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Part One








Patch of yellow wall.


Sound of a garden gate bell.


A reception.


A tumult of voices.


Silence.


A waiter inadvertently knocks a spoon against plate.


Silence.


Three sharp knocks on a bedroom wall.


The flickering of candlelight.


The sound of a hammer being knocked against the wheel of a train.





The garden at Combray.




FATHER


Isn’t Swann a little late? What time are we dining?


 DR PERCEPIED


Charming man, Monsieur Swann. I called in to see his wife yesterday. She had a slight migraine.


FATHER coughs.


GRANDMOTHER


Marcel looks tired.


DR PERCEPIED


Monsieur Swann is dining with you alone, I gather.


FATHER


Alone. Yes.


Silence.


DR PERCEPIED


Hmm. Well, I must be going. I have to look in to see Monsieur Vinteuil. Not in the best of health, poor man.


FATHER


Hmm.


DR PERCEPIED


His daughter’s friend is staying with them, apparently.


FATHER


(grimly) Is she, Doctor?


DR PERCEPIED


Yes, she’s a music teacher.


 MOTHER


But Monsieur Vinteuil is a music teacher himself.


DR PERCEPIED


His daughter prefers to be taught by her friend. Apparently. (Lowers his voice.) Of course some people say it’s not music she teaches his daughter, that Monsieur Vinteuil must be blind.


FATHER


(abruptly) Come on, Marcel, come on now. How many times do I have to tell you? Go to bed … no, no, leave your mother alone. You’ve said good night to one another. That’s enough. All this fuss is ridiculous. Go upstairs.


MARCEL walks towards FRANÇOISE. The garden bell rings.


M. SWANN arrives.


GRANDMOTHER


Good evening, Monsieur Swann.





MARCEL’s bedroom.


MARCEL


Françoise, will you take a note to Maman?


 FRANÇOISE


No, I will not. How can you expect me to pester your mother when she has guests? Mmmm?


MARCEL


But she asked me to write. She wanted me to tell her something.


FRANÇOISE


Well, Monsieur Swann is here. They say he’s an intimate acquaintance of the President of the Republic himself, not to mention the Prefect of Police and the Prince of Wales of England. His coachman told me he dines with princesses. At least that’s what they call them, still that’s what they say.


MARCEL throws the note down and stares.


FRANÇOISE


Perhaps I can give it to your mother with the coffee, I’ll see.


MARCEL


Please, Françoise. Please.


FRANÇOISE


I can’t believe it can be so important. What’s so important about it?


The garden.


SWANN


When do you go to Paris?


FATHER


In two weeks’ time, I’m afraid.


FRANÇOISE brings in the note, slips it to MOTHER. It lies unopened under coffee cup.


SWANN


Yes, we shall be leaving shortly.


MOTHER


It’s always so sad when the summer is over, and we have to leave Combray. It’s so much healthier here than in Paris for Marcel, so much better for him.


SWANN


How is he?


FATHER


Chest. Have to keep an eye on it. 


MOTHER looks at note.


MOTHER


There is no answer 


FRANÇOISE exits.


 SWANN


I have a book I think Marcel might enjoy. I’ll send it round tomorrow.


MOTHER


How very kind.


FATHER


We were talking about Monsieur Vinteuil before you came. Do you know him?


SWANN


We’ve never really met, no. But I’ve often wondered whether he’s any relation to the composer.


FATHER


Composer?


SWANN


You must know the Vinteuil sonata.


FATHER


Do I?


SWANN


Don’t you know it? It’s an enchanting piece of work. I first heard it … Oh many years ago.


FATHER


Oh, the Vinteuil sonata. Yes, yes, of course, of course. Delightful.


 SWANN


I wonder if the fellow’s any relation. I must find out.


FATHER


I shouldn’t think so.


FRANÇOISE brings a shawl to GRANDMOTHER.


SWANN rises and kisses GRANDMOTHER’s hand.


SWANN


Well, it’s getting late. Goodbye and thank you for a most pleasant evening.


SWANN exits. FRANÇOISE helps GRANDMOTHER into the house.


FATHER


He didn’t look too well, I thought. It’s his wife. To have thrown away his life for a woman like that. It’s beyond me. He could have had any woman he liked. Did, in fact. Are you ready for bed?


MOTHER


You might at least let me ask after his daughter. He’s so proud of her.


FATHER


Once you start asking after the daughter you’ll end up asking after the wife. And then you’ll find she’ll be paying you calls. And there can be no question of that.


FATHER exits.


MARCEL stands in the shadows. Rushes to his


MOTHER, clasps her.


MARCEL


Maman. Maman.


MOTHER


What on earth are you doing? (whispering) No. Go back to your room. Do you want your father to catch you behaving like this?


Candlelight, FATHER emerges from his room.


FATHER


What’s this?


MOTHER


He wants me to kiss him goodnight, in his room. He’s behaving very stupidly.


FATHER


Go with him then.


MOTHER


Oh really, we mustn’t indulge him.


FATHER


Rubbish. There’s no need to make him ill. Sleep in his room just this once. (Yawns.) I’m off to bed anyway. Good night, (FATHER exits.)


MARCEL Sobs.


 MOTHER


(gently) You must stop. You’ll make me cry in a minute if you don’t. There, there.





Image: the ADULT MARCEL looks at the CHILD MARCEL with pity.


The sound of a voice reciting.


Musical entertainment based on a poem by Apollinaire.








Sous le pont Mirabeau coule la Seine


Et nos amours


Faut-il qu’il m’en souvienne


La joie venait toujours après la peine







Vienne la nuit sonne l’heure


Les jours s’en vont je demeure







Les mains dans les mains restons face à face


Tandis que sous


Le pont de nos bras passe


Des éternels regards l’onde si lasse







Vienne la nuit sonne l’heure


Les jours s’en vont je demeure







L’amours s’en va comme cette eau courante


L’amour s’en va


Comme la vie est lente


Et comme l’Espérance est violente








Vienne la nuit sonne l’heure

Les jours s’en vont je demeure







Passent les jours et passent les semaines


Ni temps passe


Ni les amours reviennent


Sous le pont Mirabeau coule la Seine







Vienne la nuit sonne l’heure


Les jours s’en vont je demeure.











Applause.





The last reception at the Guermantes’ house. 1921.


MARCEL applauds. Everyone turns to look at him. They are all very old.


CAMBREMER


Marcel, my dear fellow. I’m delighted to see you again. I understood you were ill. Are you better?


DUCHESSE


Marcel, Marcel my dear.


MARCEL


Oriane, how charming you look. But then you always do.


DUCHESSE


It’s years, years, years. How many years? When was it exactly? Where have you been?


 CAMBREMER


Someone told me that you’ve been in a sanatorium for years. Do you still suffer from choking fits? I mean has there been any improvement?


MARCEL


Not much.


CAMBREMER


They become much less frequent with age though, surely. And, after all, you’re getting on.


DUCHESSE


You haven’t changed a bit. I hardly recognised you. I’m very long in the tooth. Aren’t I? Well, of course I’m no chicken. How sad that you never married. But perhaps it’s just as well. Your sons would have died in the war. Like my poor nephew Robert. Do you know I still think of him. Quite often.


MARCEL


So do I. I often think of Robert.


MOREL enters the room.


An OLD MAN (CHARLUS), supported by JUPIEN, calls across the room.


CHARLUS


Ah, there’s the great musician, the great man.


MARCEL


Who is that?


 DUCHESSE


My cousin Mémé. Surely you remember Mémé. Poor thing. He grows more like my mother-in-law every time I see him. To think he had a terrible reputation. Mainly with footmen.


MARCEL


I can’t believe it.


DUCHESSE


Well, of course, he’s changed. But not alas his companions.


MARCEL


Ah, Monsieur Jupien.


DUCHESSE


Goodness. You know him?


MARCEL


Yes. I mean no. Not really.


DUCHESSE


But of course you don’t. Do you know you are probably my only friend here. My truest friend. You met everyone at my house, didn’t you? You met Swann first at my house.


MARCEL


I knew him a little when I was a child.


 DUCHESSE


His daughter’s here somewhere. Gilberte. Do you know her?


MARCEL


Not very well.


DUCHESSE


I can’t think why Robert married her. She never loved him you know, never. She’s a bitch.


MARCEL


Where is the Princesse? Where is our hostess?


DUCHESSE


She’s there. Over there.


MARCEL


That’s not the Princesse.


DUCHESSE


Oh yes, it is. She was once called Verdurin. My darling cousin is dead. Mother Verdurin is the new Princesse, my new cousin. Can you believe it? The Prince found her money very useful.


MARCEL


Excuse me. I feel I must pay my respects.


DUCHESSE


Of course. Dear Marcel, always so kind to the afflicted.


 MME DE CAMBREMER


Oriane, what has become of the Marquise d’Arpajon?


DUCHESSE


She died.


MME DE CAMBREMER


No, no, Oriane, you’re confusing her with the Comtesse d’Arpajon.


DUCHESSE


Certainly not. The Marquise is dead too. About a year ago.


MME DE CAMBREMER


But I was at a musical party at her house about a year ago.


DUCHESSE


Well she’s quite dead. I can promise you. I’m not surprised you haven’t heard. She died in a quite unremarkable way.


GILBERTE


Marcel. What a surprise. I can see you took me for my mother. Everyone does. She’s here somewhere but … occupied.


ODETTE laughs.


GILBERTE


I can’t understand what you’re doing at a party like this. Why don’t we dine together tonight in a restaurant?


 MARCEL


Yes, of course … if you won’t find it compromising to dine alone with a young man.


GILBERTE laughs.


MARCEL


An old man.


Pause.


GILBERTE


I often think that’s the one comfort of Robert’s death. He will never have to grow old.


MARCEL


No. To us, he will always be young.


CHARLUS


(to the PRINCESSE) It’s intolerable. They’re all quite dead. Hannibal de Bréauté dead. Antoine de Mouchy dead. Charles Swann dead. Adalbert Montmorency dead.


The PRINCESSE laughs and adjusts her monocle.


PRINCESSE


Monsieur Jupien, we are all very grateful the old dear is better. But really you ought to take him home.


GILBERTE


Can you believe it? She’s my aunt now, you know. I must tell you. I have a great friend who knew you once, I believe. Her name is Andrée.


 MARCEL


Yes, I knew her.


GILBERTE


She’s here somewhere with her husband. Oh no, there she is over there talking to Morel. He is director of the Conservatoire now. I must tell my mother you are here. She’ll be so pleased.


An old haggard WOMAN staggers up.


WOMAN


Hello. (She staggers off. They look at her.)


GILBERTE


The Vicomtesse de Fiacre. Cocaine.


RACHEL


Marcel. No I can see you don’t remember me.


MARCEL


Yes, yes I do.


RACHEL


Who am I then?


MARCEL


I …


RACHEL


I’ll tell you. We met backstage once with a friend of yours. He was madly in love with me. Do you remember?


 MARCEL


Oh yes. Yes I do.


RACHEL


Poor Robert. He gave me this necklace you know. He adored me.


DUCHESSE


You’ve met Rachel. You do know, don’t you, that she’s the greatest actress in Paris? You must come to my house soon and hear her recite Racine.


As they go, the DUCHESSE turns back to MARCEL.


DUCHESSE


Oh, by the way, my husband’s having another affair at the age of seventy-five. Remarkable isn’t it? But you know we’re still quite fond of each other.


GILBERTE


My aunt Oriane may be charming. She may be beautiful but do admit she will never belong to the aristocracy of the mind. Her husband is a great admirer of my mother. He’s in her house all the time. She doesn’t age at all, does she – Mama?


MARCEL


No, not at all.


GILBERTE


People have always fallen in love with my mother.


 ODETTE


Sit down by me. I’m delighted to meet you. You knew my first husband well, didn’t you?


MARCEL


Your first husband?


ODETTE


Charles Swann. I’m Madame de Forcheville now. But Monsieur de Forcheville is dead too, now. But you did know Charles.


MARCEL


Yes, in my childhood, a little.


ODETTE


I know you’re a writer. Oh, the things I could tell you, the material I could give you. Are you interested in love, I mean do you write about it? But what else is there to write about? All my lovers have been so ridden with jealousy. Charles was unbelievably jealous. But he was so intelligent. I could never love a man who was unintelligent. I never loved Monsieur de Forcheville. He was quite commonplace, really. But I adored Charles, and we were so happy, most of the time. Charles always intended to write himself, you know, but (she giggles) I think he was too much in love with me to find the time.


A waltz.


ODETTE (YOUNG)


Won’t you come to tea with me. Just once.


SWANN


I have so much work – an essay on Vermeer.


ODETTE


So that’s the person who stops you from seeing me, Monsieur Vermeer. I’ve never even heard of him.


SWANN


He was a painter.


ODETTE


Oh, you are clever. I could help you with your work.


SWANN


No, no. You must have hundreds of things to do.


ODETTE


No, there you are quite wrong. I never have anything to do. I’m always free. You’ll see, if you want me, just send for me. I will always be free. At any hour of the day or night.


SWANN


Forgive me. I’m afraid of forming new attachments. Of being … unhappy.


ODETTE


Afraid of love? How strange when I would give my soul to find it. Some woman must have made you suffer. Am I right?





Image: SWANN alone. He sees the child MARCEL reading a book, SWANN looks over his shoulder.


SWANN


Yes. It’s about Vermeer. I thought you might enjoy it.





A reception at the Verdurins’.


MME VERDURIN


We are to meet Swann this evening.


DR COTTARD


Swann, Swann, who’s Swann?


MME VERDURIN


Odette’s friend she told us about.


DR COTTARD


Oh good, good, that’s all right then. Nothing amuses me more than matchmaking.


MME VERDURIN


I’ve had quite a few successes, you know.


 DR COTTARD


Have you?


MME VERDURIN


Yes. Even between women.


ODETTE and SWANN enter.


MME VERDURIN


Ah Odette … at last.


SWANN


It was so kind of you to invite me.


MME VERDURIN


But we are delighted. She’s just a little tiny piece of perfection. Aren’t you? Look! She’s blushing.


M. VERDURIN


I’m going to light my pipe. Do light a pipe if you wish. There’s no ceremony here.


MME VERDURIN


Yes. It’s just as my husband says, no ceremony, no snobbery, no airs, no graces. Ah, the dear boy is about to begin. What are you going to play for us?


DECHAMBRE


(with a smile) A sonata by a man called Vinteuil.


MME VERDURIN


No, no, not my sonata. Not that! It makes me cry so much. I shall have to stay in bed for a week.


 M. VERDURIN


All right then, he can just play the andante.


MME VERDURIN


Just the andante. Really, my dear, you’re priceless. You might as well say just the finale of the Ninth or just the Prelude to Tristan.


DR COTTARD


You won’t be ill this time. And if you are we’ll look after you.


MME VERDURIN


My dear doctor, is that a promise? Oh well, I’ll have to surrender to it, I suppose. Make myself ill for the sake of art.


ODETTE


I’ll just go and sit in my own little corner, shall I?


MME VERDURIN


Monsieur Swann you’re not comfortable there. Go and sit by Mademoiselle de Crecy. You can make room for him there, can’t you, you exquisite little thing.


SWANN


What a charming chair.


MME VERDURIN


Yes, marvels aren’t they? Look at the little bronze mouldings. No, no, feel them properly with your whole hand.


 DR COTTARD


If Madame Verdurin is going to start fingering her bronzes we shan’t get any music till midnight.


MME VERDURIN


Be quiet you wretch. Women are forbidden pleasures far less voluptuous than this. There’s no flesh in the world to compare with it. But come along, other caresses can come later. My dear friends – Auguste Dechambre.


DECHAMBRE


Vinteuil’s sonata in F sharp.


DECHAMBRE plays the Vinteuil sonata. ODETTE moves across the room. SWAN falls hopelessly in love with her.





ODETTE is at the piano.


SWANN


Play it again.


ODETTE


Again! The little phrase, that’s all. I play so badly. (He kisses her.) Now make up your mind. Do you want me to play the phrase or do you want to play with me?


SWANN


That music belongs to us. It’s our anthem. (kissing her) Don’t you think it’s beautiful?


 ODETTE


It’s very nice.


SWANN


There’s a painting by Botticelli, Jethro’s daughter, it’s you. She is you.


ODETTE


(kissing him quickly) You are sweet.


SWANN


You said you needed some money.


ODETTE


Oh darling! (She bends to kiss him.)





Image: ALBERTINE runs away from MARCEL who is carrying a bunch of syringa.


ALBERTINE


Syringa. Oh I hate syringa.





SWANN touches the flowers on ODETTE’s bodice.


SWANN


It’s all right. Don’t be frightened. Don’t say anything. Just make a sign yes or no or you’ll be out of breath again. Let me straighten the flowers on your bodice, fasten them more securely.


ODETTE


No, not at all, I don’t mind in the least.


SWANN


No, don’t speak. Look there’s a little – I think it must be pollen – spilt on your dress. Do you mind if I brush it off? I’m not hurting you, am I? I don’t want to crease the velvet. I don’t believe I’ve ever smelt cattleyas before – May I? May I?


ODETTE


You’re quite mad. You know very well I like it.





Image: SAINT-LOUP suddenly hits the JOURNALIST a number of times.


SAINT-LOUP


I’m afraid you are not very civil, sir.





SWANN knocks at ODETTE’s door. Silence.


SWANN


It’s late I know. I’m sorry.


 ODETTE


But you weren’t coming tonight. What happened to your banquet?


SWANN


I left early. To see you.


ODETTE


But I’m asleep. I have a terrible headache. I was asleep.


SWANN


Let me come in. I’ll … soothe you.


ODETTE


You say you’re not coming. I don’t feel well, I go to bed and then you arrive, in the middle of the night.


SWANN


It’s only eleven o’clock.


ODETTE


It’s the middle of the night for me. (softer) Please. Not now. Tomorrow. Tomorrow night. I’ll be better. It will be sweet. Think of that.





Image: MLLE VINTEUIL runs and shuts shutters.


MLLE VINTEUIL


Oh no you wouldn’t.


 SWANN


Odette, I must ask you a few questions.


ODETTE


What now? (She looks at him.) Nasty ones, I’m sure.


SWANN


Since you have known me have you … known any other men?


ODETTE


I knew it was that kind of question from your face. No. I have not. Why would I want other men, you silly? I have you.


Pause.


SWANN


What about women?


ODETTE


Women?


SWANN


You remember once Madame Verdurin said to you: ‘I know how to melt you all right. You’re not made of marble.’


ODETTE


You asked me about that ages ago.


SWANN


I know –


 ODETTE


I told you it was a joke. A joke, that’s all.


SWANN


Have you ever, with her?


ODETTE


I’ve told you, no! You know quite well. Anyway, she’s not like that.


SWANN


Don’t say ‘You know quite well.’ Say ‘I have never done anything of that sort with Madame Verdurin or with any other woman.’


ODETTE


(automatically) I have never done anything of that sort with Madame Verdurin or with any other woman.


Silence.


SWANN


Can you swear to me on the medal round your neck?


ODETTE


Oh, you make me sick! What’s the matter with you today?


SWANN


Tell me, on your medal, yes or no, whether you have ever done those things?
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