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FRAGMENT: 

 

 

 

Scene 1 

 

“NARCISSUS” 

 

The action takes place in Madrid in 1934. 

The whole drama unfolds in a single room, grey and dingy. Period decoration. On one 

side is a desk and, on it, a small reading lamp, a telephone and various files stuffed with 

papers: all the accoutrements of an improvised office set up inside a women’s prison. 

On  the wall, to either side of a rather high window hang a crucifix and a portrait of the 

President of the Spanish Republic, Niceto Alcalá Zamora: at this date the different 

factions in Spain could still co-exist. Towards the centre of the stage is a small table 

and two chairs. On the other side, at the back is a metal door, rather rusty, which forms 

the main communication with the outside. 

The play begins as the reading lamp on the desk comes on to provide the sole 

illumination of the scene. Seated at the desk we see NARCISSE who is writing a letter. 

The contents of the letter can be read out or played from a recording set up to produce 

a naturalistic effect. NARCISSE is a young French psychiatrist, calm and rational, a 

scientific investigator, highly intelligent and elegant. Her accent and her behaviour 

must be unmistakeably French. This first scene constitutes the present time of the 

drama: subsequent scenes will show action from the past. This change must be clearly 

appreciable. 

 

In a  vase on the desk is a bunch of mixed flowers, a small symbol of the entire FLORA 

 

NARCISSE reads and writes a letter which she has already started. For a moment, 

before resuming her writing, she is pensive 

 

NARCISSE 

 ….It is now two days since I saw Flora. Tomorrow, or perhaps even this 

afternoon, we will know the final verdict. (Thinks) I am afraid I may have failed, 

because I think that  now something of this unfortunate woman is part of me, something 

important. She is different, as I have already told you in my earlier letters. I suppose I 

should be pleased that I will be spoken of, or already am spoken of, in terms of an 

unprecedented triumph for the future of modern psychiatry. 

 

At that moment she lights a long cigarette. NARCISSE smokes constantly and elegantly.  

Afterwards she continues reading as she writes: 

 

 My main complaint is that the advance of science will inevitably cause more 

deaths. I comfort myself with the thought that this is not my conflict, but who knows, 

perhaps selfishness is the worst conflict of all? 

 

At that moment the telephone rings. NARCISSE is startled then waits until the telephone 

has rung several times more. She takes off the glasses she was wearing and lifts the 

receiver 
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 Yes, it’s me. (Her manner suggests a certain anxiety) Yes. What? (She is 

surprised by news which was anticipated  but is nonetheless unwelcome) But, why like 

this? Why all the hurry? (Pale, she shivers and appears to be losing the thread) No, I 

was thinking of returning to Paris at the beginning of next week. (She moves to hang 

up). Fine, that’s most kind. Goodbye. 

 

She hangs up the phone somewhat unsteadily and diffidently. She puts out her cigarette 

and immediately lights another one. She gazes into space, abstracted. She takes out of 

her bag a small flask of cognac and resolutely knocks back a drink. She looks at the 

flask affectionately as if it evokes some pleasant memory from the past. Then with an 

assumed efficiency she begins again to write and read out the letter. She puts her 

glasses back on. 

 

 I have just this very moment received a call from Doctor Castell. It has already 

happened; it is all over now. We have won. The tribunal met yesterday evening and the 

sentence was carried out first thing this morning. 

 

She uses her hands to wipe away a few tears behind her glasses although her face 

betrays no change of expression. 

 

 I believe that in my work I have always tried employ reason and to submit 

myself to its dictates. But I really do not know now what I am going to do. We have 

won, André. 

 

She is overcome by sobbing. She reads and writes disconnectedly as if some fierce 

mental struggle is taking place within her. 

 

 There were no concessions made. Rationality has triumphed over sentiment, 

creating a new and fuller life. (She smiles wryly) All the journals in Europe will be 

talking of us, but I think that after what I have lived through, this will not be of much 

interest to me. (She takes another drink from her flask which seems to calm her slightly) 

You know what? Today I have learned something new about myself, about the species, 

the group of which I am a part. I am a different woman, newly born through a strange 

metamorphosis. It is as if inside me, in my womb, a new flower has sprung up, perhaps 

the flower which bears my name. 

 

She stops and looks around her for a moment. She strokes the flowers on her desk. 

Impulsively, she breaks off one of them and holds it in her hand while she smells it. 

Then she returns to the letter. 

 

Death, as an extreme experience, is one of the few things about life which brings about 

a change in the way we think. I firmly believe that it is in these extreme experiences, in 

the definitive silence of love or death, when a new reality is born, a new language, a 

new life. I am sure of this, André. We ourselves have no merit. The great winner in all 

this has been life. (Pauses) Madrid, 1934. Your foolish beloved, Narcisse. 

 

NARCISSE slowly folds the sheets she has written and puts then in an envelope together 

with the flower she broke off. While darkness falls, we hear evocative music, a lively 

Parisian accordion. End of the first scene. 
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Scene II 

 

“HIBISCUS ROSA-SINENSIS” 

 

 

The accordion  music suddenly stops. At the same moment we begin to hear, as if from a 

distance, a song of children’s games sung by girls and, if possible, of Basque traditional 

origin. While the music grows louder the lights go up on the scene. We see a mature 

woman, with short hair, seated on one of the chairs next to the table. It is FLORA. 

This scene represents a move backwards in time of, perhaps, a couple of weeks. 

Therefore the decoration is as before. In the vase on the desk, which looks rather 

emptier and darker, we can make out some red roses, recently cut. FLORA is held in a 

woman’s prison in Madrid, the city in which this drama takes place. Her crime is that 

she killed five girls, more than a year ago, in San Sebastián, the city where she was 

born. She is dressed in a simple dark smock and, although she may once have been 

attractive, little now remains of her beauty, apart from her character, her great 

sensitivity and her hands. Her future, whether or not she should receive the death 

penalty, depends on whether she is declared sane or insane by a high level tribunal of 

scientists. Dr Narcisse Chérel, a brilliant psychiatrist, has arrived from Paris just a 

couple of days ago. It is she who will decide whether or not FLORA is mentally ill. 

FLORA is waiting for the arrival of someone she does not know. Uneasy, she gets up 

and examines the room. She checks that to see that no one is coming, then, like a little 

girl, she pulls herself up to the level of the window hanging on to the bars so that she 

can see outside. She remains up there until she can no longer support her weight and 

then, with a groan, she slides down the wall to the floor. When she sits up, she feels a 

pain in her chest and notices the roses on the desk. She takes one and smells it carefully, 

professionally. It is useful to know that FLORA, although she has no formal 

qualifications, is a highly intelligent person who has dedicated almost her entire life to 

the study of Botany. She has perhaps earned the name, FLORA. She hears a metallic 

jangle of keys. FLORA puts the rose back in its place and, a little flustered, returns to 

her seat. She tidies herself as though in front of an invisible mirror and adopts an 

elegant, almost theatrical, posture. As the door opens, the children’s music stops 

abruptly, and through the opening comes a ray of red light. Through it, NARCISSE 

enters. The door closes and the  lighting goes back to the way it was before.  The two 

women observe each other for a moment, full of unanswered questions or perhaps 

disappointment. 

 

NARCISSE (Always in her French accent) 

Hello. (As if this might have been incorrect) I didn’t know that you were already here, 

waiting. (She remains staring at her, almost without moving) 

 

FLORA (Happy) 

Please don’t tire yourself with standing, doctor. This must be the doctor’s chair over 

here for you to sit down on. 

 

NARCISSE silently goes towards the desk and places on it various files full of papers 

and her handbag. Her dress, discreet but elegant, is red, as is her hat, in “Belle 

Epoque” style. From one of the files she takes out a volume of case notes, obviously 

much handled, which relate to FLORA and also a little notebook, in which she will 

continually take notes. 
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FLORA 

So many papers! Newspapers and secretaries are using up all the paper in the world. 

Some day all the trees will be used up, you’ll see, and we will go back to writing on 

clay tablets like the ancients. They would have appreciated paper, don’t you think? 

 

NARCISSE (She puts on her glasses and looks at her with professional interest) 

You are genuinely concerned with the problems of deforestation? 

 

FLORA 

Yes, of course, doctor.  I find it strange you should ask me that question. 

(NARCISSE smiles, somewhat disbelievingly, and continues sorting her papers. FLORA 

is suddenly serious). I  worry about even the tiniest particle of life. It is terrible about 

the trees. You wouldn’t by any chance have a cigarette, would you? 

 

NARCISSE (Doubtful) 

No…I don’t smoke 

 

FLORA (Disappointed) 

Oh! I thought most Frenchwomen smoked. (She gives her a prolonged stare) 

 

NARCISSE 

I see that you already know where I am from and so I imagine that Doctor Castell must 

have explained everything to you. Is that correct? 

 

FLORA (Scratching herself) 

All I know, doctor,  is that it is some special kind of mental investigation, from your 

country, and that it is your medical decision as to whether I am crazy or not, whether I 

deserve to go on living or whether I deserve to die. Isn’t that it? (Shaking and 

scratching her head). Bloody lice!  How does it feel to be so close to God? 

 

NARCISSE (Trying to be practical) 

I have no ambition to compare myself to God. I am a doctor. I work on behalf of 

science. I am no judge. I am here only to examine you, not to pronounce a sentence. 

(She goes towards the table in the centre with a file and sits down.) 

 

FLORA 

Well then, doctor, where would you like me to start? 

 

NARCISSE (Briskly) 

Well, I don’t know….perhaps from the beginning? 

 

FLORA 

Obviously….. 

 

NARCISSE (Smoothly interrupting her) 

We have put together a variety of fairly simple questionnaires which may be a helpful 

guide for us. (She shows one) This one, for example. According to the responses it is 

possible to calculate a score which allows us to pick up on certain aspects of your 

personality that are of interest and ignore the others. 
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FLORA 

They only pick up what is most convenient (She laughs). Scores! 

 

NARCISSE 

I have faith in the scientific objectivity of my work, that is why I do it. 

 

FLORA (As if she had not heard) 

What is your name, doctor? 

 

NARCISSE (Slow in responding, obligingly) 

I am sorry, I thought that….. My name is Narcisse Chérel. (She continues her 

explanation). As I was just saying, in these questionnaires we have introduced some 

questions which are specially designed for a case such as yours. In France, they have 

already been in use for some time now….. 

 

FLORA (With the same manner) 

You know, doctor, that my name is Flora, don’t you? (NARCISSE stops again, takes off 

her glasses and nods her head firmly) Obviously, of course you know. 

 

NARCISSE (Gently taking control) 

Right then, Flora. If it is OK with you, we could set aside some time in each session to 

fill in these questionnaires and then…. 

 

FLORA (As though surprised by a discovery) 

Have you realised, doctor? We both have the names of flowers. (NARCISSE smiles, a 

little puzzled) Look! Narcisse and Flora….(FLORA’s expression becomes disturbingly 

sad) 

 

NARCISSE (Slightly artificial) 

Why, yes… Now, if you don’t mind, shall we make a start with this one? (She pushes a 

questionnaire across to her) 

 

FLORA (Looks at it coldly, seriously) 

You’re afraid of me, doctor, aren’t you? 

 

NARCISSE (Professional, kindly) 

Not at all. If I were frightenened I would not be here. But, why….? 

 

FLORA (Without letting her finish) 

Yes, doctor, you find me frightening and I imagine disgusting also. There is no need for 

you to be embarrassed about it. 

 

NARCISSE (Objectively) 

Look, Flora, it seems to me that you are the one who is afraid. Please try to relax. I am 

not going to interrogate you and I am not trying to hurt you. (She smiles) There is no 

need for you to be concerning yourself about my feelings in this situation. I am not here 

to judge you, that is not my responsibility. My job is to analyse the reasons for your 

behaviour, your motives. I don’t apply any moral rules: I make no decision about what 
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is bad or what is good. I simply investigate the causes of your behaviour. (Pauses) Do 

you understand what I am telling you? 

 

FLORA 

Save yourself the trouble, doctor, I am not crazy. 

 

NARCISSE 

I think we are wasting valuable time, don’t you? 

 

FLORA (Smiles again, rather artificially) 

Of course, doctor, I was forgetting you are in a hurry. Please excuse me, I won’t 

interrupt again. I was just putting myself in your shoes and I felt that….. 

 

NARCISSE 

Well there is no need to…..I want you to answer me honestly. This is of the most vital 

importance for you, as I am sure I don’t need to remind you. You have influential 

friends; were it not for these people the governor would not have had a moment’s 

hesitation in approving the death sentence. You are not very popular at the moment, you 

know. At least not in San Sebastián where the events took place. So I do beseech you to 

co-operate as you promised while the sessions last. Do it in the name of science, for 

which I know you have a great love. Everything will go better if we can get on with our 

work in the way we should.  

 

FLORA (Thoughtful, agreeing) 

I understand. I see that all eventualities have been foreseen. So, in the name of 

science…..what an absurd farce! If I cared about the opinion of those influential friends 

you mention, I really would be crazy, doctor. (She laughs cynically). So the judge may 

save me from the garrotte and everyone lives happily every after. But I would have to 

spend the rest of my life in a lunatic asylum. Why would I want a life life that? (Pause) 

Besides…if I am not crazy…..how would you describe it, doctor? 

 

NARCISSE 

That is what we still do not know. 

 

FLORA 

And you are the one who has to decide, doctor, is that right? (NARCISSE looks at her 

coldly) 

 

NARCISSE 

I have already answered that question. I and the medical team of which I am a member 

will simply make a report to the tribunal on your mental state. 

 

FLORA 

What a horrible maze! (In the face of the unvarying expression of NARCISSE) It is 

obvious that it doesn’t matter in the slightest to any of you. I don’t like the way you 

make use of science, all of you. If you’re all in such a hurry, save yourselves the bother 

of this show and have me killed right away. (Violently) I am not crazy, as you well 

know already so go back to France, doctor, and give me peace. 
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NARCISSE (Trying to be conciliatory) 

Convince me you are a normal woman. Co-operate and fill in these questionnaires. 

Answer my questions and I promise that I will leave you in peace.  

 

FLORA (Looks at NARCISSE distrustfully) 

You want to play, don’t you, doctor?. (Firmly) So be it then. I won’t interrupt any more. 

I humbly ask your pardon once again. 

 

NARCISSE 

You have no need of my pardon. I am just doing my job. 

 

FLORA (Imitating her, almost simultaneously) 

Just doing my job! (Listlessly) Now you tell me, doctor. (She puts on some glasses 

which she takes out of the pocket of her smock) Give me one of those questionnaires. 

(NARCISSE selects one and gives it to her) 

 

NARCISSE (Pleasantly) 

They are ordered by stages of life – this one, for example, is concerned with everything 

from infancy to ten years of age. There are questions about your family, your 

surroundings and a series of statements that you should respond to as briefly and 

precisely as possible. (FLORA looks at her). If you need to add anything different, there 

is space for you to do so at the end of each box. (She points it out to her) There, you 

see? 

Before each session you will fill in one of these and so on throughout our meetings. 

 

FLORA 

Here it says, and I am reading from the text  “When you were a child did any member of 

your family force you to perform dishonest or sexual acts?” Responses are  “Yes, 

sometimes.”  “ Yes, regularly”  “I don’t think so”  “No, definitely not” and finally “I 

don’t understand” (She takes off her glasses and looks at her)  There are certain things  I 

would never tell anyone, my dear. They are of no interest, believe me. There are 

moments of my private life that remain forever in my memory but I have no intention to 

have them exposed so that you or any other jumped-up little investigator can 

hypothesise over them. I shall respond only to those questions which I consider it 

appropriate to do so. 

 

NARCISSE (Firmly) 

That is impossible. You must respond to all of them. It is absolutely essential that….. 

 

FLORA (Angry) 

I refuse! The first fifteen questions are all about sex. I am afraid that before the age of 

ten my sexual life was not very exciting, not that it is any of your business. What 

impertinence! 

 

NARCISSE (Thoughtful for a few moments. Then she looks at her report.) 

However, according to your case records, one of your…pupils…. shall we say, was nine 

years old, unless I am mistaken – Rosa García Ibáñez. Further on in the same report it is 

noted that the motive for this crime, as for the others, might be some sort of sexual 

perversion. (FLORA covers her ears and opens her mouth as if she means to scream but 

cannot). In the case of one of the other girls, this one ten years old, the forensic report 
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clearly states that the girl had lost her virginity due to penetration with a sharp object 

which had caused internal tearing….Shall I go on? (FLORA shakes her head). I hope 

that you understand it is important that you answer all the questions in the 

questionnaire, however strange they may seem to you. 

 

FLORA (Sits up as if she had been stabbed in the back) 

Rosita! (She sits back again, feebly) Rosita……(She stares vacantly for a few moments 

then glares with hatred) That was hateful of you, doctor, a low trick. (She appears 

defeated) I didn’t take into account how mean and ignorant people are. None of the 

things you are insinuating ever happened. But I don’t suppose you believe me. 

 

NARCISSE 

Convince me. All I have is this information which the police gave me. (Pauses) These 

questions have been drawn up by a team of doctors, here in Madrid and in Paris: 

everything is specially designed to investigate your case and, although you don’t agree, 

as far as your…..(pauses doubtfully) 

 

FLORA 

…my victims. Don’t humour me, doctor. I had much worse things said to me during the 

interrogations.  

 

NARCISSE (Sure of herself again) 

Yes, the five girls, all between nine and twelve years of age, whom, as you have 

confessed, you murdered in your own house in San Sebastián where they attended 

classes in the years 1931 and 1932. Would you like me to read you the whole thing? 

 

FLORA (eyes closed, signals that there is no need to continue) 

I already know it all better than you do. 

 

NARCISSE (Trying to exert her authority) 

Flora, please. Reaching a satisfactory conclusion to these sessions depends on you. 

Doctor Castell already discussed with you the content of the questionnaires and you 

promised him you would co-operate. If you do, we can finish in under a week and I 

won’t have to bother you any further.  

 

FLORA (Sweetly) 

Yes, very convenient. Besides, if we are going to see each other every day, it is best that 

we should deal with each other as coldly and clinically as possible. That way we will 

have no effect on each other. (NARCISSE opens her eyes, astonished, then smiles 

slightly surprised) 

 

NARCISSE 

Yes but …there’s no need for us to behave like enemies, either. 

 

FLORA 

They used to say I was a very affectionate person, but I can see you don’t ask me about 

that in the questionnaire. 
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NARCISSE 

Not as such, no. Although no one has ever suggested otherwise. (Smiles) You can say it 

in one of the other questionnaires, or tell me. 

 

FLORA (Returns the questionnaire to NARCISSE, sweetly again) 

Of course, of course. I will answer anything you want but just listen to me on this one 

thing, Narcisse. (Pauses, looks at her). I imagine that your reason for doing all of this is 

the hope of learning more about human nature. Doctor Castell explained to me all about 

that, a very kind and learned man. I know that you all think my case is extraordinary. I 

don’t. I don’t think that crime and madness are always alternative realities. (She is in 

pain) Whatever you may do, my punishment, the pain I carry inside is relentless and it 

will not permit me to go on living. (NARCISSE looks at her with great attention) May I 

stand up? 

(NARCISSE nods) I am tired of keeping silent. (She goes to the window) In the daily life 

which goes on outside this window, there will always be somebody who would like to 

string me up, to take revenge for something they don’t understand. The truth is nobody 

wanted to understand, not the police, not my friends. Everyone just “did his job” as you  

yourself said, doctor, and you can’t imagine how desperate that makes me feel. (Pauses. 

Looks at the roses) That’s OK. Do you know something? Since I heard that you were 

coming to see me, I  wondered to myself hundreds of times what you would be like; I 

was curious to meet you…a young French scientist, dazzlingly brilliant, with the most 

distinguished qualifications. My God! How flattering for me, who never even 

completed my botanical studies! Here in prison I can’t really have many proper 

conversations, you know what I mean, doctor- people don’t really talk to me here 

inside.  Sometimes I have  long monologues with the lice and the cockroaches. (Smiles, 

wryly) Even convicts have their moral standards! It is a little world that meticulously 

replicates all the things we reject and which makes us keep well away from the world in 

which we didn’t know how to exist! As you already know, it is a bit different to be the 

slut who killed five girls. They call me “The Mad Basque” or the “Killer of the 

Flowers”. (NARCISSE takes notes) I have already been here one year and six months. I 

miss so many things….talking with a friend about something spiritual, literature classes, 

evening sunlight coming through the classroom windows, flowers, cutting them, 

pruning them, their perfumes, their mysteries…caught up in a world free of secrets and 

suspicion inside my garden gate. Did you know, doctor, that I had a dog? (Becomes 

emotional) I have no idea what became of him, when the police arrived they put me 

straight into the van. I never saw my house or my garden again… and the dog, I have no 

idea where he might be now. The police say they neither know nor care. Perhaps he is 

lost or worse….. 

  

NARCISSE (Professionally) 

Flora, I am sorry, I don’t mean to be unkind but you must understand that we have very 

little time and that we still have to clear up some unavoidable questions today…. 

 

FLORA (Recomposing herself) 

Yes, yes, of course. What could it matter to you about my dog, doctor? (NARCISSE 

looks at her with a certain desperation) 

 

NARCISSE 

No, it’s not that. It’s better for you to ask your friends or whoever you like. Honestly, I 

cannot help you with your dog and so could I ask you please to leave that subject and…. 
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FLORA (Interrupts her) 

Are you married, doctor? Do you have children? 

 

NARCISSE (Surprised, not knowing what to answer) 

I am married but I have no children. 

 

FLORA 

My dog and my flowers were my children. And now I am very much alone. 

 

NARCISSE (Hands her a questionnaire and a ballpoint pen) 

Would you like to fill in the questionnaire yourself or would you prefer me to help you? 

 

FLORA (Symbolically) 

I would prefer you to help me, although I don’t suppose it will make any difference. 

(Pause) Are you happy? 

 

NARCISSE (A bit bothered) 

Could you please allow me to ask the questions? Now fill in this questionnaire. 

 

FLORA (Insistently) 

Why did you not have children? 

 

NARCISSE (Insistently) 

That’s it! If you are not going to co-operate, I will have to leave. 

 

FLORA  (Dry and distant) 

Really? (Pause) Of course, that’s fine then, off you go, doctor. I am not doing any 

questionnaires today. 

 

NARCISSE (Perplexed silence) 

Perhaps tomorrow, then? (FLORA does not even look at her. NARCISSE remains silent) 

It seems to me your attitude is really not helpful; however, maybe tomorrow you will 

think differently, OK? 

 

FLORA remains silent. NARCISSE sits down with a disappointment which is 

professional, not personal. She moves towards the door. She turns back towards the 

table and gathers up her papers slowly, waiting for some reaction. 

 

Many friends of your late husband insisted to us that you must be ill. They wanted to 

convince us so that the tribunal would spare you the death penalty. But I need to make 

absolutely sure and I can only do that, if you decide to co-operate as you promised. 

(Pause) I am not afraid of you, my dear, and I am prepared to listen to you. (Coldly) I 

didn’t have children because I didn’t need them. 

 

She opens the door and a ray of white light comes through the space. FLORA appears 

motionless. NARCISSE finishes collecting everything and tries once more 

 

What more do you want to know about me? (Silence. FLORA is petrified. NARCISSE is 

silent) You have told me about your flowers, your dog…I would be interested to know 
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if your really are capable of feeling love for all those things. (FLORA looks at her 

furiously, but still silently) But perhaps you prefer to leave it to tomorrow to talk…….? 

 

She remains standing, awaiting a response which does not come. She collects her things 

and goes. The door closes. FLORA falls across the table and sobs like a small child: 

while, slowly, the scene darkens and the sound grows louder of the knife-sharpener’s 

whistle.  

 

FLORA (whispers, between childish sobs) 

What a lovely dress! What a beautiful hat! Red as roses….like a rose… 

Hibiscus Rosa-Sinensis…..Rosa…. 

Rosita 

 

 …..my little Rosita. 

 

End of the second scene. 

 

 

CONTINUE… 

 

MORE INFO: 

 

To buy the complete play: 

 
http://www.edicionesirreverenteslibreria.com/epages/ea9759.sf/es_ES/?Obj

ectID=36562280 
 

To see on video: 

 
http://elandreion.blogspot.com.es/2010_06_01_archive.html 

 
More: 

http://www.edicionesirreverenteslibreria.com/epages/ea9759.sf/es_ES/?ObjectID=36562280
http://www.edicionesirreverenteslibreria.com/epages/ea9759.sf/es_ES/?ObjectID=36562280
http://elandreion.blogspot.com.es/2010_06_01_archive.html
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http://elandreion.blogspot.com.es/search/label/Celeste%20Flora 

 
 

http://elandreion.blogspot.com.es/search/label/Celeste%20Flora

