was engaged. 

Never let the two of them out of her sight. 
GONTRAN. I’m sure they man aged to find some time 

alone, time to sneak one little kiss now and again. 
LISE. Oh, no. Not one. Mama was always lurking around 

the cor ner some where. Be sides, Paulette’s too innocent 
for that sort of thing. She’s just not the inquis i tive type. 
Not like me. Mama says I can’t keep my nose out of 
anything. And I can’t wait for Paulette to get back from 
her hon eymoon to day and tell me all about it. 

GONTRAN. About the hon ey moon? Don’t you think that’s 
awfully per sonal? 

LISE. I want to know what’s so spe cial about this honey 
moon business. Why is ev ery one so secretive about it? 

GONTRAN (squirm ing). Would you please stop ask ing 
that. We’ll be mar ried in another month, you’ll know 
soon enough. 

LISE (getting an gry). There you go again. You do this ev 
ery time I bring up our honeymoon. You get all red in 
the face and start sweat ing and you look the other way. 
Just like ev ery one else, like you all had this great big se
cret. Some thing’s going on here, and I’m going to get to 
the bot tom of it. (She starts to leave with the cof fee 
things.) 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



      
          

       
    

      

      

    
  

    
  

 
   

  
    

    
        

  
    

           
    

    
        

    
    

     
  

  

  9 Act I ANY THING TO DECLARE? 

GONTRAN. Oh, now don’t go yet. Stay with me for just 
one minute. Just one little kiss. (He tries to embrace 
her.) 

LISE. No, now leave me alone. Every time you try to kiss 
me someone co mes into the room. 

GONTRAN. Oh, don’t be silly. Just one kiss… 

(He kisses her. ERNESTINE immediately comes in UC.) 

ERNESTINE. Mademoiselle Lise… Oh. 
LISE. See? (She pulls away from GONTRAN, hand ing him 

the cof fee tray.) M.  Gontran was just  helping me  with  
the coffee things, Ernestine. 

ERNESTINE. Hmmph. Coffee. 
LISE (peremp to rily). What is it, Ernestine? 
ERNESTINE. M. Le Baule is here, ma’am. 
LISE. Oh, no. Not that one. 
GONTRAN. Le Baule? Isn’t that your sister’s old fiancé? 
LISE. Yes, but then she fell in love with Trivelin, so Papa 

had to break it off with the poor guy. 
GONTRAN. But he keeps coming back? 
LISE. Well, he got into the habit of coming here two or 

three times a week, and af ter Paulette left him, nobody 
had the heart to kick him out. So now we let him come 
back out of pity. But he’s such a bore. Ev ery time any 
one men tions Paulette’s name, he bursts into tears. Come 
on, let’s go into the study. (She takes GONTRAN by the  
hand into one of the doors right.) Show old Waterworks 
in here, Ernestine. And here, give him some coffee. 
(Hands ERNESTINE the coffee tray and leaves  with  
GONTRAN.) 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



      
  

         
   

 
     

       
      

    
       

       
       

      
      

 
     

 
   

      
     

     
        

 
    

   

  10 ANY THING TO DECLARE? Act I 

ERNESTINE. But why do I have to talk with him? 
(Through the door.) In here, M. La Baule. 

(LA BAULE enters.  He  is  very  depressed and  carries a  
bouquet of flow ers in his hands.) 

LA BAULE. Thank you, Ernestine. 
ERNESTINE (drily). And look, an other bou quet of flow 

ers. 
LA BAULE (deeply depressed). Every time I came here, I 

brought flowers to, to… (almost says her name.) to my  
fiancée. And now every time I come, I will bring flow
ers again. I do it in memory of her, of our life together. 

ERNESTINE. But you don’t have a life with Paulette. 
LA BAULE (at the name, he begins to cry). Oh my God, 

my Paulette! 
ERNESTINE. Oh, I’m so sorry. Please, sit here. Madame 

and monsieur are still having dinner with their guest. 
LA BAULE. That’s fine. I never eat any more any way. 

When I lost my fiancée I lost my appetite.  Oh,  
Ernestine. 

ERNESTINE. Sir? 
LA BAULE. I’ve been treated so badly in this house. 
ERNESTINE. That’s because Paulette just does n’t love 

you. 
LA BAULE (sob bing at the name). She would have…in 

time. I could make anyone love me…IN TIME. (He 
takes out his handkerchief.) 

ERNESTINE. Oh now, are you going to cry all evening? 
LA BAULE. I never stop cry ing. I cry from morn ing to 

night. I cry my self to sleep at night, and then I cry in my 
dreams. Ev ery time I hear her name, I burst into tears. 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



  
     

     
   

      
 

          
 

     
      

  
        

 
    

        

  
   

    
      

   
   

 
     

       
   

   

  11 Act I ANY THING TO DECLARE? 

ERNESTINE. You mean Paulette?
 
LA BAULE (bawling). THAT’S THE ONE!
 

(The doors left open and DUPONT and MME DUPONT 
enter with COUZAN.) 

MME DUPONT  (cordially). Ah, La Baule. How are you 
this eve ning? 

LA BAULE (pulling himself to gether). Good evening, Ma
dame Dupont. M. Dupont. 

DUPONT. Ah, La Baule. How good of you to stop by… 
again. Do you know my old friend Couzan? 

COUZAN. Nice to meet you. 
LA BAULE (sniffling). A pleasure. A great pleasure. 
COUZAN. Ev erything all right? 
MME DUPONT (quietly). Don’t bring it up… 
DUPONT (ignoring her). La Baule is an  old  friend  of  the  

fam ily, you know… 
MME DUPONT. Please, Benjamin… 
DUPONT. The ex fiancé of our daughter… 
MME DUPONT. No please, don’t men tion… 
DUPONT (over). Our daugh ter, Paulette de Trivelin. (LA 

BAULE explodes into tears.) 
MME DUPONT. Oh, for heaven’s sake.
 
DUPONT. What?
 
MME DUPONT. Did you have to mention her name?
 
LA BAULE. Please, I beg you, don’t call her that.
 
DUPONT. What, Paulette de Trivelin?
 
LA BAULE (in tears). YES!
 
COUZAN. I’m very con fused.
 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



        
         

    
      

 
 

          
 

    
     

  
       
    

     
     

        
     

   
 

    
 

       
      

  
         

         
          

      

  12 ANY THING TO DECLARE? Act I 

MME DUPONT  (while serving coffee to everyone). La 
Baule has a  little  problem dealing  with  our  daughter’s  
re cent mar riage. 

COUZAN. I see. 
LA BAULE. When is she return ing from her ho—ho— 

ho…from her ho—ho—ho, (he can’t say it) from her lit
tle trip? 

MME DUPONT. This eve ning. At ten o’clock. 
LA BAULE. Oh my God! 
DUPONT (oblivious). Yes, you’ll be able to see, um, our 

daugh ter, and her new hus band. 
LA BAULE. OH MY GOD… OH MY GOD… 
DUPONT. Oh, please, sir, can’t you stop cry ing? 
MME DUPONT. If you can’t con trol your self, you are sim 

ply go ing to have to leave right now. We don’t want 
anything to spoil their home coming. 

LA BAULE. Why did you have to choose him over me. 
What does he have that I don’t have? 

DUPONT. A very healthy bank account, for one thing. 
LA BAULE. But I’ve got pros pects. Great pros pects! 
DUPONT. Then there is his fam ily. 
LA BAULE. I have a fam ily. 
MME DUPONT. Trivelin is one of this country’s most his

toric names. 
DUPONT. Trivelin’s ancestors were part of the Crusades. 
LA BAULE. So were mine. Mine were on the Cru sades. 
MME DUPONT. They were cooks. 
LA BAULE. But they went. 
DUPONT. La Baule, be reason able. You don’t have a title. 
LA BAULE. How can you condemn me for that. You, a 

Dupont. You’re a judge of the Repub lic. A son of the 
Repub lic. A grand son of the Republic. 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



      
            

  
   

       
    

     
        

        
  

        
       

     
       

     
     

 
        

   
 

  
  

     

     

  
  

 
      

  13 Act I ANY THING TO DECLARE? 

DUPONT. You’re exaggerating. 
LA BAULE. Your grandfather met his death on the barri

cades in ’48! 
DUPONT. An accident. 
COUZAN. Just stepped out to get the morning paper. 
MME DUPONT.  Even the best Republican would be 

thrilled to have a noble man for a son-in-law. 
LA BAULE. But he’s got a hor rible rep u tation. He’ll ruin 

your daugh ter. 
MME DUPONT. Nonsense. He’s just what our child needs. 

That girl is far too in nocent. Be sides, a man of the world 
will un derstand ex actly what his husbandly respon sibili
ties are. He will know that it is his job to please his wife 
in every way he can. Nightly. Is that not right, Benjamin. 

DUPONT (un comfortable). Of course, my dear. 
MME DUPONT.  He’ll throw off his wild ways and settle 

down into do mes tic bliss. We ex pect to have two young 
grand children very, very quickly. 

DUPONT. One will be a baron, the other an earl. 
LA BAULE. What if there’s a third? 
MME DUPONT. Bishop! 
LA BAULE. I could have set tled down into do mes tic bliss. 

I could have given you a bishop. 
MME DUPONT.  Now, now, La Baule, have a cup of cof

fee. 
LA BAULE. I don’t want coffee. I want PAULETTE! 

(Sobs.) 
DUPONT. Too late. 
LA BAULE. I am still your daugh ter’s fiancé, you prom 

ised me first. 
MME DUPONT. We promised you nothing. 
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  14 ANY THING TO DECLARE? Act I 

LA BAULE. But you mar ried her to a man who will make 
her mis erable. 

DUPONT. Don’t be so dramatic, La Baule. 
LA BAULE. I can feel it. She’s go ing to be mis er a ble and 

she’ll end up divorcing him. 
MME DUPONT. Please, stop the tears. 
LA BAULE (ris ing). You will be forced to look for another 

hus band for her. And when you do, promise me you will 
let me be number two. Please. I’m begging you. (He 
clutches at MA DAME DUPONT.) 

MME DUPONT.  Stop that. Please, you’re ruining my 
dress. Oh all right, fine, as you wish. (To BENJAMIN.) 
Please don’t up set him any more. We’ll be flooded. 

DUPONT. All right, sir, you are num ber two. 
LA BAULE. Thank you. Thank you. (Shakes hands with 

both of them, then with COUZAN.) I will be your son-in
law. I swear. (Handing off his flowers to COUZAN.)  I 
must go now, but I will be back, to see my own beloved 
Paulette, and to meet her fu ture ex-hus band face to face. 
(He marches to the door UC.) 

DUPONT. But, La Baule, that will only upset you more. 
LA BAULE. Not at all, sir. I have not done cry ing yet. The 

depths of my sor row have yet to be plumbed. (With 
pride.) You have not seen the last of my tears! (And he’s 
gone.) 

MME DUPONT.  So, Couzan, what do you think of this 
young man? 

COUZAN. Very nice; a bit moist, but very nice. 
DUPONT. The monseigneur will be called Enguerrand. 
COUZAN. Which monseigneur? 
DUPONT. Our youngest…the bishop. 
COUZAN. Ah, you mean your grand children. 
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  15 Act I ANY THING TO DECLARE? 

DUPONT. Of course. 
MME DUPONT.  Who knows, Benjamin. Why should he 

stop at bishop? Perhaps, dare we set our sights so high, 
per haps even pope? 

DUPONT. Pope Enguerrand the  First.  It has  a very  nice  
ring to it, does n’t it? 

MME DUPONT.  Our coun try hasn’t had a pope since the 
Baby lo nian captivity. It’s about time. 

(ERNESTINE enters.) 

ERNESTINE. Sir, there is a gentleman here who in sists on 
speak ing with you. 

DUPONT. At this hour? Did he give you his name, 
Ernestine? 

ERNESTINE. No. When I asked, he said, “Does n’t matter, 
M. Dupont doesn’t know me anyway.” He’s in an awful 
hurry, sir. 

DUPONT. An other litigant, I sup pose, des perate for my ad 
vice. No rest for the weary. 

COUZAN. Perhaps he’s here about that affair with the 
Widow Tripette. You know, the Lecher of Loudon? 

MME DUPONT. The Lecher of Loudon? Who in heaven’s 
name is that? 

COUZAN. That’s all any one has been talk ing about all 
week. An eighty-year-old widow named Tripette who  
owns a pork stall in Loudon was  violated and murdered  
by an un known assailant two weeks ago. 

MME DUPONT. How horrible! 
COUZAN. The villain is still at large. The whole country 

side is ter rified. 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



       
    

    
      

   
      
   

  
 

        
 

     
     

     
    

   
    

       
      

    
    

       

     
     

 
          

 
    

  16 ANY THING TO DECLARE? Act I 

ERNESTINE. Oh my God! What if he IS the Lecher of 
Loudon? I don’t want to go back out there! 

DUPONT. Oh, please, Ernestine. Just send him in. You’re 
twenty years old. You’ve got nothing to worry about for 
another sixty years. (She ex its.) 

COUZAN. We’ll leave you to your business.
 
MME DUPONT.  Let me show you the room we’ve pre 

pared for Paulette and her hus band. 
COUZAN. They’re going to live here? 
MME DUPONT.  Well, of course, just while we’re waiting 

for the ar rival of the baron, the earl, and the bishop, I 
mean the pope. The pope! (And they are gone.) 

DUPONT. Just five minutess for this man, no more. 

(FRONTIGNAC enters. He wears a soft hat with a large 
brim in the Mexican style.) 

FRONTIGNAC (bow ing for mally—tense and clipped). 
Messer. Forgive me for com ing on you like this. 

DUPONT. Not at all, sir. Won’t you sit down? 
FRONTIGNAC. Not at all. There ees no time.  Do  I have  

the plea sures of addressing Messer Dupont? 
DUPONT. You do, but please… 
FRONTIGNAC. And I am also assum ing that you are mar

ried? 
DUPONT (wor ried). My God. Does it show? 
FRONTIGNAC. Bueno. You will please to be calling your 

wife. 
DUPONT. I beg your par don? 
FRONTIGNAC. You perhaps have the beans in your ori

fices? I am ask ing you please to be call ing your wife. 
DUPONT. Whatever do you want my wife for? 
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