
The Red Laquered Box: Audition Sides -- Note that this text is a monologue 
 
 
There was the special drink she made for herself. She swore by it. It has certain efficacious 
powers, to make one more “mindful of love”. To make one more mindful of love. She had a 
standing order with a chemist. It was not sent here. Madame preferred that I pick up her order in 
person. It was not one thing. It was several ingredients. The chemist explained to me that they 
were mostly powders made from various roots, spices, and so on. He placed each powder in a 
small white envelope. (She notices one used as a page marker in a book. She slips it out, and 

shows us.) An ordinary envelope, exactly like this one. Then the chemist would affix a label to 
each and write the exact amount to be used. One had to be careful of the amounts and that each 
ingredient remain separate, until they were blended. 
 
    The Chemist: 

(ominously) 
“Madame Giles, remind Madame Tullée these instructions must be followed exactly. I do this for 
Madame and no one else.” No, I have no idea what he meant. 
 
    Madame Giles 
She kept these ingredients in a red lacquered box in her consulting room. Each time, I put them 
there for her, each white envelope with the label facing forward. She may have offered the drink 
to others, I do not know. Oh yes, on one or two occasions a visitor remarked on that “marvelous 
elixir” or that “secret drink”. One man referred to it as possessing miraculous powers.  
 

    Monsieur Derek 

“What is in that beverage she makes? She drinks it and then a look comes into her eyes.” 
 
     

Madame Giles 
“What kind of look, Monsieur?” I said, very matter-of-fact. 
 
    Monsieur Derek 
“Her eyes are full of love.” 
 
    Madame Giles 
“Oh, Monsieur, Madame likes you, that’s all there is to it.” 
 
    Monsieur Derek 
“But you must tell me the ingredients.” 
 
     

    Madame Giles 
“Monsieur, that is for Madame to tell you, not me.” But then I would whisper, “But you must not 
drink it, Monsieur.” 
 
    Monsieur Derek 



“No?” 
 
    Madame Giles 
(teasingly) 
“Oh, no! You will be her prisoner, if you do." 
 
    Monsieur Derek 
Perhaps that is what I desire. 
 
    Madame Giles 
“Oh, Monsieur Derek, don’t say such things in jest.” 
 
    Monsieur Derek 
But what if it is true? Perhaps this is what I am destined to become, a helpless prisoner of 
passion. 
 
    Madame Giles 
Oh, Monsieur, love is not like that. (a beat) I was very startled, because I had not seen Madame 
come into the room. 
 
    Madame Tullée 
“Love is not like what?” in a stern voice. 
 
    Monsieur Derek 
Madame Giles was just explaining to me the nature of love. What she said was very instructive. 
  
 

    Madame Tullée 
    (laughing) 
She! Instructive? 
 
    Madame Giles 

Madame Tullée now slowly circled about me, looked directly into my eyes with amused scorn. 
 
    Madame Tullée 

(in a dismissive tone) 
Tell me, Madame Giles, the basis of your knowledge? (a beat) What could you know of love? 
 
 

    Madame Giles 
   (attempting to conceal her deep hurt) 

“What could I know of love?”  A person who has never known love—even for one night! 
Madame’s nights, you see, were filled with love. This house is filled with that singular 
emotion… 
 



Perhaps Madame was right, after all. I must be honest. I have never known love, you understand. 
But I have the desire for it. Yes, I have it. And the yearning itself lets you experience an aspect 
of love that is often neglected. By that, I mean that by moonlight, you can see the silhouette of a 
city by the spaces between the houses, the shops, the towering steeples. If you memorize all 
those empty spaces you will know the city’s design in every detail—not by what is there but by 
what is absent. Isn’t it possible—if you yearn long enough for love, you will know as much of it 
as those who possess it… 
 




