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SOLEMN MASS FOR A FULL MOON IN SUMMER


(Messe solennelle pour une pleine lune d’été)


by
Michel Tremblay


Translated by Martin Bowman and Bill Findlay,
who dedicate this translation to
Gillian Horgan and Jessica Burns




Ce que je voulais dire, c’est que de même que la messe est un acte qui existe sur plusieurs plans, pas sur un seul, de même un grand amour partagé par deux êtres peut avoir une importance par-delà le monde connu de nous.


(What I mean is that, just as the mass is an act which exists on several planes, not on one only, so a great love shared by two beings can have an importance beyond the world known by us.)


John Cowper Powys
Les Enchantements de Glastonbury
(Glastonbury Romance)




The Mass










	I


	INTROIT







	II


	KYRIE lento







	III


	EXULTATE JUBILATE allegro vivace







	IV


	DE PROFUNDIS et GLORIA largo







	V


	DIES IRAE allegro agitato







	VI


	LUX AETERNA andante







	VII


	LIBERA ME andante – animando un poco







	VIII


	SANCTUS allegretto







	IX


	RECORDARE adagio maestoso







	X


	LIBER SCRIPTUS et AGNUS DEI allegro agitat







	XI


	LACRYMOSA lento







	XII


	CONFUTATIS MALEDICTIS largo







	XIII


	OFFERTORY allegro agitato







	XIV


	ITE MISSA EST largo










Characters


ISABELLE, in her early twenties


YANNICK, in his early twenties


JEANNINE, in her fifties


LOUISE, in her fifties


ROSE, in her early sixties


MATHIEU, in his late thirties


GASTON, in his sixties


MIREILLE, in her early forties


YVON, in his fifties


GÉRARD, in his fifties


THE WIDOW, in her fifties




Notes


Separate speeches or parts of speeches that appear within square brackets indicate that the characters speak those lines simultaneously. Vertical lines in the margin indicate passages that are to be repeated a number of times.






I


INTROIT
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The facades of two houses somewhere in the Plateau Mont-Royal [in Montreal]. It is a full moon in the month of August; the weather is hot, humid, heavy. (Sketch: Michel Tremblay.)


Slowly, THE ELEVEN CHARACTERS come out on to the balconies.


THE WIDOW (ground floor right) sits on a rocking chair; ROSE (second floor left) sits on a chair which her son MATHIEU carries out.


ISABELLE and YANNICK (top floor left) kiss.


YVON (ground floor left) sits down on the steps to the balcony while his friend GÉRARD comes out, leaning on a cane.


MIREILLE (second floor right) sits down on the top step of the external stairs, directly in front of the door to the internal stairs leading to JEANNINE and LOUISE’s flat.


GASTON, her father, stands very erect in the corner of the balcony as if he wanted to rule the whole neighbourhood. GASTON has lost both his forearms in a work accident.


JEANNINE and LOUISE (top floor right) are leaning on the wooden railing of their balcony. Their shoulders are touching, but they are not looking at each other.


Nobody speaks.


They seem to be waiting for something.


The silence before the ceremony must be heavy, almost oppressive.




II


KYRIE


lento


THE ELEVEN CHARACTERS (in unison, very precisely). My God. My God. My God. It’s lovely. My God, it’s lovely.


THE WIDOW. It’s that


[lovely.


ROSE. It is . . . ]


it’s that . . .


[lovely.


JEANNINE and LOUISE. It is . . . ]


it’s so lovely!


ROSE. No a single cloud . . .


THE WIDOW. Hardly a braith ae air . . .


LOUISE. It’s close . . . I like it when it’s close . . .


JEANNINE. It’s stifling . . . the word is stifling.


LOUISE. If you say so . . . But I like it when it’s stifling.


Silence.


ISABELLE. Hey, look at that.


THE OTHER CHARACTERS. My God.


ISABELLE. That’s a weird light.


THE WIDOW. Wid make ye feel ye waantit tae . . .


THE WIDOW, JEANNINE, LOUISE. . . . sleep outside.


ISABELLE. It goat dark aw ae a sudden, ye couldnae see nothin, and then . . .


THE ELEVEN CHARACTERS. My God.


ISABELLE. . . . it’s turnin pure white.


LOUISE. I’d like it to be like this all year . . .


Silence.


THE WIDOW. Sometimes we done that, me’n George, before . . .


JEANNINE. Set up a hammock . . .


LOUISE. . . . like we did


[before . . .


THE WIDOW. . . . before. . . . ]


he passed away . . .


[ . . . we’d settle wirsels oan the back-balcony


JEANNINE, LOUISE. . . . we’d set up a hammock here, hang blankets . . . ]


THE WIDOW, JEANNINE, LOUISE . . . so’s the neighbours couldn’t see us . . . [WIDOW says ‘couldnae’.]


LOUISE. . . . then we slept as we swayed.


ROSE. We’d be there thegither aw night long.


[THE WIDOW, JEANNINE, LOUISE We were so happy.


ROSE. We’d be so happy.]


[JEANNINE, LOUISE. The two of us.


THE WIDOW, ROSE. The two ae us.]


LOUISE. Weren’t we? Weren’t we?


Silence.


YANNICK. It’s the moon comin! It’s the moon comin! That’s how it’s white like this.


ISABELLE, YANNICK, JEANNINE, LOUISE, ROSE, THE WIDOW. My God.


MATHIEU, GASTON, MIREILLE, YVON, GÉRARD. My God.


Silence.


GÉRARD. It’s really lovely, but this heat . . .


YVON. No be possible, eh no?


GÉRARD. No. No. Up till last year it woulda been possible, but now . . .


ISABELLE, YANNICK. No be long till it’s oot.


THE WIDOW. An auld mattress . . .


[ISABELLE, YANNICK. That’s how it’s white like this.


THE WIDOW. That’s how the mood jist took us . . . ]


[ISABELLE, YANNICK. No be long till it’s oot.


THE WIDOW. That’s how the mood jist took us . . . ]


GÉRARD. It’s really, really lovely . . .


[YVON. Ah know . . .


MIREILLE. Ye need somethin?]


[GÉRARD. No, you don’t know.


GASTON. No, ah need nothin.]


THE WIDOW, JEANNINE, LOUISE. We slept like logs.


THE WIDOW. It seems no that long ago.


Silence.


MATHIEU. To think I was doin that no long ago . . . Fool that I was . . .


THE ELEVEN CHARACTERS (quietly). My God.


MATHIEU. Sleepin . . . like that . . . outside.


ROSE. Don’t think aboot that . . .


[YANNICK. Know whit we should dae?


ROSE. Don’t think aboot that . . .]


[ISABELLE. Ah seen this comin, you! Ah seen it comin since we wir eatin . . .


YANNICK. We should drag the mattress oot oantae the balcony . . .


THE WIDOW, JEANNINE, LOUISE. We never noticed the night passing.


ROSE. It’s too lovely a night tae be thinkin aboot things like that.


MATHIEU. Aye . . . forget everythin . . . then sleep.


MIREILLE. Ye shair ye need nothin?


YVON. Ye like me tae bring oot a chair?]


[GASTON, GÉRARD No, ah need nothin.


ISABELLE. Ah seen you comin on tae me, gantin fur it . . .


YANNICK. We could hing up blankets. Tae stoap the neighbours seein us . . .


JEANNINE, LOUISE (not together. LOUISE begins on JEANNINE’s ‘once’.) I never woke up even once . . .


MATHIEU. Escape intae sleep, forget everythin, wipe it all out . . .


GASTON. Ah need nothin. Ah’m fine as ah am.


GÉRARD. Ah need nothin. Ah’m no a cripple.
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