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Characters


MADAME RAQUIN


THÉRÈSE RAQUIN, niece of Madame Raquin


CAMILLE RAQUIN, son of Madame Raquin


MONSIEUR GRIVET, colleague of Camille’s


SUPERINTENDENT MICHAUD, family friend


SUZANNE, niece of Superintendent Michaud


LAURENT, friend and colleague of Camille


And PRIESTS, COFFIN BEARERS, WEDDING GUESTS


This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




ACT ONE


Scene One


France, 1868. The darkened bedroom of a house in a village on the Seine. On a bed, a slight, pale young man, CAMILLE, is lying still.


An elderly woman, MADAME RAQUIN, steals into the room. She has a bottle of medicine in her hand. She is followed by a slim, dark-haired young woman, THÉRÈSE, who is carrying a bowl of water and a towel.


They cross the room towards the bed.


MADAME RAQUIN. Hush, Thérèse.


He’s still sleeping, the poor lamb.


(Mouthing almost silently.) Put it there.


THÉRÈSE moves towards the small bedside table.


(Whispering.) Quiet.


CAMILLE (sitting up suddenly and shouting). Ra!


MADAME RAQUIN shrieks. THÉRÈSE only freezes. CAMILLE laughs – very pleased with his trick.


MADAME RAQUIN. Camille! For the Lord’s sake, what did you do that for?


CAMILLE (laughing). Your face… ‘Ah!’


MADAME RAQUIN. How very silly. You could have made your cousin drop the bowl.


THÉRÈSE sets the bowl down.


CAMILLE. But I didn’t.


MADAME RAQUIN. Lie back.


CAMILLE. I don’t want to.


MADAME RAQUIN. Do as you’re told.


CAMILLE. I’m so much better now, Mother.


MADAME RAQUIN. I’ll be the judge of that.


CAMILLE. Really. I think I was just tired. I’m fine now.


MADAME RAQUIN. They wouldn’t send you home from work for being tired. People don’t faint because they’re tired.


CAMILLE. I didn’t actually faint. I just felt faint. The office is stifling. I told you.


MADAME RAQUIN feels his brow.


Am I hot?


MADAME RAQUIN. Not really. A little perhaps.


CAMILLE. You see. Open the shutters, Thérèse.


THÉRÈSE does so. MADAME RAQUIN makes CAMILLE sit back and begins to bathe his forehead.


Mother!


MADAME RAQUIN. Be still now.


You cannot take risks, Camille. You are delicate. You will always be delicate. You must never forget that.


Doesn’t that feel nice?


How many hours have I spent, bathing this forehead? Hum?


CAMILLE. Please don’t start.


MADAME RAQUIN. Sitting on the edge of this bed, night and day. Scarlet fever. That was the worst one. Weeks, that seemed to last. You were on fire.


CAMILLE. There’s still some light. Shall we go to the river, Thérèse?


MADAME RAQUIN. You were only ten. I thought I would lose you. I almost did – twice. Twice, I almost lost you. Thérèse knows.


I used to be able to list your illnesses. Now I have trouble remembering them all. Perhaps I won’t let myself remember. At least if you’re sick you can sink into a sort of stupor. But for the person at the bedside it is torture.


CAMILLE. It isn’t much fun for me, you know?


MADAME RAQUIN. Oh, I know. I didn’t mean… Oh, my poor boy. My own.


She puts out her hand and THÉRÈSE passes her the towel. She dries his face, gently.


CAMILLE. I think I’ll go to the river. Just for half an hour.


MADAME RAQUIN. No, dear. Absolutely not.


CAMILLE. But it will help me to sleep tonight. I shall struggle if I don’t get some air.


MADAME RAQUIN opens the bottle of medicine.


MADAME RAQUIN. A new tonic, look. That young pharmacist in the village says it’s much better than the last one. Miraculous, he says.


CAMILLE. And twice the price, I suppose?


MADAME RAQUIN. What does that matter? It’s your health.


CAMILLE. You’re such a fool, Mother.


MADAME RAQUIN (holding a spoon to his mouth). Open up.


CAMILLE. Thérèse first.


MADAME RAQUIN. Thérèse.


THÉRÈSE takes a spoonful of the medicine.


And now Camille.


He swallows it.


Good boy.


CAMILLE. Now can we go to the river? Please?


Scene Two


A meadow beside the river. Early evening. THÉRÈSE and CAMILLE run up to the bank. They stand at some distance from each other, looking at the water.


CAMILLE (calling to her). It’s not moving.


There’s that log I made you throw in yesterday. It’s in the same place.


Probably the same water. The same water as yesterday.


He takes out a handkerchief and, spreading it on the ground, sits down. THÉRÈSE seems oblivious to him.


THÉRÈSE. Sometimes I think the water is a creature. A silent animal that pretends it doesn’t see me. And one day it will swipe, lash out with its strong paws, with its claws, and it will try to drag me down. But I will be ready for it. And I will wrestle with it, and ride upon its back, lying flat, like a reed, with the sunlight falling on my face.


CAMILLE. What are you babbling about?


THÉRÈSE. And I would let it take me wherever it goes. Moving. Always moving.


CAMILLE. It goes to the sea. All rivers go to the sea. And then you’d drown.


She doesn’t look at him.


I shall travel a great deal more than you ever will. I can get a job wherever I like. I’ve got qualifications now.


I’m wasted at that cloth merchant’s. I could do everything they ask of me in my sleep. I wasn’t really feeling so bad today. I just couldn’t stand it any more. I need people under me. That’s what I should have. A whole office of people under my control. Asking me what they should do. Asking to buy me lunch, just so that I notice them.


A pair of swans suddenly takes flight close by them.


THÉRÈSE. Swans. I wonder where they’re going?


She is gazing up at the sky, sheltering her eyes from the setting sun. CAMILLE gets up and suddenly pushes her from behind. She staggers and almost falls, but doesn’t. She steadies herself, turns round, and suddenly flies at CAMILLE, bringing him to the ground. She wrestles him quickly into submission.


CAMILLE. All right. Thérèse! Get off me! Get off me!


She lets go of him and steps away from him, breathing hard.


What did you do that for? I only gave you a shove. Wildcat.


She turns to go.


Where are you going? You can’t leave me. She’ll only send you back for me.


She hesitates, then stops.


You got my trousers dirty.


Help me up, then. You’ve practically broken my foot.


She pulls him to his feet, efficiently, strongly.


I’ll race you back to the house.


Ready… steady…


He runs, leaving her standing. He stops and turns and laughs at her.


Too slow!


He runs off. THÉRÈSE, unaffected, goes to the very edge of the river and stares at it.


THÉRÈSE (whispering to the water). Thérèse Raquin.


Scene Three


The kitchen of the village house, some days later. Morning. MADAME RAQUIN and CAMILLE are at the table. THÉRÈSE is heard approaching from outside.


MADAME RAQUIN. She’s coming, Camille.


CAMILLE. Where did you say it is?


MADAME RAQUIN. In the drawer.


He brings a small, wrapped gift out of the drawer in the table, as THÉRÈSE enters. She is carrying bread.


Happy birthday, Thérèse.


CAMILLE (offering the gift). Happy birthday.


THÉRÈSE smiles faintly. She puts the bread down and takes the gift. She opens it.


MADAME RAQUIN. I was going to go for the bread this morning, but you had already gone when I came down.


The gift is a small bottle of perfume.


THÉRÈSE. Violets.


MADAME RAQUIN. Yes. Now you won’t have to pick so many in the field. A little dab of that and the whole room will be full of the scent.


THÉRÈSE. Thank you.


MADAME RAQUIN. Oh, don’t thank me. It was Camille.


THÉRÈSE (to CAMILLE). Thank you.


MADAME RAQUIN. Open it.


THÉRÈSE opens the bottle carefully, and puts her nose to it. She smiles a little.


CAMILLE. Let me smell.


She holds it near his nose.


My God, that’s strong!


MADAME RAQUIN. No need for that, dear. (To THÉRÈSE.) I have something else for you. From both of us. And from someone else, in a way.


She gives THÉRÈSE a tiny box, which she opens to reveal a wedding ring. CAMILLE whistles appreciatively.


It was my mother’s wedding ring – your grandmother’s, Thérèse. And yours, Camille.


CAMILLE. Let’s see.


He takes the box from THÉRÈSE, and takes out the ring.


A good weight to it.


MADAME RAQUIN. I remember her telling me how my father saved and saved to pay for it.


CAMILLE gives the ring back to THÉRÈSE.


I spoke to the priest yesterday. He is happy to marry you the Sunday after next. That will give us time to prepare. There won’t be many guests, of course, but I’m sure one or two from the village will want to come, once they hear the news.


CAMILLE. I told someone at work I’d go fishing with him that day. But I suppose I could change it.


MADAME RAQUIN. I think you must, dear.


I always said I would wait until you were twenty-one, Thérèse. Then both of you would be old enough to know your own minds.


Am I to tell the priest we would like the Sunday after next?


Pause.


CAMILLE. All right.


THÉRÈSE. Yes.


MADAME RAQUIN. Good. (Sighing and holding back tears.) It has always been my dearest wish to see you two united.


CAMILLE. Oh, don’t start crying, Mother.


MADAME RAQUIN. No. I won’t. I won’t.


CAMILLE. Why do women cry at everything?


MADAME RAQUIN (to THÉRÈSE). Isn’t it fine, dear?


THÉRÈSE. Yes.


CAMILLE. It will save me a tidy sum.


MADAME RAQUIN. Try it on.


THÉRÈSE tries the ring on her finger.


THÉRÈSE. It’s a little loose.


MADAME RAQUIN. Is it? We must see about an adjustment, perhaps?


CAMILLE. We’ll have to fatten her up – like a goose.


MADAME RAQUIN. Yes. I always say you are too thin. You must put some weight on. We must have a blushing bride. A blushing bride for my boy.


What a day this is. I am a happy woman.


Scene Four


The kitchen. The morning of the wedding. THÉRÈSE is standing still. She is dressed in a simple white shift. Beside her, on the table, is a wreath of orange blossom. MADAME RAQUIN enters, carrying a new dress. She helps THÉRÈSE to put it on. She does up the buttons.


MADAME RAQUIN. I’m all fingers and thumbs.


She takes some ribbon from her pocket.


I’m going to tie some of this around the waist.


We used to sell it in the shop. It was one of the only things I kept when we sold the stock. My favourite colour.


THÉRÈSE stays very still, impassive, as MADAME RAQUIN works on the ribbon.


I’m going to tell you your history, Thérèse. It’s only right that you should hear it. Today. Your wedding day. Raise your arms a little.


You know your father was my only brother – Robert Degans. He was a sea captain. And he brought you to me when you were two years old, and asked me to take care of you. Well… your mother had died, Thérèse, a few weeks before. He had to return to sea, and he couldn’t keep you with him. He had met your mother in North Africa. She was Algerian, I believe. He said she was a woman of great beauty.


THÉRÈSE is listening, wide-eyed, using all her powers of self-control to remain still and quiet.


I have your birth certificate upstairs. Your mother’s name is there, but it’s illegible. Your father was most particular about leaving it with me. He wanted you to have it. To know that he recognised you as his own.


MADAME RAQUIN finishes the ribbon. She goes to the table and takes up the wreath.


You used to hold onto his finger. Clasp it in your little fist. His big rough finger. He only stayed a week. And then he went back to his ship. We never saw him again.


She puts the wreath on THÉRÈSE’s head.


But you were a blessing to me, Thérèse. And to Camille.


There now. That’s done.


Scene Five


The church in the village. Sunlight streams through the windows. THÉRÈSE is standing beside CAMILLE, who is dressed in his best suit. MADAME RAQUIN looks on, a handkerchief in her hand. A PRIEST presides. CAMILLE places the wedding ring on THÉRÈSE’s finger.


The couple stand side by side. CAMILLE is smiling –sheepishly. THÉRÈSE is almost expressionless. The PRIEST mutters words of Latin, and wraps his sash around their joined hands. THÉRÈSE’s mind flees to the riverbank. We hear the sound of the water, and the rush of the swans’wings as they take flight.
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