
L’histoire du Soleil – text by Valentine Biollay 
 
Act I, Scene 1 
Narrator (N):  
One morning, like every morning, the son of the shepherd woke up to the sound of 
distant church bells brought in by the wind... 
…and the sound of chirping birds outside his window... 
...and the sound of cows in the field, with cowbells swaying around their necks... 
...and all at  the same time. 
Like every morning, he went to Turtle Rock, his favorite place to see the sunrise over 
the village. 
As he sat on his rock waiting, the warm glow of the light surrounded the profile of the 
mountain still in shadow… 
...when suddenly... 
...the bright beam of the sun shown through the peak of the mountain, flooding the 
village in light. 
Like every morning at this time, the Boy smiled. 
 
Act I, Scene 2 
N: The Boy grabbed his empty sack. 
He stood up ready to start his day. 
He hurdled heartily down the hill, 
following the stream that went through the village. 
The village was just waking up. 
The Black-smith had just lit up his fire. 
The Seamstress was already spinning her wheel. 
And bread was brought out in the Bakery. 
Oh, by the way, that's where the boy was headed first, driven by the smell of fresh 
bread. 
On his way back home, he liked to pass by the Pharmacist 
who often offered him candies.   
With lollypop in hand, he whipped around and faced the Old Man who lived up the 
mountain. 
Old Man: “Get out of my way, kid!” 
N: The Boy was so scared that he dropped him lollypop and ran home. 
 
Act I, Scene 3 
N: The next morning, like every morning, the son of the shepherd woke up to the sound 
of distant church bells brought in by the wind... 
...and the sound of chirping birds outside his window... 
...and the sound of cows in the field, with cowbells swaying around their necks... 
...and all at  the same time? 
Like every morning, he went to Turtle Rock, his favorite place to see the sunrise over 
the village. 
As he sat on his rock, waiting... and waiting... and waiting...  
...suddenly... nothing happened!" 
The sun did not rise! In a panic, the Boy ran down the mountain, 
following the stream that went through the village. 



The village was un-commonly quiet: 
no Black-smith, no Seam-stress, and the smell in the air meant the Baker was burning 
his bread. 
On his way back home, he passed by the Pharmacist. 
At the threshold of the door he heard angry voices, one was for sure the Pharmacist's, 
but the other one?  It sounded strangely familiar.  Slowly the boy peaked in and saw...  
the Old Man!  He was gesticulating and mumbling.  What was he talking about?" 
The Boy pressed his ear to the door so he could catch the Old Man's grumbling: 
Old Man: "That's the devil's work and it might be the end of our village!" 
N: The Boy was petrified with terror, he wanted to run but couldn't for suddenly... 
the storm broke out! 
The two men looked out-side... 
and just then, the Old Man reached out to grab him,  
the Boy jumped back and ran all the way home in the rain! 
 
Act II, Scene 1 
N: Dark...  ...dark...  ...dark...  it has been dark for a few days now. 
Nobody seems to be surprised anymore, people just got used to it.   
They went back to their daily routine, just at a slower pace. 
“Maybe the clouds are thicker,” thinks the Seamstress,   
“Maybe the sun forgot to wake up,”  mumbles the Baker... 
The Boy is sad.  He misses the sun. 
He'd never thought the sun could disappear from one day to another. 
He thought the sun would always be there, always. To wake him up, to warm up the 
village,   
to put him to bed, to make him happy. 
There is not much to do  for a little Boy without the sun...  
...so he wanders, slowly, throughout the village." 
Baker: "Hahaha! You are crazy! What does the factory have to do with this never ending 
night?!"  
Old Man: "I’m telling you,  this factory is going to  destroy us."  
Seamstress: "This factory will  SAVE us!  We are going to  be famous!"  
Blacksmith: "Famous and rich!  Tourists will come and spend money here!  That’s 
Goooood." 
Old Man: "TOURISTS ARE NOT ALWAYS GOOD! Some throw their garbage in the 
stream but nature has its limit!  And putting our pure air into bottles to sell it is going 
to end in a disaster!" 
Seamstress: "Go back up your  mountain Old Fool!"  
Blacksmith: "You need to get used to it Old man,  times have changed. That’s 
MODERNITY!" 
N: Left alone, the Old Man sat down, dejected. 
The Boy wants to help but he is scared of that Old Man who has never given him a 
friendly look. 
However… The Boy is about to move towards him, when he is stopped in his tracks:  a 
tear has just run down the Old Man’s cheek. 
 
 
 



Act II, Scene 2 
N: What do you think that was?  Yes, I am talking to you who are sitting on your 
chairs, watching this tale.  
Crazy music depicting Humanity,  its place on Earth, its never ending search for the 
Truth and its fear of the end of the world? Nah, let’s not go there. 
A moment of narcissism of a modern composer?" (softly) That could be. But no. Not this 
time.  The sound of the factory?  Yes, you got it!  Smart audience! 
Listen!  You can hear  the machines running...  
...steam is rising...  
...and big hammers  are coming down. 
Huge flames are licking the walls of the big  oven...  
...and wheels are speeding  so fast that it seems they are going to roll away anytime.  
Now let's hear again, all at the same time! 
“This is fascinating," says the boy."  
The Boy: "What did the Old Man mean?  How could this be the end of us?” 
At this exact moment,  the boy heard someone grumbling...  
...and raised his eyes to see the Old Man. 
He was here too,  staring gloomily at the factory.  
He turned back towards  his house, a dilapidated old shack  above the village. 
“I need to know more,” said the Boy. 
And despite his fear of the Old Man...  
...he gathered  all his courage...  
...and ran up the hill to follow him to his place. 
 
Act II, Scene 3 
N: Knock! Knock! Knock! 
The Boy knocked at the Old Man’s door with a trembling hand... ...but nothing.  
He knocked again, feeling he could faint anytime, when suddenly... 
...the door opened. 
"I knew it was you, come in!” said the Old Man. 
The Boy’s heart skipped a beat, but courageously he asked: "How did you know?" 
Old Man: "COME IN!" 
N: Timidly the Boy entered the Old Man’s shack that had not seen any visitors for ages 
as it was the least welcoming place he had ever seen: 
Dark, dusty and full of bric-a-bracs. 
Old Man (OM): "You are too curious,  that will get you in trouble. Sit." 
"You are wondering why I am so against this new factory?   And why I think it's 
responsible for the disappearance of the sun, right? 
N: The boy nodded. 
OM: "Well, I’m glad someone is taking me seriously.   Listen well to what I’m about to 
say young man... 
For all my life, I have never seen Mother Nature rebelling so much...  
...I have seen huge storms, torrential rains for days... 
...winds that almost wiped  out the whole village and more… 
...but every morning at least,  even timidly, the sun was coming back. 
To speak the truth, I have no idea what’s going on, but there is one thing I know...  
...you can not take from Mother Nature without giving back to her or things could go 
wrong." 



The Boy: "But what about the factory?"  
Old Man:  "What the factory does: ...putting our pure air into bottles... ...to sell them to 
strangers  IS, NOT, GOOD!" 
The Boy: "But what can we do?!"  
Old Man: "I don’t know.  I’m too old to search for the answer... ...but it lies in nature." 
N: Leaving the Old Man’s Shack...  
...the Boy decided that he would be the one trying to bring the Sun back. 
Someone had to figure it out, and he felt it was his mission. 
Maybe the Seamstress was right, the Sun could be hidden behind clouds. 
It was settled, tomorrow he would go up the Mountains to find the Sun. 
 
Act III, Scene 1 
N: With a lantern in hand  and a bundle on his back...  
...the boy had left his  house after a restless sleep. 
As mornings and evenings didn’t exist anymore, everyone was sleeping at strange 
times...	
  	
  
...so the boy had to wait for his parents to be snoozing for him to run out of the house. 
He ran through the village  as fast as he could...  
...so as not to be seen  by the villagers...  
...until he had reached the path  that leads to the summit of the closest mountain. 
He went up quickly as he was used to climbing...  
...but that was not high enough,  for there was no sign of the sun.   
So he ventured farther, away from the green pastures... 
...where the mounts are white with snow. 
The path became smaller and steeper, and our mountain dweller  was now hiking 
through snow, making his journey harder. 
The Boy: "The answer lies in the nature, the answer lies in the nature.”   
N: ...the little boy was murmuring to give himself some courage.  
Because it was night, he didn’t see that clouds were gathering  and he was too exhausted 
to feel that the winds had started to blow stronger... 
...He was out of breath and began to regret getting up there alone without telling 
anybody.  His mother was certainly very worried by now." 
He stopped to take a deep breath, but his nose caught a familiar smell… the smell of the 
rain about to come. 
A storm broke out! 
"Please, some-one, help me!" the Boy cried." 
Another bolt of lightning flashed and the Boy saw a small cavity in the rocks. 
He ran to this makeshift shelter and curled up as much as he could to stay warm and 
dry.  
After a while, his heart quieted down... 
...and exhausted the little Boy fell asleep. 
 
Act III, Scene 2 
Moon (M): “Le jour, la nuit, Je suis là, je te suis,  
Dans ton ombre  parfois je marche.  
A demi je me faufile et t'observe discrètement,  
Je suis ton espoir dans le noir. 
A de-mi je me faufile et t'observe discrètement,  



Je te protégerais ce soir. 
Petit enfant, mon ami, Ton tourment, tes ennuis,  
Avec toi je les porte aujourd'hui. 
On ne me glorifie pas, mais je suis tou-jours là,  
Sur toi toujours je veille.  
On ne me glorifie pas, mais je suis toujours là,  
Je suis la dame du Roi So-leil.” 
 
N: The voice awoke the Boy from  his drowsiness and he looked up.  
The moon was up there, full and so shiny that the boy could see far off. 
And then, it was as if she was talking to him: 
M: "My child, I am not the one you were looking for, but I have the answer you seek. 
The Sun disappeared because humans don’t respect Mother Nature.   
If they go on taking what doesn’t belong to them, the world will fall apart. 
And what is next after putting pure air into bottles to sell it?   
Will they try to catch the sun and break him into pieces... 
...and sell it to rich people?   
The Sun won’t come back until they stop their crazy projects. 
And if the Sun doesn’t come back to the Earth,  
...everything and everyone on it will slowly disappear. 
Your soul is pure and your heart is good.   
You are the only one who can change their mind, you are the Sun’s messenger. 
Go back to your village, I will light your way!" 
 
Act III, Scene 3 
N: On the village square,  
...a woman was sobbing with despair.   
Her young son had disappeared for a few days.  
The villagers were trying to comfort her,  
...but tears were running endlessly down her cheeks. 
Dreadful thoughts kept coming to her mind:  'Did he get lost in the woods?  
Did he fall in a ravine and hurt himself? 
Is he screaming for help right now?' 
She had looked everywhere,  had called his name as loudly as possible, without any 
answer. 
It was dark outside, but even darker in her heart.   
But then, she saw the Old Man… He was carrying something. 
She saw the little body, its familiar face, 
...and she rushed to grab her son from the Old Man’s arms. 
"He is alright," the Old Man whispered. 
She hugged the Boy tightly and caressed his pale figure worried. 
The Boy: "I’m okay Mama. I was in the mountains, then storm broke out but the moon 
took care of me." 
N: And then he explained everything; his journey to find the Sun, his encounter with the 
moon and what she told him...  
His words were confused, he was exhausted but an inside voice made him going on. 
The Boy: "We need to stop, the factory and the bottles, that will kill us." 
N: "The villagers were troubled,   



...could they believe a little boy and such an incredible story?   
On the other hand, the sun has still not come back... 
...and their life was becoming harder and harder.   
They started arguing loudly. 
A stranger’s voice came from behind all the hubbub: 
Director: “The kid is right! We need to respect Mother Nature.”   
N: It was the Director of the factory. 
Director: "I understood it the past days as the quality of the air started to deteriorate.  
Without the Sun, plants are not breathing correctly and therefore aren’t purifying the 
air as well. 
The sun might be punishing the Humans for their behavior and if it doesn’t shine again, 
... everything will slowly perish." 
The Boy: "Will you help us?" 
Director: "Child, I will protect your mountains.  
No more pure air into bottles, I will turn the factory into a greenhouse.   
We will grow and protect all the beautiful species of your region and if we become 
famous,  
it won't be for selling air in bottles,  but for being the greenest place in the world!" 
N: On these words, everyone applauded and the little boy was filled with happiness. 
Up in the sky, the moon was shining...  
...and if you looked carefully you could see a face smiling. 
 
Epilogue 
N:  The next morning, the Boy went to Turtle Rock, his favorite place to see the sunrise 
over the village. 
As he sat on his rock waiting, the warm glow of the light surrounded the profile of the 
mountain still in shadow.... 
...when suddenly... 
...the bright beam of the sun shown through the peak of the mountain, flooding the 
village in light. 
For the first time in a long time, the Boy smiled. 
 


