
be, wherever he is. He's not the type to go wandering off 
through those grey deserted plains. How can he have left 
me? However did he make up his mind? Where did he 
find the courage to go off on his own? I[She seesthe branch 
on the table, takesit in herhandandlooksat it.] He really has 
torn out the flower oflove, pulled it up by the roots. How 
can he have ripped it out of his heart, how can he from 
his heart have ripped it? Poor Jean! How he must suffer! 
My poor little Jean's been hurt. He's leaving a trail of 
blood, behind him on the road. [She sits down near the 
cradlewhichshestartsrocking,herbackturnedto theaudience.In 
her otherhand she is holdingthe branch.]We're alone now, 
little one. How can I lose the habit I've got of touching 
him, expecting him. Can I get used to not hearing his 
answering voice? [She takes up the refrain again:] If you 
could tear this love from your heart, if you could tear this 
away, if you could tear this. love from your heart, from 

,.your heart, from your heart ... [The backwall, whichsheis 
lookingat, vanishes.You canseea garden: treesin blossom,tall 
greengrass,a veryblueskY.]Oh! [Shehalf rises,thensits down 
again.By somemovementofhershouldersand her backshemust 
conveyto the audiencethe wondershe herselffeels. Then, on the 
left ofthis landscape, whichis alsoon theaudience'sleft,you can 
seea silverladderappear,hangingin the air, the top ofit out of 
sight. The joy and astonishmentof Marie-Madeleine,who is 
contemplatingthe landscape,is still conveyed,perceptiblybut 
discreetly,bycertainmovementsoftheshoulders.Shestandsup very 
quietly:] He didn't know that was here! He couldn't have 
seen that. I thought the gardenwas here. I suspected it was. 
Though I wasn't absolutely sure . If only he'd seen, if 
only he'd known! Ifhe'd had a little patience, he wouldn't 
have gone, he wouldn't have left us behind! 
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II 

THE RENDEZVOUS 

THE SET 

A terracethat appearsto be luzngingin mid-air.A darksky. Later, 
whenJean arrives,the sky will clear. Tjle l igh!.zhowever,will be 
cold,an empty brilliance,withoutshadowand withoutsun. In the 
backgroundand asfar as possibleall round,arid mountains.Jean 

enters. 

JEAN: What wonderful light! I' ve never seen anything so 
pure! Those mountains could seem too stark. But I like 
clarity. [Discreetappearance,on theright, ofthe First Keeper, 
with cap and moustache.]Good morning. I love the light 
in this part of the world. I like the dust too. These stone 
buildings and the altitude. Especially after roaming 
through so many wet countries: gloomy plains, marsh­
land and rain. See how these mountains stand out against 
the sky, they look almost alive. It's all so new to me. 

ist KEEPER: Have you travelled down from the North? 
JEAN: From the North? Well, you know, really I'm not too 

sure ... I've no sense of direction. Countries where it rains 
anyway. Dark and dusky lands. This is the kingdom of 

light.
ist KEEPER: I suppose so. Rather an etnp tY.brilliance, though. 

A bit bleak, perhaps. If that's what you're after, help 

yourself.
JEAN:This is the entrance to the museum, isn't it? Are there 

still lots of visitors ?
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