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LYRIC SCENE

The Theater represents a sculptor’s studio. On the sides
are seen blocks of marble, groups of rough-hewn statues. At
the rear is another statue hidden under a canopy of light
and brilliant fabric, ornamented with fringe and garlands.

Pygmalion, seated and leaning on an elbow, dreams
with the attitude of a restless and sad man; then suddenly
rising, he takes from a table the tools of his art, at intervals
he goes to give some blows with the chisel on some of his
rough statues, steps back, and looks with a discontented

and discouraged air.

PYGMALION.

There is neither soul nor life there; there is only stone. I
shall never make anything of all that.

Oh my genius, where are you? My talent, what has
become of you? All my fire is extinguished, my imagination

is frozen, the marble departs cold from my hands.

Pygmalion, no longer make Gods: you are only a
common artist.... Vile instruments that are no longer those

of my glory, go, do not dishonor my hands.

He throws his tools with disdain, then walks

for a while dreaming, his arms crossed.

What has happened to me? what strange revolution has

occurred in me?...
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Tyre, opulent and superb city, the monuments of the
arts with which you shine no longer attract me, I have lost
the taste I had for admiring them. The commerce of Artists
and Philosophers becomes insipid for me. Conversation
with Painters and Poets has no attraction for me. Praise
and glory no longer elevate my soul. The praise of those
who will receive it from posterity no longer touches me.
Even friendship has lost its charms for me. And you, young
objects, masterpieces of nature that my art dares to imitate,
and in whose steps pleasures ceaselessly attract me, you my
charming models who set aflame for me the fire of love and
genius at the same time, since I have surpassed you, you are

indifferent to me.

He sits down and contemplates everything around him.

Kept in the studio by an inconceivable charm, I do
not know how to do anything here, and I cannot stay away.
I wander from group to group, from figure to figure. My
feeble, uncertain chisel no longer submits to its guide: these
clumsy works, left in their timid outline, no longer feel the

hand that once would have animated them....

He gets up impetuously.

It’s over, it’s over; I have lost my genius.... Still so young,
and I outlive my talent.

But then what is this internal ardor that devours me?
What do I have in me that seems to set me on fire? What!
In the languidness of an extinguished genius, does one feel
these emotions, does one feel these bursts of impetuous
passions, this insurmountable restlessness, the secret
agitation that torments me and whose cause I cannot
unravel?

I fear that admiration for my own work has caused
the distraction that I bring to my labors. I have hidden
it under the veil... my profane hands have dared to cover
this monument of their glory. Since I no longer see it, I am
sadder and no more attentive.

How dear it will be to me, how precious it will be to me,
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this immortal work! When my extinguished mind no longer
produces anything great, beautiful, worthy of me, I shall
show my Galatea, and I shall say: This is my work! Oh my
Galatea! When I have lost everything, you will remain with

me, and I will be consoled.

He approaches the canopy, then withdraws, goes,

comes, and stops sometimes to look at it while sighing.

But why hide it? What do I gain by doing so?
Reduced to idleness, why deprive myself of the pleasure of
contemplating the most beautiful of my works?....Perhaps
there remains some flaw that I have not noticed; perhaps I
shall still be able to add some ornament to its adornment;
no imaginable grace should be missing to such a charming
object. ...Perhaps this object will revive my languishing
imagination. I must see it again, examine it anew. What do
I say? Ah! I have not yet examined it: up to now I have only

admired it.

He goes to lift the veil, and lets it fall again as if
frightened.

I know not what emotion I suffer when touching this
veil; a fright seizes me; I believe that I touch the sanctuary
of some Divinity.... Pygmalion! it is a stone; it is your work.
What does it matter? Gods are served in our temples who
are of no other material and who have been made by no

other hand.

Trembling, he lifts the veil, and prostrates himself. The
statue of Galatea is seen posed on a pedestal that is very small,
but raised by a marble tier formed by

some semicircular steps.

Oh Galatea! receive my homage. Yes I deceived myself:
I wished to make you a Nymph, and I made you a Goddess:

Even Venus is less beautiful than you.

Vanity, human weakness! I cannot grow weary of
admiring my work; I intoxicate myself with amour-propre; I

adore myself in what I have made.... No, never has anything
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so beautiful appeared in nature; I have surpassed the work of
the Gods...

What! so many beauties come out of my hands? My
hands have touched them then? My mouth could then ...
Pygmalion! I see a flaw. This garment covers the nakedness
too much; it must be opened up some more; the charms it

harbors should be better announced.
He takes his hammer and chisel, then slowly
advancing, he climbs, while hesitating, the tier of the statue

that he seems not to dare to touch. Finally, having already

raised the chisel, he stops himself.

What trembling! what disturbance! I hold the chisel
with an unsteady hand.... I cannot... I dare not... I shall spoil
everything.

He encourages himself and at last, presenting his
chisel, he gives it a single blow, and seized with fright, he

lets it fall, while uttering a great cry.

Gods! I feel the palpitating flesh repelling the chisel!...

He climbs down, trembling and confused.

Vain terror, foolish blindness!...No, I shall not touch it

at all; the Gods terrify me. Doubtless she has already been

consecrated to their rank.

He considers it anew.

What do you want to change? look; what new charm do

you want to give it?... Ah! Its flaw is caused by perfection....
Divine Galatea! Less perfect you would be lacking nothing.

Tenderly.

But you lack a soul: your form cannot do without one.
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With even more tenderness.

How beautiful the soul made to animate such a body

must be!

He stops for a long time, then, returning, sits down, he

says with a slow and changed voice.

What desires do I dare to form? What senseless wishes!
What do I feel?... Oh heaven! The veil of the illusion falls,
and I do not dare to look in my heart: I would have too

much with which to be indignant.

Long pause in a deep depression.

... This, then, is the noble passion that leads me astray!
it is then for this inanimate object that I dare not leave
here... a piece of marble! a rock! an unformed and hard
mass, worked on with this iron!... Senseless man, return
to yourself; bemoan yourself, see your error... see your
madness....

...But no...

Impetuously.

No, I have not lost my senses; no, I do not extravagate;
no, there is nothing for which to reproach myself. It is not at
all this dead marble with which I am infatuated, it is with a
living being who resembles it; it is with the face that it offers
to my eyes. Wherever that adorable face may be, whatever
body may bear it, and whatever hand may have made it, she
will have all the wishes of my heart. Yes, my only madness is
to discern beauty, my sole crime is to be sensitive to it. There

is nothing in that for which I should blush.

Less lively, but still with passion.

What shafts of fire seem to come from that object to set
my senses ablaze, and return to their source with my soul!
Alas! it stays immobile and cold, while my heart, set ablaze
by its charms, wants to leave my body in order to warm its

body. In my delirium I believe that I can hurl myself out
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of myself; I believe that I can give it my life, and animate
it with my soul. Ah! that Pygmalion might die in order to
live in Galatea!... Oh Heaven, what do I say! If I were she, I
would not see her, I would not be the one who loves her! No,
that my Galatea live, and that I not be she. Ah! that I might
always be another, in order to wish always to be she, to see

her, to love her, to be loved by her.

Rapture.

Torments, wishes, desires, rage, impotence, terrible love,
fatal love... Oh! all hell is in my agitated heart.... Powerful
Gods! Beneficent Gods! Gods of the people who know the
passions of men! Ah! you have performed so many miracles
for less important causes. See this object, see my heart; be

just and deserve your altars!

With a more pathetic enthusiasm.

And you, sublime essence who hides yourself from the
senses, and makes yourself felt by means of hearts! soul of
the universe, principle of all existence; you who through
love gives harmony to the elements, life to matter, feeling
to bodies, and form to all beings, sacred fire! heavenly
Venus, by whom everything preserves itself and ceaselessly
reproduces itself! Ah! where is your equilibrium? where
is your expansive force? where is the law of nature in the
feeling that I suffer? where is your life-giving heat in the
inanity of my vain desire? All your fires are concentrated
in my heart and the cold of death remains on the marble;
I perish from the excess of life which it lacks. Alas! I do
not expect a miracle; it exists, it ought to cease; order is
troubled, nature is outraged; return its laws to their empire,
reestablish equally its beneficent course and power and your
divine influence. Yes, for the fullness of things two beings
arc lacking. Divide between them this devouring ardor
that consumes one without animating the other. It is you
who formed with my hand these charms and features that
await only feeling and life... give it half of mine, give it all,
if necessary, it will be enough for me to live in her. Oh you

who deign to smile at the homage of mortals! what feels
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nothing does not honor you. Extend your glory with your
works. Goddess of beauty, rescue this affront to nature, that

such a perfect model be the image of that which is not.

He returns to himself by degrees with a movement of

assurance and joy.

I am recovering my senses. What an unexpected calm!
what unhoped-for courage reanimates me! A mortal fever
sets my blood on fire: a balm of confidence and hope flow

through my veins: I believe I feel myself being reborn.

Thus the feeling of our dependence sometimes serves
as our consolation. However unhappy mortals may be, when
they have invoked the Gods, they are more tranquil...

But this unjust confidence fools those who make
senseless wishes.... Alas! In the state I am in, one invokes
everything and nothing hears one. The hope that abuses us
is more senseless than the desire.

Ashamed of so many deviations, I do not even dare
to contemplate the cause any more. When I wish to raise
my eyes to that fatal object, I feel a new disturbance, a

palpitation suffocates me, a secret fright stops me...

Bitter irony.

... Ah! look unfortunate one! become intrepid, dare to

gaze at a statue.

He sees her come to life, and turns away with fright

and his heart broken with sadness.

What have I seen? Gods! What did I believe I saw? The
coloring of flesh... a fire in the eyes... even movements...
It was not enough to wish for the miracle; for the peak of

misery, at last, I have seen it...

Excess of depression.
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Unfortunate one! then it has happened... your delirium
is at the final step; your reason abandons you as well as your
genius! ... Don't regret it, oh Pygmalion! Its loss will cover

your disgrace.

Lively indignation.

It is too funny for the lover of a stone to become a man

of visions.

He turns around and sees the statue moving and
descending by herself the steps by which he climbed onto the
pedestal. He throws himself on his knees and raises

his hands and eyes to Heaven.

Immortal Gods! Venus! Galatea! Oh illusion of a

frenzied love!

GALATEA, touches herself and says.
Me.

PYGMALION, enraptured.
Me!

GALATEA, touching herself again.
It is Me.

PYGMALION.
Ravishing illusion that is transmitted even to my ears,

ah, never leave my senses.

GALATEA, takes several steps and touches a piece of
marble.

This is me no more.

Pygmalion, in an agitation, in raptures that he can
hardly contain, follows all these movements, listens to her,
observes her

with a greedy attention that

hardly allows him to breathe.

Galatea approaches him and looks at him.
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He gets up precipitously, reaches out his arm, and Refgiesbe g, WF, AEkk,
looks at her with ecstasy. B LFEEE,
She puts a hand on him; he shudders, RieFRERG L, HIHE,
takes her hand, carries it to his heart, RN T, eeRESTL,
then covers it with ardent kisses. LT R#EH,
GALATEA, with a sigh. PIHLRIE, 4.,
Ab, still me. W, 2T,
PYGMALION. gyl
Yes, dear and charming object: yes, worthy masterpiece I, EEM, ARG BH, B

of my hands, of my heart, and of the God... it is you, it is TROTF, TR, BTHARME -
you alone: I have given you all my being; I no longer live BR, HAR: RELRA—VIHS T8,
except through you. xogek, TSR
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