THE STONES OF PLOUVINETTE A Play in Verse
by ISABELLA FEY
i
*
1   — ■■..
■

138 Glen Echo Drive  .Norfolk,   Virginia
Copyrighted 1948
THE STONES OF PLOUVINETTE
(A fairy play for young and old 

        In gay and gruesome verses told!)

Narrator:     Hundreds of years ago,   they say, 
                    In the pleasant land of France,
A poor,   young stonecutter named Jacques Bernet, 
Fell in love in the month of May 

With the Innkeeper's beautiful daughter,   Renee.
Their love was deep,   but it stood no chance,
For a stone blocked the path of their true romance,

Its linen and cattle and barns full of hay

Would all belong to the maiden some day,

 While he was the poorest suitor in France,
    .
And her.father,   the Innkeeper,   looked askance
At a man who had nothing but one pair of pants,

So he vetoed the marriage of Jacques and Renee.


Alas for the lovers so loyal and true !
    

They trysted in secret as lovers will do,
              
Away from the village,   far up on a hill
Where SEVEN GREAT BOULDERS lay watchful and still,
And no grass grew in the silent shade
And even the birds and beasts were afraid,
                   And a troubled spirit brooded alone
-2-
At the foot of each secret waiting stone.
It was here that the lovers so eagerly met,
And the rapture of meeting helped them forget
The gloom of the stones of Plouvinette;
But time moves swiftly,   and May was  soon
Lost in the ripening promise of June,
And while they kissed,   sweet June went by
And found them deep in the bloom of July;
Then autumn came and the early chill,
And the lovers were cold on their grassless hill,
And Jacques was still poor as a mouse in a church,     
And Renee's father began to search
  .

For a suitable son-in-law,   rich and proud,        
And the girls in the village now envied aloud
The beauty and fortune of charming Renee.
Then Christmas came with its ringing bells,
Its holly and feastings and joyous Noels,
And the Innkeeper,   Mornec,   on Christmas Eve
Gave such a feast as you wouldn't believe
For all of the villagers big and small,
Since custom required that he feed them all
On roast goose and wine at his own expense,
(Though it scarcely depleted his pounds and his pence),

And every one came in a holiday mood   
To envy the host and fill up on his food,

And the only sad looks at that party so gay 
Were found on the faces of Jacques and Renee.

(Music,   sounds of Christmas festivity,   laughter,   Noels,   dogs barking, bells ringing,   glasses,   dishes,   singing,   etc.)
Mornec:         Welcome,   welcome,   every one,
 Take your fill of food and fun!
Villager:       Master Mornec,   what a spread.              Too bad my wife is still abed.

Mornec:       I hear you've had a little son!
Villager:       He weighs twelve pounds  -- God's will be done! 
(Outburst of cheers for baby).
Vil:
Thank you,   thank you,   every one!
2nd Vil:
Look neighbor,   there is Jacques Bernet.
3rd Vil:
He's  come to stare at his Renee.
2nd Vil:
Staring’s all he'll get today,
.'

For Master Mornec,   so they say,   


Has found a merchant from Calais
       .    

Who's coining money night and day
   

                    To be the husband of Renee.


A Woman:        Some folks are born with silver spoons!                             Now,   my oldest girl,   you know,   Finette, 

                            She's passed some 2 and 30 Junes, 

              No sign of a husband yet!
2nd Woman:     Cheer up, she'll wed before she's fifty. 

                   She's homely, but she's neat and thrifty; 

                   And just as well ---I always say ---

For good looks make a woman shifty! (Laughter)
Jacques:        Renee,   Renee !
Renee:
O Jacques,   my dear!
How glad I am to see you here.
Jacques:        Renee,   I've come to say goodbye 

                      Tomorrow I go from Plouvinette 

                    Into the great wide world to try 

                   What fame and fortune I can get.
Renee:
O my dearest,   how my heart
Sinks at the thought that we must part.
Jacques:       Dear Love,   mine too is full of pain.
Renee:
It is my father's love of gain
That drives you out of Plouvinette 

Outcast in winter snows and rain, 

Alas,   if we had never met, 

Your heart would still be free from pain 

And happy here in Plouvinette.
Jacques:        Renee,   if we had never met,
The very stones of Plouvinette 

Would know the echo of my pain; 

I should have wandered night and day 

Like a phantom,   searching yet, 

Searching for my own Renee!
Renee:
Your words caress me,   burning deep


Delightful tokens that I’ll keep


Within my heart when you have gone
                    For all my faith to brood upon.        
Jacques:        Renee,   before I go from here,
Let me have one meeting yet.
Renee:
Tomorrow then,   at noon,   my dear
Beneath the stones of Plouvinette.
Jacques:        Hush
your father comes
I fear
This rendezvous will cost you dear
If he should chance to overhear.
Renee:
Farewell!
Jacques:        Farewell! 

Mornec:         What,   daughter!    Idling yet!
                   Our neighbors' throats are hardly wet
And you stand twiddling with your thumbs?
Go,   play the mistress,   as becomes
The richest girl in Plouvinette!
(She goes off among guests. A burst of laughter from villagers, then voice of chief groom, Loik, is heard coming up)
Loik:
Master,   Master!
'
Mornec:         What's this?    Now what the deuce is this?
Loik,   my groom -- ah,   something's gone amiss!
Loik:
(To guests,   wildly)
But I tell you it's true,   I heard them quite clearly! 

Mornec:         Loik,   you're drunk,   your face is all swollen.
Should fodder be missing or cattle be stolen

You'll pay for this nonsense very severely!

Now,   back to the barn!
Loik:
But Master,   believe me,

My ears have never been known to deceive me! Mornec:         What in the world is he trying to say?

Loik:
It's the donkey and ox - - THEY ARE TALKING LIKE PEOPLE!

Mornec:         I suppose they requested some water and hay?
Loik:
As soon as the bells rang out from the steeple,

They started, conversing together like people:

                    “Good Christmas,   dear donkey!"   
                    "Good Christmas,   dear ox!"

I heard them as plain as can be from my box! 
Mornec:      Here,   get me a lantern, .I'm going to see

What sort of holiday nonsense this be! 
Narrator:     Out into the yard he went,

His mind on human things intent,

At the barn he stopped and listened,

Snow upon the rooftops glistened,
     .


Peace and silence everywherea
Then a murmur broke the air,

Voices hoarse and strangely pitched --


He stepped inside the barn and stood



Helpless,   like a man of wood,

Thinking,   am I not bewitched?

There,   before his very eyes
    

The donkey and the ox conversed:

They spoke of hunger,   ticks and flies,

Of heavy burdens,   pain and thirst --

It was the hour each Christmas when

The power of Christ comes down again    

And moves in mangers,   and unlocks

The mouth of donkey and of ox,
And they who turn the other cheek,  

                   For one short hour again may speak!
Ox:
Brother Donkey,   may they spare
Both our backs this coming year.
Donkey:
Yes,   peace on earth,   good will to beasts.
Still,   I envy man his human feasts.
Ox:
Brother,   envy is a foolish whim;
For what would man be,   but for HIM 

Whose birth we saw and sang with praise 

On that blessed day of days?
Donkey:
True,   true,   I had forgot -- my mind
Is  somewhat weak,   you know.
Ox:
--Er,   but kind!
Donkey:
Brother,   last year when the silence fell
On you and me,   you were about to tell 

Some tale of the STONES OF PLOUVINETTE; 

I should like to hear that story yet.
Ox:
Yes,   I remember.     Those seven great stones
That lie on the hill like giants' bones.
Donkey:
Yes,   yes!
.
.
Ox:
Well,   under those boulders a huge treasure lies
That has never been looked on by mortal eyes; 

The stones are enchanted,   the treasure is vast, 

They've lain there together for centuries past, 

And at midnight of Christmas each year on the dot 

The stones by enchantment tear loose from the spot, 

Down to the river they go for a drink, 

They leave in a flash and come back in a wink, 

And just at that  moment,   a man might succeed 

In snatching the treasure with courage and speed –

A man might succeed -- but on two hard conditions: 

The stones were enchanted by pagan magicians,
And only the spell of a four-leafed clover
Could stop those boulders from rolling right over
The man who ventured to snatch at the treasure
And burying him and the gold at their pleasure.
Donkey:      But four-leafed clovers are not too rare.
Ox:
True,   true,   but the second condition is there!
If a man snatched the treasure and bore it away
It would vanish in dust at the breaking of day
Unless,   unless  -- O,   I shudder to say!
Donkey:
Relieve my suspense,   dear Brother,   I pray!
Ox:
Well,   the boulders require as their treasure's price
THE BLOOD OF A HUMAN AS SACRIFICE!
Human blood only,   and human bones
Would appease the rage of those murderous  stones;
                    Then,   only then,   would the gold remain
Solid and yellow in daylight plain,
And the man who achieved this could rule the land
And live like a king in a palace grand,             
And all would obey him –

Narrator:     The hour is past,   and silence locks       
Once more the mouth of patient ox,
.    .
But Master Mornec's greed is stirred
By the dark tale that he has heard.
He trembles at the thought of gold
Multiplied a thousand-fold!
Ringing silver,   singing gold,
More than Plouvinette-could hold.
                  He trembles,   then his heart grows bold,
Before his greedy hands can hold,

The treasure of enchanted gold
Lest it vanish as foretold
He must do a murder cold!
(HE RETURNS TO INN,   MUSIC,   LAUGHTER,   ETC. )
Villager:       Here's Master Mornec.     Pray tell us the news.

Were the ox and the donkey exchanging their views?

 Mornec:       Continue,   dear neighbors,   your feasting and frolic,

                    And pay no attention to tales alcoholic!

(General sounds of merrymaking. )

Narrator:     All next day upon the hill

Mornec searched each frozen rill

But every sign of green was lost

                   Beneath the inch-deep Christmas frost;

Not a grass or clover grew

                  Where the barren earth showed through.

Mornec searched in frantic haste,

He saw the precious minutes waste,

But not a single .blade or leaf --

Mornec wept with miser's grief.

Around the stones of Plouvinette

He searched amidst the cold and wet,

When two young voices struck his ear,


He saw two people disappear
       

Behind the stones.    It was Renee                         

Come to say goodbye today


To her sweetheart,   Jacques. Bernet.         

Renee:
O,   my dearest,   kiss me first,.      .     .

It seems my heart will surely burst

When you go from me today. 

Jacques:      Mine too,   and yet I cannot stay


So poor,   so hopeless,   that men say.

I am not worthy of Renee.                                                                         

Renee:
Alas,   my father's promised me

To a rich merchant of Calais;

And yet I cannot bear to be

The bride of any man but thee.
Jacques:        O,   my darling,   promise me
When I am gone,   that you will be 

Faithful to your vows to me.
Renee:
Whatever fortune may betide
I will be your own true bride!
Jacques:        Then give me something I may take 

                     In remembrance for your sake, 

                   To shield me and to guide me home 

                   However far my steps may roam.
Renee:
In this charm I always carry
A four-leafed clover  -- when we marry 

You will give it back to me.
Jacques:       Here,   I've put it near my heart.     

                    However far we'll be apart 

                    Its luck will bring me name and fame, 

                    And soon I shall come home to claim 

                   The loving heart you've promised me.
Renee:
Dearest,   give me something too .
To fill the empty days with you.
Jacques:       I have no gold or silver ring
To leave for dear remembering; 

But on this  stone of Plouvinette 

Beneath whose shadow first we. met, 

I'll carve the holy Cross,   the True,

In token of my troth to you. 

When I am gone,   come here to pray, 

Your words will speed the happy day 

That brings me home again to stay 

And claim my bride in Plouvinette. 

But dearest,   you must go.    I fear 

Your father's anger should he know 

That you have come to meet me here.
Renee:          Kiss me,   and let us quickly go! Farewell!

Jacques:      Farewell,   Renee,   my own,   my dear!

Narrator:    Now Jacques Bernet is left alone.

He carves the Cross upon the stone. 

Behind him,   Mornec,   in the shade, 

Sees a dazzling fortune made. 

Here's the four-leafed clover which 

He has  sought in nook and niche,    

Its potent charm will make him rich 

And as for human blood to hold 

The yellow wonder of his gold, 

Mornec's plans are swift and cold!

Mornec:    Good Christmas,   Master Jacques Bernet.

Jacques:     Oh - ah - yes,   Good Christmas,   as they say!

Mornec:     I chanced to wander up this way
                  And heard my little girl Renee 

Promise she would never be
.   .
 The bride of any man but thee.                

Jacques:     O Master Mornec,   scold her not!          

Mornec:.     Master Jacques,   it is my right

To beat her till she sees the light..
But still,   let bygones be forgot!          
For I will make you richer than       
Any living working-man,   
    

Renee shall be your own true bride, 
You shall own my meadows wide,

My barns,   my Inn,   my cellars too, 

All my wealth shall go to you - -

Jacques:        Master Mornec,   why this  change?    
                     It seems so sudden and so strange.
Mornec:      Master Jacques,   you are acute.

                   There is a splendid reason why I am inclined to grant your suit 
                    And give you all my wealth to boot; 
                   Ur -- that four-leafed clover that you hold 
                   Is worth ten million coins in gold! 
                   If you will give it up to me,  

                   I swear within the week you'll be 
                   The richest man in Plouvinette!

Jacques:      O no!    This clover,   as you heard, 
                   Is  symbol of our plighted word.

Mornec:      As you wish,   then.    Sweet Renee

Will wed that merchant from Calais, 
And you will wander hungry yet, 
The saddest man in Plouvinette.

Jacques:      Your heart is harder than this stone!

Mornec:      But think of all the wealth you'll own,
                  Your name will everywhere be known, 
                  This very week you'll claim your bride, 
                  Crowned with happiness and pride!      . .

Jacques:     If I could have your promise true,       
                  I would surrender it to you. 
                   Such happiness,   so lightly earned, 

                  For which Renee and I have yearned, 
                  Cannot so readily be spurned.   

You swear then?

Mornec:
By this Cross I swear!.

Within this very week you'll share 
The marriage feast with sweet Renee. 
The Cross is witness that I say 
The living truth to you this day!
Jacques:      Here,   take the clover.    I believe

That having sworn,   you'd not deceive

Two happy lovers.    And now I go

To tell Renee our joy.

Mornec:
                             O no, 

                   Not yet,   my friend.    There's one more thing

Before the happy church-bells ring:

It seems you have no wish to know

The reason for my strange demand?

Jacques       True,   happiness has turned my head!


What is it?

Mornec       Where these boulders  stand

An ancient treasure hidden lies

Unseen by any mortal eyes.

And at midnight of Christmas each year on the dot

The stones tear loose from this lonely spot,     . .

Down to the river they go for a drink,

. .

They leave in a flash and come back in a wink,

Jacques:      What do I hear?
    
Mornec:      Yes,   tonight is the night!      .  .

But the stones are so swift in their magical flight

That a man would be crushed,   and his bones would be rolled

Deep in a grave of sorcerer's gold      

If he ventured to step in the boulder's path 

And the only spell that can conquer their wrath

Is a four-leafed clover's!           . .
,

Jacques:      Aha,   now I see!


But what is your sorcerer's treasure to me?

I've treasure enough in my own Renee!

And now,   Master Mornec,   I'm on my way.
 Mornec:     Oho,   Master Jacques,   please,   not so fast,

For I am old and the treasure is vast,

And I need your strength and your right good will
To help me tonight in the moonlight chill!

Jacques:      You need me?

Mornec:
Yes,   to carry the gold,
For the treasure is more than one man can hold, And considering all that I'm doing for you 

I think your assistance is only my due.
Jacques;      Well,   yes,   Master Mornec,   I admit that is true. 

                    I’ll lend you my strength,   whatever befall, 

                   Though these midnight enchantments don't please me at all.
Mornec:       There's a good fellow!    I knew you would see
The debt of affection you owe to me.
Now keep this a secret,   dear son-in-law,
For in the smell of such treasure would certainly draw
All the poor people of Plouvinette.
So tonight,   at the stroke of the midnight hour
We will dare to defy the enchanter's power,
And see how much magical gold we can get
And carry away into Plouvinette.
.
 .
Jacques:        Very well,   we will meet,   although as I've said,  
                     This does not appeal to my heart or my head.

Mornec:       Oh,   by morning,   dear Jacques,   all your doubts will be dead!
Now bring a few sacks when you meet me tonight,
And give thanks to the Lord for the moon to be bright,
Remember,   the sacks,   and the secrecy too,

And at quarter-to-twelve I'll be waiting for you!
Narrator:     The fatal hour of midnight nears,    
Bernet is filled with curious fears.

        .        
He leaves his house and wanders out 

Where the snow lies  'round about, 

Winter snow that buries deep 

All the village folk in sleep, 

Lonely moon and lonely snows 

And shadow where his footstep goes.
He slowly climbs the gloomy hill

Where the stones are standing still,

Motionless and rooted deep

In their ancient frozen sleep.

Nothing moves on earth or sky,

Only fleecy clouds drift by,

And empty moonlight casts its glow

On the somber world below.

Near the gloomy stones they meet,

Enchanter's gold beneath their feet,


The torches of their smoky breath,-

Light the way for love and death,

And murderer and lover stand    

Waiting for the midnight hand. 

Mornec:       The midnight stroke is the stroke of fate!

O Master Jacques,   I can scarcely wait.

Jacques:      Master Mornec,   you'd better keep calm

                And save your strength for your good right arm,           

               For I have a feeling deep in my bones

              That one of us two will remain with the stones.
Mornec:    Nonsense,   dear son,   this clover you gave me                    
               Has a powerful magic that's certain to save me --

               And you too,   of course !


Jacques:
Hush,   there start the bells!

Mornec:        They're moving - they're movingi    They're tearing away!

 Jacques:        Christ shield and protect us from demons of hell!          

Mornec:         It's just as I heard the animals tell! 

Jacques:        See how they're flying and bounding pell-mell! 

Mornec:         Look,   look!    Master Jacques,   the treasure,   the gold! 

                       See how it gleams in the moonlight cold!

Jacques:      Yes,   under each stone there's a well of pure gold, 

                    More than the coffers of France could hold.                    This must be a dream of some legend of old.
Mornec:        Make haste,   then,   and fill up your sacks with the gold! The boulders are down at the water's brink, 

                   They've almost completed their annual drink, 

                    They went in a flash,   they'll be back in a wink, 

                     O,   hurry,   you blockhead,   and do as you're told!.
Jacques:        Yes,   yes,   I am filling the sacks,   as you see.
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Mornec:         Go,   work over there   -- not here,   next to me!
Jacques:        As you wish,   Master Mornec.
Mornec:
O beautiful gold,
So solid,   so yellow,  so shining and cold.
In with you,   louis and ducets and pounds,
Sing in a torrent of beautiful sounds,
„
Sing   to me,   sing!
Jacques:
Master Mornec,   I think
The stones are returning at last from their drink.     

Mornec:       Then hurry,   there's still so much gold in the ground.
Jacques:        Listen,   they're coming --

Mornec:
Hurry and dig!

Oh,   these sacks are so small and the treasure so big!
Jacques:        Quick,   here they come!    A pox on this gold,
     
The sacks are so heavy,   my arms are so cold!           
Quick!    Here's the first -- Master! Mornec, COME HERE! 

Mornec:       What is it,   dear son?    Are you stricken with fear? 

Jacques:       Look,   Master Mornec,   the first stone is near,
With this weight on my back I can never run clear,
Here,   quick,   with the clover !
Mornec:
Aha,   you are caught!
With the blood of a man must this treasure be bought

Lest it vanish as  dust at the breaking of day! 

 So now,   Master Jacques,   say farewell to Renee 

And prepare for eternity!
Jacques:
Treacherous man!
Mornec:       Don't run,   Master Jacques,   it is part of my plan, 

                     And the stones have returned -- see, they're almost upon you,
The biggest of all is rolling down on you,
                    While I,   with this magical plant in my hand,
Safe in the midst of the boulders I stand
And the stones to the right and the left roll away --
Look,   he'll be crushed!    Farewell,   Jacques Bernet,
Now my gold will.be safe at the breaking of day!
Jacques:       Mother of God,   I am trapped,   I am dead!
Mornec:       Die,   die,   Jacques Bernet..   But why isn't he dead
With that boulder teetering over his head?
    
Jacques:       Strange,   I still  live,   and this rock standing still  

                    Seems to protect and to shield me from ill,

                  While the rest of the stones roll to left and to right,
r
Unable to crush me with sorcerer’s might!
But what do I see on its surface so white?
It's the CROSS,   the true CROSS that I carved for Renee,
It's the CROSS that protects me and stands in the way
of those murdering stones!


Mornec:
Quick,   die,   Jacques Bernet!       .

                    O,   the last stone rolls back to its place


                    And my treasure will vanish and leave not a trace 


                    Unless your blood and unless your -bones

                    Anoint at least one of these magical stones.

                    Ha,   here comes the last one.   O God,   how it groans

                    As if calling aloud for blood and for bones,

                    A curse on Bernet,   he has cheated the stones!

                    But what is the matter?    The boulder comes near

And my heart beat is choked with a curious fear.
                    Stop,   murdering, stone,   this plant that I hold
Is  stronger than all the enchantments of old.
                  Stop,   hideous boulder,   your bloodthirsty power
                  Is helpless to conquer the spell of this flower!
With this clover I'm safe from your murderous spell.
                   Back!  back!    Stop pursuing me,   demon of hell!
Dear God,   it is coming,   it is following me!
Oh,   these sacks are so heavy,   I'll never get free
                 Unless I abandon them -- there,   now I'm light,
I can run,   I can flee from the sorcerer’s might --
Ha,   Mornec's not dead yet -- but what is that light
                   So blazing,   so glowing,   and blinding my sight?
It's the boulder pursuing,   it shines like the sun --
                  And -what do I see on its surface so white?

    THE CROSS!    THE TRUE CROSS.!    O,  what .have I done?
                    Help, help!    Jacques Bernet,   O help me to run!

(The stone with the Cross carved on it crushes Mornec and rolls into
place over him,   covering him from sight as he screams).

Narrator:     Moonlight falls on the silent hill

Where seven great boulders lie watchful and still,
And Jacques Bernet with the bags of gold   

Stands moveless with terror and grief to behold    
.
The death of the miser so heartless and cold,       

For Mornec is gone,   and his bones are rolled
Deep in a grave of sorcerer's gold;

And the gold is redeemed by his sacrifice,

And the stones are appeased for the treasure's price, And there's never a hint or sound nor of sight 

To betray the gruesome events of the night.
Then Jacques Bernet in the moonlight cold 
Went down to the Inn with the bags of gold. 
He woke Renee,   and the village as well,
And told them the tale of the sorcerer's spell;

And the Innkeeper's daughter,   she wiped her eyes

In pity and shame for her father's demise; 

But the folks in the village,   they shook their heads

At this tale that had taken them out of their beds;

And they whispered together and made surmise

That the marriage of Jacques and Renee would be wise,

Since the gold from the Inn and the gold from the hill

Would make the new owners  so rich in the till

That the feastings they'd give each Christmas Eve

Would be greater than anything folks would believe.

So Jacques and his beautiful sweetheart,   Renee

Were joined by the priest the very next day


And the village rejoiced in the usual way

At the happy result of their faithful romance,

And the Inn,   with its kitchen and chambers gay,.                    

Its linen and cattle and barns full of hay
     

Flowed over with people from all over France;  

And whether by night or whether by day:


There was always a place for a beggar to stay;

And the money each Christmas they gave away

In silver and gold was  sufficient to pay 

Half of the royal debts of France;    

And whoever asked help of Jacques and Renee



He was given a dinner and sent on his way


With a handful of silver and two pair's of pants;

And every one came in a holiday .mood

To rejoice with the host and fill up on his food,

AND THE HAPPIEST LOOKS AT THOSE FEASTINGS SO GAY

WERE FOUND ON THE FACES OF JACQUES AND RENEE!

