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Fernande (40s) is a snobbish woman who likes to live in the past.  She is constantly at odds with her sisters and is the cause of many arguments when they have occasion to get together.  At a birthday party for her sister, Lucille, Fernande explains her contempt for contemporary theater.

Outremont, Canada, Present

FERNANDE: I love the theatre.  I love its mystery, its ceremony.  I love to prepare myself, to reserve my seats, to arrive.  I love coming into the theatre, to take my place and feel the red curtain move… I remember when I was a child, I noticed that theatre curtains are rarely long enough to actually touch the stage… And between the floor and the bottom of the curtain, I’d catch a glimpse of the palpitating life, the excitement of a performance about to begin… I could see the high-buttoned shoes and suede boots criss-crossing the state and I’d try to guess who would be wearing them, which characters, which actors… I’d share their nervous anticipation, those phantoms behind the red curtain, and when the lights slowly dimmed, I’d be gripped with stagefright, yes, stagefright!  What would I see?  What marvels would hurl themselves forth and ravish me?  Ah!  Those few seconds suspended in darkness, then the theatre would lift her skirts to reveal her secrets!  And such beautiful secrets!  In those days, it was worth the wait.  The theatre would open its mouth to subjugate us, amaze us, transport us, because its mouth was a source of joy!  I’ve ridden on the wings of the theatre for almost twenty years, from the Venice of the Doges to the bloody England of Elizabeth, from la noble France to Spain, proud and somber!  And all I saw was admirable!  All that I heard was beautiful!  And when the curtain fell after those fleeting hours of boundless happiness, my heart would stop, my life held captive behind the red velvet curtain.  And I’d nourish myself for days on the substance of what had been granted me!  But today, for the most part, especially in the so-called “new culture”, the curtain doesn’t even exist.  Fini, the sacred mystery!  Fini, the voyage of initiation!  You walk into a theatre and the set hits you in the face!  If the actors aren’t there already waiting for you, mumbling their text or staring out at you, as if the characters in a play could see you!  Yet, you haven’t paid to be looked at, you’ve paid to look!  And when the… play begins, they provoke you, insult you, cover you in filth!...  The theatre is no longer a lady who surrenders herself out of need.  She’s a whore out to make a buck any way she can!  Nothing is too vile, nothing too ugly, too low.  The poor spectator is lured into the theatre and trapped there like a rat.  They’ve even done away with intermission.  And they shout in your face using language that would make your hair stand on end.
