
�1
August 2005

�

The  
Luncheon of the 
Boating Party 

a play 
by

Alex Broun

Based on the painting 
“The Luncheon of the Boating Party” (1881)

by 
Pierre-Auguste Renoir



�2
August 2005

PLEASE NOTE: 

THIS PLAY SCRIPT HAS BEEN DOWNLOADED FROM www.alexbroun.com 

BY AGREEING TO THE TERMS AND CONDITIONS OF www.alexbroun.com AND 
PAYING THE DOWNLOAD FEE YOU ARE PERMITTED TO PERFORM THIS PLAY 

ROYALTY FREE ANYWHERE IN THE WORLD FOR A PERIOD OF 12 MONTHS FROM 
THE DATE OF DOWNLOAD. 

IF YOU DO PERFORM THIS PLAY PLEASE VISIT OUR RECORD A PRODUCTION 
PAGE AND RECORD THE DETAILS OF YOUR PRODUCTION SO YOUR 

PRODUCTION CAN BE LISTED AMONGST THE THOUSANDS OF PRODUCTIONS 
OF ALEX’S WORK WORLDWIDE EVERY YEAR. 

FOR ANY QUERIES PLEASE CONTACT THE AUTHOR ON 

abroun@bigpond.net.au 

© Alex Broun 1999



�3
August 2005

Characters 
PIERRE-AUGUSTE RENOIR, a painter. 

EDMOND RENOIR, his brother, a journalist. 

EUGENE MUNIER, a Patisserie owner and novelist 

SANDRINE MUNIER, his wife 

ALINE CHARIGOT, Renoir’s companion. 

ALPHONSINE FOURNAISE, daughter of the local hotelier 

CHARLES EPHRUSSI, a publisher  

ALPHONSE FOURNAISE, son of the local hotelier and brother of Alphonsine 

JEANNE SAMARY, a successful actress 

PIERRE EUGENE LESTRINGUEZ, a civil servant and patron of Renoir 

BARON RAOUL BARBIER, a former cavalry officer and friend of Renoir 

RAPHAEL MAGGIOLO, an Italian journalist 

ELLEN ANDREE, an actress and model for Renoir 

GUSTAVE CAILLEBOTTE, painter and friend of Renoir 

PAUL LHOTE, a journalist and aspiring novelist 

Setting 

Chiard,  an Island in the Seine across from Chatou, France. 

Time 

Several days in summer. June, 1880.  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Act 1

Scene 1. The Water’s Edge, morning. 

A grassy slope on the banks of the Seine. The sunlight is dappled through the 
trees. 

RENOIR, in painter’s jacket, felt cap and dark trousers, sits at his easel on 
the bank drawing his brother EDMOND. 

EDMOND is sitting in a skiff on the river, dressed in a brown felt hat and 
brown jacket. In his left arm he steadies the boat with an oar while in his 
right hand he holds a fishing rod. It is an awkward pose and difficult to 
maintain. 

The sound of water gently lapping against the boat. 

EDMOND: I still don’t understand. 

RENOIR: It’s really quite simple. 

EDMOND: As you keep saying. 

RENOIR: The light. 

EDMOND: The light ?  

RENOIR: He is painting the light.  

EDMOND: Not the lilies. 

RENOIR: The light. 

EDMOND: But surely he paints the lilies. The light is merely a by product. 

RENOIR: No, he paints the light. 

EDMOND: The way the lilies reflect the light ? 

RENOIR: The way the light reflects the lilies. He is in love with the sun 
and its reflections in the water. 

EDMOND: My head is swimming. 

RENOIR: I don’t like to confuse you brother.  
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EDMOND: You are confusing me brother. 

RENOIR: We will go up to visit him next week in Argenteuil and you will 
see. 

EDMOND: If you can see light. (PAUSE) I can not hold this forever brother. 

RENOIR: Just a little longer brother. 

PAUSE. 

EDMOND: Well, there is one good thing. 

RENOIR: What’s that ? 

EDMOND: At least you’re not painting light.  

RENOIR: Me, I am a painter of figures. Like Ingres and Delacroix. The rest 
is  
  just background. 

EDMOND: And light. 

RENOIR: And light. And colours. Just look at the light on the willow 
trees ... It glitters like a diamond. Pink, blue ... And the sky 
coming through them. It’s enough to drive you crazy. And those 
mountains over there which change with the clouds ... They’re 
like the background in a Watteau. I wish Claude was here to 
paint it with me. 

EDMOND: I am here brother. 

RENOIR: And for that I am grateful. 

PAUSE. EDMOND LOWERS HIS HAND HOLDING THE ROD. 
RENOIR TAPS ON THE EASEL. HE HOLDS IT UP AGAIN. 

RENOIR: Tell me about something else.  

EDMOND: What ? 

RENOIR: Something you like to talk about. 

EDMOND: I like to talk about fish. 

RENOIR: Well, tell me about fish then. 
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EDMOND: Well fish are great. They swim in the ocean. 

RENOIR: (LAUGHING) Is that so ? 

EDMOND: But not just at the edge like us. They swim right down at the 
bottom. Right down where swimming would kill a man. 

RENOIR: How so ? 

EDMOND: The pressure would crush his skull. Or her skull, if it was a 
woman. 

RENOIR: Either way both of them would be in trouble. 

EDMOND: Completely. 

RENOIR: Tell me more. 

EDMOND: What would you like to know ? I am writing a book on them you 
know. 

RENOIR: As you have told me. How many types of fish are there ? 

EDMOND: Well, quite a lot. 

RENOIR: Over a thousand ? 

EDMOND: Ten times as many and they’re still discovering more. Fish life is 
far more varied than life on the ground. Far more varied and 
mysterious. 

RENOIR: There is mystery in the depths of the ocean. 

EDMOND: And in the matters of men. 

EDMOND MOVES AGAIN. RENOIR TAPS THE EASEL, ANNOYED. 

RENOIR: Brother. 

EDMOND: Oh very well. 

EDMOND RESUMES HIS POSITION. 

RENOIR: I don’t know why I let you paint me. I remember what happened 
last time. At the theatre, in the box.  
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RENOIR: You weren’t happy. 

EDMOND: How could I have been ? You made my nose look like a sausage. 
A giant sausage with nostrils the size of oranges. Huge cave like 
features from which no light emits. They said Renoir’s brother 
appears in the painting. They should have said “his nose”. 
“Renoir’s brother’s nose appears in the painting. 

RENOIR: You should’ve stopped gawking at the other women in the boxes 
with those opera glasses. 

EDMOND: I was merely searching for an acquaintance. 

RENOIR: I don’t know why. The one you wanted was sitting right on front 
of you. 

EDMOND: Yes, well that is all behind me now. 

RENOIR: Why do you care so much what people think ? 

EDMOND: Because that’s what I thought too. A sausage - a gigantic 
sausage with fruit attached. And then in the painting with Ellen, 
you painted my hair grey. 

RENOIR: Well you do have a few grey hairs. 

EDMOND: Not as many as you. And you painted me smoking. You are never 
painting me again. 

RENOIR: I am painting you now. 

EDMOND: You are sketching me. And this is the last time. If I have to be in 
another painting - have to! - it will be with my back towards you. 
Imagine - old fish face. 

RENOIR: What about her ? 

EDMOND: You made her look like a Goddess. An Athenean Princess, but 
me - a ploughman’s lunch. Never again ! Never ! 

RENOIR: I need to work. 

EDMOND: You are working. 

RENOIR: I need you to be quiet while I work. 
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EDMOND: I need you to leave me alone while I fish. 

RENOIR LOOKS AT HIS BROTHER. 

EDMOND: Oh alright. 

EDMOND CLAMPS HIS MOUTH SHUT. RENOIR SKETCHES FOR 
AWHILE. SUDDENLY HE BEGINS TO FLINCH. HE TRIES TO 
CONTROL IT BUT CAN’T. EDMOND WATCHES CONCERNED. 

RENOIR THROWS DOWN THE PAINT BRUSH. HE RUBS HIS 
HAND. EDMOND PULLS THE BOAT TO THE SHORE. HE GETS 
OUT OF THE BOAT AND GOES TO HIS BROTHER. 

EDMOND: Pierre-Auguste. 

RENOIR: My fingers. I can’t hold the pencil. The pain is excruciating. 

EDMOND: You must rest. 

RENOIR: I must work. 

EDMOND: Even the great Renoir cannot paint twenty four hours a day. 

RENOIR: Why not ? I have precious little time on this earth. Why can’t I 
spend every available second painting ? 

EDMOND: Calm down now. 

RENOIR: Don’t tell me what to do ! 

EDMOND LOOKS AT HIM. 

EDMOND: Brother, sweet brother, why do you strike out at those who love 
you so much ? 

RENOIR IS SILENT. PAUSE. HE GRABS FOR A CIGARETTE BUTT 
PLACED ON THE EASEL. HE STRUGGLES TO LIGHT IT.  

EDMOND: And must you continually smoke those infernal things ? 

RENOIR IGNORES HIM AND STRUGGLES AGAIN TO LIGHT THE 
CIGARETTE. 


