
ESTELLE’S PINK SHOES 
 

 

 
 

 

[MUSIC CUE 1: UN BAL 1] 

 

WOMAN 

The story of Hector Berlioz’s love for Estelle 

Duboef begins at a country house owned by the 

composer’s grandfather at Meylan, which is three 

miles from Grenoble, near the border of Savoy. In 

his early years, Hector would go there, with his 

mother and sisters, to stay for three weeks at the 

end of every summer. 

Above Meylan, close under the steep wall of the 

mountain, lies a little white villa, surrounded by 

vineyards and gardens. 

Behind are some rocky hills, a crumbling old tower, 

some woods, and the huge, imposing mass of the great 

Saint-Eynard rock. 

The villa belonged to Madame Gautier, who spent the 



summer there with her two nieces, the younger of 

whom was called Estelle. 

 

MAN 

She was eighteen, tall and elegant, with splendid, 

shining eyes, hair worthy to adorn the helmet of 

Achilles, and the feet of a thoroughbred Parisian – 

clad in a pair of pink shoes!… You may laugh, but I 

was twelve, and I had never seen a pair of pink 

shoes before. I cannot think of her now without 

recalling the glitter of her great eyes, and her 

equally brilliant pink shoes. 

The moment I set eyes on her, I felt an electric 

shock; I fell in love with her, desperately, 

hopelessly. I had no wishes, no hopes, and I 

suffered acutely. I crept away like a wounded bird, 

and hid myself in the maize fields and the orchards. 

I was haunted by jealousy, and suffered tortures 

when any man approached my idol.’ 

 

WOMAN 

The spectacle of so young a child, overwhelmed with 

a feeling for a girl who was almost a woman, 

afforded all the neighbours the keenest amusement. 

Estelle was the first to discern it, and she was 

more amused than anyone. 

One evening, there was a large party, a game was 

proposed, and the guests were divided into two 

groups, the men to choose their companions. 

 

MAN 

I was purposely called up first, but I dared not 



choose, and stood motionless with downcast eyes and 

beating heart, while they all laughed at me. At 

last, Estelle took me by the hand and said: 

 

WOMAN 

Well then, I will choose. I take Monsieur Hector! 

 

MAN 

Alas! The cruel girl, in all her beauty, was 

laughing, as she stood looking down at me. 

 

[MUSIC CUE 2: UN BAL 2] 

 

WOMAN 

The life of Hector Berlioz has attracted as much 

interest since his birth in 1803 as his music. 

Forced for much of it to earn his living as a 

critic, his faultless judgment and loathing of 

mediocrity earned him many enemies among those with 

influence, and worked against his interests as a 

composer. 

 

WOMAN 

He would always live at a high level of emotion. 

Today, his mental state would attract the attention 

of the medical profession, but he simply referred 

his heightened feelings as ‘spleen’. 

 

MAN 

I first fell prey to a mental state caused by 

isolation when I was sixteen, and it came about in 

this way. One beautiful May morning, in the Cote-



Saint-André, I was sitting in a meadow under the 

shade of some spreading oaks, reading a novel. 

Although absorbed in my book, I was conscious of a 

soft, sad air. 

 

[MUSIC CUE 3: SHEPHERD’S LAMENT 1] 

 

It was wafting over the plains at regular intervals 

and arose from the chanting of the litanies by the 

peasants. 

There is something touching and poetical in this 

wandering through the hills and dales in the spring 

time to invoke God’s blessing on the fruits of the 

earth, and I was unspeakably affected by it. As the 

pious band drifted farther and farther away there 

was silence… the faint rustling of the wheat, 

stirred by the soft morning air… utter calm… the 

dull throbbing of my  heart… Oh for wings across the 

space! I want life and love and burning kisses! But 

where is my Estelle?… Vanished … I cast myself down 

on the ground, groaned and clutched the earth wildly 

in my passionate struggles against loneliness and 

isolation. 

Whenever I now become possessed by this feeling my 

skin begins to pain and burn. I want to call on my 

friends, and even strangers, to help me preserve the 

life which is being drawn out of me. 

These crises are  not accompanied by a longing for 

death – it is no wish to die – far from it, it is a 

yearning for life, fuller and more complete; I have 

an infinite capacity for happiness which I can never 

satisfy. 



 

[MUSIC CUE 4: SHEPHERD’S LAMENT 2] 

 

WOMAN 

At the age of nineteen, under pressure from his 

doctor father, Berlioz went to Paris to read 

medicine. He studied reluctantly, and spent his 

evenings at concerts, and supplemented his allowance 

by playing in orchestras and singing in choirs. 

Before long, he announced to his father that he was 

giving up medicine to study music. Doctor Berlioz 

resigned himself to this fact, but Madame Berlioz 

was less compliant. 

 

MAN 

My mother held strong opinions with regard to all 

arts connected with the stage. She looked upon all – 

 

WOMAN 

– actors, actresses, singers, musicians, poets and 

composers as abominable creatures, predestined to 

eternal damnation. 

 

MAN 

So, when she got wind that I was planning to adopt a 

musical career, her whole soul was roused to anger. 

She was convinced that I was – 

 

WOMAN 

– pursuing a path that leads to discredit in this 

world and damnation in the next. Your father has 

been weak enough to allow you to return to Paris, 



and to encourage your wild, wicked plans; but I will 

not have this guilt on my soul. 

 

MAN 

Mother! 

 

WOMAN 

I beseech you not to persist in your folly, Hector! 

See; I, your mother, kneel to you, and beg you 

humbly to renounce it. 

 

MAN 

Good heavens, Mother; do not kneel to me! Rise, I 

entreat you! 

 

WOMAN 

How can you stand unmoved, with your mother kneeling 

at your feet? Well, then, go! Go and wallow in the 

filth of Paris, sully your name, and kill your 

father and me with sorrow and shame! You are my son 

no longer. I curse you! 

 

MAN 

It is almost incredible that such bigotry could lead 

to a scene like this between so tender a mother and 

so grateful and loving a son. 

When the hour for my departure had arrived, my 

mother was reading under a tree. When she saw us, 

she rose and fled. I stood there crying. All in 

vain; I had to leave without bidding her goodbye, 

without a word or a look, and with her curse on my 

head. 



 

[MUSIC CUE 5: MOTHER AND MUSIC] 

 

WOMAN 

During is time at the prestigious Paris 

Conservatoire, Berlioz rebelled against the 

traditional attitudes he encountered there. 

 

MAN 

However, he made good friends among the students, 

one of whom described him thus: 

WOMAN 

I do not think that anyone could have met Berlioz 

without being struck by the extraordinary expression 

of his face. The high forehead, overhanging thedeep-

set eyes, the great curving hawk-nose, the thin, 

finely-cut lips and rather short chin, the enormous 

shock of light brown hair. The face was peculiarly 

animated, the eyes alternately brilliant and dull, 

the expression of the mouth varying from the 

friendliest of smiles to mocking laughter. 

The 22-year-old prodigy, Felix Mendelssohn, in a 

letter to his father, was less charitable about him: 

 

MAN 

Berlioz is a freak, without a spark of talent, 

fumbling about in the darkness and imagining himself 

to be the creator of a new world; he writes the most 

horrible things, 

 

[MUSIC CUE 6: ENFANCE – HORRIBLE] 

 



and if he were not a Frenchman, with whom life is 

always agreeable, I could not endure him any longer. 

 

[1831] 

 

WOMAN 

At the age of 28, while still studying in Paris, 

Berlioz began to give guitar lessons in a girls’ 

school, where a young woman named Mademoiselle 

Camille Moke taught the piano. 

 

MAN 

I soon threw myself, with all the ardour of youth, 

into a liaison with this young and exasperatingly 

beautiful girl of eighteen. I ran through the whole 

gamut of passion in my relationship with her. 

 

WOMAN 

However, at the Conservatoire, Berlioz won a coveted 

award for composition, which required him to go to 

Rome. He left Paris, with his passion for Camille 

Moke in full blaze. On his arrival, he waited 

anxiously for letters from Paris – none came. After 

three weeks of ever-increasing agitation, he set out 

to return home. 

But on the way back he was detained for a week in 

Florence with a quinsy and a fever. When allowed 

out, he at once proceeded to the post office for his 

letters. 

 

MAN 

The packet that was handed to me contained a letter, 



the tenor of which was inconceivably painful to a 

man of my temperament. Camille’s mother, accusing me 

of having brought trouble into her family, announced 

her daughter’s marriage to a Monsieur Pleyel. 

 

[MUSIC CUE 7: HAROLD – CAMILLE 1] 

 

On the spot, I made up my mind what to do. My duty 

was clear. I must proceed to Paris, and kill the 

mother, the daughter and the unfortunate Monsieur 

Pleyel. After that, it would, of course, be 

incumbent on me to commit suicide. 

I arranged all the details on the spot. Known in 

Paris as I was, my reappearance would be noticed… A 

complete disguise and the greatest precautions were 

therefore necessary. 

 

[MUSIC CUE 8: HAROLD – CAMILLE 2] 

 

WOMAN 

He betook himself to a French modiste, where he 

ordered a costume such as would be worn by a lady’s 

maid – dress, hat, green veil, and so on to be ready 

by 5 o’clock – and returned to his hotel. 

 

MAN 

I pack a bag with some clothes. I have a pair of 

double-barrelled pistols, which I load carefully, 

and two bottles – one of laudanum and one of 

strychnine – which I put in my pocket. At five, I 

adjourn to my dressmaker’s and try on my costume, 

which fits to perfection. In paying for it, I put 



down twenty francs more than the price agreed; the 

girl at the desk tries to pintout my mistake, but is 

deterred by her mistress, who hastily sweeps the 

gold into a drawer. 

 

WOMAN 

Leave the gentlemen alone, you stupid girl. Don’t 

you see that he is too busy to listen to your 

chatter? A thousand thanks, sir; I wish you success. 

You will look your part to perfection. 

 

WOMAN 

The coach left at 6pm. However, when he arrived at 

Genoa, on examining his passport, the Sardininan 

police took it into their heads that he was a 

carbonaro – 

 

MAN 

– or heaven knows what – 

 

WOMAN 

 

– and refused a visa for Turin. They advised him to 

travel via Nice instead. 

 

[MUSIC CUE 9: HAROLD – CAMILLE 3] 

 

Still in a rage and still with fever, he set out for  

Nice, rehearsing on the way every point of the 

little drama that he intended to perform in Paris. 

 

MAN 



I would go to my ‘friends’’ house at about nine 

o’clock in the evening, when the family would be 

assembled for tea, and send in to say that a maid is 

waiting with an urgent message for Camille’s mother; 

I am shown into the drawing room; I hand over a 

letter, and, while it is being read, produce my 

pistol and blow out the brains, first of the mother, 

then of the unfortunate Monsieur Pleyel; and, 

seizing the treacherous Camille by the hair, throw 

off my disguise and finish her off in the same 

manner. Then I will hasten to deposit the contents 

of the remaining barrel into my right temple; and if 

the pistol misfires, I shall at once resort to my 

small bottles. 

And yet, in spite of my wrath, I cannot help 

feeling sorry that my plans, excellent as they 

otherwise are, involve my own suicide. It seems hard 

to bid farewell to life and art, to leave my 

unfinished symphony, and all the other greater works 

which are seething in my brain to go down to 

posterity merely as a failed composer. 

 

WOMAN 

It was now night, and Hector and the coachman were 

travelling along the Corniche road overhanging the 

sea. For more than an hour he indulged in bright 

dreams of what the future might have had in store 

for him and then,as his fever abated, his mood 

changed and he abandoned his plan. 

What a charming play! It is really a great pity that 

it was never put on the stage… 

 



[MUSIC CUE 10: DAMNATION – NICE] 

 

MAN 

In the sunny, balmy air of Nice, life and joy 

returned to me, and I dreamt of music and the 

future, I spend a whole month in Nice wandering in 

groves of orange trees, bathing in the sea, sleeping 

on the heather on the Villefranche hills, and 

looking down from those glorious heights on the 

silent coming and going of the distant ships. These 

were the three happiest weeks of my life. 

 

[1827] 

WOMAN 

Berlioz’s most famous work, the Symphonie 

Fantastique was inspired by his delirious obsession 

with an Irish actress, Harriet Smithson, whom he had 

first seen playing Juliet with a visiting English 

theatre company in Paris. 

 

MAN 

The symphony, written in the form of a story, is 

intense, colourful and dramatic. In an opium-induced 

dream, the composer murders his beloved, is 

condemned, is led away to the scaffold and witnesses 

his own execution. 

 

[MUSIC CUE 11: HARRIET] 

 

WOMAN 

Berlioz’s life is, of course, indelibly associated 

with his relationship with Harriet, whom he finally 



married. But the great passion for Estelle that had 

entered his heart when he was twelve years old still 

remained there. 

 

[1833] 

 

[MUSIC CUE 12: HAROLD 1] 

 

MAN 

I was thirty when I next caught sight of St Eynard 

in the distance, the little white villa and the old 

tower, through a mist of tears… I still loved 

Estelle… I had heard that she was married, I did not 

know to whom… and even that did not cure me. 

My mother – with whom I was now reconciled – liked 

to tease me about my childish love, and one day 

played an unkind trick on me. A few days after my 

return from Rome, she handed me a letter. 

 

WOMAN 

Go to the coach office, Hector, and while they are 

changing the horses, ask for a Madame Fornier’s 

coach and give her this letter. 

 

MAN 

I had no suspicion of what awaited me, and when the 

coach drew up, I went to the door and asked for 

Madame Fornier. 

 

WOMAN 

[As Estelle] It is I. 

 



MAN 

I recognized that voice at once with a throb of 

pain. Estelle! Estelle! – still beautiful, Estelle, 

with her magnificent hair and her winning smile. But 

ah! Where are the little pink shoes? She took the 

letter. Did she recognize me? Who can tell? The 

coach drove off, and I returned to my mother, 

quivering with excitement. 

 

WOMAN 

Ah, I see you have not forgotten your little 

Estelle! 

 

[MUSIC CUE 13: UN BAL 3] 

 

WOMAN 

Berlioz’s was gaining recognition as a composer, but 

in order to support his wife, Harriet and their son, 

Louis, he had to work hard as a music critic – for 

which he was highly respected. But he earned only 

just enough to keep them, and this left him little 

time to compose. 

 

MAN 

Time now is money, and the money is the family’s 

livelihood, so it is quite impossible for me to work 

at a large composition. I am unable to compose. This 

is one of the most revolting tricks that fate can 

inflict on a man. 

 

WOMAN 

In fact, when he was elected to the Institute some 



years later, another critic remarked: 

 

MAN 

They were supposed to elect a musician; they have 

elected a journalist. 

 

[MUSIC CUE 14: ORPHEE] 

 

[1848] 

 

WOMAN 

At the age of forty five, Berlioz was in Côte St 

André for the funeral of his father, the doctor, and 

decided to pay a sentimental pilgrimage to Meylan, 

where he had first met Estelle. 

 

[MUSIC CUE 15: HAROLD 2] 

 

MAN 

It was a beautiful autumn day, full of poetic charm 

and serenity. When I reached Meylan, and stood 

before the house that was once my grandfather’s, I 

found it empty. 

I looked for the bench where my father used to sit 

in the evenings, wrapped for hours in his own 

thoughts, with his eyes fixed on the St Eynard rock. 

The bench was broken, and nothing was left but its 

worm-eaten seat. There was the field of maize where 

I used to hide my melancholy when my love first made 

me unhappy. Now to the mountain. 

 

WOMAN 



He clambered up the rugged, deserted roads in the 

direction of the white house, the house where his 

star, Estelle, once shone. 

On he went, and as he mounted, he felt his heart 

beating faster and faster. 

 

[MUSIC CUE 16: HAROLD 3] 

 

He thought he recognized an avenue of trees on the 

left side of the road, but it ended in the 

vineyards, and he had evidently lost his way. There 

used to be a little fountain… Where was the 

fountain? He resolved to go and inquire at a farm he 

had just seen. 

 

MAN 

I went in to the barn, where the threshers were at 

work. They stopped their flails for a moment at the 

sight of me; and trembling like a thief pursued by 

the gendarme, I asked if they could show me the way 

to the house formerly inhabited by Madame Gautier. 

 

WOMAN 

[As Farmer] Madame Gautier? There is no one of that 

name in this part of the country. 

 

MAN 

[As Berlioz] Yes, an old lady… She had two young 

nieces who used to come and visit her every summer. 

 

 

WOMAN 



[As Farmer’s Wife] I remember them. Miss Estelle, so 

pretty that everyone used to stop at the church door 

on Sundays to let her pass. It was a long time ago… 

her house now belongs to someone else… It is up 

there. You will come to a fountain just beyond our 

vineyard, and then turn to the left. 

 

MAN 

The fountain? Ah! Now I know my way. Many thanks. 

 

WOMAN 

And crossing a field close by the farm, he struck at 

last into the right path. Soon, he heard the murmur 

of the little fountain… 

 

MAN 

Here I am at last. And I shall see her. Heavens! How 

the air intoxicates me; my head is turning! I must 

stop for a moment to control the beating of my 

heart… 

 

WOMAN 

He reaches the avenue gate… a gentleman in a jacket 

stands there, lighting a cigar. He looks at him with 

an air of amazement. 

He passes him without a word, and continues to 

climb. He wants to reach an old tower that used to 

stand on the top of the hill. He goes on without 

once turning round. 

 

MAN 

At last I reach it. Estelle must have come here. 



Perhaps to this very spot. I am once more a boy of 

twelve – life, beauty, first love, these are mine! 

Estelle! Estelle! Estelle! 

I clasp the ground in a convulsive embrace, and a 

feeling of indescribable desolation surges up within 

me. At length, I rise, and wander down. There is the 

cliff where she saw me walking and called out: 

 

WOMAN 

Take care! Don’t go so near the edge! 

 

[MUSIC CUE 17: SCENE AUX CHAMPS 1] 

 

Two hours later, I was crossing the River Isere, a 

little before sunset, on my way to meet my cousins. 

I reached a hamlet on the opposite bank, and found 

them with their mother. My manner was, no doubt, 

strange and preoccupied. My cousin could not help 

saying: 

 

WOMAN 

What’s the matter with you? I’ve never seen you like 

this. 

 

MAN 

I have been to Meylan… to Madame Gautier’s house… Do 

you know her niece, Madame Fornier? 

 

WOMAN 

Yes, the one they used to call the beautiful Estelle 

Duboeuf. 

 



MAN 

Well, I loved her to distraction when I was twelve… 

and I love her still! 

 

WOMAN 

[Laughing] But you idiot! You are forty six – she is 

fifty one. She has a grown-up son. 

 

MAN 

Yes, it is absurd, I know; but it is real… Don’t 

laugh. Where is she now? Where is she? You must 

know… 

 

WOMAN 

Since her husband’s death, she has been living at 

Vif… 

 

MAN 

Vif! Is it far from here? 

 

WOMAN 

About ten miles. 

 

MAN 

I shall go there. I want to see her. 

 

WOMAN 

Are you off your head? 

 

MAN 

I shall find some excuse to present myself. 

 



WOMAN 

I beg of you, Hector, do not do such a senseless 

thing. 

 

MAN 

I want to see her. 

 

WOMAN 

You will only make a fool of yourself. 

 

MAN 

I want to see her. 

 

WOMAN 

But do just consider… 

 

 

MAN 

I want to see her. 

 

WOMAN 

Fifty one years old! What will you find? Do not go. 

Keep your memories, and preserve your ideal.’ 

 

MAN 

O execrable Time! Horrible profaner! At any rate, I 

will write to her. 

 

WOMAN 

Then write. Good heavens, what a lunatic!’ 

 

MAN 



She handed me a pen, and fell into an armchair, with 

a  burst of laughter, in which I joined by fits and 

starts; and in the midst of her sunshine and my 

rain, I wrote this letter, which I was obliged to 

copy on account of the tears that blurred all the 

lines: 

 

[MUSIC CUE 18: ROMEO & JULIET 2] 

 

Grenoble, December 6, 1848 

Madame, 

I was twelve years old when I beheld you for the 

first time at Meylan. You could not have known then 

how you overwhelmed my childish heart. I believe 

that you were even so pardonably cruel as sometimes 

to laugh at me. 

Yesterday, madame, I returned. Nothing is changed. 

But strangers inhabit it now; your flowers are 

cultivated by other hands, and no one could have 

guessed why a gloomy-looking man, with features 

furrowed by labour and sorrow, should yesterday have 

penetrated to its most secret recesses. 

Farewell, madame. You will probably never see me 

again. I forgive you now if you smile at the 

recollections of the man, as you laughed at the 

admiration of the child. 

I signed it: 

Despised Love 

 

WOMAN 

He heard nothing from Madame until sixteen years 

later, when he went to Grenoble to visit his family. 



Once there, he was again overtaken by the urge to 

visit Meylan, and then seek her out at Vif, where 

she now lived. 

He soon found the fountain, the avenue of trees, 

and the house. At the avenue gate, he suddenly made 

up his mind to go in and see the house and gardens. 

A few paces on, he came upon a young girl was 

mounted on a ladder, gathering pears. He crossed a 

wilderness of shrubs that almost blocked his way, 

such is the state of dilapidation to which the 

garden was reduced. 

 

MAN 

I cut a branch of syringa, which I hid in my breast 

and came away. As I passed before the open door, I 

stopped for a moment on the threshold to look in. 

The young girl followed me, accosted me with 

courtesy and said: 

 

WOMAN 

Pray do go in. 

 

MAN 

And there I was at last, in the little room…  

Everything was just as it had been. 

 

[MUSIC CUE 19: SCÈNE AUX CHAMPS 2] 

 

I gnawed my pocket-handkerchief in my agitation. The 

young lady looked at me in some alarm. 

(As Hector) Do not be astonished, mademoiselle, it 

is forty-nine years since I saw these things… 



(As Narrator) And I made my escape, sobbing. 

I passed a strange, sleepless night, musing over my 

intended visit to Madame Fornier. I determined to go 

to her house at twelve o’clock. Whilst awaiting the 

hour, I wrote the following letter for her to read 

before hearing the name of her visitor: 

 

Madame, 

I have been again at Meylan, on a second pilgrimage 

to the spot haunted by the dreams of my childhood 

which I made sixteen years ago, when I ventured to 

write to you at Vif. Now I venture still furrther, 

and ask you to receive me. Spare me a few moments. I 

implore you to let me see you once again. 

Hector Berlioz 

September 23rd, 1864 

 

WOMAN 

At half past eleven, he rang at her door, and gave 

the letter to her maid, with his card. On seeing my 

name, Madame Fornier at once ordered me to be shown 

in, and came out to meet me. 

 

MAN 

I recognized the divine stateliness of her step; 

but, oh heavens, how changed she was! Her complexion 

slightly bronzed – her hair going grey. And yet at 

the sight of her, my heart did not feel one moment’s 

indecision; my whole soul went out to its idol, as 

though she were still in her dazzling loveliness. 

She leads me into her sitting room, holding my 

letter in her hand. I can neither breathe nor speak. 



 

PAUSE] 

 

[MUSIC CUE 20: CLOCK TICK] 

 

WOMAN 

We are very old acquaintances, M Berlioz… 

 

[Silence] 

 

We were two children… 

 

[Silence] 

 

MAN 

Pray read my letter, madame, it will explain my 

visit. 

 

[She opens it and reads it, then lays it upon the 

chimney-piece] 

 

WOMAN 

You have been at Meylan again. No doubt it was a 

chance visit? You did not take the journey on 

purpose? 

 

MAN 

Can you suppose I was there by chance? No, indeed, I 

have long wished to see it again. 

 

[Silence] 

 



WOMAN 

You have had a very eventful life, M Berlioz. 

 

MAN 

How do you know, madame? 

 

WOMAN 

I have read your biography. I have also heard much 

about you from one of your friends who married a 

niece of my husband’s. 

 

MAN 

Indeed. 

 

[Silence] 

WOMAN 

As for my life, it has been very simple and very 

sad. I have lost several of my children. The others 

I have educated. My husband died when they were 

quite little… I have done my duty as a mother as 

best I could. 

 

[Silence] 

WOMAN 

I was much touched, M Berlioz, by the feelings you 

have avowed for me, and most grateful. 

 

[She gives it to him immediately. He carries it to 

his lips.] 

 

MAN 

May I hope that you will sometimes allow me to visit 



you? 

 

WOMAN 

Certainly; but I shall not be much longer at Lyons. 

One of my sons is going to be married, and I am to 

live with him in Geneva.’ 

 

[He rises and she accompanies him to the door] 

 

WOMAN 

Farewell, M Berlioz, farewell. I am deeply grateful 

for the feelings you have  preserved towards me. 

Indeed, I had written to you. 

 

[She points to a letter on the table] 

 

MAN 

Pray give it to me. 

 

WOMAN 

Oh, but it is not worth anything. 

 

MAN 

I entreat you; you meant it for me. 

 

WOMAN 

Very well, there it is. 

 

MAN 

She gave me the letter, and I saw her handwriting 

for the first time. 

 



MAN 

I pressed her hand and saw her depart – and then – 

can you believe it? I felt almost joyful; I had seen 

her, I had spoken to her, and I had a letter from 

her. 

These were unlooked-for treasures. 

 

[MUSIC CUE 21: SANCTUS] 

 

I turned my steps towards the hotel, where I had 

been invited to dine with the great diva, Adelina 

Patti. On seeing me enter the salon, she uttered a 

cry of delight, clapping, her hands like child. 

 

WOMAN 

Oh, how delightful! There he is! There he is! 

 

MAN 

And the fascinating diva rushed up to me after her 

usual fashion, and presented her virgin forehead to 

be kissed. What would I not have given to reveive 

such marks of affection from Madame Fornier, and to 

have been greeted by Mlle Patti with cold 

politeness!... 

I was dazzled by her, but not touched. The fact was 

I was, I had no love for the young, beautiful, 

radiant and celebrated artist, who, at the age of 

twenty two, had brought all the musical world of 

Europe and America to her feet; whereas, my whole 

soul went out to the aged, saddened and obscure 

woman, as it had ever done, ever will to my dying 

day. 



 

WOMAN 

After some days of misery in Paris, he wrote her a 

letter, dated September 29th 1864. 

 

MAN 

Madame, 

Nothing could have been kinder than your reception. 

Nevertheless, I have suffered cruelly since I left 

you. Remember that I have loved you for forty nine 

years, that I have loved you from childhood. I still 

love you, I shall always love you. Grant me then 

permission to write to you occasionally, an 

assurance that my letters shall be answered, and a 

promise that you will invite me to visit you at 

least once a year. 

Oh, Madame, Madame, I have but one aim left in the 

world – that of obtaining your affection. Suffer me 

to try and attain it. I shall surround you with 

tenderness profound and sweet, and with an entire 

affection in which the child will mingle with the 

feelings of the man. Perhaps you will one day say, 

‘I am your friend.’ 

Farewell, madame; I have just re-read your note of 

23rd, and at the end I perceive the assurance of 

your affectionate sentiments. This is not a 

commonplace formality, is it? – is it? 

Yours eternally, 

Hector Berlioz 

 

[MUSIC CUE 22: UN BAL 4] 

 



Lyons, September 29th 

 

Monsieur, 

I must at once reply to your letter. I am going to 

speak – my hand on my heart. 

I am but an old, a very old woman, six years older 

than you. Since the day on which I was left a widow 

I have said goodbye to all pleasures and amusements, 

in order to devote myself to my children and my 

home. This has been my life for the past twenty 

years; it has become a habit with me, the charm of 

which I cannot  break, for in this alone can I find 

peace. 

So I forewarn you. If you would like to write to me 

sometimes, I shall receive your letters, but do not 

look for exact or speedy replies. 

I have told you my thoughts and feelings with 

perfect frankness. I think I ought to remind you 

that there are certain dreams and illusions which 

should be abandoned when we come to grey hairs.To my 

mind this is not a moment for reviving them when the 

weight of years is felt. My future shortens every 

day. You are still very young in heart, I am 

altogether old. I am good for nothing, except to 

hold a large place in my memory for you. I shall 

always hear of your future triumphs with pleasure. 

Farewell, monsieur. I sign myself affectionately 

yours. 

Estelle Fornier 

Paris, October 2nd 

 

[MUSIC CUE 23: WAVERLEY] 



 

MAN 

Madame, 

Your letter is a masterpiece of sad reason. I waited 

till today to answer it, to master the overwhelming 

emotion it created in me. I am content that you 

bestow on me some affectionate feeling, a place in 

your memory, and an interest in my career. I thank  

you, madame, I put myself at your feet, I kiss your 

hands respectfully. What I urge is to be allowed 

news of you. 

Please give me your address in Geneva. As soon as  

you know it, send it to me, for pity’s sake. If your 

silence be meant as pitiless refusal, you will put 

the finishing touch to a sorrow which you might so 

easily have alleviated. Then, madame, may God 

forgive you! I shall remain in the cold darkness, 

suffering, desolate, and devoted to you until death. 

Hector Berlioz 

 

WOMAN 

Lyons, October 14th. 

 

Monsieur, 

As I do not know when I shall be able to write to 

you, I hasten to send you a few lines. My son is 

coming to me tomorrow, to be married on the 19th. 

Ishall leave Lyons at the beginning of November and 

then you shall have my address, which at the moment 

I do not know.I would have waited  to ascertain it, 

did I not fear that  you might misinterpret my long 

silence. 



Affectionately yours. 

Estelle Fornier. 

 

MAN 

Paris, October 15th, 1864. 

Madame, 

I thank you, I thank you. I will wait. Dear madame, 

may happiness fill your heart at this solemn moment. 

How good you are! 

Do not doubt me. I shall be discreet in my 

adoration. 

Ever your devoted. 

Hector Berlioz. 

 

[MUSIC CUE 24: WITCHES’ SABBATH] 

 

WOMAN 

However, when he found that Madame Fornier had left 

for Geneva and there were no tidings he felt utterly 

discouraged. 

But one morning he received a card, on which was 

written: Monsieur and Madame Charles Fornier.’ It 

was her son and daughter-in-law, whom she had 

charged to pay him a visit during their stay in 

Paris. 

 

MAN 

What a delightful surprise! She had sent them! I was 

quite overwhelmed at finding him the living image of 

Mlle Estelle at eighteen… 

I saw the young couple often while they were in 

Paris. We  spoke of her, and when we grew a little 



more intimate, the young wife even went so far as to 

scold me for writing to her mother-in-law. 

 

WOMAN 

You frighten her. That is not the way you ought to 

write.  She hardly knows you. I quite inderstand her 

when she shows me one of your letters and says: 

‘what answer do you expect me to make of that?’ 

 

MAN 

I tried, accordingly, to control myself by not 

writing to their   mother. 

However, as the second act of my opera, The 

Trojans, was about to be performed at one of the 

Conservatoire concerts, I sent her a copy of the 

poem, marking a page with the withered syringa and, 

begging her to read it on Decemebr 18th, at half 

past two, when the performance was to take place in 

Paris. 

A fortnight passed without any letter, and I still 

persisted in not writing. At last, when I could bear 

it no longer I received the following: 

 

WOMAN 

Geneva, December 16th, 1864 

 

Monsieur, 

I should have written much sooner, to thank you for 

the warm welcome you gave to my son and his wife. 

Thank you once more for the libretto of The Trojans, 

and for your delicate attention in sending me leaves 

from the Meylan trees, which recall my youth and all 



its pleasures. 

On Sunday, my son and I will read your work, and 

take part in your success 

Believe me, ever yours affectionately, 

Estelle Fornier. 

 

[MUSIC CUE 25: THE TROJANS] 

 

MAN 

This was my answer: 

Paris, Monday, December 19th, 1864. 

Well, madame! You did a good deed in writing to me. 

I had determined to be silent, and not weary you 

with my letters, and so I waited for your daughter-

in-law’s return for tidings of you. She delayed her 

coming, and I felt stifled, like a man who keeps his 

head under water and will not draw it out. People 

like me are unreasonable, you know. 

Farewell, Madame! May you know happiness from the 

assured affection of your sons. But give an 

occasional thought to children who are unreasonable. 

Your devoted servant. 

Hector Berlioz. 

She replied: 

 

WOMAN 

Believe me, I have some love for unreasonable 

children and  I have always found that the best way 

to keep them calm is to amuse them and give them 

pictures. I take the liberty of sending you one 

which will recall to  you the reality of the 

present, and destroy the illusions of the past. 



 

MAN 

It was her portrait! 

 

[MUSIC CUE 26: ROMEO AND JULIET 3] 

 

WOMAN 

Berlioz died five years later from a stroke, after 

suffering constant physical pain. Although the young 

musicians of the time were beginning to awake to the 

wonder and originality of his music, he passed 

largely unrecognized in his own country. 

 

MAN 

To this day, no street in Paris is named after him, 

and no statue or monument commemorates him in the 

city. Yet he is generally held to be the father of 

the great Romantic movement in music. 

 

WOMAN 

The last words he was heard to speak were: 

 

MAN 

They are finally going to hear my music. 

 

[MUSIC CUE 27: ALLELUIAH] 

 

[MUSIC CUE 28: DAMNATION DE FAUST] 

 

THE END 

 

 


