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ACT I

Scene 1

X. (V.O.) Silent rooms, where one's footsteps are absorbed by 
carpets so thick, so heavy, that no sound reaches one's ear. As if 
the very ear of him who walks on once again along these 
corridors, through these salons and galleries, in this edi!ce of a 
bygone era. is sprawling, sumptuous, baroque, gloomy hotel 
where one endless corridor follows another. Silent, empty 
corridors, heavy with cold, dark woodwork. Stucco, molded 
paneling, marble, black mirrors, dark-toned portraits, columns, 
sculpted door frames, rows of doorways, galleries, side corridors, 
that in turn lead to empty salons, salons heavy with 
ornamentation of a bygone era... as if the ground were still sand or 
gravel or #agstones, over which I walked once again, along these 
corridors, through these salons and galleries, in this edi!ce of a 
bygone era. is sprawling, sumptuous, baroque, gloomy hotel, 
where one endless corridor follows another.

Scene 2

X. You hardly seem to remember. Yet you recognize these baroque 
ornaments, and this stucco hand holding a cluster of grapes. 
Behind the hand you see foliage, like living foliage, in a garden 
awaiting us.

A. laughs.

X. You never noticed all that?

A. I never had such a good guide.

SERVANT. You know the proverb: "Said the compass to the 
ship..."

All laugh casually.

X. ere's much more to see here. If you please.

A. With pleasure.

A. takes X.'s hand and dance slowly among several other people.

A. Does this hotel have so many secrets?

X. A vast amount.

A. What a mysterious air.
 (beat)
Why are you looking at me like that?

X. You hardly seem to remember me.

Lights go out.

Scene 3

A. stands in the gardens. Everything is darkly-lit.

X. (V.O.) e !rst time I saw you was in the gardens at 
Frederiksbad. You were alone, apart from the others, standing 
against a stone balustrade, on which you rested your hand, with 
your arm half-extended. You were turned slightly toward the 
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central path, and you didn't see me coming. e sound of my 
steps on the gravel !nally caught your attention, and you turned 
your head.

A. I doubt it was me. You must be mistaken.

A. turns her head to !nd X. beside her.

X. Try to remember. We were near a group of stone !gures on a 
fairly high pedestal. A man and woman in classical dress. eir 
frozen gestures seemed to dramatize some speci!c scene. You 
asked me who the !gures were. I said I didn't know. You took a 
few guesses, but I said they could just as well be you and me.

A. laughs.

X. en you began to laugh. I love that. Even then... I loved the 
sound of your laugh. And once again we were separated. And once 
again, I walked on, alone, down these same corridors, through 
these same empty rooms. I passed these same collonnades, these 
same windowless galleries. I crossed these same thresholds, picking 
my way as if at random, through a maze of identical paths.
 (beat)
It was last year. Have I changed that much? Or are you pretending 
not to know me? A year already. Maybe more. You, at least, 
haven't changed. You have the same faraway look, the same smile, 
the same abrupt laugh. e same way of extending your arm as if 
to ward off something. You're also wearing the same perfume. Try 
to remember.

Scene 4

A. (laughs)

X. Don't give them names. ey may have had so many other 
adventures.

A. Don't forget the dog. Why is there a dog with them?

X. It's not theirs. It just happened by.

A. It's huddled against its mistress.

X. (with a laugh) She's not its mistress, and it's huddling because 
of the narrow pedestal.
 (pointing)
Look there. It's the same couple, but no dog. ey're facing each 
other. She holds a hand up to her friend's lips. But up close, she's 
looking somewhere else. You coming?

A. I don't feel like it. It's too far.

X. Follow me. Please.

Scene 5

A. and X. are inside.

X. You were waiting for me.

A. No. Why would I be waiting for you?

X. I've waited so long for you.

A. In your dreams?

X. And you're trying to #ee again.
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A. What are you talking about? I don't understand a word you're 
saying.

X. If it was all a dream, why should you be afraid?

A. en tell me the rest of our story.

X. We met again the afternoon on that same day.

A. By chance, of course.

X. I couldn't say.

A. And where was it this time?

X. (V.O.) Where? It doesn't matter. You were with a group of 
friends, chance acquaintances. People I hardly knew. And perhaps 
you knew them no better. ey were discussing some affair of the 
moment, about which I knew nothing. I was watching you. You 
joined in the conversation with a zeal I found forced. It struck me 
that none of these people knew who you were, that I alone knew. 
And you didn't know either. But you avoided my gaze. You clearly 
did it on purpose. Your eyes darted from face to face, passing over 
me as if I didn't exist. To make you look at me, I said something, 
suddenly joining the conversation with an absurd remark designed 
to draw attention to the speaker. I forget what I said.

Scene 6

X. Do you know what I just heard? Last year, at this time, it was 
so cold that the fountains froze over. But there must be some 
mistake.

A. What do you want from me? You know it's impossible.

X. One evening, I went up to your room. You were alone.

A. Leave me alone. Please.

X. It was almost summer. Yes, you're right. Ice was out of the 
question.
 (beat)
Look. It's almost time for the concert. Will you join me?

A. and X. exit.

Scene 7

A. and X. sit in a small restaurant.

X. You never seemed to be waiting for me. But we kept meeting at 
every turn in the path. Behind every shrub, at the foot of every 
statue, at the edge of every fountain.

A. Who are you?

X. You should know.

A. What's your name?

X. It doesn't matter.

A. It doesn't matter... You're like a shadow and you're waiting for
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me to approach. Leave me alone. Leave me alone, leave me 
alone...

X. (V.O.) It's already too late. You asked me not to see you again. 
We did see each other again, of course.

A. is sitting on a balcony railing. X. is standing next to her.

X. I told you that you have to go away with me. You said it was 
impossible, of course. But you knew it was impossible, and now 
there's nothing else for you to do.

A. Yes... perhaps.
 (beat)
Oh, no. I don't know anymore. But why me? Why must it be me?

X. You were waiting for me.

A. No. I wasn't waiting for you, or anyone.

X. You weren't waiting for anything. It was as if you were dead. 
at's not true. You're still alive. You're here. I can see you. Do 
you remember?
 (beat)
at's not true, probably. You've already forgotten it all. It's not 
true. You're about to leave. Your door is still open.

A. Why? What do you expect from me? What other life can you 
offer me?

X. (furious, then calm) is is about another life. is is about 
your life. Try to remember. It was evening. e last evening, 
probably. It was almost dark. A faint shadow moved slowly 

through the dusk. Even before I could make out your features, I 
knew. I knew it was you. When you recognized me, you stopped. 
We stood there, a few yards apart, without speaking.

In this time, M. approaches, turns around, and exits.

X. Who was that? Your husband? Perhaps. He was looking for 
you. Or else he just happened by. He was already approaching 
you. But you remained frozen, withdrawn, absent. He didn't 
appear to recognize you at !rst. He took a step forward. 
Something about you confused him. Another step. You looked 
right through him. He thought it best to turn back. And now, you 
keep staring into space. You keep seeing him... his gray eyes, his 
gray silhouette, and his smile.

A. stands up and looks behind her.

X. And now you're afraid. You fear he might come back, or that 
he's already there, when I again enter your room. I had told you 
I'd be coming. You'd made no reply. I found all the doors ajar. 
e hallway door, the sitting room door, your bedroom door. I 
only had to push them open, one by one, then close them behind 
me, one by one. You know the rest.

A. No, I don't know the rest. I don't know you. I don't know that 
room, that silly bed, the !replace or the mirror.

X. What mirror? What !replace? What did you say?

A. Yes... I don't know anymore. It's not true. I don't know.

X. If it's not true, why would you be here?
 (beat)
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What was the mirror like?

A. ere's no mirror over the !replace. It's a painting. A 
landscape, I think. A snowy landscape. e mirror is over the 
chest. ere's also a dressing table with a mirror. And other 
furniture... of course.

A. quickly walks hurriedly, and X. follows her. Other residents of the 
hotel are scattered throughout the theater and glare at them.

X. What kind of bed?

A. A double bed, probably.

X. What was the view from the windows?

A. I don't know. e windows... What room? I've never been in 
any bedroom with you!

X. You don't want to remember, because you're afraid. And you 
don't recognize this photo either?

A. (upon seeing the photo) Yes, I do. No. No, I don't. I don't know. 
I don't remember.

X. You know who took it.

A. You're lying.

X. It was last year. I had to insist on taking it. You said it would 
make you uneasy.

A. Yes, that's true. I was right.

A. and X. return to the stage.

X. Well, I remember that room where you waited for me. True, 
there was a mirror over the chest. It was in that mirror that I !rst 
saw you. You sat on the edge of the bed, dressed in all white. You 
wore a dressing gown, in white, and white slippers and this ring.

A. No, I'm sure you're making it up! I've never had a white 
dressing gown. You see, it's someone else.

X. If you say so. But I remember the room, and the white feathers 
in which you lay across the bed.

A. spins around, gasping and in shock.

A. NO! Be quiet, please. You're completely mad!

X. "No, no, please." I hear your voice as it was then. You were 
afraid. You were afraid, even then. You've always been afraid. But I 
loved your fear that evening. I looked at you, letting you struggle 
a bit. I loved you, I loved you. ere was something in your eyes. 
You were alive. Anyway, in the beginning. Try to remember. Oh, 
not at all. It was probably not by force.

X. draws A. in closer to him, as if in a kiss. A. pulls away from him, 
running away.

Scene 8

A. leans against the balcony. X. walks up from behind her.
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X. What is it?

A. It's nothing.

X. Are you tired?

A. A bit, yes. I think I am. e sun, all of a sudden.

X. When I took that photograph, you asked me to give you a year, 
thinking perhaps to test me, or wear me down, or just forget all 
about me. But time doesn't count. I've come for you now.

A. No... no... no... It's impossible.

X. It's impossible. Naturally. But you know it is possible, that 
you're ready, that we're leaving.

A. What makes you so sure? Leaving for where?

X. Anywhere. I don't know.

A. You see. It's for the best that we part for good. Last year... No, 
it's impossible. You will leave alone, and then we'll be forever.

X. It's not true! It's not true that we need absence, loneliness, 
endless waiting. It's not true! But you're afraid. You insist on 
pretending not to believe me. Where are you? Where have you 
gone? Why keep trying to run away? What more proof do you 
need? I'd kept a photo of you, taken one afternoon in the gardens, 
a few days before you left. But when I gave it to you, you again 
said that I proved nothing. at anyone could have taken it, 
anytime, anywhere. A garden, any garden. I would have had to 
show you the white feathers, the sea of white feathers where your 

body, but all bodies, look alike. As do all feather negligees, all 
hotels, all statues, all gardens. But this garden, for me, was like no 
other. Every day, I'd meet you there.

X. (V.O.) It's afternoon. e next day, probably.

A. laughs.

X. (V.O.) I'd just told you we were leaving - no, you weren't 
laughing...

A. turns neutral.

X. (V.O.) We were leaving the next morning for good, while he... 
No. at's not it. We were in your room. We'd decided the day 
before that we would leave. You had agreed. Reluctantly, perhaps. 
I was in your room. e !rst thing you see from the door is the 
bed. But you can't see the dressing table. You were probably on 
the other side, near the window, perhaps watching the garden. I 
don't remember exactly. I'd met him going down the stairs. He'd 
just left your room. Or was that another day? at night, 
everything was empty. No, no... I don't remember anymore. I 
don't remember myself.

Scene 9

A. is in her room, lying on her bed. M. enters.

M. I knocked. Didn't you hear?

A. I did. I told you to come in.

M. I see. You must not have said it very loud.
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M. walks over and picks up the photo.

M. What's this photo?

A. As you can see, it's an old photo of me.

M. When was it taken?

A. I don't know. Last year.

M. Ah. Who took it?

A. I don't know. Frank, perhaps.

M. Frank wasn't here last year.

A. It may not have been here.

M. It may have been at Frederiksbad. Or someone else took it.

A. Yes, most likely.

M. You look anxious.

A. I'm a bit tired.

M. Get some rest. Remember, that's why we're here.

Scene 10

X. (V.O.) It wasn't by force. Try to remember. For days and days, 
every night. All bedrooms are alike. But that bedroom, for me, 

was like no other. ere were no more doors, no more corridors, 
no more hotel, no more garden. ere wasn't even a garden 
anymore. Now, it was the middle of the night. e hotel slept. We 
met in the garden, as we used to. You recognized me and stopped.

A. rushes up to X.

A. Listen to me, for pity's sake.

X. We can't turn back now.

A. No, no. All I ask is to wait a little longer. Next year here. Same 
day, same time, and I'll follow you anywhere.

X. Why wait any longer?

A. I beg of you. We must. A year isn't long.

X. For me, it's nothing.

A. Listen to me.

X. So you need more time? How long? How long?

A. I'm telling you why.

X. I've waited too long as it is.

A. Lower your voice, please.

X. Whose feelings are you sparing? What are you hoping for?

A. Do you think this is so easy?
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X. I don't know.

A. And perhaps, as well, I don't have the courage.

X. I can't pull it off again.

A. A few hours is all I ask.

X. A few months, a few hours, a few minutes, a few seconds more. 
As if you still hesitated to part with him, to part with yourself. As 
if his !gure...

A. Someone's coming! Be quiet, for pity's sake! Go away if you 
love me.

X. I'll leave tonight, taking you with me.

X. exits. M. enters, !nding A. leaning against the balcony.

M. Where are you, my lost love?

A. Here. I'm here. I'm with you.

M. No, you're not. at's already no longer true. You know it's 
too late. Tomorrow, I'll be alone. I'll !nd your room empty.

X. (V.O.) When this man who may be your husband had gone, 
whom you may love, whom you will leave tonight forever, 
without his knowing it yet, you packed some personal affairs and 
prepared a quick change of clothes. We agreed to leave during the 
night. e hotel was deserted, as if abandoned. Everyone was at 
the play, everyone except you and I. It was due to !nish late, and 
your husband went down to the little theater and joined a group 

of friends. He'd have to come up before the !nal curtain if he 
really wanted you to stay. You were dressed, ready to go, and you 
sat down to wait for him alone. Out of some superstition, you'd 
asked me to give you until midnight. I came at the appointed 
time.

A. sits, waiting. X. enters. A clock rings midnight.

A. stands up and slowly exits with X. At the last moment, M. enters 
and sees them exit.

X. (V.O.) e hotel grounds were laid out like a kind of French 
garden, devoid of trees, #owers, or any kind of vegetation. Gravel, 
stone, marble, and straight lines marked out rigid spaces, areas 
devoid of mystery. At !rst glance, it seemed impossible to lose 
your way. At !rst glance. Down straight paths, between statues 
with frozen gestures and granite slabs, where even now you were 
losing your way forever, in the stillness of the night, alone with 
me.

Curtains fall.

                                  

    FIN.
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