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INTRODUCTION 

MoRE than thirty years after his death, the English theatre is 
still almost totally neglecting Luigi Pirandello. Yet he is one 
of the greatest masters of the contemporary drama: and the 
word 'contemporary' still applies to him as it does to few of 
those who lived in his time. I hope that the publication of this 
volume of his plays may widen the interest in him and perhaps 
lead to more of his plays being produced in English. 

Pirandello was born in 1867, and grew up with the senti­
mentality of later nineteenth-century literature as his staple 
food. He was the foremost among those in Italy who reacted 
violently against it, th.: Futurists lls they called themselves. 
While he was developing !Us talent by writing novels and 
short stories, several lesser dramatists were preparing the way 
for him in the Italian theatre. The 'Teatro del Grottesco' 
sought to break away from the well-made play by bringing on 
to the stage situations of a bizarre or fantastic kind, and 
treating them with an exaggerated humour. The most famous 
and successful of these plays was Luigi Chiarelli's The Mask 
and the Face, a brilliantly funny caricature of the romantic 
drama which allows a serious idea to be developed within 
itself. Pirandello uses the same approach for purposes more 
profound; for to him the drama must be the expression of the­
intellect: 'One of the novelties that I have given to drama,' he 
says, 'consists in converting the intellect into passion.' This 
makes his plays intensely exciting to those who are willing to 
use their brains in the theatre; but let it not be supposed that 
Pirandello relies on the intellectual content of his plays to 
replace the craftsmanship of the playwright. On the contrary, 
most of them are extremely well constructed and hold our 
interest quite apart from what they have to say. 

Pirandello was a Sicilian, · born in Agrigento where the 
Greek temples stand ruined amidst some of the island's most 
picturesque scenery. His father was a rich proprietor of sulphur 
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INTRODUCTION 
mines, a strong, overbearing man. When Luigi was a young 
man floods destroyed the mines, and the family was reduced 
from prosperity to poverty. For Luigi this was the cause of a 
far worse disaster. He had been married by his father to a 
woman who was driven by their financial troubles into an 
hysterical form of insanity. Unreasonably jealous, she made 
his life a hell; but he endured it until, in 1919, she entered a 
nursing home. This is the background against which his 
imagination worked, and accounts for the intensification of 
his pessimism. 

The problem of the nature of personality, which has domi­
nated philosophical thinking in this century, is acute for 
Pirandello, and perhaps more so because he must have lived 
for so many years a double life, as himself and as the twisted 
version of himself in his wife's mind. He may have wondered 
which was the real self; certainly his characters wrestle with 
such doubts. His plays stimulate reflection upon the mystery 
·of life, which is in perpetual flux, the nature of which we no 
sooner think we have grasped than it slips away from us, the 
truth of which we really prefer to hide from ourselves by 
illusions since we know we can never pin it down. 

This antithesis between reality and illusion is the theme of 
Right You Are! (If You Think So) (Cosi e (se vi pare), 191 8). 
Pirandello was always concerned with this question. Here he 
created two characters each of whom says that the other is 
mad. When the curious neighbours wish to produce docu­
ments to settle which is right, Laudisi, who acts as a sort of 
Chorus to the play, speaks to them thus: 

' They have created, she for him and he for her, a world of 
fantasy that has all the substance of reality itself, a world in 
which they now live in perfect peace and harmony. And it 
cannot be destroyed, this reality of theirs, by any of your 
documents, because they live and breathe in it 1' 

The dramatist intrigues us into chasing as excitedly as the 
neighbours after the solution of the mystery; and he leaves us, 

as he leaves them, with the mystery returned to our own 
minds: 
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INT RODUCTION 

'I am just whoever you think I am.' 

Reality, in Pirandello's view, is what we have in ourselves; 
for each of us it is different, and the only proof of it is the1 

effect it produces. 
Some of Pirandello's drama appears cold, because it is con­

cerned with thought rather than emotion; but there is no lack 
of emotion in his characters. The Rules of the Game (II gioco 
delle parti, 1919) has for its chief character Leone Gala, who 
provokes his feckless wife into involving him in a duel, by his 
apparent indifference to her affair with Guido, and then by 
refusing with ironic humour to fight for her he condemns her 
lover to be killed in his place. But at the final climax of the 
play Leone denounces his hated rival with all the passionate 
fury of a hero of the old melodrama. 

Henry IV (Enrico Quarto, 1922) is usually reckoned to be 
Pirandello's masterpiece. It is on a larger scale than any of his 
other plays; and the study of reality is extended to cover 
madness as well as sanity, so that the chief character acquires a 
breadth which is rare in modern drama. We do not know till 
late in the play whether Henry is mad or not, nor whether he 
has ever been mad: in this respect the play recalls Hamlet. But 
in any case Henry IV is true tragedy, the tragedy of a man 
whom time has passed by, for whom there is no place in life 
today, since he was put out of life years ago. This reveals 
another aspect of Pirandello's concern with reality: is time, as 

much as matter, what the human mind makes it for each one 
of us ? Pirandello is always apt to give long monologues to his 
principal characters; in this play, the practice is developed to 
a point which recalls the Shakespearean soliloquy; and this 
again enlarges the character of the hero and deepens the size of 
the tragedy. 

E. M A RT I N  B RO W N E  
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This play, translated by Edward Storer, was first presented 
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on I5 July I925, with the following cast: 

• . . • .  (HENRY IV) 
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LANDOLPH 
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BARON TITO BELCREDI 
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LANDOLPH 
HAROLD 
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ATTENDANTS 

J oHN 

Produced by Tim Evens 

Malcolm Rogers 
Maureen Laird 
June Melling 
Geoffrry Morlry 
Barrington Black 
Cyril Jacob 
Arthur Cockerill 
Eric Buchanan 
Derek Boughton 
Raymond Whitele 
Derek Esp 
Gerald Bolton 
Jim Frankland 



CHARA CTERS 

• • • • •  (HENRY IV) 
The Marchioness MATILDA SPINA 
Her daughter FRIDA 
The young Marquis CHARLES DI NoLLI 
Baron Tno BELCREDI 
Doctor DIONISIO GENONI 
The four make-believe Privy Counsellors: 

The first, LANDOLPH (LoLo) 
The second, HAROLD (FRANCO) 
The third, 0RDULPH (MOMO) 
The fourth, BERTHOLD (FINO) 

Two LACKEYS (RETAINERS) in costume 
The old manservant JoHN 

ScENE: A lonely villa in the Umbrian countryside 

TIME: The present (I92I) 



ACT ONE 

A large hall in the villa, which has been decorated and furnished so as 
to provide as near(y as possible an exact reconstruction of the throne­
room of Henry IV in the imperial palace at Goslar. But in the midst 
of the antique furnishings are two modern full-length, life-size por­
traits in oils. They stand out bold(y from the wall back, a little above 
the level of the stage, and are held in position by a ledge of carved 
wood running along the bottom of them and continuing the whole 
length of the wall. This ledge juts out somewhat- it is, in fact, rather 
like a very long bench, and sufficientlY wide to be used as a seat. The 
portraits stand on the right and left of the throne, which is placed in 
the middle of the wall back and breaks the line of the ledge. The im­
perial seat has a low-hanging baldachin over it. The two portraits 
represent a young lady and a young gentleman dressed up in carnival 
costumes, she as the Marchioness Matilda of Tuscaf!Y, he as Henry 
IV. There are doors left and right. 

[When the curtain rises, the two LAC KEY S, as if caught un­
awares, jump down from the ledge on which they have been tying, 
and go and stand like statues, halberd in hand, at the foot of the 
steps leading up to the throne - one to the left, one to the right. 
Short(y after, through the second door on the right, there enter 
HA ROLD, LANDOLPH, ORDULPH, andBER THOLD,young 
men employed hy the MARQUIS  CHARLES DI  NOLLI to plf!Y 
the parts of 'privy counsellors' - royal vassals drawn from the 
lower aristocracy - at the Court of Henry IV. They are dressed, 
therefore, as German knights of the eleventh century. The last 
mentioned, BERTHOLD - whose real name is FINO - is just 
taking up his duties for the ftrst time. His three compa�ions 
are telling him what he has to do and deriving a great deal of fun 
from the process. The whole scene should be plqyed with great 
liveliness: vivacity touched by fantasy is its keynote.] 

LANDOLPH (to BERTHOLD, as if in the middle of an explanation): 
And this is the throne-room I 
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HENRY IV 

HA ROLD: At Goslarl 
O RDULPH: Or, if you prefer it, at the Castle in the Hartz! 
HA ROLD: Or at Worms ! 
LANDOLPH: According to what bit we're playing, it jumps 

about with us. Now it's one place, now another. 
O RDULPH: Saxony ! 
HA ROLD: Lombardy! 
LAN DOLPH: On the Rhine! 
FIRST LACKEY [without moving, . hi1lips scarce(y parting] : Psstl 

Psst l 
HA ROLD [turning at the sound] : What's the matter? 
FIRST LACKEY [in a low voice, still as a statue] : Is he coming in 

here or not? [He is alluding to HENRY IV.] 
ORDULPH: No, no ! He's asleep. You can take it easy. 
SECOND LAC KEY [relaxes his pose, takes a deep breath and lies 

down again on the ledge] : God, man, you might have told us ! 
FIRST LACKEY (who has also relaxed, going up to HA ROLD) : 

Have you got a match, please? 
LANDOLPH: Hey! You can't smoke a pipe in here! 

[HA ROLD meanwhile has struck a match.] 
FIRST LAC KEY:  No, only a cigarette. [Lzghts his czgarette at the 

match which HA ROLD is holding. Then he too goes and lies down 
again on the ledge, smoking aw'D'.] 

[Meanwhile BERTHOLD has been walking round the room and 
has been watching this little scene, torn between amazement and 
perplexity. The more he studies his own costume and that of the 
others, the longer he looks at the throne-room, the more amazed 
and perplexed he becomes.] 

BERTHOLD: I say , . .  This room • . .  And these clothes . • •  

Which Henry IV is it? . . .  You've got me flummoxed . . . •  

Is it Henry IV of France or isn't it? 
[At this question LANDOLPH, HA ROLD, and ORDULPH 
burst into noisy laughter.] 

LANDOLPH [his voice suffused with laughter]: Henry IV of 
France, he says ! [As he SiD's this, he is pointing to BERTHOLD, 
as if inviting his laughing companions to make fun of him too.] 

o RDULPH [laughing aw'D',gesturing in the direction ojBER THOLD] : 
He thought it was Henry IY of France ! 
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H E N RY I V  

H A R O L D :  My dear fellow, it's Henry IV of Germany! The 
Salian Dynasty I 

O R D UL P H: The great and tragic Emperor! 
L A N D O L P H :  You know, the one at Canossal Here, day after 

day, we carry on a truly terrible war between Church and 
State I Ho, hoI 

O R D U L P H :  The Empire against the Papacy( Ho, hoi 
H A R O L D :  Anti-popes aaginst Popes! 
L A N D O L P H :  Kings against anti-kings! 
O R D U L P H :  And war against the Saxons! 
H A R o L D :  And all the rebel princes ! 
L A N D O L P H :  Against the Emperor's own sons! 
B E RT H O L D  [putting his hands over his ears to protect himself against 

this avalanche of information] : I get it! I get it! Of course, I 
couldn't work out what it was all about at first! You know, 
I was quite right! I knew there was something wrong the 
moment I came in here. I looked at myself dressed up like 
this, and I said to myself, 'These costumes don't belong to 
the sixteenth century I' 

H A R O L D :  Sixteenth century be damned! 
O R D U L P H :  At this moment and in this room we are some­

where between the year 1ooo and the year uoo l 
L A N D O L P H :  You can work it out for yourself .... If on the 

2.5th of January 1077 we are before Canossa .. . 

B E R T H O L D  [more dismqyed than ever]: Oh, my God! What a 
mess I've made of it! 

O R D UL P H :  I'll say you have, if you thought we were at the 
French Court! 

B E R T H O L D :  But all that historical stuff I swotted up • . .  

L A N D O L P H :  We, my dear boy, are four hundred years earlier! 
To us you're a mere babe in arms( 

B E R T HO L D  [anger coming into his voice] : Hell, they might 
have told me it was the German one and not Henry 
IV of France! They gave me a fortnight to mug the part 
up I God only knows how many books I've sweated 
through! 

H A R O L D :  But didn't you know that poor Tito's job here was 
to be Adalbert of Bremen? 
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HENRY IV 

B ERTHoLD: Adalbert I I ask you I How the hell should I know 
who Adalbert was ? 

LANDOLP H: No, of course not. But you see how it is . . . •  

When Tito died, the young Marquis di Nolli . . .  
BERTHOLD: Yes, that's the chap ! It's all his fault! It wouldn't 

have hurt him to have told me . . •  

HAROLD: But perhaps he thought you knew already ! 
LANDOLPH: He didn't want to take on any one else to fill his 

place. He thought the three of us who were left could quite 
well manage by ourselves. But" then he began . . . .  He'd sud-
denly cry out, 'With Adalbert driven away . . .  ' Because, 
you see, it didn't occur to him that poor Tito was dead . . . .  
He thought that as Bishop Adalbert he'd been driven from 
the Court by his rivals, the Bishops of Cologne and Mainz. 

B ERTHOLD [burying his head in his hands] : But I don't under-
stand a word of all this rigmarole I 

ORDULPH:  Then you've had it, dear boy! 
HAROLD: The trouble is, we don't know who you are either. 
B ERTHOLD: You don't . . .  ? D'you mean to say that not even 

you know who I'm supposed to be? 
ORDU LP H: Hum ! 'Berthold '. 
BERTHOLD: Berthold !  Why Berthold? Which Berthold? 
LANDOLPH [c/earlJ' he is imitating HENRY IV) :  'They've driven 

Adalbert away I So they've deprived me of Adalbert, have 
they? Very well then, I want Berthold !  I want Berthold ! '  
There he stood, shouting for Berthold. 

HAROLD: And there we stood, all three of us, looking at one 
another . . . .  Wondering who this Berthold might be. 

ORDU LPH: And here you are, my dear fellow . . . .  'Berthold' !  
LANDOLPH: I'm sure you'll make a dashing Berthold !  
B ERTHOLD [rebelliousty, making as if to leave] : Oh, no ! Not on 

your life ! Thanks very much, but you won't catch me doing 
Berthold !  I'm off! I'm getting out of here ! 

[HAROLD ando RDU LPH restrain him: all three are laughing.] 
HAROLD: Hang on a bit ! Calm down ! Don't get so worked 

up about it.l 
ORDU LPH: After all, you don't have to be like Berthold in the 

fairy-story I 
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H E N RY I V  

L A N  DOLPH:  And if it's any comfort to you, we don't know 
who we are either ! He's Harold . . . .  He's Ordulph . . . .  And 
I'm Landolph. That's what he calls us. We've got used to it 
now. But who are we? Names of the time. Well, yours is 
probably a name of the time, too. ' Berthold.' There was 
only one of us . . .  poor Tito . . .  who had a real part . . . .  
One that you can read about in the history books . . . .  He 
was the Bishop of Bremen. He looked just like a bishop, 
too I He was a damned fine actor was Tito, poor devill He 
had a magnificent line in bishops I 

HA ROLD: Yes l Look at the books he got through! He had 
a chance to mug up his part I 

LANDOLPH: Why, he even ordered His Majesty about ! He 
opposed his views, guided him, advised him in everything . 
• . . He was like a kind teacher and counsellor. We're 'coun­
sellors' too, 'priry counsellors '. But . . .  well, you know 
what I mean . . .  he was something special, and we're just 
the ordinary, everyday article. Because it's written in the 
history books that Henry IV was hated by the upper 
aristocracy for having surrounded himself at Court with 
young men drawn from the lesser aristocracy. 

ORDULPH:  That's usl 
LANDOLPH: Yes, petty royal vassals • . .  devoted to the Em-

peror . . .  a little dissolute . . .  light-hearted . . .  
BERTHOLD:  Have I got to be light-hearted too? 
HAROLD:  Of course you have I Just like us I 
O RDULPH: And, let me tell you, it's none too easyl 
L ANDOLPH: It's a great pity really . . .  because, with these 

costumes and with these superb sets, we could put on a 
magnificent historical show. The audiences simply lap them 
up these days. There's any amount of material for a play in 
the story of Henry IV, any amount ! Why, you could make 
half a dozen tragedies out of his life, let alone one I Oh, well I 
There's nothing doing ! We four and those two wretches 
there [with a gesture in the direction of the lackrys ], when they 
come to attention and stand ·stiff and erect at the foot of the 
throne • • •  well, we're . . .  we're . . .  just like that . . .  with 
nobody to put us on, nobody to produce us in a scene or 
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HENRY IV 

two. We're . . .  how shall I put it? . . .  form without con­
tent. We're worse off than the real privy counsellors of 
Henry IV . . .  because • . .  oh yes, they hadn't been given a 
part to play either . . • .  But at least they didn't know that 
they were supposed to be playing a part. They played their 
part because they were playing their part. And it wasn't a 
part in their case. It was their life. They looked after their 
own interests at the expense of others. They sold investi­
tures . . .  and God only knows what else besides ! We, on 
the other hand . . .  well, here we are, dressed up like this, 
in this magnificent Court . . .  and to do what? Nothing . . . .  
We're just like six puppets hung up on the wall, waiting for 
someone to come and take them down . . . waiting for 
someone to make them move like this or like that, and give 
them a word or two to say. 

HAROLD: Oh no, dear boy! That's not quite true ! We've got 
to give the right answers, you know ! We've got to know 
what he's talking about I There's all hell let loose if he says 
something to you and you don't give him the kind of 
answer he wants I 

LANDOLPH: Yes, that's true enough ! Yes, it's only too true! 
B ERTHOLD: And you said there was nothing to do l How the 

devil am I going to give him the right answers if I've 
swotted up Henry IV of France, and now he turns out to be 
Henry IV of Germany? 

[LANDOLPH, ORDULPH, and HAROLD burst OUt laughing 
again.] 

H A ROLD: You'd better get down to remedying that at once ! 
If not sooner ! 

O R D ULPH: Don't you worry, we'll help you out! 
H A ROLD: We've got hundreds of books on the subject in 

there I All you'll need to begin with is a quick run through 
the main points. 

O RDULPH: You probably know all about it vaguely any­
way . . . .  

HA ROLD: Loo.k at .this picture ! [He turns him round and shows 
him the picture of the Mflrchioness Matilda which is in the niche 
in the wall back.] Who's that, for instance? 
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HEN RY IV 

B ERTHOLD [looking at the picture] :  Who's that? Well, the 
first thing I'd like to say is . . .  they're a bit out of place, 
aren't they ? A couple of modern pictures in the middle of 
all this respectable antiquity. Or have I said the wrong 
thing? 

HA ROLD: Oh no, you're quite right! As a matter of fact, they 
weren't here to begin with. There are two niches there 
behind those paintings. There were to have been two 
statues in them, sculptured in the style of the time. When 
they were left empty, they filled them in with those two 
canvases. 

LANDOLPH [interrupting and continuing the story] : It certainly 
would be a bit of a howler if they really were paintings. 

B E RTHOLD:  What are they, then? Aren't they paintings? 
LAND OLPH: Yes ! Just you go up there and touch them! 

They're paintings all right! But for him . . .  [he points mysteri-
ously to the right, alluding to HENRY rv] . . .  who doesn't touch 
them . . .  

B ERTHOLD:  No ? And what are they for him, then? 
LANDOLPH:  They're . . .  But, mind . . .  I'm only giving you 

what I think's the explanation of the way things are! But I'm 
willing to bet I'm not far out in my guess. They're images. 
The sort of images a mirror throws back at you . . . . 
Do you get my meaning? That one there [pointing to the 
portrait of Henry IV] represents him • . .  the living man whose 
throne-room this is . . . .  And, mind you, this throne-room's 
exactly in period . . .  as it should be, of course. So what's 
there to be so amazed at? If they shoved a mirror in front of 
you here and now, wouldn't you see yourself in it as a 
modern, living man dressed in a period costume ? Well, it's 
just as if there were two mirrors there, casting back living 
images in the midst of a world which . . .  Oh, don't you 
worry, my dear fellow ! . . .  You'll see . . . •  You'll see . . . •  

After you've lived here with us for a bit . . .  it'll begin to 
come alive for you too. 

B ERTHOLD: Oh, no ! Look . :·. I've got no particular, desire to 
go mad here! 

HAROLD: Go mad be damned ! You'll have a wonderful time ! 



HENRY IV 

B ERTHOLD: But, I say . . .  how have you all managed to be­
come so learned? 

LANDOLPH :  My dear fellow, you can't go back through eight 
hundred years of history without picking up some kind of 
experience 1 

HAROLD: Now, come on ! Let's get on with your education !  
You'll see, you'll have i t  all off pat in next to no time! 

ORDU LP H: At our school you too can become wise and 
learned ! 

· 

B E RTHOLD: Well, for heaven's
'
.sake, give me all the help you 

can ! And pretty soon tool At least give me the main out­
lines 1 

HA ROLD: Just you leave it to us 1 A bit here • • •  a bit there . . . •  

He'll tell you this . . .  I'll tell you that . . .  
LANDOLPH :  We'll put your wires on you and make sure 

you're in good working order . . .  like a first-class and 
thoroughly accomplished marionette. Corne on, let's get 
going! [Takes him by the arm and starts to lead him out.] 

B ERTHOLD [stopping and looking towards the portrait on the wall]: 
Wait a minute ! You haven't told me who that is ! Is she the 
Emperor's wife? 

HAROLD: No. The Emperor's wife is Bertha of Susa, the sister 
of Amadeus II of Savoy. 

ORDULPH :  The Emperor can't stand her ! He wants to be 
young . . .  Like us 1 So he's thinking of putting her away. 

LANDOLP H: That's his most ferocious enemy, Matilda, 
Marchioness of Tuscany I 

B ERTH OLD: I've got it . . . .  Wasn't she the one . . .  ? Wasn't 
the Pope staying at her castle . . .  ? 

LANDOLP H :  Dead right! At Canossal 
ORDU LPH :  Pope Gregory VII. 
HAROLD: Our bete noire ! But, come along ! We must get 

moving! 
[All four are moving towards the right, so as to go out through 
the same door as they came in by, when the old retainer, JOHN, 
enters left, wearing butler's dress.] 

JOHN [comes in hurried!J, and when he-speaks there is a note of 
anxiety in his voice]: Hey ! Psst l Franco ! Lolol 
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HAROLD [stopping and turning] : What d o  you want? 
BERTHoLD [astonished at J o HN ' s entry and at his coming into the 

throne-room in tails] : Oh, I say l This is the last straw l He • • •  

but I mean to say . . .  dressed like that . . .  in here . • .  

LAN DOLPH:  Out upon you, man of the twentieth century ! 
[And mock-menacingly he rushes over to him, accompanied by the 
other two, as if intent on throwing him out.] 

ORDULPH:  Messenger of Gregory VII, away! 
HAROLD:  Away! Away ! 
J OHN [defending himself from their onslaught] : Oh, stop playing 

the fool ! [There is annoyance in his voice.] 
O R DULPH:  Never! You shall not set foot in here ! 
H A ROLD:  Out ! Out with the invader ! 
LANDOLPH [to B E RTHOLD] :  You see . . .  It's sheer magic ! 

He's a demon conjured up by the Wizard of Rome ! Out 
with your sword, man l Out with your sword I [And he 
too claps his hand to his sword and starts to draw it.] 

J OHN [shouting above the din] : Oh, have done ! Stop this fooling 
about, I tell you ( The Marquis has arrived with some 
friends . . .  

LAND OLPH [rubbing his hands] : M'm I Good oh I And are there 
any . . .  urn . . . ladies? 

ORDULPH [also rubbing his hands]:  Old ones ? Young ones ? 
J OHN: There are two gentlemen. 
H A ROLD:  Yes, yes ! But what about the ladies ? The ladies, 

man I Who are they? 
J OHN: The Marchioness and her daughter. 
LAN DOLPH [in amazement] :  What did you say? The Mar­

chioness? 
ORDULPH [similarlY amazed] : The Marchioness ( Did you say 

the Marchioness? 
J o HN: Yes I The Marchioness l The Marchioness I 
HAROLD: And who are the gentlemen? 
J OHN: I don't know. 
H AROLD [to B ERTHOLD]:  You see, they've come to give us 

the content to go with our form ( 
ORDU LPH:  They're all messengers from Gregory VIII Now 

there'll be fun and games l 
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JOHN:  Will you let me speak, or will you not ?  
HAROLD:  Fire away ! Fire away ! 
J oHN: I fancy that one of the two gentlemen is a doctor. 
LANDOLPH:  Oh, I get you, one of the usual sort !  
HAROLD: Three cheers for Berthold! You've brought us luck, 

old man ! 
LANDOLPH: Just you wait and see how we manage himl 

We'll fix the doctor ! 
BERTHOLD: It looks to me as "if I'm going to land myself in 

trouble right up to my neck, and very soon, tool 
JOHN:  Listen to what I've got to say! They want to come in 

here, into the throne-room. 
LANDOLPH [amazement and consternation mingling in his voice]: 

What? She wants . . .  The Marchioness wants to come in 
here? 

HAROLD:  We look like getting our content with a vengeance, 
if she comes in here I 

LAN DOLPH:  We'll have a real tragedy on our hands ! 
BERTHOLD [his curiosity aroused] : Why? Tell me, why ? 
ORD ULPH [pointing to the portrait] :  Don't you realize that that's 

her portrait? 
LANDOLPH: Her daughter's engaged to the Marquis . 
HAROLD:  But what have they come here for ?  Are we allowed 

to know? 
O RDULPH: If  he catches sight of her l Whee l there'll be  

trouble ! 
LANDOLPH: Perhaps he'll no longer be able to recognize her. 
JOHN: Your job is to keep him in there, should he wake up. 
ORDULPH: Oh, yes ? I suppose that's your idea of a joke I And 

how, may I ask, am I to do it?  
HAROLD: You know perfectly well what he's like ! 
JO HN: Oh, good Lordi You're to use force if you have to ! 

Those were my orders I So go on I Off you go I 
HAROLD: Yes, we'd better get going. He might be awake 

already, for all we know I It's late enough I 
ORD ULPH: Come on, then ! Let's get going ! 
LAN DOLPH [to JOHN, as he goes off wtth the others] :  But after­

wards you've got to tell us-
_ 
what all this is about I 
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J O H N  [shouting after them] : Lock the door behind you, and hide 
the key I And this other door tool [Pointing to the other door 
on the right.] 

[LANDOLPH, HA ROLD, B ERTHOLD, and ORDULPH  
exeunt through the second door on the right.] 

JOHN [to the two lackrys] :  And you two ! Go onl Off you go ! 
That way I [Pointing to the first door on the right] Lock the 
door again behind you I And take the key away with you l 

[The two lackrys exeunt through the first door on the right. 
J o H N goes to the door left and opens it to admit the MAR  Q u r s 

DI  NOLLI.) 
or NOLLI :  Have you done what I told you ? Do they know 

what they've got to do?  
JOHN: Yes, my Lord. Everything will be all right. 

[or NOLLI  goes out again for a moment and returns with the 
others. First of all B ARON T IT O  B ELCR EDI enters, accom­
panied by D R  DIONIS I O  G ENONI. Then the MARCHIO NESS 
MATILDA S P INA comes in with her daughter, the young 
MARCHIO NESS FRIDA. JOHN bows and exits. 

[D ONNA MAT I LDA is about forty-five. She is still beautiful, 
and still has a good figure. There are only too evident signs of 
her having sought to repair the inevitable ravages of time by 
means of make-up - but for all the, one might stry, violence of 
that make-up, it is extremely skilfully done. As a result, her 
head puts you in mind of the proud head of a Valkyrie. Her 
make-up stands out in a kind of relief, and there is a profoundly 
disturbing conflict to be observed in her mouth, where extreme 
beauty and extreme so"ow are commingled. She has been a 
widow for ma'!Y )'ears and she now has as her lover BARON 
TITO  BELC REDI, whom neither she nor a'!)one else has ever 
taken seriously. At least, that is how things appear on the sur­
face. What, at bottom, T ITO B E L C REDI  really is for her, he 
alone knows. He can therefore afford to laugh if his mistress 
finds she needs to pretend not to know what their relationship is. 
And so he is alw.:rys able to respond with a laugh to the jests 
which the Marchioness makes at his expense, and good­
humouredly to meet the mocking laughter which her sallies 
prompt among their acquaintance. He is slim, prematurely grey, 
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a little younger than she, and his head is curious!J bird-like in 
shape. He would be a very vivacious person if his litheness and 
agility - which have made him a redoubtable swordsman - were 
not sheathed in a somnolent, Arab-like sloth, which manifests 
itself particularlY in his strange nasal drawl. 

[F RIDA, the MARCHIONESS ' S daughter, is nineteen. She 
is a sad person because her imperious and too beautiful mother 
rather over-shadows her. Her life is saddened, too, by the facile 
gossip which her mother's, behaviour provokes not on!J to her 
own detriment, but also to the detriment of her daughter. For­
tunate!J for her, however, she is engaged to the MARQUIS  
CHARLES  Dl  NOLL!. CHA RLES D I  NOLL!  is a stiff young 
man, very indulgent in his attitude to other people, but reserved 
and very firm!J fixed in his assessment of his own slight worth 
and position in the world. Deep down within himself, however, 
he is none too sure of what they may be. He is, at all events, 
deep!J concerned i?J the great weight of responsibility which he 
believes rests on him. And so it is that he looks upon the world 
as a place in which others may laugh and talk and enjoy them­
selves . . . •  Oh, yes! Lucky people! But he . . .  No, he cannot. 
Not because he doesn't want to . .. .  No, it'sjust that he may 
not. He is dressed in deep mourning for his mother, who has 
recent!J died. 

(D OCTOR DIONISIO GENONI has the bold, unabashed 
rubicund face of a satyr, protruding eyes and a little, pointed, 
shining silvery beard. His head is almost completefy bald. His 
manners are elegant. 

[They enter in some trepidation, almost as if afraid. All 
except DI NOLLI look curiousfy round the room, and at first, 
when they speak, they keep their voices low.] 

BEL CREDI: Oh l Magnificent( Magnificent( 
DOCTOR:  How extremely interesting( Even in the most 

minute details. . . . Everything around him fitting in with 
his particular delusion( It is indeed magnificent( Yes, you 
are quite right, my dear Baron, it is magnificent( 

DONN A MATI LDA. [has been looking round for her portrait. Now 
she sees it and goes over to it] : Ah, there it is I [She stands back a 
little from it and studies it. A variety of emotions stirs within her.] 
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Yes .. . Yes . . . Look . . • Oh, God 1 [Calling her daughter] 
Frida ! Frida ! . . .  Look ! 

FRI DA:  Oh l Your portrait, you mean . . .  ? 
DONNA MATILDA:  No l Look at it l That's not me . • • .  That's 

you up there ! 
D I  NOLL! :  There you are, you see l Didn't I tell you so? 
DONNA MATILDA:  You did indeed. But I should never have 

believed it could be so . . . .  [She trembles as if a shudder had run 
down her spine.] My God, what a strange feeling it gives you 1 
[Then, looking at her daughter] What's the matter, Frida? 
[She draws her to her and slips her arm round her waist.] Come 
along ! Can't you see yourself in that picture of me up 
there? 

FR IDA: Well, to tell you the honest truth, I . . .  
DONNA MATILDA:  You can't? But why . . .  ? I don't see how 

you can help being struck by . . . [Turning to BELCREDI] 
Tito,you have a look ! You tell her l 
T C REDI  [without looking] : Oh, no 1 I'm not looking at it l As 
far as I'm concerned, a priori you must be mistaken ! 

DONNA MATILDA:  What a fool the man is l He thinks he's 
paying me a compliment ! [Turning to DOCTOR  GENONI] 
You tell her, Doctor( You tell her l 

[The DOCTOR makes a movement towards the picture.] 
BEL c RED I [keeping his back turned and pretending to attract his 

attention surreptitious(y] : Psst 1 No, Doctor 1 For heaven's sake, 
Doctor, have nothing whatever to do with it l 

D O CTOR [with a bewildered smile] : And why shouldn't I ?  
DONNA MATILDA: Oh, don't pay any attention to him ! Come 

over here, Doctor I He's insufferable ! 
FRIDA:  Didn't you know, he's always playing the fool ! It's his 

vocation( 
BELCREDI [to the DOCTOR, seeing him go over to the MAR­

CHIONES S) : Watch your step, Doctor! Watch your step ! 
And do mind where you're going 1 Your feet, you know . . .  

DOCTOR [the same bewildered smile] : My feet? What about my 
feet? 

' 

BELCREDI :  Your shoes are made of iron. 
DOCTOR:  My shoes are • . •  ? 
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liELC REDI: Yes, Doctor! And they are going t o  meet four 
little feet that are made of glass. 

DOCTOR [with a loud laugh] :  No l No l You're quite wrong ! 
After all, I can see nothing surprising in a daughter's look­
ing like her mother . . .  

liELC REDI: Crash ! Bang ! Wallop ! Now you've done it I 
DONNA MATILDA [coming down towards BELCREDI, simpfy 

beside herself with rage] :  What do you mean ' Crash I Bang I 
Wallop ! ' ? What has he don.e ? What did he say? 

DOCTOR [ingenuousfy] : Well, d�n't you think I may be right? 
BELCREDI [repfying to the MARCH IONESS) : He said there was 

nothing surprising about it, while all the time you've been 
shrieking about how astounded you were. Why should you 
be, if the whole thing strikes you now as being so simple 
and natural ? 

DONNA MATILDA [even more angrify] : Oh, you idiot ! You 
idiot I It's precisely because it is so natural ! It's precisely 
because that isn't my daughter there ! [Pointing to the canvas] 
That is my portrait ! It was finding my daughter there . . .  
instead of myself . . . that was what astounded me I And 
when I say astounded me, please believe that I'm sincere I I 
forbid you to doubt that ! [After this violent tirade there is a 
moment's awkward silence.] 

FRIDA [quiet(y, weari(y] : My God ! It's always the same ! 
Scenes . . . scenes . . . rows over nothing . . .  

BELCREDI [quiet(y, apologeticallY . . .  his tail, you feel, almost 
between his legs] :  My dear, I wasn't doubting anything. 
[Then, to FRIDA] I noticed how, right from the moment we 
came in here, you didn't share your mother's astonish­
ment . . . .  Or, if you were at all surprised, it was because she 
saw such a striking resemblance between you and the 
portrait. 

DONNA MATILDA: Naturally ! Of course she would be sur­
prised ! Because she cannot recognize herself in me as I was 
at her age I Whereas, when I look at that picture, I can quite 
well see myself in her as she is now I 

DOCTOR: Exactly ! Because a portrait is always there . . . .  Fix­
ing for ever one particular. moment in time. For the young 
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lady it's something far far away. I t  has no memories for her. 
For the Marchioness, however, it can bring back so much 
• • .  the memory of a gesture, a glance, a smile, a movement . 
. . . The memory of so many things that aren't in the picture. 
But things that • • •  

DONNA MATILDA: How right you are, Doctor ! How right 
you are ! 

DOCTOR  [turning to her and continuing] : And you, quite 
naturally, can now see all those things living once again in 
your daughter. 

DONNA MATILDA:  He always manages to spoil everything for 
me I The moment I show the slightest sign of real feeling . . •  

He does it just to annoy me I 
D O CTOR  [dazzled l?J the light he has managed to cast on things, he 

adopts a professorial tone and, turning to BELCREDI, resumes his 
discourse] :  Resemblances, my dear Baron, often spring from 
imponderable things I As a matter of fact, that is how one 
explains . . .  

BELCREDI  [cutting short the lecture]: Why is it that someone 
could even discover a resemblance between you and me, my 
dear Professor ! 

D I  NOLLI :  Oh, let's have done with all this arguing ! Do stop 
it I Please, everybody ! [He makes a gesture in the direction of 
the doors right, to warn them that there is someone in there who 
can hear.] We've wasted too much time as it is, coming in 
here and . . .  

FRIDA:  As one might expect with him about ! [She is alluding to 
BELCREDI.) 

D ONNA MATI LDA [immediate{y] :  That's why I didn't want 
him to come in the first place I 

BEL CREDI :  But what a wonderful time you've had making 
fun of mel There's ingratitude for you I 

DI  NOLLI:  Tito l Please ! Stop it l We came here on a very 
serious mission. You know how important it is to me. Dr 
Genoni has come along with us, to . . .  

DOCTOR:  Quite so, my dear Marquis. Quite so. First of all, 
I'd like to get one or two points quite clear. Forgive my ask­
ing, but . . •  This portrait of yours, Marchioness, how does 
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i t  come to b e  here? Did you make him a present of it? 
D O NNA MATILDA: No ! Oh, no ! By what right could I pos­

sibly have given it to him? I was a girl like Frida at the time. 
I wasn't even engaged. I handed it over three or four years 
after the accident. [With a gesture in the direction ojD I  NOLLI] 
His mother begged me, implored me, to let her have it for 
him. 

D O CT O R: His mother . . .  that's his sister. [He is alluding to 
H E N R Y  I V. He gestures in the direction of the doors right as he 
sqys 'his'.] 

· · 

DI N O L L I :  Yes, Doctor. And our coming here like this is the 
fulfilment of a promise. . . . It's something I owe my 
mother. She died a month ago. If things had been otherwise 
she [a gesture towards F R I D A] and I would certainly not be 
here now • • • •  We should in fact have been on our honey­
moon. 

D O CT O R: And preoccupied in quite a different way, h'm? 
D I  NOLLI:  Hum! . . .  She died firmly believing that her 

adored brother was just about to be cured. 
D O C T O R :  You can't tell me, can you, on what she based this 

belief? 
D I  N O LLI: It seems to have been based on . . .  on some 

peculiar remarks that he made very shortly before Mother 
died. 

D O CTOR:  Remarks ? H'ml H'm l You know, it would be ex­
tremely helpful . . . extreme!J helpful . . . if I could know just 
what he said !  It would indeed ! 

D I  N O L L r :  Ah, I'm afraid I don't know! All I know is that my 
mother was frightfully upset when she came back from see­
ing him that time . . . .  It was the last time she ever saw him. 
It seems that he had shown unusual tenderness . . . .  Almost 
as if he were foreseeing her imminent death. On her death­
bed she made me promise that I would never neglect him . 
. . . That I'd see that people went to visit him . . • .  That he 
had the right doctors . . .  

D O CTOR:  Yes.! Ye-esl Good! Let me see ! Let me see ! . . .  The 
first thing . . .  So often it's the slightest of causes . . .  This 
portrait, then . .. 
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D ON N A  M A T I L D A :  For heaven's sake, Doctor, I don't think 
you ought to attach too much importance to it. It affected 
me the way it did because it's so many years since I last saw 
it. 

D O C T O R :  Please, my Lady ! Please ! Now if you'll only be 
patient . . .  

D I  N O L L I :  Yes ! Yes ! . • •  It must have been here quite fifteen 
years • . •  

D O N N A  M A T I L D A: Oh, longer than that) It's more than 
eighteen, now ! 

D O C T O R: Forgive my interrupting, but . • •  please let me go 
on I I haven't yet had a chance to tell you what it is I'm try­
ing to get at. I attach a great deal of importance to these two 
portraits, which must have been painted, I imagine, before 
the famous - and most unfortunate - pageant. Am I 
right? 

D O N N A  MATILDA:  Oh, yes I You most certainly arel 
D O C T O R: That is to say, when he was completely in his right 

mind. That was what I meant ! Was it he who suggested to 
you that you should get yours painted? 

D O NNA MATILDA:  Why no, Doctor ! Many of us who took 
part in the pageant had ours done. You know, as a souvenir 
of the occasion. 

B E L C R ED I :  I had mine done too . . •  as Charles of Anjou l 
D O N N A  M A T I L D A: They were done as soon as the costumes 

were ready. 
B E L  c R E D  1: Because there was some idea, you see, of collecting 

them all together, and hanging them in the drawing-room 
of the villa where the pageant was to be held. As a record • . .  

you know, a sort of permanent exhibition to commemorate 
. • •  But when it came to the point, everybody wanted to 
keep his own picture. 

D O N N A  M A T I L D A :  And, as I told you, this portrait . • .  my 
portrait, that is .. . I gave him . • .  without very much re­
gret • . .  because his mother . • . .  [A gesture in the direction of 
D I N O L L IJ • 

D O C T O R: You don't know whether it was he who asked for 
it? 
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D O N N A  MATILDA:  No, I'm afraid I don't! Perhaps . . .  Or it 
may have been that his sister wanted to help him by . . .  Out 
of her love for him, she may have . . .  

D O C T O R :  And one thing morel One further point ! This 
pageant . . . .  Was it his idea? 

B E L C R E D I  [immediatety] :  Nol No ! It was my ideal The idea 
was mine( 

D O C T O R: Please . . .  
D O N N A  MATILDA: Don't pay· any attention to him. It was 

poor Belassi's idea. · ' 

B E L C R E D I :  Belassi be damned ! 
D ONNA MATILDA [to the D O C T O R] : It was Count Belassi • •  , 

who died, poor man, two or three months afterwards. 
B E L C R E D I: But I tell you Belassi wasn't there when . . •  

D I  N O LLI [irritated fry the threat of another argument:] Forgive 
me, Doctor, but is it absolutely essential for us to establish 
whose idea it was originally ? 

D O C T O R: Well . . . yes . . . .  It would help me to . . .  
B E L C R E D I :  But I tell you it was my ideal Good grief! You 

surely don't think I'm glad that I thought of i t !  It's hardly 
the sort of thing to boast about, when you consider how it 
all ended up l Look, Doctor, I can remember very clearly 
how the whole thing started. It was one evening at the 
beginning of November. I was at my club, leafing through 
a magazine. It was one of those German illustrated weeklies. 
I was just idly looking at the pictures, because I don't 
understand German. One of them was of the Kaiser visiting 
some university town where he'd been a student. 

D O C T O R :  Bonn, Bonn. 
B E L C R E D I :  Yes, that's right, Bonn. He was on horseback, 

dressed up in one of those outlandish traditional costumes 
worn by the ancient student guilds they have in Germany, 
and followed by a procession of other noble students, also 
in costume and on horseback. It was that picture which gave 
me the notion of . . .  You see the idea had been mooted at 
the club that_ we �hould get up a really good fancy dress 
show of some sort for the forthcoming Carnival . . . .  So I 
suggested that we should pJ).t on this historical pageant on 
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horseback. Historical ! H'ml A Tower of Babel pageant 
might be a more apt description ! .  Each one of us was to 
choose a historical character from any century he liked . . .  
a king or an emperor or a prince . . .  and he was to ride 
along . . . .  Everybody was to be on horseback, of course . . .  
with his lady . . .  his queen or his empress . . .  by his side. 
Even the horses were to have period harness and saddles and 
so forth. My suggestion was immediately accepted. 

DONNA MATILDA:  It was Belassi who sent me my invitation. 
B ELCREDI :  If he told you that it was his idea, then I'm afraid 

he wasn't telling the truth. I repeat, he wasn't even at the 
club that evening, when I suggested that we should hold the 
pageant . . . .  Just as he wasn't there either. [He is alluding to 
H EN RY IV.) 

D O C TOR:  And he chose the character of Henry IV, then? 
DONNA  MATILDA:  He chose it because I . . .  thinking of my 

own name, and not really attaching very much importance 
to my choice . . . said that I should like to be the Mar­
chioness Matilda of Tuscany. 

D OCTOR: I don't . . .  er . . .  I don't quite see the connexion . . •  

DONNA MATILDA:  I don't suppose you dol Neither did I at 
first. I was completely mystified when he said that in that 
case he would be at my feet, just like Henry IV at Canossa. 
Oh yes, I'd heard of Canossa, of course ! But .. . Well, to 
tell you the honest truth, I had only the haziest of memories 
of what it was all about. And I remember I got a most 
curious sensation when I was reading up the stuff on my 
part, and found that I was the completely devoted and zeal­
ous friend of Pope Gregory VII, and carrying on a ferocious 
struggle against the German Empire. It was then that I 
understood very clearly why, since I had chosen to play the 
part of his implacable enemy, he wanted to be by my side in 
the pageant . . .  as Henry IV. 

DOCTOR :  Ahl Because, perhaps . . .  ? 
BELC REDI :  Good heavens, Doctor, it was because he was in 

passionate pursuit of her at the time, and quite naturally she 
. . .  [With a gesture in the direction of the MARC HIONESs.] 

DONNA MATILDA [flaring up, stung by his words] : Naturally !  
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Of course it was natural that I should • . .  I And at  that time 
more so than ever I 

BELC REDI [pointing to her] : You see . . .  she couldn't stand the 
man! 

D O N NA MATIL DA: No, that's not true! I never really disliked 
him. Quite the contrary !  But . . .  Oh, when a man begins 
to make demands . . .  when he wants me to take him seri­
ously . . .  well . . .  

BELCREDI [finishing it for her]: l-;Ie gives you the clearest proof 
of his stupidity! 

· 

D O NNA MATILDA: No, my dear Tito l Not in his case. You 
see, he was never a fool . . .  as you are. 

B E L C R E D I :  Well anyway, I've never asked you to take me 
seriously. 

· 

D O NNA MATIL DA: Yes, I know that only too well ! But you 
couldn't make a joke of things with him. [Her tone changes 
and she says to the DO CTOR] One of the many misfortunes 
which happen to us women, Doctor, is to see before us, 
every so often, a pair of eyes which are gazing at us with a 
contained intense promise of eternal devotion. [Bursts into 
noisy laughter] There's nothing more comic! If only men 
could see themselves when they've got that look of eternal 
fidelity in their eyes I I've always thought it comic . . .  then 
even more so than now. But I must make a confession. I can 
make it now, now that twenty years and more have gone 
by. When I laughed at him like that, it wasn't only because 
he amused me . . . .  No . . . .  I was afraid of him, too. Perhaps 
because there was a promise in those eyes that you could 
believe in. But it would have been very dangerous to have 
believed in it. 

D O CTOR [with lively interest, pondering]: H'ml Ah l H'm! I 
should be very interested to know . . .  I Very dangerous, did 
you say? 

D O NNA MATILDA [fight!J] :  Yes . . .  and precisely because he 
wasn't like the rest of them ! And then I'm . . .  well, I'm . . .  
what shall I. say?. I'm just a little . . .  No, to be perfectly 
honest, more than a little . . . [Trying to ftnd a suitably moder­
ate word] intolerant . . .  Yes, intolerant of everything that's 
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too intellectual and tedious. But I was too young at the time 
. . .  and I was a woman. I had to have my fling I I had the bit 
between my teeth and . . . oh, it would have taken more 
courage than I felt I possessed I So I laughed at him, too. But 
rather . . .  oh, remorsefully! And I hated myself thoroughly 
for doing it. Since I could see my laughter mingling with 
that of the rest of them . . . .  All those fools who were making 
fun of him! 

B E L C R ED I :  Which is my own plight . • •  more or less. 
D O N N A  M A T I L D A :  You make people laugh at you, my dear, 

because of your trick of always humiliating yourself. But 
he, on the contrary . . .  Oh, there's a world of difference 
between you ! And besides, as far as you're concerned . • •  

Well, people laugh at you to your face ! 
B E L C R E D I: Which is better than having them laugh at me 

behind my back I 
D O CT O R :  Don't let's wander from the subject ! Let's get back 

to what we were talking about I Well, then . . . He was 
already somewhat excited . . .  if I'm understanding you 
aright. 

B EL C R E D I :  Yes, but in a somewhat curious manner, Doctor ! 
D O C T O R :  How do you mean ? 
B E L C R E D I :  Well, I'd be inclined to say • • •  Somehow cold­

bloodedly . . .  
D O NN A  M AT I L D A :  Nonsense ! He wasn't at all cold-blooded ! 

It was like this, Doctor. He was a little strange, certainly. 
But it was because he was so tremendously full of life . . • •  

Inspired, slightly fantastic . . .  
B E L C R E D I :  I'm not saying that he was pretending to be ex­

cited. Quite the contrary. He'd very often get really 
genuinely excited. But I'd be willing to swear, Doctor, that 
the moment he reached that state of exaltation he would 
immediately see himself as being in it. That's what I meant 
just now. And it's my belief that this happened to him quite 
inevitably, even when he was acting most spontaneously. I'd 
like to say, moreover, thafl'm quite certain that i� must have 
made him suffer. Sometimes he'd break out into the most 
comical fits of rage against himself! 
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DONNA M A T I LDA: That's true( 
BELC R E D I  [to D ONNA MATILDA) : And why did he? [To the 

D O C T O R] As I see it • . .  it was because the immediate 
lucidity that comes from playing a part . . .  from portray­
ing some emotion . . .  at once put him out of touch with the 
very emotion he was feeling. The intimate bond he had 
with that emotion was at once snapped, and the thing he was 
feeling seemed to him . . .  not exactly false . . .  because it 
was, after all, sincere . . .  but

. 
)ik� something to which he 

had immediately, there and then, to give some sort of a 
value. I don't know . . . .  He had to make it an act of intel­
ligence, to compensate for the warmth of sincerity which he 
felt it to be lacking. And so he would improvise, exag­
gerate, let himself go . . . .  So as to be able to take his mind off 
things, to forget himself. He appeared inconstant, fatuous, 
and . . .  well, we might as well say it . . .  even ridiculous at 
times. 

D O C T O R: And . . .  tell me . . .  would you say that he was un­
sociable? 

BELCREDI:  Oh, no ! Not at all ! He was the most sociable of 
men! He was famous for getting things up ! Tableaux 
vivants, dances, charity shows. . . . All for the fun of the 
thing, of course. He was an excellent actor, you know. 

Dl NOLL I: Madness has made a superb actor of him . . . .  And a 
positively terrifying one. 

BELC RED I: But he always was I So you can imagine that when 
the awful thing happened, after he'd fallen from his horse . . •  

D O C T O R: He hit the back of his head, didn't he? 
D ONNA MATI LDA: Oh, it  was horrible ! He was riding next to 

mel I could see him down there under the horse's hooves 
. . .  I The horse was rearing . . .  I 

BELCREDI:  At first we didn't think it was at all serious. Oh 
yes, the procession was held up for a few moments. There 
was a bit of confusion. People wanting to know what had 
happened. But they'd already picked him up and taken him 
back to the villa. . 

D O NNA MATILDA:  There wasn't a sign of a wound ! Nothing 
at ali i Not a single drop of blood, even( 
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B E L C R E D I: We all thought he'd merely fainted. 
D O NNA M A T I L D A: And when, about a couple of hours 

later . . . .  
B E L C R E D I :  Yes ! He reappeared in the drawing-room of the 

villa . . • •  That was what I meant when . • •  

D ONNA M A T I L D A :  My God ! His face ! I saw in a flash what 
had happened I 

B E L C R E D I :  Nol No l That's not true ! Nobody realized any­
thing at all, Doctor !  Believe me l 

D O NNA M AT I L D A: No I because you weren't in a fit state to 
realize anything I You were all behaving like a lot of mad­
men ! 

B E L C R E D I :  Everybody was fooling about, pretending to be 
the character he was dressed up as ! It was absolute Pande­
monium ! 

D O NNA M AT I L D A :  You can just imagine, Doctor, how ter­
rified we all were when we realized that he, unlike the rest 
of them, was playing his part in deadly earnest . . .  

D O CT O R :  Ah, you mean . . .  because he too then started . . . ? 
B E L C R E D I :  Yes l He plunged straight into our midst ! We 

thought he'd recovered and was fooling about like the rest 
of us . . .  only he was doing it rather better because . . •  as I 
was telling you . . .  he was an extremely good actor ! We 
thought in fact that he was just playing a joke on us I 

D ONNA M A T I L D A: They began to hit him . . •  

B E L C R E D I :  And then . . .  being a king, he was armed, of 
course . . .  he drew his sword and hurled himself at two or 
three of us. It was a terrible moment for all of us I 

D ONNA M AT I L D A :  I shall never forget that scene • . . .  All our 
masked faces, hideous with terror, gazing at the terrible 
mask of his face. But it was a mask no longer . • . •  It was the 
face of Madness itself! 

B E L C R E D I :  He had become Henry IVI He was Henry IV I In 
person I In a moment of fury I 

D ONNA M A T I L D A :  Of course he had been obsessed by the 
part . . • .  He'd been working on it for the past month and 
more . . . .  And I should say myself that his mind had been 
affected by the work he'd done on it. But then, he was like 
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that. Whatever it was he was doing, he became absolutely 
obsessed with it. 

BEL c RED 1 :  The amount of work he put in I His preparation 
was most careful. . . . He made sure that everything was 
perfect, right down to the last tiny detail. . . .  

DOCTOR: It all seems quite simple and straightforward to me. 
When he fell from his horse and hurt his head, he became 
fixed in what had formerly been purely a temporary ob­
session. The damage to his brai11 resulted in his being fixed, 
once and for all, in the role he was then playing. Some people 
are made imbecile by such falls, others merely become 
insane. 

BELCREDI [to FRIDA andDI NOLL!) :  You see the kind of joke 
that life can play on us, my dears. [To DI NOLLI] You were 
four or five years old at the time . . . . [To FRIDA] And you 
. . .  Well, your mother thinks that you've taken her place 
up there in the portrait. And yet, you know, when that 
portrait was painted she hadn't the remotest idea that she 
would be bringing you into the world. My hair is already 
grey . . .  And he . . .  Well, look at him . . . . [Pointing to the 
portrait] Whoomph ! A knock on the head and he never 
moves again I There he is, up there . . .  Henry IV for ever ! 

DOCTOR [during this speech he has been lost in thought, brooding 
upon what he has heard. Now he spreads his hands wide, as if to 
focus the attention of the others, and settles himself to deliver his 
scientific explanation] : Well then, ladies and gentlemen . . .  
it comes, we may say, to this . . .  

[But sudden(J• the first door on the right opens (that is to sqy, 
the door nearer the footlights) and BERTHOLD comes in, his 
face contorted with anger.] 

BERTHOLD [rushing in like a man at the end of his tether]: May I 
come in? I'm sorry, but . . .  [He stops short, however, when he 
sees into what dismqy and confusion his appearance has im­
mediate!J thrown the others.] 

FRIDA [with a shriek of terror, looking for somewhere to hide] : Oh, 
my God f Here he is f 

DONNA MATILDA [retreating in dismf!J and flinging her arm 
across her face, so as not to see him] : Is it  him ?  Is it? 
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D I  N O L L I  [immediate{y] : Nol No l Of course it isn't !  Now, 
don't get so worked upl 

D O C T O R  [astonished] : Who is it, then? 
B E L C R E D I :  A refugee who's made his escape from our 

masquerade I 
D r  N O LLI:  It's one of the young men we employ here to help 

keep up the illusion for him . . . •  

B E R T H O L D :  I beg your pardon, my Lord . . .  
D I  N O L L  I: Pardon be damned ! My orders were that the doors 

were to be kept locked, and that no one w.as to come in here I 
B E R T H O L D :  Yes, sir, I know ! But ! can't stand it any longer ! 

I've come to ask you to let me leave at once ! 
D r  N O LLI: Ah, you must be the new man who was due to 

start this morning • . •  

B E R T H O LD: Yes, sir. And I tell you I can't stand it any 
longer . . .  I 

D O N N A  M AT I L D A  (excited{y to DI N O LL I, consternation in her 
voice] : Then he's not so calm as you said he was ! 

B E R T H O L D  [immediate{y] : Oh no, madam ! It's not himl It's 
the other three . . . .  The chaps I'm supposed to be working 
with ! You said my job was to help him, Marquis. Help be 
blowedl Those fellows don't do much helping ! They're the 
ones who're barmy ! I come in here • • •  never seen the place 
before in my life • • •  And instead of helping me, Marquis . . •  

(Enter L A N D O L P H  and H A R O L D  anxious{y, hurried{y, 
through the same door right. They stop short at the threshold, 
however, before coming into the room.] 

L A N D O L P H :  May we come in ?  
H A R O L D :  May we come in, your Lordship? 
DI N OLLI:  Come in I But what the devil is all this? What are 

you all doing ? 
F RI D A: Oh, God ! I'm frightened ! I'm going to run away! I'm 

going to run away ! [And she makes for the door left.] 
D I  N OLLI [immediate{y restraining her] : No, Frida ! You mustn't! 
L A N D O L P H :  My Lord, this idiot . . . (Pointing to B E R T H O L D.) 
B ER T H O L D  [protesting] : oh; no I Thanks very much, my dear 

friends ! I'm not stopping here ! I'm not having anything 
more to do with this lark ! I'm offl 
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LANDOLP H :  What do you mean, you're not stopping here ? 
HAROLD: He's ruined everything, my Lord, running away in 

here like this 1 
LANDOLPH:  He's made him simply furious ! We can't keep 

him in there any longer. He's given orders for him to be 
arrested. He intends to try him at once from the throne ! 
What are we to do? 

Dr  NOLLI: Shut the door ! Shut the door ! Quickly ! Go and 
shut that door ! 

· 

[LANDOLPH goes and shuts it.] .  
HA ROLD: It  won't be possible for Ordulph by himself to keep 

him in there . . . .  
LAN DOLPH:  I've got an idea, your Lordship. If we could only 

announce your visit to him, it would distract him. If you 
ladies and gentlemen have thought about who you're going 
to be . . .  I mean, what costumes you're going to appear 
in . . .  

DI NOLLI: Yes, yes ! It's all been arranged. [Then, to the 
DOCTOR] If you think, Doctor, that it would be a good 
idea for you to see him immediately . . . .  

FRIDA: I don't want to see him! I don't want to see him, 
Charles 1 I'm going into the other room 1 And Mummy . . .  
please, Mummy ! . . .  You come tool Come with mel 
Please! 

DOCTOR: There is just one . . . Urn . . .  He's not still armed, I 
suppose . . .  by any chance . . .  ? 

DI NOLLI: Armed, Doctor ? Why, of course not ! Of course 
not ! [Then, to FRIDA J You know, Frida, it's very childish of 
you to be so afraid 1 You wanted to come . . . .  

FRIDA:  Oh no, I didn't !  It was Mummy's idea l 
DONNA MATILDA [resolutery] :  And I am quite ready to see 

him ! Now then, what is it we have to do? 
BELCREDI: Sorry if it's the wrong question, but . . .  do we 

really have to disguise ourselves in some sort of rig­
out? 

LANDOLPH: Oh yes, sir ! It's- absolutely essential ! Absolutely 
essential ! Yes, unfortunately . . . .  As you can see . . .  [show­
ing him his own costume] there'd be awful trouble if he were 
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to see you ladies and gentlemen as you are now, dressed in 
modern clothes l 

HAROLD:  He'd think it was some diabolical disguise. 
DI NO LLI :  Just as they seem to be in fancy dress to you . . •  so 

we, wearing the clothes we have on now, would appear to 
be in fancy dress to him. 

LANDOLPH :  That probably wouldn't matter so much, my 
Lord, if it weren't for the fact that it would be found to 
look like the work of his mortal enemy to him I 

BELCREDI :  Pope Gregory VII ? 
LANDOLPH:  Precisely!  He says he was a pagan!  
BELCREDI :  The Pope ? That's not bad ! 
LAN DOLPH:  Yes, sir !  And he says that he used to call up the 

dead I He accuses him of all the diabolical arts. He lives in 
terrible dread of him. 

DOCTOR: Persecution mania ! 
HA ROLD:  He'd be simply furious ! 
DI  NOLLI  [to BELC REDI] :  You know . . .  There's no need for 

you to be present. We'll go and wait in there. It'll be quite 
sufficient for the doctor to see him. 

DO CTOR:  On my own . . .  do you mean? 
DI NOLLI :  But they'll be there, too l [He points to the three 

young men.] 
DOCTOR: No ! No ! That wasn't what I meant . . . .  I should 

say that if the Marchioness . . .  
DONN A MATILDA:  Of course ! I certainly mean to be present ! 

Oh yes, I intend to be present l I want to see him again I 
F RIDA: But why, Mummy ? Please . . .  I beg you . . •  come in 

there with us I 
D ONNA MATILDA [imperious{)'] : Leave me alone. This is what 

I came fori [To LANDOLPH] I shall be Adelaide, her mother. 
LAN DOLPH: Yes, that's an excellent idea l The mother of the 

Empress Bertha l Excellent l Then all you'll have to do, my 
Lady, is to put on the ducal coronet and a cloak that covers 
all your other clothes completely. [To HAROLD] Off you 
go, Harold I Off you go I 

H A R OLD:  Hang on a bit ! What about the gentleman? [With 
a gesture in the direction of the DocToR.] 
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DOCTOR: Ye-es l M'ml . • .  I think w e  said . • •  the Bishop . • •  

Bishop Hugh of Cluny. 
HAROLD: The gentleman means the Abbot, doesn't he ? Very 

good • • .  Hugh of Cluny. 
LANDOLPH: He's already been here quite a number of 

times . . . •  

DOCTOR [in utter astonishment] : What! He's been here before? 
LANDOLPH: Don't be alarmed ! I mean that . . .  Well, being 

an easy sort of disguise . . . . , 
HAROLD: We've made use of it on several occasions. 
DOCTOR: But • • •  

LANDOLPH: There's no risk of his remembering. He pays 
more attention to the dress than to the person wearing it. 

DONNA MATILDA: That's fortunate for me, then. 
DI NOLLI :  We'll go, Frida ! You come with us, Titol Come 

along ! 
BELC REDI:  Oh, no ! If she's staying, I'm staying too. [He 

points to the MARC HIONES S.) 
DONNA MATILDA: But I haven't the slightest need of your 

company! 
BELCREDI:  I'm not saying that you have ! It so happens that 

I too should very much like to see him again. Mayn't I ?  
LANDOLPH: Yes, perhaps i t  would b e  better i f  there were 

three of you. 
HAROLD: Well then, what shall we do about the gentleman? 
BELCREDI: Mind you dig out an easy disguise for me, too l 
LANDOLPH [to HAROLD] :  Yes. H'm l  . • .  I've got it! He can 

be a Cluniac. 
BELCREDI:  A Cluniac ? What on earth is that? 
LANDOLPH: A monk . . . .  You'll wear the habit of a Bene­

dictine monk from the Abbey of Cluny. You'll be part of 
Monsignor's retinue. [To H AROLD] Go on ! Get going ! [To 
BERTHOLD] And off with you, tool And make yourself 
scarce for the rest of today ! [But hard!J do they begin to go 
out.] Wait a minute ! [To BERTHOLD] He'll give you the 
clothes, and. you . bring- them in here. [To HAROLD] And 
you go immediately and announce the visit of the ' Duchess 
Adelaide ' and of ' Monsignor Hugh of Cluny '. Got it ? 
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[HAROLD and BERTHOLD go out through the first door 
right.] 

D I  NOLLI :  We'll leave you now. [Goes out with F R I D A  through 
the door left.] 

DOCTOR [to LANDOLPH] :  Shall I be persona grata with him in 
my role of Hugh of Cluny ? I imagine I shall. 

LANDOLPH:  Oh yes, very much so l You need have no fears 
on that score. Monsignor has always been received here 
with the greatest of respect. And you too, Marchioness, he 
will be very glad to see. He never forgets that it  was due to 
your intercession, and that of Monsignor, that, after waiting 
two days out there in the snow, and when he was almost 
frozen to death, he was admitted to the castle at Canossa 
and to the presence of Gregory VII, who had been �o un­
willing to grant him an audience. 

BELCREDI :  And what about me? 
LANDOLPH :  You will stand respectfully on one side. 
DONNA  MATI LDA [is all on edge, and strys irritated(y] : It would 

be much better if you were to go away altogether ! 
BELCREDI  [in a low voice, spitefully] :  How terribly worked-up 

you are ! 
DONNA MATILDA [proud(y] : I am what I am i Leave me 

alone ! 
[BERTHOLD comes back with the costumes.] 

LANDOLP H [catching sight of him as he comes in] :  Ah, here are 
the costumes ! This is for you, Marchioness. [Hands her the 
cloak.] 

DONNA MATILDA:  Wait just a minute ! Let me take off my 
hat ! [Does so and hands it to BERTHOLD.] 

LANDOLPH:  Don't forget to take that out with you when you 
go . . . .  [Then, to the MARCHIONESS, offering her the ducal 
coronet] Shall I put this on for you ? 

DONNA MATILDA:  Good Heavens ! Isn't there any kind of a 
mirror in here? 

LAN DOLPH :  There are several in the other room. [He points to 
the door left.] If the Marchi'Oness would rather do it her­
self . . .  

DONNA MATILDA: Yes, yes, it  would be better. Give it to me. 
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I'll go and put it on. I shan't be a moment. [She retrieve� her 
hat and goes out with BERTHOLD, who ca"ies the cloak and 
coronet. In the meantime the DOCTOR and BELCREDI dress 
themselves as best they can in the Benedictine habits.] 

BELCREDI: Well, I must confess that I never expected to 
finish up as a Benedictine monk. You know, this crazy 
business must cost a pretty penny I 

DOCTOR: Oh well, it's not the only kind of madness that does 
that . . .  

· 

BELCREDI: Of course, when you've got a handsome fortune 
to draw on to help you keep up your illusion . . .  

LANDOLPH:  In the other room we've got a whole wardrobe 
full of costumes of the period. They're beautifully made, 
and perfect copies of the genuine thing. It's my particular 
job to look after that side of things. I get them from the best 
theatrical costumiers. It's an expensive business. 

[DONNA MATILDA comes back in, wearing the cloak and 
coronet.] 

BELCREDI [immediately, in admiration] : Oh magnificent ( My 
dear, you look every inch a queen( 

DONNA MATILDA [she catches sight tif'BELCREDI and bursts out 
laughing] : Oh, God l No l No l Take it off ( You're impos­
sible I You look like an ostrich dressed up as a monk I 

BELCREDI: If you think I'm funny, take a good look at the 
Doctor ( 

DOCTOR: I don't think I look too bad, do I? Just let me . • .  

DONNA MATILDA: No, of course you don't( You look quite 
nice, Doctor ! Butyou're too funny for words I 

DO CTOR [to LANDOLPH] :  Am I to infer that you have a great 
number of audiences of this sort? 

LANDOLPH: Oh, it all depends. He'll often order So-and-so 
to be summoned to his presence . . . .  Or demand to see the 
Prince of Thingummy, or the Bishop of Whatsitsname . . . •  

And then we have to find somebody to play the part. Then 
there are the women . . .  

DONN A MATILDA .[hurt by this, but trying to hide the fact] :  Oh( 
Women too? 

LANDOLPH: Yes, at first • •  , hordes of them. 
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BELCREDI [laughs] :  Oh, what a wonderful notion ! In costume? 
[Points to the M A RCHIONESs.] Like. the Marchioness ?  

LANDOLPH:  O h  well, sir, you know what . . .  well . • •  

women of the sort who . . .  
BELCREDI:  Who lend a helping hand . . .  Who yield . . . I I 

take your meaning ! [Treacherousry, to the MARCHIONESS] 
Look out, my dear I Mind you don't run yourself into 
danger ! 

[The second door on the right opens, and H AROLD comes in. 
He makes surreptitious signals to the people in the throne­
room to stop talking, and then solemn& announces:] 

HAROLD: His Majesty the Emperor ! 
[The two LAC KEYS enter first. Thry go over and take up their 
positions at the foot of the throne. Then HENRY IV enters, 
flanked lry ORDULPH and H AROLD, who respectful& remain 
slight[y behind him. He is near[y fifty and very pale. The hair 
on the back of his head is already grry. That at the temples and 
over his forehead, on the other hand, appears fair - an all too 
evident and almost childish piece of qyeing. On his cheeks, and 
conflicting sharp[y with his tragic pallor, are crude, doll-like 
daubs of rouge. Over his regal habit he is wearing a penitent's 
sackcloth such as the emperor wore at Canossa. In his ryes there 
is a fixed, anxious, terrifying expression which is in striking con­
trast with his bearing. Clear[y he wishes to appear penitent and 
humble, and the more he feels that his being demeaned in this 
WfDl is unmerited, the more he strives to achieve that appear­
ance. O RDULPH is carrying the imperial crown in both hands; 
HAROLD, the eagle-headed sceptre and the orb and cross.] 

HENRY IV (bows first to D ONNA MATILDA, then to the DOC­
TOR) : My Lady . . .  Monsignor . . . [Then he looks at BEL­
C REDI  and is just about to bow to him too when he turns to 
LANDOLPH, who is now close lry, and asks him in an undertone 
ft�/1 of mistrust] Is that Peter Damiani ? 

LANDOLPH:  No, your Majesty, he is a monk from Cluny. 
He's with the Abbot. 

HENRY IV [looks again at BELC REDI with increasing mistrust, 
and, noticing that he appears embarrassed and in suspense, and that 
he keeps ongfancing at DONNA MATILDA and the DOCTOR, as 
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if seeking their advice, he stands upright and cries] :  It  is Peter 
Damiani ! It's no use, Father, your looking for help from the 
Duchess I [Then, turning instant(y to DONNA MATILDA, as if 
to avert some danger.] I swear that my heart is changed to­
wards your daughter! I swear it ! I confess that if he [pointing 
to BELCREDI] hadn't come in the name of Pope Alexander 
and prevented me from doing it, I'd have repudiated her ! 
Yes I Oh, yes I There were plenty of people who were only 
too ready to favour her rep\1-diation l The Bishop of Mainz 
for one I He'd have done it for the trifling consideration of a 
hundred and twenty farms. [A little dismt!Jed, he shoots a side­
Wt!JS glance at LANDOLPH and immediate(y adds] But this 
isn't the moment for me to speak ill of the bishops. [He 
turns again to BELCREDI and St!JS humb(y] I am grateful to 
you . . .  believe me, I am grateful to you, Peter Damiani, 
for preventing me from doing it ! My life has been one long 
series of humiliations . . .  my mother . . .  Adalbert . . .  Tri­
bur . . .  Goslar . . .  and now this sackcloth which you see me 
wearing ! [Sudden(y, unexpected(y, the tone of his voice changes, 
and he speaks like a man who, in a parenthesis of astuteness, is 
running over his part.] It doesn't matter ! Clarity of ideas . .  . 

perspicacity . . .  steadfastness and patience in adversity . .  . 

those are the things that matter! [Then he turns to them all and 
St!JS with contrite gravity] I know how to make amends for 
the errors that I have committed. And even before you, 
Peter Damiani, I can humble myself! [Bows profound(y to 
him, and remains for a moment with his body still bent. It is as if 
the dawning of some odd, oblique kind of suspicion keeps him in 
that position. Now it impels him to add, almost against his will, 
and in a menacing tone] Was it not you who started that 
obscene rumour that my holy mother Agnes had had illicit 
relations with Bishop Henry of Augusta? 

BELCREDI [his hands to his breast, denying the charge] : No • • .  

No . . .  it wasn't I who . . .  
[While BELCREDI has been stammering out his rep(y, HENRY 
r v  has remained bent before him, his finger pointed menacing(y 
up at him. Now he straightens up.} 

HENRY rv: So, it's not true? You didn't • • •  Oh, infamy! 
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r Looks him straight in the face for a moment and then S<!)IS] I 
didn't think you were capable of doing such a thing ! [Goes 
over to the DOCTOR and lightly plucks his sleeve. Then with a 
sly, knowing wink he S<!)IS] It's always they who start these 
rumours 1 Always the others, Monsignor 1 

HAROLD [aside, with a sigh, as if prompting the DOCTOR] :  Ah 
yes, the rapacious Bishops. 

D O CTOR [turning to HAROLD, and manfully striving to keep it up] :  
Oh, yes 1 The others. Them ! Oh, yes 1 

HENRY IV: They were utterly insatiable ! . . .  I was a little boy, 
Monsignor . . .  an unhappy little boy . . . .  But you pass the 
time . . .  playing . . .  even when, without knowing it, you're 
a King. I was six years old, and they tore me away from my 
mother, and made use of me against her, without my know­
ing anything about it. They even made use of me to attack 
the very powers of the Dynasty itself! They sullied every­
thing with their profaning hands. Always stealing ! Always 
stealing ! One greedier than the other ! Hanno worse than 
Stephen 1 Stephen worse than Hanno 1 

LANDOLPH [sotto voce, persuasively, trying to recall him to a 
proper sense of where he is and what he is Sf91ing]: Your Majesty ! 

HENRY IV [turning immediately] : Yes, you're right ! This isn't 
the moment for me to speak ill of the Bishops. But this in­
famous attack on my mother, Monsignor, is quite unforgiv­
able ! [He looks at the MARCHIONESS  and tenderness comes 
into his voice.] And I can't even weep for her, my Lady 1 I 
appeal to you . . .  for you must know what it is to have a 
mother's heart and a mother's feelings 1 She came here from 
her convent to see me about a month ago. And now they 
tell me she is dead. [There is a sustained pause, charged with 
emotion. Then, smiling very sadly, he S<!)IS] I cannot weep for 
her because, if you are here now, and I am dressed like this 
[he shows her the sackcloth he is wearing], it means that I am 
twenty-six years old. 

HAROLD [soft(y, almost sotto voce, comfortingly] :  And that she, 
therefore, is still alive, your Majesty. 

ORDULPH [the same softly comforting tone] : And still in her 
convent. 
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HENRY IV [turning to look at them] : Yes, of course she is. S o  I 
can postpone my grief until another time. [Then, almost 
coquettish(y, he shows the MARCHIONESS where he has 4Jed 
his hair.] Look, my hair is still fair . . . .  [Then, conjidential(y 
lowering his voice] It's for you that I've done this. There'd be 
no need for me to do it for myself. But it's useful to have 
these outward and visible signs. Terms in the language of 
time, if you take my meaning, Monsignor I [He goes up to 
the MARCHIONESS  again and,, noticing the colour of her hair, 
sqys] Ah, but I see that . . . you too, Duchess . . .  [he gives a 
slight wink and makes an expressive gesture with his hand] in the 
Italian manner, I observe. [Which is as much as to sqy, 'spoof' ­
though without the slightest suspicion of contempt. On the contrary, 
there is a note of malicious admiration in his voice.] God forbid 
that I should show disgust or surprise I Oh, the fantastic 
notions we get into our heads ! No one cares to recognize 
that obscure and fateful power which sets limits to our will. 
But, I tell you, man is born and man does die I Birth . . . .  Did 

you want to be born, Monsignor? I didn't ! And between 
our being born and our going out of the world . . .  and our 
will is powerless at both events . . .  so many things happen 
to which we must with grudging hearts resign ourselves . . .  
but which we would to God had never happened ! 

DOCTOR [feeling rather strong(y that he must sqy something, and 
stut!Jing him intent(y all the while] : Ah, yes I Unfortunately . . .  

HENRY IV: It's like this . . . .  When we are not resigned, out 
come all our fantastic desires . . . .  A woman wants to be a 
man. . . . And an old man wants to be young again . . . .  
And we're all in deadly earnest, not one of us is lying or pre­
tending to himself! There's not much you can say, for we're 
every one of us fixed in all good faith in a wonderful con­
ception of ourselves. However, Monsignor, even while 
you're standing there, so firm and so solid, holding on tight 
with both hands to your holy habit, something is slipping 
down your sleeve . . . .  There ! . . .  Slipping away . . .  slither­
ing away like a serperrt . . .  something you don't even 
notice . . .  Life, Monsignor i And there are surprises in store 
for you when suddenly you catch sight of it . . .  out there . . .  
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sitting in front of you, after it's made its escape . . . .  And it 
has a whole host of shapes . . .  contempt and anger against 
you yourself . . .  and remorse . . .  yes, remorse, too l Oh, if 
you only knew how often that haunting face of remorse has 
flashed before my eyes ! It was my own face, but so twisted 
and horrible that I could hardly recognize it ! [He goes up to 
the MARCHIONESS  again.] Has that sort of thing never hap­
pened to you, my Lady? Do you really remember yourself 
as always having been one and the same person? But wasn't 
there that day when . . .  ? Oh, my God l How could you . . .  
How could you possibly have done what you did? [And he 
looks so .ftxed(y into her ryes as almost to make her go pale.] Yes l 
Precisely ! I see you know what I mean . . . .  What you did 
that day . . . I Oh, don't worry ! I shan't tell anybody what 
it was. And you, Peter Damiani, how could you be a friend 
to that man? 

LANDOLPH [the same persuasive tone] : Your Majesty ! 
HEN RY IV [immediate(y] :  No, no ! I shan't say what his name is ! 

I know it'll offend him if l do l [Turning very quick(y to BEL­
CREDI] What was your opinion of him? Tell me, what did 

you think of him? . . .  But, quite regardless of what the 
opinions of other people may be, each one of us holds on 
tight to the conception he has of himself . . . .  Just as the man 
who is growing old dyes his hair. What does it matter if, for 
you, this dye I've used completely fails to deceive you as to 
the true colour of my hair? You, my Lady, certainly don't 
dye your hair to deceive other people, or even yourself! 
But just to . . .  well . . .  just to cheat your reflection in the 
mirror a little. Oh, a very little l I do it for a joke. You do it in 
all seriousness. But I assure you, my Lady, that for all your 
seriousness, you too are wearing a mask. Oh, I'm not talking 
about the venerable coronet on your head . . .  before which 
I bow . . .  or your ducal robes . . .  I'm speaking only of the 
memory that you wish artificially to fix in yourself . . .  the 
memory of your fair complexion as you saw it one day, and 
which you found so very pleasing . . . .  Or your dark com­
plexion, if you were dark . . . .  The fading image of your 
youth. To you, on the other hand, Peter Damiani, the 
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memory of what you have been, and of what you have done, 
appears now as the recognition of past realities that remain 
within you like a dream. That is so, isn't it? And that's how 
things are with me, too. It's all a dream. So many realities, 
when you come to think back . . . .  So many, and so in­
explicable. Oh, well ! . . .  It's not really so surprising, Peter 
Damiani . . .  The life of today is the dream of tomorrow ! 
[Sudden!J he becomes furious. Snatching at his sackcloth, he cries] 
And this sackcloth . . . [With. a joy 111hich is almost ferocious he 
makes as if to tear it off. Terrijiea, HAROLD and ORDULPH 
immediate!J rush over, as if to prevent him from doing so.] Oh, my 
God ! [And he draws back, tears off the sackcloth and shouts at 
them] Tomorrow at Bressanone twenty-seven German and 
Lombard bishops will sign with me the act of deposition of 
Pope Gregory VII l He is no true Pontiff! Merely a false 
monk ( (HAROLD, ORDULPH, and LANDOLPH try to quieten 
him.] 

ORD ULPH:  Your Majesty ! Your Majesty ! In God's name . . .  
HAROLD [trying to coax him into putting the sackcloth on again] : 

Be careful what you say, your Majesty! [Holds out the sack­
cloth.] 

LAN DOLPH:  Monsignor and the Duchess are here to intercede 
in your favour, your Majesty ! [Unseen by HENRY IV, he 
makes urgent signals to the DOCTOR to scry something im­
mediate!J.] 

D O CTOR [in dismcry] :  Ah, yes ! . . .  M'm l . . .  That is . . .  We 
are here to intercede . . .  

H ENRY I v [immediately he becomes penitent, almost terrified. He 
lets the three young men put the sackcloth back over his head and, 
clasping it about him with convulsive!J twitching hands, scrys] : I 
beseech your pardon . . . .  Yes . . . .  Yes . . . .  I beseech your 
pardon, Monsignor ! And yours too, my Lady ! I swear . . .  I 
swear I feel the full weight of the anathema ! [He bends for­
ward, taking his head in his hands, as if in expectation of some­
thing which must inevitably come and crush him. He stands for a 
while like this . but (hen, i11 a different tone of voice, yet without 
changing his position or attitude at all, he scrys quiet!J, con­
jidential!J, to LAN DOLPH, HAROLD, and ORDULPH] :  I don't 
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know why, but today I find it quite impossible to be humble 
before that man ! [And, almost surreptitious(y, he gestures in the 
direction o/BELCREDI.) 

LANDOLP H [sotto voce] : But, your Majesty, it's because you 
will persist in believing that he's Peter Damiani, when he's 
not ! 

HENRY IV  [timidly peeping at him] : He's not Peter Damiani ? 
HAROLD:  Why, no ! He's a poor monk, your Majesty ! 
HENRY IV [sorrow in his voice, yet with a sigh of exasperation] : 

Ah, none of us can truly evaluate what he does when he 
does it by instinct . . . .  Perhaps you, my Lady, can under­
stand me better than the others . . . because you are a 
woman.* [This is a solemn and decisive moment. I could, 
you see, at this very moment, while I am speaking to you, 
accept the help of the Lombard bishops, and get control of 
the Pope by besieging him here in this Castle. Then I could 
rush to Rome and elect an Anti-Pope, stretch out the hand 
of alliance to Robert Guiscard, and Gregory VII would be 
lost I I resist the temptation and, believe me, I am wise in so 
doing. I sense the spirit of the times and I can fully appre­
ciate the majesty of one who knows how to be what he 
must be . . .  a Pope l Do you feel like laughing at me now, 
seeing me humiliated like this ? You would be just so many 
fools if you did . . .  because you would be revealing how 
little you understood the political wisdom which counsels 
me to wear this penitential garb. I tell you . . .  tomorrow the 
roles might quite well be reversed l And what would you 
do then? Would you by any chance laugh at the Pope when 
you saw him a prisoner ? No ! We'd have got even with one 
another. Today you see me in the mask of the penitent . . . •  

Tomorrow you would see him in the mask of the prisoner. 
But woe to the man who does not know how to wear his 
mask, be it the mask of King, or that of Pope l Perhaps in 
what he is doing to me at the moment he is a little too cruel. 
. • .  Yes, he is.] Just think, my Lady • . •  Bertha your 

* As it is essential that the action should proceed rapidly, the following 
23 lines (in square brackets) are probably best omitted in perform­
ance. (Author's note.) 
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daughter . . .  for whom, I repeat, my feelings have changed . 

. . . [He turn! unexpectedly on BELC REDI and !hout! in hi! face, 
ju!t a! if he had !aid 'No '] Yes I Changed! • . .  Changed I . . .  
Because of the affection and of the devotion of which she 
has given me proof in these terrible days ! [He !top!, con­
vul!ed by hi! angry outbur!l, and maku effort! to rutrain him1efj. 
We hear the !ob of exa!peration in hi! throat. Then he turn! again 
with a !Weet and !orrowing humility to the MARCHIONESS.] 
She came with me, my Lady r i  can see her, down there in 
the courtyard. She insisted on following me here, like a 
beggar. And she is very cold. Her body is frozen with the 
cold. Two nights she has spent out there in the open, out 
there in the snow ! You are her mother ! Doesn't it touch 
your heart to pity ? Won't you have compassion on me, and 
join him [pointing to the DOCTOR] in imploring the Pope to 
pardon me ? In begging him to grant us audience ? 

DONNA MATILDA [trembling, and !peaking in a !carce!J audible 
voice] : Yes ! Of course I will I Yes ! At once . . .  

DO CTOR: We will indeed ! Yes, indeed we will ! 
H ENRY rv:  And one other thing ! One other thing ! [He call! 

them around him and !try! quiet(y, with an air of great !ecrery:] It's 
not sufficient that he should grant me an audience. You 
know . . . he can do af!Jthing . . . a!!Jihing, I tell you I He 
can even call up the dead l [He tap! hiuhut.] And here am I I 
Look at me, and you will see a man who is no better off than 
one who is dead. There's no magic art that's unknown to 
him. Well, Monsignor, my Lady . . .  my real punishment is 
this . . .  or rather that . . .  Look! [He point! to hi! portrait on 
the wall, almo!l fearful!;] I cannot free myself from the magic 
of that painting ! I am a penitent now, and such I shall re­
main . . . .  I swear it . . . .  I shall remain here until he grants 
me an audience. But when the ban of excommunication has 
been taken off, you must . . . .  Both of you must implore the 
Pope to do this thing for me . . . .  The thing that he and he 
alone can do . . . .  Free me from that [point! to the portrait 
again] and let me liye my. life fully . . .  my poor wretched 
life . . .  the life from which at present I'm shut out . . . .  You 
can't always be twenty-six, my Lady I And I ask you to do it 
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for your daughter's sake too . . .  s o  that I may love her as she 
deserves to be loved. For now I am well disposed towards 
her. I feel a great tenderness for her, because of the com­
passion for me that she has shown. Well ! That is what I 
wish to ask of you . . . .  I am in your hands . . . .  [He bow.f.] 
My Lady I Monsignor I [And he .ftart.f to go out, bowing hi.f way 
toward.f the door through which he entered. But he mdden(y per­
ceiver that B E L C R E D I, who har been .ftanding to one .fide in order 
to hear better, ha.f turned to look up.ftage. He leap.f to the con­
clu.fion that he mean.f to Ileal the imperial crown from him - it has 
been put down on the throne during the preceding mne. In•tant(y he 
da•her back and picks it up, amid.ft the a.ftoni.fhment and di•may of 
everyone on .ftage. He hidu it under hi.f .fackcloth and then, with a 
very cunning •mile in hi.f eyer and on hi• lip•, he mover toward• the 
door again, and, bowing repeated(y, di•appear.f. The M A R c H  1 oN­
Ess  i.f .fO deep(y affected that I he fall.f mdden(y to a .fitting po.fition, 
almo.ft fainting.] 



A C T  T W O  

The scene is another large room in the villa, adjoining the throne­
room. Its furniture is antique and austere. To the right of the stage 
is a rostrum about eighteen inches high. It has a wooden balustrade 
all round save where, at one side and at the front, a couple of steps 
provide access to it. It's rather remi�iscent of the choir stalls in a 
church. On the rostrum are a table and jive large, period chairs -
one at the head of the table, and two on either side. The principal 
entrance is back. Left are two windo1vs which look out on to the 
garden. Right is a door which leads into the throne-room. It is late 
in the afternoon of the same day. 

[When the curtain rises DONNA MATILDA, the DO CTOR, 
and TIT o BEL c RED I are on-stage. They are in the middle of a 
conversation. DONNA MATILDA, hozvever, is standing a little 
apart from the others. She is looking rather gloomy and is clear!J 
very annoyed by what the other two are saying. She cannot help 
listening to them, hozvever, because in her present state of dis­
quietude everything interests her in spite of herself, and even 
though it prevents her from fui!J developing a plan that is 
stronger than she, a plan which has flashed into her mind and 
which is now tempting her. The talk of the others attracts her 
attention because at this moment she feels instinctive!J the need 
to be held by something.] 

BELCREDI :  You're probably right . . . .  It's probably just as 
you say, my dear Doctor . . . .  But that was certainly my im­
pression. 

DOCTOR: I shan't presume to contradict you . . . .  But, believe 
me, it's only . . .  well, just as you yourself said . . .  an im­
pression. 

BELC REDI :  But, my dear fellow, he actually said as much l 
Quite clearly l [Tur�ing to -the !-.f ARC HIONESS] Didn't he, 
Marchioness ? 

DONNA MATILDA [turning round, her line of thought broken in 
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upon] : What did h e  say? [Then, disagreeing] Oh, yes ! . . .  But 
not for the reason you think. 

DOCTOR: He was referring to the costumes we'd put on . • • •  

Her cloak . . .  [With a gesture in the direction of the M A R­
CHIONESs.]  Our Benedictine habits . . . .  There's something 
very childish . . . childlike . • .  about it all. 

DONNA MATILDA [rounding on him abrupt!J, indignant!J] : 
Childish? Childlike? What do you mean, Doctor ? 

DOCTOR:  From one point of view it isl No, Marchioness, let 
me go on ! And yet, on the other hand, it's much more com­
plicated than you can possibly imagine. 

DONNA MATILDA: As far as I'm concerned, the whole thing's 
perfectly clear. 

DOCTOR [with that smile of compassion which the experts so often 
bestow upon those unlearned in their specialism] : Of course, my 
dear Marchioness I But it is necessary to understand the 
special psychology of the madman. It gives him . . .  and I 
would particularly emphasize this point . . .  it gives him a 
peculiar keenness of observation. He can, for instance, quite 
easily detect the true identity of anyone who appears before 
him in disguise. We can be absolutely sure of that. He can, 
in fact, clearly distinguish it as a disguise and yet, at the same 
time, believe in it. Just as children do. For them dressing up is 
not only play . . . .  It is reality too. That is why I said it was 
' childish ' or ' childlike '. But the thing is also extremely com-
plicated. It's complicated in this sense . . . .  He must be per-
fectly conscious of being for himself . . . .  In his own eyes he 
must inevitably be . • •  an Image . . .  a picture in his own im­
agination . . . that picture in there. [He is alluding to the por­
trait in the throne-room, and he points, therefore, to his left.] 

BELC REDI:  That's what he said, in fact. 
D OCTOR:  Very well, then ! An image, before which other 

images . . .  our images . . .  have appeared. Do I make my­
self quite clear? Now he, in his acute and perfectly lucid 
state of delirium, was able immediately to detect a difference 
between his image and ours . . . .  That is, he could tell at 
once that we . . . our images . . .  were not what we pre-
tended to be • • • •  We were fictitious. And so he mistrusted 
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us. All madmen are armed with a special kind o f  mistrust 
which remains constantly on the alert. It's all quite simple 
really. Naturally he couldn't see the compassion implicit 
within our acting, as we played out our little game around 
his world of make-believe. And this world of his revealed 
itself to us as more and more tragic the more he . . .  well . . .  
how shall I put it ? . . .  he almost seemed to be challenging 
us . . . .  That was because he mistrusted us . . . .  Yes, the more 
he tried to show us up for the (pummers that we were, the 
more tragic he seemed . . . .  Coming to greet us like that . . .  
Oh yes, he was acting out a part too I . . . With his hair dyed 
at the temples . . .  rouge on his cheeks . . .  and telling us he'd 
done it on purpose . . .  as a joke ! 

DONNA MATILDA [impatiently] : No ! You're wrong, Doctor ! 
It's not like that at ali i You're quite, quite wrong I 

DOCTOR: And why am I wrong, may I ask ?  
DONNA MATILDA [a decisive, throbbing note in her voice] : I am 

absolutely certain that he recognized me l 
DOCTO R: No . . .  it's impossible . . .  utterly impossible. 
BELCREDI [at the same time] : My dear, how on earth could he 

have done? 
DONNA MATILDA [speaks almost convulsively but even more 

decisively than bifore] : I tell you, he recognized me l When he 
came up close to speak to me . . .  when he looked into my 
eyes . . .  deep into my eyes . . .  he recognized me I 

BELCREDI:  But he was talking about your daughter ! 
DONNA MATILDA: That's not true ! He was talking about me l 

He was talking about me ! 
BELC REDI :  Yes, perhaps . . .  when he talked about . .  . 
DONNA MATILDA [immediately, letting herself go] : . . .  About 

my hair being dyed! But didn't you notice how he added at 
once, ' Or the memory of your dark complexion, if you were 
dark ' ?  He had remembered perfectly that I . . .  in those days 
. . .  h ad dark hair. 

BELC R EDI :  Nonsense, my dear! Utter nonsense ! 
DONNA MATILDA [not. bothering to listen to him, and turning to 

the DOCTO R] : My hair, Doctor, is reaHy dark . . .  just like 
my daughter's. That's why he .started talking about her! 
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B E L C R E D I :  But h e  doesn't even know your daughter ! He's 
never so much as set eyes on her I 

D O N N A  M A T I L D A :  Precisely! Oh, how stupid you are I When 
he was talking about my daughter he meant mel Me as I was 
at that time I 

B E L C R E D I :  Oh, God l This is catching ! This lunacy is catch­
ing ! 

D ONNA M A T I L D A  [in a low voice, contemptuous(y] :  It's not 
lunacy ! Don't be a fool l 

B E L C R E D I :  Forgive me, my dear, but were_you ever his wife? 
In this mad world of his it's your daughter who's his wife ­
Bertha of Susa. 

D O N N A  M A T I L D A :  Of course she is l Because I'm no longer 
dark as he remembered me . . .  but ' like this ' . . .  fair . . .  
and I presented myself to him as 'Adelaide ', her mother. 
My daughter doesn't exist for him . . . .  He's never even 
seen her . . . .  You said so yourself. So how can he know 
anything at all about whether she's fair or dark? 

B E L C R E D I :  But he said dark because . . .  Well, it was a 
generalization . . .  My God ! It was like someone wanting 
somehow to fix the memory of youth by the colour of the 
hair! It didn't matter whether it was dark or fair ! And you 
. . .  as usual . . .  let your imagination run riot and build up 
all sorts of fantastic theories I And she says I shouldn't have 
come ! H'm, Doctor ! She's the one who shouldn't have 
come ! 

D ON N A  M AT I L D A  [for a moment or so this observation of B E L­

C R E D I ' s disheartens her, and she stands there, absorbed in thought. 
Then she resumes, but rather furiously, because now she is half in 
doubt] : No I No I He was talking about me l All the time he 
was talking to me . . .  with me . . .  and about me . . .  

B E L C R E D I: Good Lord ! He didn't give me a moment's 
breathing space, and you say that he was talking about you 
all the time I Maybe you think he was referring to you when 
he was talking to Peter Damiani I 

D O N N A  M A T I L D A  [her manner challenging, almost breaking through 
all restraint of decorum] : Who knows ? Can you tell me why . . .  
from the very first moment . . .  he felt such an aversion 
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for you • . .  and for you alone? [The tone in which she ask.r 
the question makes the rep!J, which mu.rt in fact come in answer 
to it, almost explicit - 'Because he realized that you are my lover! ' 
BEL c R E D  I realizes this so well that he is immediatelY plunged 
into confusion by her words. He stands there in silence, an empty 
smile pl�ing upon his lips.] 

D O CTOR:  Forgive my breaking in, but the reason for that may 
quite well be that he had o�y had announced to him a visit 
from the Duchess Adelaide .an� the Abbot of Cluny. So, 
finding a third person before him, someone who hadn't 
been announced to him, his suspicions were immediately 
aroused ! 

B E L C R E D I :  Precisely ! You're absolutely right, Doctor! He 
felt mistrustful, and immediately he saw in me an enemy . .  , 
Peter Damiani ! But she's got it so firmly fixed in her head 
that he recognized her . . .  

D ONN A MATILDA: There's no doubt at all about it ! His eyes 
told me that he'd recognized me, Doctor ! You know, there's 
a way of looking that . . .  well, it leaves no room whatso­
ever for doubt!  It may only have been for a split second . . . .  
But would you have me deny what I believe to be true? 

D O C T O R :  It's a possibility that mustn't be overlooked . . . .  A 
lucid moment . . .  

DONNA MATILDA: There you are! Perhaps that's what it was ! 
And then everything he said seemed to me, every word of 
it, to be full of regret for that time when he and I were both 
young . . . .  Regret born of the terrible thing that happened 
to him. . . . The thing that fixed him there, fixed him in 
that mask from which he has been unable to free himself! 
And he longs . . . oh, how he longs to free himself from 
it! 

BELC REDI:  Of course he does ! So that he can start making 
love to your daughter 1 Or, as you prefer to believe, now 
that your compassion has aroused his tenderness, so that he 
can start making love to you. 

D O NNA MATILDA: .My cdmpassion for him is very great . . . .  
Please believe that. 

B E L C R E D I :  That is obvious, my dear Marchioness ! In fact a 

ss 



H E N RY I V  

miracle-worker would be quite confident that it would work 
a miracle for him I 

D O C T O R :  May I say a word now, please ? I do not indulge in 
miracles, because I am a doctor, and not a miracle-worker. 
I have paid great attention to what you've been saying, and 
I repeat that it is very evident that that particular analogical 
elasticity, which is specific to every systematized state of 
delirium, is in his case very much . . .  how shall I put it? . . .  
very much relaxed. To put it succinctly, the elements of his 
delirium no longer hold together to form a coherent pattern. 
It seems to me that he now has great difficulty in main­
taining the equilibrium of his second personality. Sudden 
recollections drag him back . . .  and this is most comforting I 
. . . Not from a state of incipient apathy, but rather from a 
morbid tendency to subside into reflective melancholy 
which shows a . . .  urn . . .  er . . .  yes . . .  really con­
siderable cerebral activity. Most comforting, I repeat. 
Now, if by means of this violent device which we have 
planned . . .  

D o N N  A M A T I L D A  [turning towards the window, her voice the 
fretful voice of a sick person] : Why hasn't the car come back 
yet? It's three and a half hours since . . .  

D O C T O R  [bewildered] :  What did you say? 
D O N N A  M AT I LD A: The car, Doctor ! It's been gone more 

than three and a half hours I 
D O CT O R  [taking out his watch and looking at it] : H'm l More than 

four by my watch ! 
D O N N A  M A T I L D A :  It could have been back a good half-hour 

ago I As usual, however . . .  
BEL C RE D I :  Perhaps they can't find the costume. 
D O N N  A M A T I L D A :  But I told them exactly where it was I 

[She is now thoroughly impatient.] It's much more probable 
that Frida . . .  Where is Frida? 

B E L C RE D I  [leaning out of the window a little] : Perhaps she's in 
the gar den with Charles. 

D O C T O R :  He's probably trying to make her see how, silly she 
is to be frightened of . . .  

B E L C R E D I :  But she's not frightene d, Doctor ! Don't run 
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away with that idea l She's just fed u p  with the whole 
business ! 

DONNA M A T I LDA: Doctor, please do me the kindness of not 
asking her to help in any way . . . .  I know what's she's 
like. 

D O C T O R: I think we must wait patiently to see how things 
turn out. In any case, it will all be over in a moment or so 
. . .  and we must wait till it's evening anyway. As I was say­
ing, if we can succeed in shaJ?ng him in his belief in what he 
is at the moment . . .  if at one fell swoop we can break the 
threads . . .  and already they are slackening . . .  the threads 
which still bind him to the fiction which he has created 
for himself, and in which he lives . . .  and at the same time 
give him back what he himself has asked for . . .  didn't he 
say, ' You can't always be twenty-six, my Lady ' ?  . . .  that is 
to say, he was asking to be freed from this punishment 
which he is undergoing . . .  he himself feels that it is a form 
of punishment . . .  Well, to sum up . . .  if we can get him 
to recover, at one bound, the sensation of the distance of 
time . . .  

B E L C R E D I  [immediatery] : • . .  He'll be cured ! [Then, lingering 
ironical& on each syllable] We'll free him for you, Doctor ! 

D O CTOR:  We may hope, then, to set him going again, just 
like a watch that has stopped at a certain time. Yes, it'll be 
just as if we were standing here watch in hand, waiting for 
that time to come round again, and then . . .  we give it a 
shake . . .  and let's hope it'll start to tick again, and tell the 
right time once more, after having stopped for so long. 

[At this point the M A R Q U I S  C H A RL E S  D I  NOLLI comes in 
by the main door.] 

D O N N A  MATILDA: Ah, Charles ! . . .  And Frida? . . .  Where is 
she? 

DI N O L L I :  She's in the other room. She'll be here in a mo-
ment. 

D O C T O R: Has the car come? 
DI N O L LI:  Yes. 
DONNA MATILDA: Oh, it has come? .And have they brought 

my dress? 
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D I  N O LL I :  Oh, yes ! It's been here some time. 
D O C T O R: Oh, excellent ! Excellent ! 
D O N N A  M A T I L D A  [trembling] : But where is it? Where is it ? 
D I  N O L L I  [shrugging his shoulders and smiling sad!J, like a man 

who is lending himself reluctant!J to a joke which he regards as 
rather unseem!J] :  Oh l . . .  You'll see . . . .  Any minute now 
• . .  [And pointing to the main entrance] Here it comes . . .  

[B E R T H O L D appears on the threshold and solemn!J announces) :  
B E R T H o L D :  Her Highness the Marchioness Matilda of 

Canossa l 
[And immediate!J F R I D A  enters. She looks magnificent and 
very beautiful. She is dressed in the old costume which her mother 
wore as ' The Marchioness Matilda of Tusca'!)' ', and so appears 
as the living embodiment of the portrait in the throne-room.] 

F R I D A  [she passes quite close to B E R T H O L D - who bows - and scrys 
to him with contemptuous haughtiness] :  Of Tuscany l Of Tus­
cany, please ! Canossa is just one of my castles ! 

B E L C R E D I  [admiring!J] :  Just look ! Just look at her ! She looks 
exactly like someone else! 

D O N N A  M A T I L D A :  She looks like me l My God, can't you 
see? Stand still a moment, Frida ! There . . . .  Do you see? 
She's the living image of me as I was when that portrait was 
painted ! 

D O C T O R: Oh, yes ! Yes ! It's absolutely perfect ! Absolutely 
perfect ! As you say, Marchioness, the portrait to the 
life ! 

B E L C R E D I :  Yes . . . .  Oh, there's no if or but about it ! She's 
you to the life, my dear ! Look at her, everybody ! Just look ! 
Quite superb, isn't she? 

F R IDA:  Don't make me laugh, please, or I shall burst ! What a 
tiny waist you had, Mummy l It was a terribly tight squeeze 
getting into it l 

D O N N A  M AT I L D A  [she is deep!J moved] :  Just a moment, Frida . 
. . . Stand still . . . .  These creases . . .  Is it really so tight on 
you? [While she is speaking she arranges the dress a little.] 

F R I D A: I can hardly breathe ! Oh, do be quick, Mummy ! And 
do let's get it over quickly l 

D O C T O R :  Oh . . .  urn ! We must wait until it's dark! 
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F R I D A: No l Nol I can't possibly hold out till then ! I just 
can't ! 

DONNA M A T I LDA: Why did you put it on SO soon, then? 
F R I D A: Oh, the moment I saw it . . .  well, the temptation was 

irresistible . . .  
DONNA MATILDA: You might at least have called me and let 

me help you with it . . . .  It's still all crumpled . . . .  Oh, dear ! 
Oh, dear! 

F R IDA: So I saw, Mummy! A�d they're old creases . . . .  They 
won't come out very easily . .. . ." 

D O CT O R :  That doesn't matter, Marchioness. The illusion is 
perfect. [Then he goes up to DONNA MATILDA and asks her to 
come forward and stand a little in front of her daughter, without 
masking her, hou,ever.] Please, Marchioness . . . would you 
be so good as to . . .  yes . . .  like that . . .  m'ml . . .  just here 
, . .  so that there's a slight distance . . .  that's it, a little bit 
further forward . . .  m'm! 

B E L C R E D I :  To get the sensation of the distance of time. 
DONNA MATILDA [turning slightly - Oh, so slightly/ - in his 

direction] : Twenty years after I A disaster I M' m? 
B E L C RE D I :  Oh, come ! Don't let's exaggerate ! 
D O C T O R  [embarrassedly trying to save the situation] : Oh, no I No. 

I was . . .  er . . .  I was referring to the dress . . .  I wasn't 
thinking about . . .  you . . .  Marchioness . . .  I meant that I 
wanted to see . .  . 

B E L C R E D I  [laughing] : But if you were referring to the dress, 
Doctor . . .  well, it's much more than twenty years I It's 
more like eight hundred years I An abyss I And do you really 
want to give him such a terrific shove that he'll leap them in 
one sudden jump? [Points first to F R I DA, then to the M A R­

C H I ONEss.] From there to here ? Why, you'll have to pick 
up the pieces afterwards in a basket ! Ladies and gentle­
men . . .  No, this is serious ! . . .  Do you think what you're 
doing. For us it's a matter of a mere twenty years . . .  a 
couple of dresses . . .  and a masquerade. But if, as you say, 
Doctor, time. has .stopped for him . . .  and if he lives there 
[pointing at F R I D A] • • •  with her . , . eight hundred years 
ago . . .  well, let me tell you something . . . .  The jump he'll 
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have t o  make will leave him so giddy that, finding himself 
suddenly among us . . . [The D O C T O R  shakes his finger in dis­
agreement.] You don't think so ? 

D O C T O R: No, my dear Baron, I don't. Because life, you see, 
can pick up its own rhythms again. This life of ours will . . .  
if we do what I suggest . . .  will at once become as real for 
him as it is for us. And it'll pull him up short, suddenly tear 
him out of the grip of the illusion which holds him, and 
reveal to him that the eight hundred years you're talking 
about are in fact a mere twenty I You see, it'll be like one 
of those tricks that . . .  Well, take the leap into space in the 
Masonic rites, for example . . . .  It feels as if it's heaven knows 
how far, and in point of fact it's only a drop of a few inches 
or so. 

B E L C R E D I :  But what a wonderful discovery ! Yes ! Yes ! Look 
. . .  look at Frida and the Marchioness, Doctor I Which of 
them is the more advanced in time ? We old people, Doctor ! 
Everybody thinks it's the young people who're more ad­
vanced. No I Not a bit of itl We're the ones who're more 
advanced . . .  because time belongs more to us than to them. 

D O CT O R: Ah, if only the past didn't estrange us sol 
B E L C R E D I :  But it doesn't !  And anyway, estrange us from 

what? If they [pointing to F R I D A  and D I  N O L L I] have still to 
do what we have already done, Doctor . . . .  That is, grow 
old and repeat more or less the same stupid mistakes that 
we've made, Doctor . . . .  You know how we all believe that 
we come forward through a door into life . . . .  But that's 
only an illusion . . . .  It's not true at all ! As soon as one is 
born, one begins to die, and the man who began first is the 
most advanced of all. And the youngest of us is old father 
Adam i Look at her [pointing to F R I D A], she is eight hundred 
years younger than any of us . . . •  The Marchioness Matilda 
of Tuscany I [And he gives her a deep bo111.] 

DI N O L L I :  Tito l Don't play the fool ! Please ! Please! 
B E L C R E D I :  Oh, so you think I'm playing the fool, do 

you ? 
· 

D I  N O L L I :  Yes, I do l My God, you've done nothing but fool 
about and make silly jokes ever since we got here ! 

63 



HENRY IV 

BELCREDI:  Well, I 'm . . . I Why, I even went so far as  to dress 
up as a Benedictine monk, just to . . .  

DI NOLLI: I know you did ! But that was for a serious pur­
pose ! 

BELCREDI:  Well, there you are, then ! And it really has turned 
out seriously for some of you, hasn't it? For Frida, for ex­
ample . . . .  [Then, turning to the DO CTOR] I give you my 
word of honour, Doctor, I still don't understand what it is 
you're trying to dol 

· .  

DOCTOR [cro.rs[y] : You'll see ! Just ieave me to arrange things 
in my own way! Of course you don't understand . . . I At 
the moment you see the Marchioness still dressed in modern 
clothes . . .  

BELCREDI :  You mean, then, that she's going to . . .  ? 
DocToR:  Of course I Of course I I've got another costume in 

there for . her . . .  all ready for the moment when it comes 
into his mind that it is the Marchioness Matilda of Canossa 
that he sees before his eyes . . .  

FRIDA [hears the DOCTOR make this mistake, and interrupts the 
conversation which she has been carrying on in an undertone with 
DI NOLL!] : Of Tuscany ! Of Tuscany ! 

DOCTOR [cross[)'] : It's the same thing ! 
BELCREDI :  Ah, I understand ! Instead of one Marchioness, 

he'll find himself confronted by two, eh ? 
DO CTOR: Exactly ! . . .  By two ! And then . . .  
FRIDA [calling him over] :  Doctor ! Come here a moment ! 

There's something I want to say to you ! [He goes up to the 
two young people and pretends to explain things to them.] 

BELCREDI [in a low voice, to DONNA MATILDA] : My God J 
This is getting out of hand I Look, my dear . . .  

DONNA MATILDA [turning to him, her face set:] What? 
BELCREDI :  Does it really interest you as much as all that? To 

make you willing to take part in . . .  ? It's a terrifying under­
taking for a woman I 

DONNA MATILDA: For an ordinary woman . . .  Yes ! 
BELCREDI:  No, my dear, there I must disagree with you ! It's 

a terrible experience to ask a'!Y woman to undergo ! Why, 
it's a total denial of one's own . . .  
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D O N N A  MATILDA:  I owe it  to him ( 
B E L C R EDI:  Don't lie, my dear ! You know quite well you 

won't be sacrificing any of your self-respect. . . . Not a 
scrap ! 

D O N N A  M A T I L D A :  Well, then? Where does the self-denial 
come in ? 

B E L C R E D I :  You'll do just as much as is necessary to prevent 
you from losing caste in other people's eyes, and just enough 
to insult me. 

D O N N A  M A T I L D A :  But who's thinking of you at the moment? 
DI N O LL I [comingforward]: Yes ! I quite agree ! That's excellent ! 

Yes ! That's what we'll do l [Turning to B E R T H O L D] Oh, 
you I Go and call one of the others I 

B E R T H O LD :  Yes, sir, At once ( [And exit B E R T H O L D  hy the 
main door.] 

D O N N A  M AT I L D A: We shall first of all have to pretend to say 
goodbye. 

DI N O LLI:  Exactly ! And that's why I've sent for someone to 
announce that you're about to leave. [Then, to B E L C R E D I] 
There's no need for you to say goodbye ! You stay in 
here. 

B E L C R E D I  [shaking his head ironical[y] : Oh, no ! There's no 
need . . .  No need for me to say goodbye ! 

DI N OL L I :  You do understand, don't you? We don't want to 
arouse his suspicions again. 

B E L C R E D I :  Of course, I understand. I'm a . . .  how shall I put 
it? . . .  a quanti# negligeable/ 

D O CT O R: We must convince him . . .  utterly convince him 
. . .  that we've left. He must be absolutely certain of that ! 

(L AN D O L P H  enters right,jolfowed by B E R T H O LD.] 
L A N D O L P H :  May we come in? 
DI N O L L I :  Yes . . . .  Yes, do come in ! Now, then . . • •  You're 

Lola, aren't you? 
LAN D O L P H :  Lola or Landolph, just as you like( 
DI N O LLI: Good ! Now, look ! The Doctor and the Mar­

chioness will say good-bye now . . . .  
L A N D O L P H :  Very good. All we'll have to say is that they've 

persuaded the Pope to grant him the favour of an audience. 
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He's there in his room at  the moment, moaning and groan­
ing, repenting everything he said, in an absolute state lest 
the Pope should refuse to grant him an audience. If you'd 
be so kind as to . . .  Would you mind just putting these 
costumes on again . . .  ? 

D O C T O R: No, of course not! Come along, then! Come 
along . . .  

LANDOLPH: Oh, just one moment ! May I make a sugges­
tion? Why not add that the· Marchioness of Tuscany has 
joined you in imploring the Pope'graciously to grant him an 
audience? 

D O N N A  MATILDA: There, what did I tell you ? You see, he 
did recognize me I 

LANDOLPH:  I'm afraid not, my Lady ! Forgive me, but . . •  

you see, he lives in such fear of the Marchioness, with whom, 
as you know, the Pope was staying at the time of Canossa. 
It's all very strange . . . .  As far as I can see . . .  I'm afraid my 
history's a bit weak, and you'll certainly know this much 
better than I do . . .  isn't there a legend that Henry IV was 
secretly in love with the Marchioness of Tuscany? 

DONNA MATILDA [immediate{y] : No . . .  Nothing of the kind ! 
There's no such legend ! In fact, they were deadly enemies ! 

L A N D O L P H :  Well, that's what I thought! But he says that he 
loved her. . . • He keeps on saying it. . . . And now he's 
panic-stricken lest her disdain for this secret love of his 
should do him harm with the Pope. 

B E L C R E D I :  We must make him realize that this aversion for 
him no longer exists I 

LANDOLPH:  Ah, it would be an excellent thing if we could do 
that ! 

D O NNA MATILDA [to LANDOLPH) : Yes, an excellent thing ! 
[Then, to B E L C R E D I] Because, so the history books tell us 
• . .  just in case you didn't know . . .  the Pope did in fact 
only yield when begged to do so by the Marchioness 
Matilda and the Abbot of Cluny. And I may say, my dear 
Belcredi, that I intended to take advantage of this fact then, 
at the time o{ the pageant, in order J;o show him that I no 
longer felt as hostile toward� him as he imagined. 
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B E L C R E D I :  But how wonderful, m y  dear Marchioness ! Your 
devotion to history is most touching I Pray continue with 
your devotions . . . .  

L A N D O L P H :  Well then ! In that case we needn't worry about 
. . .  the Marchioness can save herself the bother of a double 
disguise and present herself with Monsignor [a gesture in the 
direction of the D O C T O R] as the Marchioness of Tuscany. 

D O CT O R  [immediate!J, forceful!J] : No l No ! That would never 
do l It would ruin everything ! The impression he gets from 
the confrontation must be a sudden one . . . .  It must give 
him a tremendous shock ! No ! No, Marchioness I Now let's 
go and get changed I You will appear again as the Duchess 
Adelaide, mother of the Empress. And we'll take our leave 
of him. The most important thing is that he should know 
that we've left. Now come along ! We must get on . . . .  We 
mustn't lose any more time . . . .  There's still a great deal to 
be done before we're ready for this evening. 
(Exeunt the D O C T O R, D O N N A  M A T I L D A, and L A N D O L P H  

right.] 
F R I D A: I'm beginning to feel terrified again ! 
D I  N OL L I :  Again, Frida? 
F R I D A :  It would've been better if I'd seen him the first time. 
DI N O L L I :  There's nothing to be frightened of! Real!JI 
F R I DA: He's not dangerous, is he? 
D I  N O L L I :  Why, of course not ! He's quite calm ! 
B E L C R E D I  [with ironical sentimental affectation] : In the depths of 

melancholy! Didn't you hear that he loves you ! 
F R I D A :  Thank you very much ! It's because of that that I'm 

afraid ! 
B E L C R E D I :  He won't hurt you . . . •  

D I  N O L L I :  And it'll only take a moment or so . • . .  

F R I D A :  Yes . . .  perhaps . . .  but there in the dark • . .  alone 
with him • • •  

D I  N O L L I :  But only for a moment! And I'll be there, too • . .  

ever so near you . . . and everybody else will be hiding 
behind the door . . .  ready' to rush in at the crucial moment. 
The instant he sees your mother standing before him, your 
part will be over. • . • See? 
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BELC R E D I :  It's something altogether different that I 'm afraid 
of. . . . I'm afraid myself that we're just wasting our 
time ! 

or NOLLI: Now, don't you start! I think the idea's quite a 
good one . . .  and I think it'll come off. 

F R I D A: And so do I I  So do I I  I can feel it in my bones ! Oh 
dear, I'm trembling all over I 

BELCREDI:  But, my dear young people, mad folk . . .  though 
they don't know it, alas I . . .  are blessed with a peculiar kind 
of happiness which we never take into account . . .  

D I  NOLLI [i"itated, interrupting him] : Good God, man! What 
are you talking about now? What kind of happiness ?  

BELCREDI [forcefully] :  They don't think logically ! 
or NO LLI: But what the devil has logic got to do with what 

we're talking about? 
B E L C REDI: What? Can't you see that that is precisely what 

he'll need when he catches sight of her [pointing at FRIDA] 
and her mother? Don't you see that he'll have to think 
logically if your plan is to come off? Remember, the whole 
thing is the product of our thinking, not of his I 

or NOLLI:  Oh, rubbish ! What the devil do you mean? Logic 
be damned ! What we're doing is presenting a double image 
of his own fiction to him I Oh, you heard yourself what the 
Doctor said I 

BELCREDI [suddenly, unexpectedly] :  You know, I've never 
understood why they take degrees in medicine I 

DI NOLLI [hewi/dered] : Who? 
BELC REDI:  Psychiatrists. 
or NOLLI:  What the . . .  ? What ought they to take their 

degrees in, then? 
FRI DA: But if they want to be psychiatrists what else should 

they . . .  ? 
BELCREDI:  Precisely! Why in law, of course, my dear ! Talk ! 

Talk ! Talk ! And the more you talk the more famous you 
are ! 'Analogical elasticity ' I 'The sensation of the distance of 
time ' I And th!'!n the first> thing they tell you is that they 
don't work miracles . . .  when a mhacle's the very thing 
you need I But they know quite well that the more they say 
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they're not miracle-workers, the more people are impressed 
by their seriousness. Oh no, they don't work miracles I But 
somehow they always manage to land on their feet l Which 
is rather nice for them, I should think I 

[ B E R T H o  L D meanwhile has been spying through the key-hole 
of the door rzght.] 

B E R T H O LD :  They've just . • .  I Oh look, they're • . .  I Oh, it 
looks as if they're coming in here I 

D I  N O LL I :  Are you quite sure? 
B E R T H O L D :  M'm l It looks as if he wants to come with them • 

. . . Yes I Yes I . . . He's coming towards the door l 
D I  N O LL I: We'd better go then I We'd better get out of here 

at once I [When he reaches the door, he turns and sqys to B E R T­

H OL D] You stay here l 
B E RT H O L D :  Must I ?  

[Without bothering to rep(y, D I  N O L L I, F R I D A, and B E L­

C R E D I  make their escape through the main door, leaving 
B E R T H O L D  in an agof!J of dismqy and suspense. The door 
right opens and L A N D O L P H  comes in first. He stands bowing 
at the door and D ON N A  M AT I L D A  enters, wearing the cloak 
and ducal coronet that she wore in the first act. She is accom­
panied by the D O C T O R, who is dressed as the Abbot of Cluf!J. 
H E N R Y  IV, dressed in his emperor's robes, walks between them. 
O RD U LP H  and H A R O L D  bring up the rear.] 

H E N R Y  IV [continuing to speak on a subject upon which one is to 
suppose they had embarked while in the throne-room] : I ask you, 
how can I possibly be so astute, if I'm as pig-headed as they 
make out? 

D O C T O R :  Why, no • . .  you're not at all pig-headed l 
H E N R Y  IV [smiling, pleased at the D O C T O R' s rep(y] : So, accord­

ing to you, then, I'm really rather astute? 
D O C T O R: No l No l Neither pig-headed nor astute l 
H E N R Y  IV [stops and, in the tone of one who is quite benevolent(y, 

but not without a certain irof!J, indicating that such a state of 
affairs just cannot be, exclaims] :  Monsignor I If pig-headedness 
is not a vice which may go hand in hand with astuteness, I 
had hoped that in denying me it, you would at least have 
been kind enough to allow me a little astuteness. I assure 
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you I stand in very great need of it I But if you want to keep 
it all for yourself . . .  

D O C T O R :  But, what makes you think that I . . .  ? Do I strike 
you as being an astute sort of man? 

H E N RY rv:  Oh, no, Monsignori What an extraordinary 
question I I don't think you're at all astute ! [Breaks off and 
turns to D O NNA MATI LDA.] By your leave, a word in con­
fidence with the Duchess . . .  here on the threshold . • . .  [He 
leads her a little to one side and ·asks her very earnest{y, making 
a great show of secrecy] Is your daughter really very dear to you? 

DONNA MATILDA [in dism�] : Why, yes . . . .  Certainly . . . .  
HENRY rv:  And do you wish me to reward her with all my 

love? . . .  With all my devotion? So that I may right all the 
wrongs I have done her? Though you mustn't believe all 
those stories my enemies have been spreading about my 
being dissolute . . . .  

DONNA MATI LDA: No ! No ! I don't believe them ! I never 
have believed them . . .  . 

HENRY rv: Well, then . . .  is it your will that . . .  
DONNA MATILDA [dism� in her voice] : . . .  That what? 
HENRY r v: . . .  That I should once again love your daughter? 

[He looks at her, and adds immediate{y in a mysterious tone, in 
which warning and dism� are mingled.] You mustn't be friends 
with the Marchioness of Tuscany I You must never be that 
woman's friend I 

D o N N  A MAT 1 L D A: But, as I've already told you, she has been 
no less persistent than we in begging the Pope . • .  in be­
seeching him . . .  to grant you pardon . . . .  

HENRY IV [immediate{y, soft{y - he is trembling all over] : You 
mustn't tell me that I You mustn't tell me that I My God, my 
Lady, can't you see the effect it has on me? 

D ONNA M A T I L DA [she looks at him; then s�s in a very quiet 
voice, as if she is confiding in him] : Do you still love her ? 

HENRY IV [dism�ed] :  Still? What do you mean . . .  do I still 
love her? You know, then? But nobody knows ! Nobody 
must know ! 

DONNA MATILDA: But she knows perhaps. Yes. And perhaps 
that is why she has pleaded so hard for you ! 
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HENRY IV  [looks at her for a moment and then says] : And you love 
your daughter? [A short pame. He .turns to the DOCTOR, a note 
of laughter in his voice.] Ah, Monsignor, how true it is that I 
only realized I had a wife after I'd . . .  Too late • • •  Too late 
. . .  And even now . . •  Yes, I must have a wife . . • .  There's 
no doubt, of course, that she is my wife • • . •  But I swear to 
you • . .  I hardly ever think of her. That's probably a sin . • . •  

But I don't feel anything for her at all • . • •  In my heart I 
have no feeling for her at all. What's stranger still, however, 
is that her mother's heart is just as barren of feeling for her. 
Confess, my Lady, that she means very little to you I [Turn­
ing to the D O CTOR, he says exasperated[y] She talks to me 
about that other woman I [And, getting more and more excited] 
So persistently too l She keeps on talking about her ! And I 
can't understand at all why she should want to I 

LANDOLPH [humb[y] : Perhaps, your Majesty, she does it so 
as to persuade you into giving up the unfavourable opinion 
which you've formed of the Marchioness of Tuscany. [Then, 
dismayed at having permitted himself such an observation, he im­
mediate& adds] I'm speaking, of course, of the way things 
are going at the moment . • • •  

HENRY  IV: Perhaps you, too, would maintain that she has 
been my friend? 

LANDOLPH: Yes, at  the moment, I should say she is, your 
Majesty ! 

DONNA MATILDA: Why yes, of course, she is ! . • •  And 
because of that . • •  

HENRY IV: I understand. Which means, then, that you don't 
believe that I love her. I understand. I understand. No one 
has ever believed it. No one has ever suspected it. So much 
the better I That is just as it should be I It fits in well enough 
with my desires I [He stops short and turns to the DOCTOR, his 
expression and his attitude complete[y altered.] Have you 
realized, Monsignor, that the conditions which the Pope has 
laid down, the conditions with which I must comply before 
he will.lift the ban of excommunication he has laid upon me, 
have nothing, absolute[y nothing, to do with the reasons for 
which he excommunicated me? Tell Pope Gregory that we 
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shall meet again at  Bressanone. And you, my Lady, should 
you have the good fortune to meet your daughter down 
there in the courtyard of the castle of your friend the 
Marchioness, what message would you like me to give you 
for her ? Ask her to come up here and visit me. We shall see 
whether I can succeed in keeping her close by my side . . . .  
My Empress and my wife ! Oh, how many women have 
presented themselves here already, assuring me, assuring 
me that they were Bertha ot ,Susa . . . .  And I knew that 
Bertha was mine. . . . She belonged to me. . . . So several 
times I . . .  tried to take her . . .  to have the woman who . . .  
There's nothing to be ashamed of in that . . . .  After all, she is 
my wife I . . . But every one of them . . .  Even while she was 
telling me that she was Bertha . . .  Bertha of Susa . . .  began 
. . .  I don't know why . . .  she began to laugh I [Then, as if 
in confidence] Do you understand? In bed . . .  I hadn't these 
clothes on . . .  and she . . .  naked too . . .  yes, my God I . . .  
naked I . . . a man and a woman . . .  It's all very natural ! At 
such times we're no longer concerned with what sort of 
people we are ! And our clothes . . .  once we've taken them 
off . . . they remain there, hanging on their pegs like so 
many phantoms I [Then in a changed tone, conftdentiai!J to 
the DOCTOR] I think, Monsignor, that phantoms in 
general are, at bottom, nothing more or less than trifling 
spiritual disorders. Images that we fail to keep within the 
frontiers of sleep. They reveal themselves even when we're 
awake . . .  during the daytime. And they terrify us. I am 
always afraid in the night, when I see them there before me. 
. . . So many disordered images. . . . Down from their 
horses now, laughing away . . . .  And sometimes I'm even 
afraid of my own blood pulsing through my arteries . . .  like 
the dull thudding of footsteps in the silence of the night 
. . .  treading their way through far-off rooms . . . .  But, for­
give me I I've kept you standing here far too long. Your 
humble servant, my Lady I I kiss your hand, Monsignor i 
[He goes with them to the tloor and bids them farewell. As he 
stands there on the threshold, DONNA MATILDA curtsrys, the 
DOCTOR bows, and out thry go. He shuts the door behind them and 
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turn! round immediate(y. He ii a different per!on altogether now.] 
Fools l Fools l Fools I Pipes on which my fingers may play 
what tune they please I The lightest of touches, and they 
burst into the songs I bid them sing I And that fellow . . •  

Peter Damiani ! Ha l Ha l I caught him out beautifully !  He's 
too frightened to present himself before me again. [Walk! 
up and down excited(y a! he ii !�ing thi!. There ii a hectic gaiety 
in hi! voice, a note of fren'?!Y. Sudden(y hi! darting glance fall! on 
B E R T  H o L D  who iJ Ihrinking back, terrified out of hi! wit! by 
H E N R Y ' s mdden change. He !top! in front of him and point! him 
out to hi! three comradu, who are every bit a! bewildered, di!­
m�ed, and terrified a! he i!.] Oh, look at this idiot here ! Look 
at him ! Standing here gaping at me . . .  with his mouth 
wide open . . . [He Ihaku him by the !houlden] Don't you 
understand ?  Can't you see how I treat them? How I make 
them dress themselves up, just as my fancy takes me l How I 
force them to appear before me? Miserable, frightened 
clowns that they are I And what is it they're frightened of? 
This . • .  and this alone . . .  that I shall tear off their fool's 
mask and show up their disguise for what it is ! As if it 
wasn't I myself who had forced them to assume that mask 
. . .  so that my taste for playing the madman might be satis­
fied ! 

LAN D O L P H] [dazed(y looking at one (What? What did he say? 
H A R O L D  another in utter bewild- But, if that's how things 
O R D U L P H  erment] are, what . . .  ? 
H E N R y  IV [immediate(y they !tart to !peak he turn! on them and 

crin imperiou!(y] : Silence ! That will do l I've had enough ! 
I'm fed-up with the whole affair ! [Then, immediate(y, a! if 
the very thought of it brought him neither peace nor the ability 
ful(y to believe in the reality of what'! happened.] My God !  
What impudence ! Coming here like that . . . to see m e  . . •  

now . . .  with her lover by her side . . .  pretending to dress 
themselves up out of compassion for me . . .  so as not to vex 
the mind of a poor devil who was already out of this world 
. . .  out of time . . .  out of life itself! Huh I Do you think 
that fellow would have put up with being pushed around 
like that, if it hadn't promised him so much amu�ement ? 
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Those people always demand that the rest of us should 
behave exactly as they wish. That every moment of every 
day should be lived out as they dictate. But of course there's 
nothing arrogant about that ! Oh, no ! No ! Of course not! 
It's merely their way of thinking ! Their way of seeing . • •  

their way of feeling ! Everybody's got his own way of . • •  I 
You've got yours, too, haven't you? Of course, you have ! 
But what is your way? Your way is that of the common 
herd. You're a flock of shc:;ep • • • wretched, uncertain, 
feeble . . .  and they take advantage of it ! They make you 
submit to their will. They make you accept their way 
of life. So that you feel and see as they do I At least, that's 
the illusion to which they blissfully cling. For, after all, 
what is it that they've succeeded in imposing upon you? 
Words ! Words, that each one of us understands and gives 
out again in his own particular way. And that . • .  that is 
how so-called public opinion is formed ! And it's a poor 
lookout for the man who finds himself branded with one 
of these words which everybody goes about repeating . . .  
like madman or . . .  oh, I don't know . . . fool. Tell me 
something . . .  don't you think it's a bit much, expecting a 
man to keep quiet, when he knows that there's a fellow go­
ing about doing his damnedest to persuade other people 
that you're what he sees you as ? When he's trying his ut­
most to fix in other people's minds his assessment of you . . •  

his judgement upon you I ' He's mad I '  ' Quite out of his 
mind ! '  . • .  Now I'm being serious . . . .  I'm not talking any 
longer about the pleasure of making them act as I bid them . 
. . . Before I . . .  before I fell from my horse and hurt my 
head . . .  [He breaks off short, noticing the dismay of the four young 
men. His speech has served only to increase their amazement and 
distress.] Why are you looking at one another like that? [He 
laughs mockingly at their stupefied expressions.] Ha I Ha I Ha I 
What's the matter? Is it all a revelation to you? Am I mad, 
or aren't I mad ? Go on ! M'm? Yes, I'm mad all right ! [His 
manner becomes terrible.]" Well, then . . .  down! My God ! 
Down on your knees ! Down on your knees ! [And one by 
one he forces them down on to their knees before him. ] I order you 
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to go down on your knees before me . . .  yes, like that! And 
touch the ground three times with your foreheads I Go on!  
Down with your heads ! That's the way that everyone must 
present himself to a madman I [At the sight of the four of them 
kneeling there he immediately feels his ferocious gaiety evaporat­
ing. He becomes contemptuous.] Get up, you sheep I Go on, get 
up I . . .  You obeyed me, didn't you? You might have put a 
strait-jacket on me I To crush a man like that . . .  with the 
weight of a single word ! But it's nothing really ! What 
is it, in fact? A fly! And yet the whole of life is crushed 
out of you . . .  like that . . .  by the weight of words I The 
weight of the dead I . . .  I stand here before you. Can you 
really believe that Henry IV is still alive ? And yet . . .  look ! 
• . .  you are living men, and I can speak to you and com­
mand you to do my will ! And that is how I want you ! Do 
you think this is a joke too, that the dead continue to live ? 
Oh yes, it's a joke here all right ! But suppose we leave here 
and go out into the world of the living. Dawn is breaking. 
All time is before us. Dawn . . .  and the dawn of . . .  and the 
day that lies before us. You say to yourselves . . .  this day is 
ours to make of it what we will. And do you? Do you ? To 
hell with tradition ! To hell with the old conventions ! Go 
on, talk away ! You'll do nothing but repeat the same old 
words, over and over again, like countless generations 
before you ! Do you really believe you're living ? All that 
you're doing is chewing the cud of the life of the dead I 
[Goes up to B E RT H O L D ,  who has succumbed to a stupor of terror 
and amazement.] You don't understand a word of all this, do 
you? . . .  What's your name? 

B E R T H O L D :  Me? . . .  Oh ! . . .  Er . . .  Berthold . . .  
H E N R Y  IV: Idiot ! What do you mean, Berthold? Now tell me 

the truth, what's your real name ? 
B E R T H O L D :  Well, I . . .  I . . .  my real n-o-name's Fino . . . 

H E N R Y  I V  [turning quickly to quell a slight - oh, very slight! -
movement of warning and admonition on the part of the other 
three] : Fino? 

B E R T H O L D :  Yes , sir. . . .  Fino Pagliuca. 
HENRY IV [turning again to the others] : The number of times 
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I've heard you calling one another by your real names, when 
you were by yourselves ! [To LANDOLPH] Your name's 
Lolo, isn't it? 

LANDOLPH: Yes, sir . . • .  [Then, bursting with }I!Y] Oh, God ! 
Then . . .  ? 

HENRY I V  [immediate(y, brusquely] : What? 
LANDOLPH [immediate(y faltering]: No . . . .  I was only going 

to say . . .  
HENRY I v : That I'm no longer mad? Of course I'm not! Can't 

you see? We're having a bit
.
of fun at the expense of those 

who believe I am I 
[To HAROLD] I know your name too . . . .  It's Franco . • . .  

[To ORDULPH] And you . . .  wait a moment • • .  

O RDULPH: Momo J 
HENRY I V :  That's it, Momo l Wonderful, isn't it? M'm? 
LANDOLPH [jl!)'ful(y] :  But, in that case . . . I Oh, my God! 
HENRY IV [brusque(y] : In that case what? In that case, nothing I 

Let's have a good long laugh together ! [And he laughs.] Ha l  
Ha l Ha l Ha l Ha l Ha l 

LANDOLPH { [looking at one another in uncertainty and dismay. In 
HAROLD their faces }I!Y and bewilderment conflict] : Is  he 
ORDULPH cured ? Can it be true? But how on . . .  ? 
HENRY I V :  Silence ! Silence ! [To BERTHO LD] You're not 

laughing I Why not? Are you still offended ? You mustn't 
be I I didn't just mean you, you know I Everybody, abso­
lutely everybody, has to believe that certain people are mad, 
so as to have an excuse for keeping them locked up. Do you 
know why? Because otherwise you can't resist the tempta­
tion to listen to what they're saying. What shall I say about 
those people who've just left ? Shall I tell you that one of 
them's a whore? Another a filthy libertine ? And the third a 
charlatan? But it's not true!  Nobody could ever possibly 
believe it ! But they'd all stop and listen to me, terrified, 
every single one of them ! Now, tell me why, if what I say 
isn't true? Oh, you mustn't believe what madmen say! Yet 
they stop and listen to them, with their eyes popping out of 
their heads with terror! Why? TeJ.l me why! You! Tell me 
why ! You see, I'm quite calm now. 
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B E R T H O L D :  Well, because . . .  perhaps it's because they think 
that . . .  

H E N R Y  IV: No, my dear fellow, no ! Look into my eyes . . .  
deep down into them . . . .  Don't be alarmed ! I don't say 
that it's true I Nothing is true I But look into my eyes I 

B E R T H O L D :  Ye-es ? And what am I . . .  ? 
H E N R Y  Iv: You see? You see? You're afraid too ! You too 

have terror in your eyes ! Because now I seem mad to you 
too I There's the proof! There's the proof of what I was say­
ing ! [Laughs.] 

L A N D O L P H  [is at the end of his tether. He plucks up courage and 
steps forward, the spokesman of them all] : But . . .  What proof? 

H E N R Y  IV: Why, your being so dismayed because now I seem 
to you to be mad again ! Oh, my God ! Of course you know 
what I mean ! You believe it now . . . .  And you believed it 
before . . .  believed that I was mad! Didn't you ? Didn't you ? 
Right up till a moment or so ago ! [Thry are terrified. He looks 
at them for a moment.] You see ? You feel that this dismay of 
yours could so easily become terror, don't you ? The terror 
you'd know in the face of something that dashed away the 
ground from under your feet, that snatched away the very 
air you were breathing I And this, gentlemen, is what you 
must feel. You can't help yourselves I Do you know what it's 
like to find yourself face to face with a madman? To find 
yourself face to face with someone who shakes the very 
foundations of everything you've built up in yourselves ? 
Everything you've built up around you ? Who challenges 
the logic, the logic of all that you've constructed ? H'm ! 
Well, what can one do about it? That's the way things are ! 
Lucky people, madmen ! They construct without logic . . . .  
Or, rather, with a logic all their own, that flies hither and 
thither . . .  light as a feather ! Here one moment, gone the 
next! Today things are like this . . .  and tomorrow ? Who 
knows ? You hold on tight to an idea and they . . .  hold on 
to nothing. Light as a feather, they float from idea to idea. 
You say, ' But that's impossible ! '  But for them everything's 
possible. ' But,' you reply, ' that's not true ! '  And why isn't it 
true? Because it doesn't seem true to you . . .  and you . . .  
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and you . . .  [Pointing to the other three of them.] And a hundred 
thousand other people I Ah, my dear fellows I And just look 
at the things that seem real to your hundred thousand other 
people ! The ones who are not supposed to be mad I What a 
wonderful sight they afford, as they reach their solemn 
agreements on this or that I What flowers of logic they 
produce I I know that, when I was a child, I thought the 
moon in the pond was real. Oh, how many things seemed 
real to me then ! I believed .everything that everyone told 
me, and I was happy, complt�tely happy. Because it's a 
terrible thing if you don't hold on tight to what seems true 
to you today, to what will seem true to you tomorrow, even 
if it is the complete opposite of what seemed true to you 
yesterday ! I would never wish you to think, as I have had 
to do, of that horrible thing which really drives you out of 
your mind . . . .  You're there, very close to someone, 
looking into his eyes, just as, one day, I looked into some­
one's eyes . . .  and you see yourself mirrored there . . . .  But 
it's not really yourself! No, you see yourself as a beggar, 
standing before a door through which you will never pas�. 
The man who goes through that door will not be you . . .  
you with that secret life, that world you have within you 
. . .  the familiar world of sight and touch . . .  It will be 
someone quite unknown to you who will pass in at that 
door . . . .  The man he sees you as . . .  The one he, in his own 
personal, impenetrable world, sees and touches. [A long 
pause. Darkneu gathers in the room, increa.ring the deep sense of 
dismay and conJternation which ftllt the four young men. Four leuer 
ma.rk.r, they are being removed e/ien further away from the great 
Ma.rk. He remains apart, absorbed in the contemplation of a 
terrifying world of wretchednm which it not the wretchednm of 
himself alone, but of aii mankind. Then he shakes off hit air of 
brooding and, at if feeling that he no longer has them with him, 
looks about him in search of the four young men.] It's getting dark 
in here . . . .  

O R D U L P H  [immediate!J stepping fonvard] : Would you like me 
to go and fetch the lamp ? 

HENRY IV [ironical!J] : Oh, ye_s . . •  the lamp ! Do you really 
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believe that I don't know that, once m y  back's turned and 
I've gone off to bed with my oil lamp, you switch on the 
electric light for your own benefit in here, and even in there, 
in the throne-room? I pretend not to notice . . .  . 

O RD UL P H: Oh l Then would you like me to . . .  ? 
H E N R Y  IV:  No, it would blind me ! I want my lamp. 
O R D UL P H :  I'll go and get it. It's probably ready by now . • •  

behind the door. [He walks over to the principal exit, goes out­
side for a very brief moment and immediate!J returns with a lamp. 
It is an eleventh-century piece, one of those lamps you carry by a 
ring at the top.] 

HENRY IV [taking the lamp and then pointing to the table on the 
small rostrum] : Come over here . . . .  Let's have a little light. 
Sit down there . . •  round the table. But not like that! More 
at your ease . . .  in more aesthetically pleasing positions . . .  
not so stiff . . .  more relaxed . . . .  [To H A R O L D] That's it, 
like that! [He places him in position. Then he sqys to B E R­

T H O L D] And you, like that . . . . [Arranging him in position.] 
That's it . . . . [He sits down himself.] And I'll sit here . . . . 

[Turning his head towards one of the windows.] One really 
ought to be able to command the moon to provide us with 
a fine decorative moonbeam . • . .  The moon is very useful to 
us . . .  very useful . . .  most helpful ! As for me . . .  I feel a 
need for the moon, and quite often I get completely lost in 
wonderment as I gaze up at her from my window. Who 
would believe, to look at her, that she knows that eight 
hundred years have passed ? And that I, who am seated at 
the window, looking up at the moon, like the poorest of 
poor devils, cannot really be Henry IV ?  But look . . .  look 
what a magnificent night scene we make I The Emperor 
surrounded by his faithful counsellors . . . .  Don't you find 
it rather pleasant? 

L A N D O L P H  [in a low voice to H A RO L D, as if fearful of breaking 
the enchantment] : Do you realize what? . . .  To think that it 
wa�n't true . . . I 

H E N R Y  IV: True? What wasn't true ? 
L A N D O L P H  [timidly, apologetically] : No . . .  I mean . . .  I was 

telling Berthold [with a gesture in his direction] only this morn-
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ing . • •  You see, he was new to the job . . .  I said what a pity 
it was that . . .  with all these lovely costumes . . .  and all the 
others out there in the wardrobe . . .  and with a room like 
that . . .  [A gesture in the direction of the throne-room.] 

H E N RY rv:  Well ? Did you say it was a pity? 
LAND O L P H: Yes . . .  I did . . . I meant a pity we didn't know 

that . . .  
H E N R Y  rv: That you were playjng this thing out as a joke? 
LAN D O L P H :  Because, you see . • .  '";lie believed that . . .  

HA ROLD [coming to his assistance] :. Yes . . .  we believed that the 
whole thing was serious I 

H E N RY rv:  And isn't it? Do you really think it's not serious ? 
LAN D O L P H: Well, if you say that . . .  
H E N RY r v :  What I �ay is that you're a pack of fools ! You 

ought to have known how to create the fantasy for your­
selves ! Not just known how to play your parts when you 
were with me . . .  or when people came to see me from time 
to time . . . .  They should have become second nature to 
you ! You should have lived the part every minute of every 
day . . .  even when there was no one to see you . . . .  [Then, to 
BERTHO LD, taking him by the arm] So that this world of 
fiction which you had created for yourself . . . .  You'd eat in 
it . . .  sleep in it . . . .  You'd even scratch yourself in char­
acter when you felt your shoulder itching. [He turns to the 
others] And all the time you'd feel yourself to be living . . .  
really to be living . . .  in the history of the eleventh century 
. . .  here at the Court of your Emperor, Henry lV I And to 
think that at a distance of eight centuries from this remote 
age of ours . . . so colourful and yet so sepulchral . . . to 
think that the men of the twentieth century are torturing 
themselves, in an absolute agony of anxiety, to know how 
things will work out. Painstakingly they rush around, 
frantic about fate and fortune, and about what they have in 
store for them. Whereas you are already in history with me I 
And sad as my lot is . . .  hideous as are the events of my 
life . . .  with all the bitterness and all the struggle . . .  with 
all the sorrow and all the strife . . .  nonetheless . . .  it's all 
history . . . .  Nothing can cha;nge l . . .  Do you understand? 

So 



H E N RY I V  

. . .  Nothing can possibly change ! Everything i s  fixed for 
ever ! And you can peacefully gaze on in admiration as 
effect follows obediently upon cause, with the most perfect 
logic . . .  and as every event happens precisely and co­
herently, right down to the smallest detail. Yes, the pleas­
ures of history . . .  the pleasures of history . . .  and they're so 
very great I All yours I 

L A N D O LP H :  Beautiful . . .  beautiful . . .  oh l 
HENRY IV: Beautiful . . .  yes I But now it's all over . • • •  

Finished ! Now that you know, I can no longer go on 
with it! [Pick.r up the lamp to go to bed.] Neither could you . . .  
if up till now you've not understood the reason why we've 
lived like this ! Oh God, how sick I am of it now I [Then 
almost to himself, his voice vibrant with restrained fury.] By God 
I'll make her sorry she came here I Oh I Dressing herself up 
as my mother-in-law I And he . . .  was a monk I A reverend 
father I . . . And they bring along a doctor with them, so 
that he can study me . . . .  Who knows ? Perhaps they hope 
they can cure me ! . . .  The stupid, stupid fools ! There's one 
of them at least whose face I'd like to slap . . . .  Yes, that 
fellow !  They say he's an expert swordsman, don't they? 
He'll kill me . . . .  Run me through just like . . .  But we'll 
see . . •  we'll see . . •  [A knock is heard at the door.] Who is it? 

J O H N' s V O I CE:  Deo gratias l 
H A R OL D  [there is joy in his voice - perhaps he feels that there's 

still one joke left to pit!)'] : Ah, it's John!  It's John ! He's come 
to do the old monk as usual ! Every evening, regular as 
clockwork . . . I 

O R D U L P H  [rubbing his hands with glee] : Yes, let's make him do 
it ! Let's make him do it ! 

H E N R Y  I V  [instant!J, severe(y] : You fool l Why? Don't you see 
what a fool you are? Making fun of a poor old man who 
plays his part out of love for me l 

L A N D O L P H  [to O R D U L P H] : Everything's got to be as if it 
were true ! Didn't you understand that? 

H EN R Y  IV: Exactly ! As if it were true ! Because only when it's 
like that does the truth cease to be a joke ! [He goes and opens 
the door and lets in John, who is dressed as a humble friar and who is 
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carrying a roll of parchment under hi.r arm.] Come in I Come in, 
Father I [Then, as.ruming a tone of tragic gravity and of gloomy 
re.rentment.] All the documents concerning my life and my 
reign which were favourable to me were destroyed, de­
liberately destroyed, by my enemies. Orily one has escaped 
destruction . . .  My life, written by a humble monk who is 
devoted to me . . .  and you want to laugh at him ! [He turn.r 
affectionate!J to J O HN and invite.r him to .rit down at the table, on 
the .ride neare.rt the audience.] 

-
�it down, Father ! Sit down 

here . . . .  Let me put the lamp near you. [All through the 
preceding line.r he ha.r been holding the lamp. Now he put.r it down 
on the table near JO HN.] Write ! Write ! 

JOHN [unroll.r the roll of parchment and get.r reat!J to write at 
HENRY ' s  dictation] : I am ready, your Majesty! 

HENRY rv [dictating] : The decree of peace which was pro­
claimed at Mainz benefited the humble and the oppressed 
as much as it harmed the interests of the wicked and the 
powerful. [The curtain begin.r to fall.] It brought riches to the 
former . . .  hunger 8nd destit\ltion to the latter . • •  



ACT T H REE 

The scene is the throne-room. It is dark. The wall back can bare!y be 
distinguished in the darkness. The canvases of the two portraits have 
been removed and in their places, standing within the frames, which 
have been left there to give a framework to the emptiness of the niches, 
are F R I D A  and C H A R L E S  D I  N O LLI. They are in exact!y the same 
positions as the figures in the portraits. F R I D A  is dressed as the 
' Marchioness of Tuscany', as we saw her in Act Two, and C H A R L E S  

D I  N O LLI is dressed as ' Henry IV'. 

[For a moment or so after the curtain goes up the stage appears 
to be empty. The do(Jr left opens and H E N R Y  I V  enters, carrying 
his lamp by the ring at the top. He is lofiking back, talking to 
the four young men who, together with J O H N, are supposed!y in 
the adjoining room, just as we left them at the end of Act 
Two.] 

H E N RY IV: No l Stay where you are! Stay where you are l I 
can manage by myself. Good night ! [He closes the door behind 
him and moves, very sad and tired, across the room, in the direction 
of the second door on the right, which leads into his apartments.] 

F R I D A  [immediate!y she sees that he has gone a little wqy past the 
throne, she whispers from her niche. Her voice is that of a woman 
who feels herself fainting away through fear] : Henry . . •  

H E N R Y  I V  [stopping at the sound of her voice, as if someone had 
treacherously stabbed him in the back. He turns a terror-stricken 
face towards the wall back, and instinctively half raises his arms, as 
if to ward off a blow] : Who's calling me ? [It's not really a 
question. . • . It's more of an exclamation, an exclamation that 
vibrates with shuddering terror. It doesn't expect any rep!y from 
the darkness and the terrible silence of the throne-room, which 
quite suddenly have become filled for him with the suspicion that he 
really is mad.] 

F R I D A  [his gesture of terror has done nothing to mitigate her own 
terror at the part she is plqying. Now she repeats a little more 
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loud!J] : Henry . • •  [And although rhe wirher rti/1 to maintain 
the part rhe har been given to play, rhe rtretcher her head a little 
way out of the frame and look! in the tiirection of the niche in 
which DI N O L L I  if ;tanding.] 

[H E N RY IV giver a dreadful cry and letrfa/1 hir lamp. Covering 
hir head with hir armr, he maker a movement ar if to run away. 
FRIDAjumpr out of the frame on to the ledge in front, and 
rtand.r there !creaming like a mad woman.] 

F RI D A: Henry ! . . .  Henry ! . . .  i:m afraid l  . . .  I'm afraid!  
[Meanwhile D I N o L L  I har afro /e�pt out of hir frame on to the 
ledge and thence to the floor. He rurher over to F R I DA, who ir 
on the verge of fainting. She continuer to rcream, her face and 
voice convufred with terror. The D O C T O R, DONNA MATILDA 

(afro dremd ar the 'Marchioneu of Turcaf!Y'), TITO BEL­

C R EDI, LAN D O L P H, HAROLD, O R D U L PH, BERT H O LD, 

and J O H N  all burrt in through the door left. One of them im­
mediate!J turnr on the light. It'r a rtrange light, which comer 
from bulbr hidden in the ceiling, ro that on!J the upper part of 
the ret ir well-lit. HENRY IV gazer on in utter artonirhment 
at thir unexpected inrurh, coming ar it do�r immediate!J after 
that moment of terror. He ir rti/1 rhuddering at the memory of it. 
The otherr ignore him and rurh anxiourly over to comfort and 
rupport F R I DA. She ir lying trembling and robbing in the armr 
of her fiance. There ir a babble of conjured talk.] 

DI NO LLI: No ! No ! Frida ! . . .  I'm here now ! . . .  I'll look 
after you ! 

D O C T O R  [coming up with the otherr] : Stop ! Not another . • .  I We 
mustn't go on with it . . . .  There's no need . . . . 

DONNA MATILDA: He's cured, Frida ! Can't you see? He's 
cured ! Can't you see? 

DI NOLLI [in utter amazement] : Cured? 
BELC REDI: It was all a joke. Now just be calm ! Everything's 

all right ! 
F RIDA [frenzied!J] : No ! I'm afraid ! I'm afraid ! 
D ONNA MATILDA: But what are you afraid of? Look at him! 

He was never mad at all l •He was never mad at all ! 
DI NOLLI [rti/1 quite bewildered] : He was never mad at all? What 

on earth are you talking about? He's cured? 
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DOCTOR: It certainly seems s ol As far as I'm concerned, I 
should say . • .  

BELCREDI: Of course he's cw:edl Thry told us sol [He points to 
the four young men.] 

D ONNA MATILDA: Yes, and has been for some time I He con­
fided in them. 

D I  NOLLI [now more indignant than bewildered]: But what on 
earth . . . I What does it mean? If up until a s hort while 
ago . . . ? 

BELCREDI: Ohl He was acting! He wanted to have a good 
laugh at your expense! And at our expense tool And in all 
good faith we . • .  

D I  NOLLI: Is it really possible? Do you mean to say that he 
wou ld even go so far as to deceive his own sister, right up 
until the day she died? 

[HENRY IV meanwhile has remained to one side, peering now 
at one, now at another, as the rain of mockery and accusations 
grows. To them quite obvious!J what is now revealed appears as 
a cruel jest. By the ftarhing of his ryes he shows that he is 
meditating revenge, though the violent anger which is raging 
like a tumult within him has so far prevented him from clear!J 
defining to himself the nature of that revenge. At this point he is 
stung to the quick, and, with the clear intention of assuming as 
true the fiction thry have so insidious!J created for him, he now 
bursts out.] 

HENRY IV [shouting at D I  NOLLI] : Go on I Go on I 
D I  NOLLI [astounded, taken aback by the cry]: Go on? What do 

you mean, go on? 
HENRY IV: It's not only your sister that's dead I 
D I  NOLLI [even more taken aback] : 1v[y sister? I was talking 

about your sister . . .  whom you compelled right up to the 
day she died to present hersel f  here as your mother Agnes I 

HENRY IV: Then she wasn't your mother? 
DI NOLLI: Yes, she was my mother! .LVfy mother! 
HENRY IV: But, for me • . .  and I am old and far away . • . she 

is dead . . . .  Your mother· is dead I And you . . .  you have 
just tumbled down . . . a brand new being . . . from up 
there. [He points to the niche from which D I  NOLLI has leapt.] 
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And how do you know whether I've not wept for her . • .  

wept a long time for her • . .  secretly . • •  even though I am 
dressed like this? 

DONNA MATILDA [in consternation, looking at the others]: But 
what's he saying? 

D O C T O R  [great[y affected, studying him] : Quiet . • •  please! Please 
be quiet i 

HENRY IV: What am I saying?. I'm asking you all if Agnes 
was not the mother of Henry IV !  [He turns to F R I D A, as if 
indeed she realty were the Marchioness of Tusca�.] You, my 
dear Marchioness, ought to know ! Or so it seems to me l 

F R I D A  [still afraid, clinging more tight& to D I  NOLLI] : No ! No ! 
I don't know ! I don't know anything at all about it ! 

D O C T O R: It's the madness returning . . • .  Please be quiet, 
ladies and gentlemen ! 

B E L C R E D I  [angri[y] :  Madness be damned, Doctor! He's pick­
ing up the play where he left off! He's acting again ! 

HENRY IV [immediate[y] : You accuse me of acting? It was you 
who emptied those niches there, and he stands before me as 

Henry IV . . .  
B E L C R E D I :  Well anyway, let's have done with the joke now ! 
H E N R Y  IV: Who said it was a joke? 
D O C T O R  (loud[y, to BELCREDI] : Don't excite him, for the love 

of God l 
B E L C REDI [not heeding him, even louder] : Why, they said it was a 

joke ! [Again he points to the four young men.] They said so l 
They said so l 

HEN R Y  IV [turning to look at them] : You ? Did you say it was a 
joke? 

LANDOLPH [timidty, embarrassed] : No • • .  to tell the truth . . •  

we said that you were cured ! 
BELCREDI: Look here, I think we've all had about enough of 

this ! Let's have done ! [To DONNA MATILDA] Don't you 
think, my dear Marchioness, that the sight of you and him 
[pointing to DI NOLLI] dressed up like that, is becoming more 
and more intolerabte? It's all so childish ! 

DONNA MATILDA: Oh, be quieti  What does it matter how 
we're dressed, so long as he teally is cured ? 
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HENRY IV: Cured? Yes, I'm cured ! [To BELCREDI] But I'm 
not going to let it all end like this . • .  all at once . • .  as �vou 
think I should. [Attacking] Do you know that for the last 
twenty years no one has ever dared to appear before me 
dressed like you and that gentleman? [Pointing to the 
D OCTOR.) 

BELC REDI: Of course I know I As a matter of fact, this morn­
ing I appeared before you dressed . • .  

HENRY IV: As a monk ! Oh, yes ! 
BELCREDI: And you took me for Peter Damiani ! And I 

didn't even laugh, because I believed . . .  
HENRY IV: • • •  That I was mad I And does it make you laugh, 

when you see her dressed up like that, now that I'm cured? 
And yet you might have remembered that in my eyes her 
appearance now . . • [He interrupts himself sudden(y with a 
gesture of contempt.] Pah l [And immediate(y he turns to the 
DOCTOR.] You are a doctor? 

D O CTOR: Yes, I . . •  

HENRY IV: And it was you who dressed them both up as the 
Marchioness of Tuscany ? Do you know, Doctor, that for 
one moment you ran the terrible risk of bringing black, 
empty night back into my brain ? My God, to make those 
portraits speak ! To make them come to life and leap out of 
their frames ! [He sltldies FRIDA and D I  NOLLI. Then he 
looks at the MARCHIONESS. Final(y he looks at the clothes he is 
wearing.] A most beautiful pattern . . . .  Two pairs . . . . Ex­
cellent, my dear Doctor . • . .  Very good indeed . . . .  And for 
a madman • . .  [A slight gesture with his hand in the direction of 
BELCREDI.] He thinks it's a carnival out of season now, 
doesn't he? [Turns and looks at him.] Well then, I'll get rid of 
this fancy dress of mine, too I So that I can come away with 
you ! Shall I?  

BELCREDI: With me? With us ? 
HENRY IV: Where shall we go? To the Club? In tails and white 

tie? Or shall we go to th\! Marchioness's? Both of us to-
gether? 

.. 

BELCREDI: Wherever you like ! You surely wouldn't want to 
remain here alone, to perpetuate what was an unfortunate 
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trick of fate that happened one carnival day I It's absolutdy 
incredible . . .  it really is incredible how you were able to go 
on as you have . . .  once you'd shaken off the effects of the 
disaster that befell you I 

HENRY IV: Yes, it is I You see how it was I The fact is that, fall­
ing from my horse and striking my head as I did, I was 
completdy insane for . . .  oh, I don't know how long . . .  

D O CTO R: Ah, this is most important ( Most important ( Did 
this insanity last a very long time? 

HENRY IV: [to the D O C T O R, very rapid!J] Yes, Doctor, a very 
long time . . . .  About twdve years. [Then, immediate!J turning 
and speaking to B E L C REDI.] And so, my dear fellow, I saw 
nothing of what happened after that day of carnival. Of 
what happened for you, but not for me. I saw nothing of 
how things changed. Of how my friends betrayed me. For 
instance, I didn't see it when another man took my place in 
the heart of the woman I loved. . . . Perhaps it didn't 
happen I Who knows ? But let's suppose that it did. I didn't 
know who'd died. Who'd disappeared from circulation. All 
this, you know, wasn't exactly a joke for me . . .  as you seem 
to imagine ( 

BELC REDI: No I No I That wasn't what I meant at ali i I was 
talking about afterwards !  

HENRY IV: Oh, you were ? Afterwards ? One day . . .  (Stops 
and turns to the D O C T O R.] A most interesting case, Doctor( 
Study me, study me carefully I [As he speaks he is trembling all 
over.] All by itself . . .  one day . . .  Heaven knows how or 
why l . . .  the trouble here . . . [He touches his forehead.] 
righted itself. Little by little I opened my eyes again • • •  

and at first I didn't know whether I was awake or dream­
ing ! Yes, I was awake I I touched the things around me. I 
began to see clearly again I Ah l . . .  and now, as he says 
[alluding to BELC REDI], off with this fancy dress I Off with 
this incubus I Let's fling open the windows, and breathe in 
life again ! Let's get out, of here ! And away I Away I Let's 
rush out of here· . . . .  [Sudden!J pulling himself up.] But, 
where ? And to do what? To have myself slily pointed out as 
Henry IV? Even though I i?ould no longer be as you see 
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m e  now, but arm i n  arm with you and surrounded b y  all the 
dear friends of the life I used to lead ? 

B E L C R E D I: Oh, no ! How can you suggest • • .  ? Why should 
they ? 

D O N N A  M A T I L D A :  Who would dare ? Now! Why it's not to 
be thought off It was an accident ! 

H E N R Y  I V :  But they all said that I was mad before it hap­
pened. fTo B E L C R E D I] And you know it ! You were more 
ferocious than any of them in attacking anyone who tried to 
defend me l 

BEL C R E D I :  Oh, that was all a joke ( 
HEN R Y  IV: Look at my hair ! [Shows him the hair on the nape of 

his neck.] 
B EL C R E D I :  But my hair's grey too l 
H E N R Y  IV: Yes, but there's this difference . . . .  Mine has gone 

grey here, you understand . . .  while I've been Henry IV . . •  

and I never knew it ! I became aware of it suddenly one day, 
just as I was opening my eyes I And it was terrifying, 
because all at once I realized that not only had my hair gone 
grey, but that I was all grey inside ! That everything was 
finished. Crumbled into ruins. I should arrive hungry as a 
wolf at a banquet which had long since been cleared away. 

B E L C R E D I: Yes, I know . . . .  But the others . . .  
H E N RY IV [immediatety] : I know, they couldn't even wait till I 

was cured ! Not even those people who came up behind me 
and viciously stabbed my horse till it bled . . . .  

D I  N O LLI [startled, appalled by what this implies] : What? • . •  

What did you say? 
H E N R Y  IV: Yes, treacherously . . •  so as to make it rear and 

throw me. 
D ONNA M A T I L D A  [quickty, in horror] : This is the first time I 

knew that that was what happened ! 
H E N R Y  IV:  That too was meant a5 a joke, probably ! 
D O N N A  M A T I LDA: But who did it? Who was riding behind 

us at that moment? 
H E N R Y  IV: It doesn't matter who it was I They all went on 

with the banquet, quite happy that I should arrive to find 
their leavings . . .  their leavings, my dear Marchioness I A 
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slobbered-out scraping of pity . . • •  A dirty remnant or two 
of remorse left sticking to the filthy plate. Thank you, my 
dear friends ! [Sudden!J IHrning to the D O CT O R.] Now, 
Doctor, don't you think this case is absolutely unique in the 
annals of madness ? I preferred to remain mad, because I 
found everything ready to my hand for this new and de­
lightful experience. I preferred to live out this madness of 
mine, so that I might revenge myself on the brutality of a 
stone that had din ted my hea� I I would live it out with the 
most lucid consciousness of wrui.t I was doing. And solitude 
• • •  this solitude . . .  bleak and empty as it appeared when first 
I opened my eyes again . . .  I immediately determined to 
make into something finer ! I would trick it out in all the 
splendour, all the brilliant colours of that far-off day of 
carnival, when you • • .  [He looks at D ONNA MATILDA and 
points out F R I DA to her.] There you are, Marchioness, over 
there I . . . When you triumphed I And I would oblige all 
those who presented themselves before me to play out that 
famous pageant of the past, which had been • . .  for you,"but 
not for me . . .  the jest of a day ! And, my God, they'd play 
as I bid them now I I would turn that jest into a reality . . • .  

An everlasting reality . . •  the reality of a true madne�s I Here 
• • •  all in our costumes . • .  the masks of the parts we were to 
play • • .  with this throne-room . . .  and these four coun­
sellors of mine . . • Privy counsellors . • • Privy and, of 
course • • •  traitors! [He turn.r quickfy towards them.] I should 
like to know what you have gained by revealing the fact 
that I was cured I If I am cured, then there's no longer any 
need for you, and you'll be out of a job ! To give anyone 
one's confidence . . .  that is an act of real madness I Ah I And 
now I accuse you in my turn ! Do you know what? They 
actually thought that we might carry on the joke . . .  they 
and I • . •  and have a lot of fun at your expense! [He bursts 
out laughing. With the exception of D ONNA MATILDA, the 
others also laugh . • .  but they are clear!J still thoroughlY put out.] 

BELCREDI (to DI NOLLI) : Did you hear? That's not bad . . • •  

DI NOLL I [to the four young men] : Did- you? 
HENRY r v: We must forgiv� them ! This dress [plucking at his 
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robe], which for m e  is the caricature . • .  manifest and volun­
tary . . .  of that other masquerade -. . .  that ceaseless, ever­
lasting masquerade in which we are the involuntary actors 
. . .  poor strolling players . . • .  [He points to B E L C R E D r.] 
When . . .  without knowing we're doing it . • .  we mask our­
selves with the semblance that we have for ourselves . . .  
And dress . . .  their dress . . .  well, we must forgive them ! 
Since they do not yet see it as one and the same thing with 
themselve�. [Turning again to B E L C R E D I.] You know, it's 
quite easy to get accustomed to it. You walk about like 
this, playing the part of a tragic character . . .  just as if it 
were nothing . . .  [Walks about in a tragic manner.] . . . in a 
room like this I Listen, Doctor ! I remember one sunny day 
in November seeing a priest . . .  an Irishman, by the look of 
him . . .  a handsome fellow . . .  asleep on a bench in a public 
garden . . .  with his arm resting on the back of it. He was 
lost in the golden delight of the warm sunny air, which 
must have seemed almost like a breath of summer to him. 
We can be quite sure that, at that moment, he was com­
pletely oblivious of the fact that he was a priest, com­
pletely oblivious even of where he was. He was dreaming I 
And who knows what he was dreaming I A little urchin 
came past with a flower in his hand. He'd torn it up some­
where, roots and all. As he went by, he tickled the priest 
with it, here on the throat. I saw him open his smiling eyes, 
and his whole mouth laughed with the beauty and the 
blessedness of the laughter of his dream. The world did not 
exist for him at that moment ! Then all at once he stiffened 
back into his priest's cassock, and there came back into his 
eyes that ,.;arne seriousness which you have seen in mine. 
Because Irish priests defend the seriousness of their 
catholic faith with the same zeal with which I defend the 
sacred rights of hereditary monarchy. Ladies and gentle­
men, I am cured I Because I know perfectly well that I'm 
playing the madman here ! ..(\nd I do so very quietly. You 
are the ones who are to be pitied, for you live out your 
madness in a state of constant agitation . • •  without seeing 
it . • .  without knowing it. 
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BELCREDI: So that's what i t  all boils down to, is it? We're the 
ones who are mad! 

HENRY IV [with an effort he restrains the violence of his emotions]: 
But if you weren't mad, would you have come to see me 
, . .  together? • . •  the two of you together ! [A gesture in the 
direction oj the M A R C H IONESS.) 

B E L C REDI:  Well, to tell you the honest truth, I came here 
believing that you were the one who was mad. 

HENRY IV [immediate!J, in a 'loud voice, pointing to the M A R-

C H I ONEss] : And she? 
· ' 

B E L C R ED I: Ahl , . .  she . , .  as for her . .  , I don't know , , ,  I 
see, however, that what you've been saying has , , , how 
shall I put it ? . . .  enchanted her . . .  , She's spell-bound by 
your words. , , , Fascinated by this conscious madness of 
yours I [He turns to her] Dressed as you are, my dear Mar­
chioness, you might even remain here and live out that 
madness with him . .  , . 

DONNA MATILDA: You are insolent ! 
HENRY IV [immediate(y,placating her] : Don't bother about him! 

Don't bother about him I Let him go on tormenting me . . .  
although the Doctor has told him not to. [Turning to BEL­

C R E D I] But do you really think I'm going to trouble my­
self any more about what happened between us . . .  ? About 
the part you played in my misfortune . . .  the misfortune 
that lost me . . .  her! [Pointing to the M A R C HIONESS. Then 
he turns to her and points to BELCREDI.] Or about the part he 
now plays in your life ! This is my life ! Quite a different sort 
of life from the one you lead I Your life . . .  the life in which 
you have grown old . . .  I have not lived that life ! , , . [To 
D ONNA MATILDA] Was that what you wanted to tell me? 
Was that what you wanted to show me with this sacrifice of 
yours ? Dressing yourself up like this . . .  so that the Doctor 
could play his little scene . . . .  Oh, it was very well done, my 
dear Doctor! As I said . . .  'As we were then, eh? And as we 
are now.' But I'm not a madman in your sense of the word, 
Doctor ! I kr;low quite well that [pointing to DI N O LLI] that 
man cannot possibly be me . . .  because I am Henry IV . . .  
and have been these last twenty years . •  , here . , • fixed in 
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this eternal mask! She has lived through these twenty years . 
• • • [Pointing to the MARCHIONESS] She has enjoyed them 
. . .  and she has become . . .  look at her . . .  a woman I can 
no longer recognize . . .  because it is like that that I know 
her ! [Pointing to FRIDA, and then going over to her.] For me she 
is always this woman I You seem just like a lot of children to 
me . . . .  Children that I can frighten so easily ! [To FRIDA] 
And you're frightened, too, little girl, aren't you, by the 
joke they persuaded you to play on me ? And they didn't 
understand that for me it couldn't possibly be the joke they 
meant it to be. No, it became this terrible prodigy . . .  a 
dream that came alive in you . . .  more alive than ever be­
fore ! You were there . . .  a picture . . .  and they've turned 
you into a living being ! You're mine ! You're mine ! Mine ! 
Mine in my own right ! [He clasps her in his arms, laughing 
like a madman, while all the others cry out in terror. But when 
they rush over to tear FRIDA from his arms, he becomes furious, 
terrible, and cries out to the four young men.] 

HENRY IV: Hold them ! Hold them ! I order you to hold them ! 
[So astounded are the four young men that, as if mesmerized, 
they try automaticai!J to prevent DI  NOLLI, the DOCTOR, and 
BELCREDifrom reaching HENRY IV.) 

BELCREDI [freeing himself without difficulty and hurling himself at 
HENRY IV] :  Let her go ! Let her go ! You're not mad ! 

HEN RY IV [in a flash he turns to LANDOLPH, who is standing near 
him, and draws his JWord] : So I'm not mad, eh ? Take that, 
you . . .  J [And he drivesLANDOLPH'S  sword into BELC REDI '  S 
bei!J. A cry of horror goes up. Everyone rushes to help BELCREDI. 
General uproar, during which the following exclamations are 
uttered] : 

DI NOLLI: Are you badly hurt? 
BERTHOLD: Yes ! He's wounded him pretty badly ! It's pretty 

serious ! 
DOCTOR: I told you so l 
FRIDA :  Oh, God ! 
DI NOLLI: Frida, come here-! 
DONNA MATILDA: He's mad ! Mad J 
DI NOLLI: Hold him ! 
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BELCREDI [as they carry him through the door left, he protests 
fterce!J] : No ! No ! You're not mad ! He's not mad ! He's n't 
mad! 

[They go out through the door left and the confused noise of their 
cries can be heard from off-stage. Sudden!J a sharper, piercing 
cry from DONNA MATILDA is heard above the general din. 
And then • • .  silence.] 

HENRY IV [has remained on-stage, surrounded fry LANDOLPH, 
oR D u L PH, and HARoLD. His eyes are staring. He is terrified by 
the life of the fiction which he hinmlf has created, and which in one 
fleeting moment has driven him to commit a crime] : And now . . .  
yes . . .  inevitably . . .  [He calls them around htm, as if to pro-
tect himself.] Here . . .  we must remain here • . .  together . . •  

together • • .  for ever ! 
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ACT ONE 

The smartly furnished drawing-room of Silia Gala's flat. 
At the back, a large double sliding door, painted white, with red 

glass panes in the upper panels, divides this room from the dining­
room. 

The front door and a window are on the Left. 
In the Right-hand wall there is a fireplace, and on the mantel­

piece an ormolu clock. Near the fireplace, another door leads to a 
third room. 

When the curtain rises, both sections of the glass door are slid right 
back into the wall. 

The time is about Io. I 5 p.m. 

[GUI D O  V E N A NZI, in evening dress, is standing by the dining­
room table, on which a number of liqueur bottles can be seen in a 
silver stand. 
S I L I A  G ALA, in a light dressing-gown, is in the drawing-room, 
huddled up dqy-dreaming in an armchair.] 

G U I D O: Chartreuse? 
[He waits for an answer. S I LI A  ignores him.] 

Anisette? 
[Same result.] 

Cognac? Well? Shall I choose? 
[He pours out a glass of anisette, and takes it to S I L I A.] 

Here, try this. 
[s i L I A  still takes no notice, and remains motionless for a few 
seconds. Then, shuddering with annoyance at finding him near 
her with the glass in his hand, J"he utters an exclamation of 
irritation. G U I DO, annqyed, drinks the glass in one gulp.] 

G U I D O  [bowing] : Thanks for the trouble ! I didn't really 
want it. 

[ s I L I A  resumes her original attitude. G u I D o  puts down the 
glass, sits down, and turns to look at her.] 

You might at least tell me what's the matter with you. 
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SILIA: If you imagine I'm here . . .  
GUIDo: Oh, so you're not here? You're somewhere else, I 

suppose ? 
SILIA [furif..us{y] :  Yes, I am somewhere else ! Miles away ! 
GUIDo [quiet{y, after a pause, as though to himself] : Then I'm 

alone, eh? In that case, I may as well see if there's anything 
worth stealing here. 

[He gets up and pretends to search about the room.l 
Let me see . . .  a few pain�ngs. N - no, too modern! 
Silver . . .  hardly worth troubling about! 

[He approaches SILIA as though he does not see her. When 
quite close to her he stops with an expression of mock sur­
prise.] 

Hullo l What's this ? Your body left behind in the chair? I 
shall certainly take that ! [He tries to embrace her.] 

SILIA[jumping to her feet and pushing him aw'V']: Stop it I I tell 
you I won't have itl 

GUIDo: Oh, pity I You're back again already ! Your husband 
i� right when he say� our only real trip� abroad are the ones 
we make in our imagination. 

SILIA: You know, that's the fourth or fifth time you've 
memioned him tonight. 

GUIDo: It seems to be the only way of getting you to talk 
to me. 

S ILIA: No, Guido, it only makes you more of a bore. 
GUIDO: Thanks ! 
SILIA [after a long paJI.fe, with a sigh, dt:rtantty ': I saw it all so 

clearly I 
GUIDo: What did you see? 
,SILIA: I must have read about it, I suppose. But everything 

was so clear and vivid. A woman, sitting there, smiling to 
herself as she worked. 

GUIDo: What was she doing? 
SILIA: I don't know - I couldn't see her hands. But it was 

something women do while their men are away fishing. I 
think it's in Iceland. Ye�, that's where it is. 

GUIDo: You were dreaming you were in . . .  Iceland? 
SILIA: Yes, I was day-dreami�g. But that':. the way I always 
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travel. [Pau.re.] It's got t o  stop ! It's got to stop ! [Aggres­
.riveq.] This can't go on anv longer. 

G U I D O :  You're referring to me, I suppose? 
S I L I A :  I'm referring to myself. 
G U I D O: But don't you see that anything that concerns you 

concerns me too ? 
S I L I A  [annqyed] : Oh, God ! You always see everything on such 

a tiny scale. You're shut up in a smug little cut-and-dried 
world of your own, where nothing is allowed to exht that 
doesn't concern you personally. I bet geography still means 
nothing more to you than a textbook, and a map on a 
schoolroom wall I 

G U I D O  [puzzled]: Geography? 
S I L I A :  Yes. Didn't your teacher set you lists of names to be 

learnt by heart for homework? 
G U I D O :  Lord, yes ( What a bore( 
S I LIA: But rivers, mountains, countries, islands, continents ­

thev really_M exist. vou know. 
G U I D O  [.rarca.rticalq] : Really? Thanks for telling me l 
S I LIA:  And there are people living there - and all the time 

we're cooped up in this room. 
G U I D O  [a.r though light had .rudden& dawned on him] : Ah, I see. 

You're hinting that I ought to take you abroad. 
S I L I A :  There you go again ! I make a perfectly general state­

ment, and you immediately think it must have some bear­
ing on our situation. I'm not hinting at anything. l'n1' 
merely trying to 'broaden your outlook ';  to make you 
think a little about all the different lives other people live. 
I can't bear this life any longer. I'm stifled ! 

· 

G U I D O :  But what sort of life diJ ¥'W ...ant? 
S I L I A: I don't know. Any life that's different from this ! God, 

if I could only see the faintest glimmer of hope for the 
future ( I tell you I'd be perfectly happy just basking in that 
ray of hope - without running to flatten my nose against 
the window-pane to see what there is in store for me out-
side. 

· 

G U I D O :  You're talking as if you were in a �rison D 
s I L I A: I am in prison ! 
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GUIDO: Oh ? Who's keeping you there ? 
S I LIA:  You, and everyone else ) Even my own body, because 

I can never forget that tes a woman's. How can I, when you 
men are always startng at m f1 ure? I never thtnk about 
my , un 1 catc men s eyes ogling. Often I burst out 
laughing. ' Well,' I say to myself, ' there's no getting away 
from it - I am a woman ! '  

G U I D O :  I don't think you've any reason to complain about 
that. 

. 

S ILIA :  Because I'm attractive ? [Pau'se.] But can't you see that 
all . . .  this is mainly due to my being continually reminded 
I'm a woman, and forced to be one when I don't want to 
be? 

G Ui'D"o [s/owry, detached] : Tonight, for example. 
� I L I A: Being a woman has never given me any pleasure. 
G U I DO:  Not even the pleasure of making a man miserable? 
s ILIA :  Yes , that perhaps. Often. 
G U I D O  [as bifore] : Tonight, for example. 

[Pause. S I L I A  sits absorbed.] 
S I LIA [fretjulry] : But one's own life ! . . .  the life we don't share 

with anybody - not even ourselves . .  . 

G U I D O :  What are you talking about? 
S ILIA:  Haven't you ever stood gazing at yo reflectio in a 
��t thinking about your�elf? Su en y you feel 
��elongs to someone else, str nge and you 
study it intently. Then you see a stray lociC o air, or some-
thing - automatically you push it back into place, and 
immediately the spell is broken, everything is spoilt. 

S ILIA :  Other people'�re lik a mirror so are ou� 
G U I D O : Yes - well ? a 

when we are using� to loo rselves to fin� 
the way we ought to live; the way we are bound to live, in 
fact. Oh, I can't explain I 

[A pause.] 
G U I D O  [approaching]: Shall I tell you frankly why you're 

getting so worked up ? · 

S I L I A  [prompt!y] : Because you're here - standing in front of 
me l 
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G UIDO [taking it to heart] : Oh l In that case would you like me 
to go ? 

S I LIA: Ye�, you had better. 
GUIDO:  But why, Silia ? 

[S ILIA shrugs her shoulders.] 
Why do you treat me so badly ? 

SILIA: I'm not treating you badly. I don't want people to see 
you here too often, that's ail. 

GUIDO: Too often ! Why, I hardly ever come here. It must 
be more than a week since I was here last. Obviously time 
passes too quickly for you. 

SILIA: Quickly? Every day seems an eternity ! 
GUIDO [close] : Then why do you pretend that I count for. 

nothing in your life ? Silia . . .  [He tries to embrace her.] 
SILIA [irritated] : Oh, for heaven's sake, Guido ! 
GUIDO:  I've waited for you day after day. You hardly let me 

see you any more . . .  
SILIA:  But don't you see the state I'm in? 
GUIDO:  That's simply because you don't know what you 

want. You go and invoke some vague hope or other that 
will open a chink for you into the future. 

SILIA: According to you, I suppose I ought to go forward to 
meet the future with a ruler in my hand to measure all my 
desires. ' So much I may allow myself to want, and no 
more.' It's like doling out sweets to a child ! 

GUIDO: I expect you think I'm being pedantic l 
SILIA: Yes, I do. All this you're saying bores me stiff! 
GUIDO:  Thanks ! 
SILIA: You want to make me believe that I have had every: 

thing I could wish for, and that I'm getting ' worked up ' 
like this now - as you put it - because I'm snatching at 
something out of reach - at the impossible. Isn't that it? 
[Mimicking him.] ' It's not reasonable ! '  Oh, I know that ! 
But what would you have me do ? I do want the impossible ! 

GUIDO: What, for instance ? 
SILIA: Can you tell me what I've had out of life to make me 

happy? 
GUIDO: Happiness is all a question of degree. One person is 
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satisfied with little; another has everything, and is never 
satisfied. 

SILIA: Do you imagine I have everything? 
GUIDO:  No, but yo.p're peyer cgptegt vdtA t:R.i5JSS as they are. 
· What on earth are you hankering after? 
SILIA [as though to herself] : I want to be rich . . .  my own mis­

tress . . .  free ! [Suddenly flaring up.] Haven't you understood 
• yet that all this has been his revenge? 
G U I DO: It's your own fault ! Yo:u don't know how to use the 

freedom he's given you. 
SILIA:  Freedom to let myself be made love to by you or some­

one else, freedom to sta here or o an where I 1' Oh 
yes ! m free I Free as the air . . .  But what if I'm. never 
myself! 

GU IDO: What do you mean, never yourself? 
S I L IA: Do you really think I'm free to be myself and do just 

as I like, as though no one else were there to prevent me? 
G U I DO:  Well, who is preventing you? 
S ILIA: He is ! I can't help seeing him always throwing this 

precious freedom to me like an old shoe, and going off to 
live by himself - after spending three years proving to me 
that this wonderful freedom has no real existence. No matter 

;what use I try to make of it, I shall always be his slave . . .  I 
Even a slave of that chair of his I Look at it: standing in 
front of me determined to be one of his chairs, not some­
thing belong to me, and made for me to sit in l 

G U I D O :  This is an obsession, you know. 
S I LIA:  That man haunts me l 
(; Ji i D O :  You never see him ! 
S I LIA: But he's there, he exists, and I shall always be haunted 

by him as long as I know he exists. God, I wish he were 
dead ! 

G U I D O :  Well, he practically is dead as far as you're con­
cerned. He's give up .paying you those absurd half-hour 
visits in the evenings, hasn't he? He only comes as far as 
the front door and get� the maid to ask if you have any 
message for him. 

S I LIA: Yes, but he ought to c;ome up to the flat, and stay here 
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for half an hour every evening. That's what we agreed he 
was to do. 

G U I D O: Really, Silia, this is beyond me. A minute ago you 
were complaining that . . .  

S I L I A :  Oh, I know to you this is just another of my con­
tradictions I 

G U I D O: Well, haven't you just said you were haunted by 
him? 

S I L I A :  Don't ou see it's the fact of his bein alive, his mere 
existence that aunts and obsesses me? It's not is ody at 
all. On the contraryj it would be much better tf I did see 
hl!E· And it's just because he knows that, he doesn't let me 
see him any more. If he did come in and sit down over 
there, he'd seem like any other man, neither uglier nor 
better-looking; I'd see those eyes of his that I never liked 
(God, they're horrible - sharp as needles and vacant at the 
same time); I'd hear that voice of his that gets on my nerves; , 
I'd have something tangible to grapple with - and I'd even 
get some satisfaction out of giving him the bother of coming 
upstairs for nothing I 

G U I D O :  I don't believe it. 
S I L IA :  What don't you believe? 
G U I D O: That anything could possibly bother him ! 
S IL I A :  He's like a ghost, quite detached from life, existing 

only to haunt other people's lives. I sit for hours on end 
absolutely crushed by the thought. There he is, alone in his 
own apartment, dressed up as a cook - (dressed up as a cook, 
I ask you I) - looking down on everybody from above� 
watching and understanding every move you make, every­
thing you do, knowing all your thoughts, and making you, 
foresee exactly what you're going to do next - and, of 
course, when you know what it is, you no longer want to 
do it ! That man has paralysed mel I've only one idea con­
tinually gnawing at my brain: how to get rid of him, how 
to free myself from . . .  

[The house telephone rings 
.
off-stage.] 

G U I D O :  Really, Silia, aren't you being rather melodramatic ! 
S I LIA: It's t he truth. 
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[There is a knock at the door on the Left.] 
Come in. 

CLARA [opens the door]: Excuse me, Signora, the master has 
rung up from downstairs. 

S I LIA: Ah, so he's here l 
CLARA: He wants to know if there's any message. 
S ILIA: Yes, there is. Tell him to come up, Clara. 
GUIDO: But, Silia . • .  

SILIA: Tell him to come up. . . 

�LARA: Very good, Signora. [She exits.] 
GUIDO: But why, Silia? Why tonight when I'm here? 
SILIA: For the very reason that you are here I 
GUIDO: No, Silia - don't do it. 
&ILIA: Yes, I shall - to punish you for coming. What's more 

I'll leave you here to deal with him. I'm going to my 
bedroom. 

[She goes towards the door on the Right.] 
GUIDO [rugfter her and holding her back) : No, don't, Silial 

Are you a . What will he say? 
S ILIA: What do you expect him to say? 
GUIDO: Silia • . •  listen . . .  it's late • . •  

SILIA: So much the better. 
GUIDO: No, no, Silia. That would be going too far. It's 

madness. 
SILIA [freeing her.-elj from him] : I don't wish to see him. 
GUIDO: Neither do I. 
S ILIA: You're going to entertain him. 
GUIDO: Oh, no, I'm not. He won't find me here either. 

[S ILIA goes into her room. GUIDO immediately runs into the 
dining-room, shutting the glass door. 
There is a knock at the front door.] 

LEONE [off]: May I come in? 
[He opens the door and puts his head round.) 

May I?  . . . [He breakr off, seeing no one there.] 
Well, well I 

[He looks r.ound .the rorJm, then takes his watch out of his 
pocket, goes to the mantelpiece, opens. the face of the dock and 
moves the hands so that it .rtrikes twice, then puts his watch 
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back in his pocket and goes and settles down calmly to await the 
passing of the agreed half-hour. 
After a short pause a confused whispering is heard from the 
dining-room. It is S ILIA trying to urge GUIDO into the drawing­
room. LEONE remains motionless. Present(y one section of the 
glass door opens and GUIDO enters, leaving the door open.] 

GUIDO [ill at ease] : Oh • • •  hullo, Leone. I dropped in for a 
spot of chartreuse. 

LEONE: At half-past ten? 
GUIDO: Yes . . .  As a matter of fact • . .  I was just going. 
LEONE: I didn't mean that. Was it green chartreuse or yellow? 
GUIDO: Oh, I . . .  I don't remember. Green, I think. 
LEONE: At about two o'clock you'll have the most horrible 

nightmare, and wake up with your tongue feeling like a 

loofah. 
GUIDO [shuddering] : Oh, don't say that l 
LEONE: Yes, you will - result of drinking liqueurs on an 

empty stomach. Where's Silia? 
GUIDO [embarrassed] :  Well, er • • .  she was in there, with me. 
LEONE: Where is she now? 
GUIDO:  I don't know. She . . .  she sent me in here when she 

heard you had come. I expect she'll be • . . joining you 
soon. 

LEONE: Is there something she wants to say to me? 
GUIDO: N-no . . .  I . . .  don't think so. 
LEONE: Why did she make me come up, then? 
GUIDO:  Well, I was just saying good-bye when the maid 

came in and told her you'd rung up from the hall . • •  

LE ONE: As I do every evening. 
GUIDO: Yes, but . . .  apparently she wanted you to come up. 
LEONE: Did she say so? 
GUI D o: Oh, yes, she said so. 
LEONE: Is she angry? 
GUIDO: A bit, yes, because . . .  I believe that • . •  well, I think 

you two agreed, didn't yo� ? - for the sake of appearances 

LEONE: You can leave out the appearances ! 
GUIDO: I mean, to avoid scandal • • •  
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LEONE: Scandal ? 
GUIDO: . . . without going to court. 
LEONE: Waste of time! 
GUIDO: Well, without openly quarrelling then - you sepa­

rated. 
;LEONE: But who on earth would ever quarrel with me? I 

always give way to everybody. 
GuIDo: True. In fact, that's one of your most enviable quali­

ties. But - if I may say so -- you go rather too far. 
LEONE: You think so? 

· 

GUIDO: Yes, because, you see, so often you • • •  [He looks at 
him and breaks �If.] 

LEONE: Well? 
GUIDO: You upset people. 
LEONE [amused] : No ! Really? How? 
GUIDO: Because I I .  you always follow their suljfgestions. You 

always do what other geople want. I bet that when your 
wtre said to you 'Let s have a judicial separation ', you 
answered . . .  

LEONE: 'Very well, let's have a judicial separation.' 
GUIDO: There you are, you see! And then when she changed 

her mind because she didn't want any bother with lawyers 
and suggested you separated merely by mutual agree-
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L E O N E: Undoubtedly. [He smiles.] I exist. [In a rather sharper 
tone.] Ought I not to exist ?  

G U I D o :  No, good God, I didn't mean that. 
L E O N E: But you're right, my dear chap ! I ought not to exist:' 

I assure you I do my utmost to exist as little as possible - for 
my own sake as well as others '. But what can you do ? Th� 
fault lies with the fact: I am alive. And when a fact has hap­
pened, it remains there, like a prison, shutting you in. I 
married Silia, or to be more precise, I let her marry me. 
Voila: another fact !  Almost immediately after our wedding, 
she began to fume and fret, and twist and turn, in her frantic 
efforts to escape, and I . . .  I tell you, Guido, it caused me 
a great deal of unhappiness. In the end we hit upon this 
solution. I left her everything here, taking away with me 
only my books and my pots and pans, which, as you know, 
are quite indispensable to me. t I realize it's useless 
because - in name, an wa - t ' art si ne to me by a 
fact w 1c cannot e estro e , remains. I am her husband. 
That too ought perhaps to e orne occasionally in mind I 

[He pauses, G U I D O  looks a little uncomfortable.] 
[SuddenlY] You know wha�eople are like, don't you 
Guido? 

G U I D O :  Blind people? What do you mean? 
L E O N E: They are never ' alongside ' things, if you understand 

me. 
G U I D O :  I don't. 
L E O N E: If you see a blind man groping for something, and 

you try to help him by saying ' there it is, just beside you ', 
what does he do? He immediately turns and faces you. It's 
just the same with that dear woman. She's never by your 
side - always facing you, opposed to you. 

[He pauses, glancing towards the glass door.] 
It looks as if my wife isn't coming in. 

[He takes his watch out of his pocket: sees that the half-hour is 
not yet up and puts it back.] 

LEONE: You don't know whether she wanted to say anything 
to me? 

G U I DO :  No . . •  nothing, I think. 
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�LEONE: I n  that case, all she wanted was this. [He makes a ges­
ture signifying 'you and me'.] 

GUIDO [puzzled]: I don't follow. 
LEONE: This situation, my dear chap. She wanted to have the 

satisfaction of forcing us two to meet like this, face to face. 
GUIDO: Perhaps she think� that I . . .  
LEONE: • • •  have already gone? No, she would have come in. 
GUIDO [getting ready to go] : Oh, well, in that case I . . . -
LEONE [quickly, detaining him] : Qh, no, please don't go. I shall 

be going in a few minutes. [He rises.] Ah, Venanzi, it's a sad 
thing, when one has learnt every move in the game. 

GUIDO: What g:ame? 
LEONE: Why . . .  this one/The whole game - of life. 
GUIDO: Have you learnt it? 
LEONE: Yes, a long time ago. And the wav to come through 

it unscathed. 
GUIDO: I wish you'd teach me how to do that. 
LEONE: Oh, my dear Venanzi, it wouldn't be of any use to 

you ! To get through safe and sound y�now how 
to defend yourself. But it's a kind ofl.QefenW that you, 
probably, wouldn't be able to understand - how shall I 
describe it? - a desperate one. 

GUIDO: How do you mean, desperate? Rash? Reckless ? 
LEONE: No, no - desperate in the literal sense. Absolutely 

hopeless - but without the faintest shadow of bitterness, for 
all that. 

GUIDO: Well, what is this defence? 
LEONE: It's the firmest and most unshakeable of all defences. 

You see, when there's no more hope left, you're not 
tempted to make even the slightest concession, either to 
others or to yourself. 

GUIDO: All right. Call it a defence - though I don't see how 
it can be one. Bru what is it you're defending? 

LEONE [looks at him severely and darkly for a moment: then, con­
trolling himsefh and as it were, sinking back into an impenetrable 
sereniry] : Th Nothin that lies inside ourself. That is, if 
you succee , as ave done, in achievin this not m ness 

What do you imagine you should defend? 
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Defend yourself, I tell you, against others and above all 
against yourself; against the injuries life inevitably does to 
us all; the injury I've done to myself through Silia for so 
many years; the injury I do to her now, even though I keep 
myself absolutely isolated like this; the injury you are 
doing to me • . •  

G U I D O :  I ?  
L E O N E: Of course [Looking into his ryes.] Surely 

you don't imagine are not doing me any injury? 
G U I D O :  Well . . .  [He pales.] I'm not aware -
L E O N E  [encouraging{y] : Oh, unconsciously, of course, my dear 

Venanzi I When you sit down to eat a roast chicken or a 
tender veal cutlet, do you ever consider who provides your 
meal ? Are you consciously aware that what you are eating 
was once a living, breathing, feeling creature? No, you 
never think about it. Make no mistake, we all injure each 
other - and each man in·ures himself too· naturall I at's 

G U I D O :  Only too little, alas ( 
LEONE: Yes, but you get a marvellous compensation - the· 

thrill of the intellectual game that clears away all the senti­
mental sediment from your mind, and fixes in calm, precise 
orbits all that moves tumultuously within you. But the 
enjoyment of this clear, calm vacuum that you create within 
you may be dangerous, because, among other things, you 
run the risk of going up among the clouds like a balloon, 
unless you put inside yourself the necessary measure of 
ballast . . .  

G U I D O :  Oh, I see l By eating well ? 
LEONE [ignoring the interjection] : To re-establish your equili­

brium, so that you will always stay upright. You know 
those celluloid toys? - those funny little hollow figures you 
give to children to play with ? You can knock them over 
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any way you like, and they always spring up again. That's 
because of their lead counter-weight. I assure you we're 
very much the same as t� are. Only you have to learn 
how to make yoursm-hnllow.)and - more important - how 
to provide yourself w!tn a �ounter-we112;hJ; 

GUIDO :  I don't follow you. 
LEONE: No, I feared you wouldn't. To put it more concisely ­

�ou can ride out the storms of life only if you are securely 
anchored. Find yourself an arichor, then, my dear Venanzi ­
some hobby, some absorbing inental occupation, some fan­
ciful conceit - then you'll be safe. 

GUIDO:  Oh, no, no ! Thanks very much ! That sort of thing 
is not for me. It sounds much too difficult. 

LEONE: It's not easy, I grant you; because you can't buy these 
anchors ready made. You have to make them for yourself 
- and not just one, either. You need many anchors, one to 
suit each emergency, every incident in life. And, too, they 
must be stout and strong, to stand the strain of any violent 
incident that may burst upon you without warning. 

G u I D o: Yes, but surely there are certain unforeseen incidents, 
sometimes really shattering ones, that even you can't -

LEONE: - That's just where my�mfD:omes in. It's won­
derful what storms you can wearer i[ you're a good cook. 

GUIDO:  Really? 
LEONE: In any case, it's never really the incident itself you 

have to consider. After all, what does ' incident ' imply? The 
acuvitl of other people, or an act of God. 

GUID0: 3reCisely, and they can both be terrible. 
tiONE: But more or less terrible according to the persgn who 

ex�eriences them. That's why I say you must defend your­
sel agamst yourself - agamst the feehngs Immediately 
aroused In you by anything that happens to �ou - the feel­
ings wh�h are, in reality, the weapons the jnrjdenr uses in 
its attac upon you. The best defence is counter-attack, 
you know. You must grapple with the incident without 
hesitation, before it gets a chance to engage your feelings, 
and get out of it anything that may -be of advantage to you. 
The residue will be powerl�Si� injure you, you can laugh 
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at  it, play with it, make i t  the fanciful conceit I mentioned 
just now. . 

G U I D O  [more and more bewildered] : I'm afraid I still don't 
quite . . .  

LEONE: Look, Venanzi. Imagine for a moment that you sud­
denly notice an egg hurtling through the air straight towards 
you -

G U I D O : - An egg? 
L E ONE: Yes, an egg. A fresh one. It doesn't matter who has 

thrown it, or where it comes from; that's beside the point. 
G u r o o :  But suppose it turns out to be a bullet and not an' 

egg? 
LEONE [smiling] : Then it's too late to think about emptying 

yourself. The bullet will do the job for you, and that's the 
end of the matter. 

G U I D O :  All right - let's stick to your egg; although what a 
fresh egg has to do with the matter, I'm blessed if I can see. 

LEONE: To give a fresh image of events and ideas. Well, 
now, if you're not prepared to catch the egg, what happens? 
Either you stand still and the egg hits you and smashes, or 
you duck and it misses you and smashes on the ground. In 
either case the result is a wasted egg. But if you are pre­
pared, you catch it, and then - why, there's no end to what 
you can do with it, if you're a good cook. You can boil it, 
or poach it, or fry it, or make an omelet out of it. Or you 
can simply pierce it at each end and suck out the yolk. 
What's left in your hand then? 

G U I D o: The empty shell. 
LEONE: There you have the idea. That empty shell is your 

fanciful conceit. You can amuse yourself with it by sticking 
it on a pin and making it spin; or you can toss it from one 
hand to the other like a ping-pong ball. When you're tired 
of playing with it, what do you do ? You crush it in your 
hands and throw it away. 

[At this point S I L I A, in the dining-room, sudden(y laughs 
loudly.] 

ISILIA [hiding behind the closed section of the glass door] : But I'm 
not an emp!y_ egg-shell in your hand. 
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LEONE [turning quick!J and going to the door] : No, dear; and you 
no longer come through the air towards me for me to catch. 

[He has hardly finished saying this when S I L I A, without showing 
herself, shuts the other half-door in his face. LEONE stands 
there for a moment, nodding. Then he comes forward again and 
turns to GUIDO.] 

:rbat's a great misfortune for me, my dear Venanzi. She 
was a wonderful school of ex erience. I've come to miss her. 
S e ts 11 of un apptness ecause s e s u o 1 e. ot one 
life onl , many. But there tsn't one of them that will ever 
give er an anc or. here s no salvation for her - pointed!J] 
And so there s no peace . . .  etther for her. or with her. 

[GUI DO, absorbed in thought, unconsciously nods too, with a 
sad expression on his face.] 

You agree ? 
GuIDo [thoughtfui!J] : Yes . . .  it's perfectly true. 
LE ONE: You're probably unaware of all the riches there are 

in her . . . qualities of mind and spirit you would never 
believe to be hers - because you've studied oqly one facet 
of her character. from which ygu haye bujlr pp your idea 
of what is for you, apd always wm he the real apd only 
Silia. You'd think it impossible, for example, for Silia to go 
about her housework some morning carefree, relaxed, hap­
pily singing and humming to herself. But she does, you 
know. I used to hear her sometimes, going from room to 
room singing in a sweet little quavering voice, like a child's. 
A different woman. I'm not saying that just for the sake of 
saying it. Really a different wpmap wjrhppt knowjgg it ! 
For a few moments when she is out of herself. she is just 
a child, singing. And if you could see how she sits some­
ttmes, absorbed, gazing into space; a distant, living glow 
reflected in her eyes, and unconsciously smoothing her hair 
with idly straying fingers. Who is she then ? Not the Silia 
you know - another Silia, a Silia that can't live because she 
is unknown to herself, since no one has ever said to her: ' I  
love you when yo� are like that; that's the way I want you 
always to be.' If you told her that, she'd ask you, ' How do 
you want me to be ? '  You would reply, 'As you were just 
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now '. Then she would turn to  you, ' What was I like,' she 
would say, ' what was I doing? '  You were singing.' ' I  was 
singing? '  ' Yes, and you were smoothing your hair like 
this.' She would not know it; she would tell you it wasn't 
true. She positively would not recognize herself in your 
picture of her as you had just seen her - if you could see her 
like that, for you always see only one side of her ! How sad 
it is, Guido ! Here's a sweet, gracious potentiality of a life 
she might have - and she hasn't got itl 

[A sad pause. In the silence' the ormolu clock strikes eleven.] 
Ah, eleven o'clock. Say good night to her for me. 

SILIA [quickly opening the glass door] : Wait - wait a minute. 
LEONE: Oh, no. The half-hour is up. 
SILIA:  I wanted to give you this. 

[She puts an egg-shell into his hand, laughing.] 
LEONE: Oh, but I haven't sucked it ! Here . . .  

[He goes quickly to GuIDo and gives him the egg-shell.] 
Let's give it to Guido ! 

[GUIDO automatically takes the egg-shell, and stands stupidly 
with it in his hand, while LEONE, laughing loudly, goes off 
through the door on the Left.] 

S I LIA: I'd give anything for someone to kill him! 
GUIDO:  I'd love to chuck this egg at his head. 

[He runs towards the window on the Left.] 
SILIA [laughing] : Here, give it to me l I'll throw it at him from 

the window. 
[GuiDo gives her the egg-shell, or rather lets her take it from 
him.] 

GUIDO: Will you be able to hit him? 
S I LIA: Yes, as he comes out of the front door. 

[She leans out of the window, looking down, ready to throw the 
egg-shell.] 

GUIDO [behind her] : Careful. 
[SILIA throws the shell, then suddenly draws back with an 1 
exclamation of dismtg.] 

What have you done? 
SILIA: Oh, Lord i V"" 
GUIDO: Did you hit someone else? 

1 1 5  



THE RULES OF THE G A M E  

J>I LIA: Yes. The wind made it swerve. 
G U I D O :  Naturally ! It was empty. Trust a woman not to allow 

for the wind I 
'SILIA: They are coming. up. 
G U I D O: Who's coming up. 
S I LIA: There were four men talking by the door. They were 

coming in just as he went out. Perhaps they are tenants. 
G U I D O: Well, what does it matter, anyway? 

[He takes advantage of her confternation and kisses her.] 
SILIA: It looks as though it landed on one of them. 
G U I D O: But an empty egg-shell couldn't possibly hurt him ! 

Forget about it! [Recalling Leone's words, but passionately and 
without caricature] You know, darling, you are just like a 
child. 

SILIA:  What are you saying? 
G U I D O: You are like a child tonight, and I love you when ' you're like that. That's the way I want you always to be. 

•s ILIA [laughs] :  You're repeating what he said. 
G U I D O  [not put off by her laughter, but still passionately, his desire 

increasing] : Yes, I know I am, but it's true, it's true ! Can't 
you see you're just a wayward child? 

SILIA:  A child? [Raising her hands to his face, as though to scratch 
him.] More likely a tigress I 

G U I D O  [without letting her go] : For him, perhaps, but not for 
me. I love you so. To me you're a child. 

SILIA [half-laughingJ : All right, then, you kill him for mel 
G U I D O: Oh, darling, do be serious. 
SILIA:  Well, if I'm a child I can ask you to do that for me, 

can't I? 
GUIDO [playing up] :  Because he's your 'bogeyman' ?  
SILIA: Yes, he's the 'bo�man' who makes me so fright­

ened. Will you kill him for me ? 
G U I D O: Yes, yes, I'll kill him . . .  but not now. later. Now I 

want to . . .  
[He clasps her more dosery.] 

SILIA [struggling] : No, no � Guido, please . . .  
G U I D O: Oh, Silia, you must know how much I love you; how 

I long for you I 
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SILIA [as before, but languid(y] :  No, I tell you. 
GuIDo [trying to lead her towards the door on the Right] : Yes, yes l 

Come, Silia. 
S ILIA: No. Please ! Leave me l 
GUIDO:  How can I leave you now, darling? 
S ILIA: No, Guido, no ! Not in the flat ! I shouldn't like the 

maid to . . .  
[There is a knock on the door, Left.] 

There, you see? 
GUIDO: Don't let her in. I'll wait for you in your room. 

[He goes towards the door on the Right.] 
But don't be long. 

[He exits, shutting the door. 
SILIA goes to the other door, but before she reaches it, CLARA 
is heard shouting outside.] 

CLA RA: Take your hands off me. Go away ! She doesn't live 
here ! 

[The door bursts open and MARQUIS MIGLIORITI with 
three other 'young-men-about-town ', all in evening dress and 
drunk, lurch in, pushing forward. She is still trying to prevent 
their entry.] 

MIGLIORITI: Out of the way, you old owl. What do you 
mean by saying she doesn't live here, when she's here all 
the time? 

I ST D R UN K: Lovely Pepita ! The gay senorita ! 
z N D  D RU N K: Viva Espana. Viva Espana. 
3 RD D R U N K  [not so stupid(y drunk as the others] : I say, fellows: 

just look at this flat ! C'est tout a fait charmantl 
SILIA [to CLARA] :  What's the meaning of this ? Who are they? 

How did they get in? 
CLARA:  They forced their way in, Signora. They're drunk. 
MIGLIORITI [to CLARA] : Some force, eh ( You old owl ! 
I ST D R UN K: Some drunks ( 
Z N D  D R U N K: Gorgeously drunk drunks ! 
MIGLIORITI: But you invited me, Senorita! [This to SILIA.] 

You dropped an egg-shell on me from the window l 
Z N D  D RUN K: D'you know what we are? We are four gentle­

men! 
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I ST D RU N K: Caballeros ! 
3 RD D R U N K  [pointing to the dining-room and then going into it] : 

I wonder if a client gets a drink here? [He notices the decanters 
on the table.] Ah, we're in luck ! C'est tout a fait delicieux l 

s I L I A  [noting the implications of the word 'client '] : Good Lord I 
What do they want? 

C L A R A  [to M I G L I O RITI] : How dare you ! This is a respectable 
house ! 

M I G L I O RITI:  But of course,
' .W� know that. [To S I L I A] 

Charming Pepita ! 
, S ILIA:  Pepita ! ?  
CLA RA: Yes, Signorina . . .  that woman next door. I kept 
, telling them this wasn't her flat. 
S ILIA [bursts out laughing. Then with a sinister light in her eyes, as 

though a diabolical idea has come into her head, she s�s]: Why, 
yes. of course, g:entlemen_ I am Penita. 

2 N D  D R U N K :  Viva Espana. Viva Pepita ! 
S I L I A  [to all three] : Do sit down, won't you? Or perhaps you'd 

rather join your friend in there for a drink? 
M I G LIO RITI [attempting to kiss her] : No, I . . .  well, really . . •  

I'd rather . . .  
S I L I A  [evades him] : Rather what? 
M I G L I O R I T I :  I'd rather drink you first ! 
S I LIA:  Wait! Wait a moment! 
2ND D R U N K  [imitating M I G L I O R I T I ' S actions] :  Me too, 

Pepita ! 
S I L I A  [warding him off] :  You too? All right . . .  steady now. 
2 N D  D R U N K :  What we want is an ab-sho-lutely Spanish 

night ! 
1 ST D R U N K :  Personally, I don't actually propose to do any­

thing, but . . .  
S I L I A :  Yes, all right . . .  all right . . .  steady now. Now come 

and sit down over here, boys. 
[She frees herself and pushes them towards chairs, making them 
sit down.] 

That's right . . .  fiae I That's it. 
[They mutter among themselves. s u . r A  runs to CLARA and 
whispers] 
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SILIA:  Go upstairs and fetch some of the neighbours. Down­
stairs too. Hurry ! 

[cLARA nods and runs off. 
GUIDO starts to open the bedroom door.] 

SILIA [to MIGLIORITI and the others] : Excuse me a minute . . .  
[She goes to the door on the Right and locks it to prevent 
GuIDo from coming in.] 

M IGLIORITI [trying to get up] :  Oh, if you've got a gentleman 
in there already, carry on you know, don't mind us ! 

zND D RUNK: No, don't mind us, carry on - carry on - we 
don't mind waiting 1 

I ST DRUNK: Personally, I don't actually propose to do any­
thing but . . . [He tries to get up.] 

SILIA [to MIGLIORITI and the I ST D RUNK) : Don't get up ( 
Stay where you are. [To all three] Listen - you gentlemen 
are quite • . .  I mean, you know what you are doing, don't 
you ? 

ALL: Of course ! Absolutely. Of course we do. Why shouldn't 
we? Know what we're doing, indeed ! 

SILIA: And you don't for a moment suspect that you are in a 
respectable house, do you? 

3 R D D RuNK [staggering in from the dining-room with a glass in his 
hand] : Oh, oui . . .  mais . . .  n'exagere pas, mon petit chou ! 
Nous voulous nous amuser un peu . . .  Voila tout ! 

SILIA: But I am at home only to friends. Now, if you want to 
be friends . . •  

ZND DRUNK: Mais certainement l 
1 ST D RUNK:  Intimate friends I [He tries to rise and bow.] 

[He subsides muttering 'Dear little Pepita! Love!J little 
Pepita! ' etc.] 

SILIA: Then please tell me your names. 
ZND D RUNK: My name is Coco. 
SILIA: No . . .  not like that . • •  

ZND D RUNK: Honestly, my name is Coco. 
1 ST D RUNK:  And mine is Meme. 
SILIA: No, no ! I mean, will·you give me your visiting cards ? 
2.ND D RUNK: Oh no, no, no ! Thank you very much, sweet-

heart. 
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I S T  DRUNK: I haven't got one . . .  I've lost my pocket-book . . .  
[To M I G L I O R I T I] Be a good chap, and give her one for me. 

S I L I A  [sweet{y - to M I G L I O R ITr] : Yes, you're the nicest. You'll 
give me yours, won't you ? 

M I GL I O RITI [taking out his pocket-book] : Certainly - I have no 
objection. 

z N D  D R U N K: He can give you cards for all of us . . .  voila ! 
M I GL I O R I TI:  Here you are, Pepita. 
S ILIA:  Oh, thank you. Good. [��ading it.] So you are Marquis 

Miglioriti? 
· 

I ST D R U N K  [laughing] : That's right - he's a Marquis • • •  But 
only a little one I 

S I LIA [to Z N D  D R U N K) : And you are Meme ? 
I ST D R U N K :  No, I'm Meme. [Pointing to z N D  D R UN K] He's 

Coco. 
S I L IA: Oh yes, of course: Coco - Meme. [To the 3 RD D R U N K] 

And you? 
3 RD D R U N K  [with a sil{y, s{y look] : Moi ? Moi . . .  je ne sais pas, 

mon petit chou. 
S I LIA:  Well, it doesn't matter. One is enough. 
z N D  D RU N K :  But we all want to be in it. We all want -
3 RD D R UN K: - an absolutely Spanish night ! 
I ST D R UN K: Personally, I don't actually propose to do any­

thing . . .  but I should love to see you dance, Pepita . . .  you 
know, with castanets . . . Ta-trrrra-ti-ta-ti, ta-trrrra-ti-ta­
ti . . .  

z N D  D R U N K: Yes, yes. Dance first . . .  and then • • •  

M I G L I O R I TI:  But not dressed like that ! 
3 RD D R U N K : Why dressed at all, gentlemen ? 
ZND DRUN K [rising and staggering right up to S I LIA] : Yes, that's 

right ! Without a stitch I 
[M I G L I O R I T I  and the others crowd round S I L I A  as if to strip 
her.] 

ALL: Yes, stripped . . .  in the altogether. That's the idea l 
Splendid ! Without a stitch. Splendid! 

S I L U  f freeing herself}: But• not in here, gentlemen, please. 
Naked, if you like. But not here. 

3 R IYI> R U N K :  Where then ? 
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S I L I A :  Down in the square. 
M I G  L I o R I T  I [standing still, sobering up a little] : In the square? 
I S T  D R U N K  [quiet[y] : Naked in the square? 
S I L I A: Of course ! Why not? It's the ideal place. The moon 

is shining - there won't be anyone about . . .  just the statue 
of the king on horseback - and you four gentlemen • • .  in 
evening dress. 

[At this point T H R E E  M E N  and T W O  W O M E N - tenants of 
the floors above and below - rush in with c L A R A, shouting con­
fusedly.] 

T H E  T E N A N T S :  What's the matter? What's happened? Who 
are they? What's going on here? What have they done to 
her? Has she been assaulted? 

C L A RA: There they are ! There they are ! 
S I L I A  [sudden& changing her tone and demeanour] :  I've been as­

saulted ! Assaulted in my own home! They forced their 
way in, knocked me down, and pulled me about, as you can 
see, and they've molested me and insulted me in every 
possible way, the cowards I 

2 N D  TENANT [trying to chase them out] : Get out of here ! Get 
out ! 

I S T  T E N ANT: Stand back ! Leave her alone ! 
3 R D TENANT: Come along ! Get out of here ! 
I ST D R U N K: All right ! Keep calm !  Keep calm! 
2 N D  T E N ANT: Go on ! Get out ! 
I ST W O M A N  TENANT: What ·scoundrels. 
M I G L I O R I T I :  Well, this is an open house, isn't it? Anybody 

can come in, surely? 
I ST D RU N K: Spain is doing a brisk trade! 
2 N D  W O M A N  TENANT: Well . . .  Really l l l  
1 S T W O M A N  T E N  ANT: Get out, you disgusting drunken lot, 

you ! 
3 RD D RU N K :  Oh, I say, there's no need to make such a fuss, 

you know. 
M I GL I O R IT I :  Dear Pepita . . •  

Z N D  TENANT:  What, Pepita? 
I ST w o M A N  T E N A N T :  Pepita ! This isn't Pepita, young man. 

This is Signora Gal a. 

12.1  



THE RULES OF THE GAME 

3 R D  TENANT: Of course. Signora Gala. 
M I GLIO RITI AND THE T H REE D RU N K S :  Signora Gala. 
3 RD D R U N K :  Not Pepita? 
I ST TENANT: Certainly not! Signora Gala. 
I S T WOMAN TENANT: You ought to be ashamed of your­

selves. Good for nothing, drunken hooligans, that's what 
you are ! 

2. N D  D RU N K: Oh, well • . .  in that case, we'll apologize to the 
Signora for our mistake. · 

A L L  THE TENANTS: Go along, now l Get out ! Leave this 
place at once I 

I S T  D RU N K :  Doucement • . .  doucement, s'il vous plaltl 
2. N D  D R U N K :  We thought she was Pepita. 
3 R D  D RU N K :  Yes, and we wanted to do homage to Spain. 

To-re-ador, tum, tum-ti, tumti, tummm • • .  [He starts to 
sing the aria from Carmen.] 

3 R D TENANT: That's quite enough, now l Get out l 
2.ND D R U N K :  No ! First we must beg the Signora's pardon. 
I S T  TENANT: Stop it. That'll do now. Go home. 
M I G L I O R ITI: Yes - very well. But, look here, all of you, look 

here. [He kneels in front of SI LIA.] Down on our knees, we 
offer you our humble apologies. 

A L L  D R U N K S :  That's right . . .  on our knees. Go on, Coco . • •  

down you go . . .  etc. 
SILIA:  Oh, no ! That's not good enough. Marquis, I have your 

name, and you and your friends will have to answer for the 
outrage you have done to me in my own home. 

M I G L I O RITI:  But Signora - if we beg your pardon • • •  

S I LIA:  I accept no apologies. 
M I GLIO RITI [rising, much sobered] : Very well. You have my 

card . . .  and I'm quite ready to answer -
S I LIA: Now get out of my flat - at once ! 

[The F O U R  D R U N K S, who nevertheless feel compelled to bow, 
are driven out by the TENANTS, and accompanied to the door 
by C LA R A.] 

. 

[To the TENANTs] ; Thamk you all very much indeed. I'm 
: awfully sorry to have bothered you all. 

2. N D  TENANT: Not at all, Sigo.ora Gala. 
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I ST TENANT: Don't mention it. 
I ST W O M A N  TENA NT: After all, we're neighbours - and if 

neighbours don't help each other • • •  

2 N D  TENANT: What scoundrels ( 
1 ST w o M A N  TENANT: We can't be safe even in our homes 

these days. 
2 N D  TENANT: But perhaps, Signora Gala - seeing that they 

begged your pardon . . .  
S I L I A: Oh, no I They were told several times that this was a 

respectable place, and in spite of that . . . Really, you 
wouldn't believe what an improper suggestion they dared 
to make to me. 

I S T TENANT: Yes, you were quite right to take no excuses, 
Signora Gala. 

2 N D  TENANT: Oh, you've done the right thing, there's no 
doubt about that. 

THE W O M E N  TENANTS: They must be given a good lesson. 
You poor dear l Horsewhipping would be too good for 
them. 

SILIA:  I know the name of one of them. He gave me his card. 
3 RD TENANT: Who is he ? 
SILIA [showing the card] : Marquis Aldo Miglioriti. 
I S T WOMAN TENANT: Oh l Marquis Miglioriti l 
2 N D  W O M A N  TENANT: A Marquis I 
ALL:  He ought to be ashamed of himself! Disgraceful ( A 

Marquis to behave like that I That makes his behaviour all 
the worse I etc. 

SILIA:  You agree then that I had every right to be annoyed? · 
2 N D  w o MAN TENANT: Oh, yes I You're perfectly justified in . 

teaching them a lesson, Signora Gala. 
I S T WOMAN TENANT: They must be shown up, Signora. 

Shown up I 
2 N D  TENANT: And punished I 
I ST TENANT: They ought to be publicly disgraced ( 
2 N D  TENANT: But don't be too upset, Signora Gala. 
2ND WOMAN TENA NT: You' ought to rest a little. 
I ST WOMAN TENANT: Yes - it would do you good • . •  after • 

such an experience I 
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2 N D  WOMAN TENANT: Yes, we'll leave you now, dear. 
ALL TENANT S :  Good night, Signora Gala • • •  etc. 

[Exeunt. 
_As soon as the TENANTS have gone, SILIA looks radiant!J at 
M I G L I O RITI ' s card, and nods to herself, laughing, to indicate 
that she has achieved her secret object. Meanwhile GUIDO is 
hammering on the door Right, with his fists.] 

SILIA: All right ! All right ! All right ! I'm coming! 
[s i L I A  runs and unlocks the do�r. GUIDO ENTERS, trembling 
with rage and indignation.] 

· 

GUIDo:  Why did you lock me in? I was longing to get my 
hands on their throats. My God, if! could have got at those 
ruffians ( 

SILIA:  Oh, yes, that's right ( It only needed you to come 
dashing to my defence out of my bedroom, to compromise 
me and • . .  [with a mad glint in her ryes] . • •  spoil everything I 
[Showing him Miglioriti's card.] Look. I've got it. I've got itl  

GUIDO: What? 
SILIA: One of their visiting cards I 
GUIDO [reading it - with surprise] :  Marquis Miglioriti? I know 

him well. But what do you propose to do? 
SI LIA: I've got it, and I'm going to give it to my husband( 
GUIDO: To Leone? [He looks at her in te"ifted astonishment.] 

But, Silia . . . I 
[He tries to take the card from her.] 

�ILIA [preventing him] : I want to.._see if I J:lllil callSf' him • • •  

[sarcasticai!J] j�st the ' slie.htest little bit_ o£bother '. 
GUIDO: But do you realize who this man is ? 
SILIA: Marquis Aldo Miglioriti. 
GUIDO: Silia, listen to me l For goodness' sake get this idea 

out of your head. 
SILIA: I'll do nothing of the sort. You needn't worry. He'll 

realize that my lover couldn't possibly have come forward 
to defend me. 

GUIDO: No, no, Silia, I tell you. You mustn't ( I'll stop you 
at all costs I 

SILIA: You'll stop nothing( In the first place, you can't • • •  

GUIDO: Yes I can, and will ( You'll see ! 
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S I L I A: We'll see about that tomorrow. [Imperiousry.] I've had 
enough of this. I'm tired. 

GUI D O  [in a threatening tone] : Very well. I'm going. 
S I L I A  [imperiouslJI] : No ! [She pauses, then - changing her tone of 

voice] Come here, Guido ! 
G U I D O  [not altering his attitude, but going nearer to her]: What do 

you want? 
S I L I A: I want • • .  I want you to stop being such a silly spoil­

sport. 
[Pause. She laughs to herself.] 

Those poor boys ! You know, I really did treat them rather 
badly. 

G U I D O :  As a matter of fact you did. After all, they admitted 
they'd made a mistake. And they begged your pardon. 

S I L I A  [curt and imperious again, not wishing to admit any dis­
cussion on this point] : That'll do, I tell you. I don't want to 
hear any more abput that. I'm thinking of how funny they 
looked, poor boys. [With a sigh of heartfelt emy.] Such 
wonderful fantasies men get hold of at night. What fun 
they have ! Moonlight, and . . .  Do you know, Guido, they 
wanted to see me dance . . .  in the square . . .  [Very softry, 
almost in his ear] Naked. 

G U I D O :  Silia l 
s I L I A  [leaning her head back and tickling his face with her hair] : 

Guido . . . do you remember you called me a wayward 
child? [Seductivery] I want to be your wayward child. 

G U I D O  [embracing her] : Silia . . .  



A C T  T W O  

A room in LEONE GALA ' s ftat. 

It is an unusual room, fitted up to be at the same time a dining­
room and a study. There is a dining-table laid for lunch - and a 
writing-desk covered with books, papers, and writing material. There 
are glassfronted cabinets filled wiih sumptuoHS silver epergnes and 
cruets, a fine porcelain dinner service, and valuable wine-glasses - and 
book-shelves lined with solid-looking volumes. In fact, all the furniture 
accentuates the dual function of the room, with the exception of a 
third, occasional table on which there are a vase of flowers, a cigar-box, 
and an ash-tray. 

At the back, a door connects this room with LEONE ' s bedroom. 
To the Left, a door leads to the kitchen. 
To the Right is the main door into the room from the hall. 
The time is the next morning. 

[When the curtain rises, LEONE, in cook's cap and apron, is 
busy beating an egg in a bowl with a wooden spoon. P H I LIP, 

also dressed as a cook, is beating another. GUIDO VENANZI, 

seated, is listening to LEONE.] 
LEONE: Yes, my dear Venanzi, he's so rude to me sometimes: 

you must wonder why I put up with him. 
PHILIP [sur!JI and bored] : Don't talk so much - and carry on 

beating that egg. 
LEONE: Do you hear that, Venanzi? Anyone would think he 

' was the master and I the servant. But he amuses me. Philip 
is my ' tame devil '. 

PHILIP:  I wish the devil would fly away with you. 
LEONE: Tt Tt . . •  now he's swearing. You see? I can hardly 

talk to him ! 
PHILIP:  There's no need to talk. Keep quiet. 

(LEONE laughs.) 
G U I D O: Really, Socrates ! 
PHIL IP: Now, don't you start calling me Socrates. I've had 
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enough of it from the master. To hell with Socrates. I don't 
even know who he is. 

LEONE: What! [laughing] You don't know him? 
P H I L I P :  N o, Signore ! And I don't want to have anything 

to do with him. Keep an eye on that egg. 
LEONE: All right ! I'm watching it. 
P H I L I P: How are you beating it? 
L E O N E :  With a spoon, of course. 
P H I L I P :  Yes, yes ! But which side of the spoon are you using? 
L E O N E: Oh, the back: don't worry ! 
P H I LIP:  You'll poison that gentleman at lunch, I tell you, if 

you don't stop chattering. 
G U I D O :  No, no, Philip. Let him go on. I'm enjoying myself. 
L E O N E :  I'm emptying him out of himself a bit, to give him 

an appetite. 
P H I LIP:  But you're disturbing me. 
L E O NE [laughing] :  And ' me '  is the onlv one who matters ! 

Now we've come to the point! 
P H IL I P: You've hit It. What are you doing now? 
LEONE: What am I doing? 
P H I L I P :  Go on beating that egg, for goodness' sake! You 

mustn't slacken or you'll ruin it. 
LEONE!  All right, all right ! 
P H I L I P :  Have I got to keep my eyes on what he's doing, my 

ears on what he's saying, and my mind - that's already in 
a whirl - on all the tomfoolery that comes out of his mouth? 
I'm off to the kitchen I 

LE ONE: No, Philip - don't be a fool. Stay here. I'll be quiet. 
[To G U I D O, sotto voce, but so that P H I L I P  can hear] He used 
not to be like this. Bergson has done for him. 

P H ILIP:  Now he's trotting out that Bergson! 
LEONE: Yes, and why not? [To G U I D O] D'you know, 

Venanzi, since I expounded to him Bergson's theory of 
intuition, he's become a different man. He used to be a 
powerful thinker . . .  

P H I LIP: I've never been a thii'lker, for your information ! And 
if you go on like this, I'll drop everything here and leave 
you, once and for all. Then you'll be properly in the soup ! 
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LEONE [to GUIDo] : You see? And I'm not allowed to say 
Bergson has ruined him 1 Mark you, I quite agree with what 
you say about his views on reason . . •  

P H I L IP: Well, if you agree there's nothing more to be said ! 
Beat that egg 1 

LEO NE: I'm beating it, I'm beating it! But listen a moment: 
according to Bergson, anything in reality that js fluid, 
livin , mobile and indeterminate lies be ond the scope of 
reason . . .  [To GUIDO, as thhugh in parent. esis h how 
itmana es to escape reasori, I don't know seeing that 
Bergson Is a e to say It oes. at rna es him say so if it 
is!i't fits reason? And in that case, it seems to me it can't be 
beYond reason. What do ygQ say? 

P H I L I P :  Beat that egg ! [He is exasperated.] 
LEONE: I am beating it, can't you see? Listen, Venanzi . . •  

GUIDO: Oh, do stop calling me by my surname. Everyone 
calls me Guido. 

LEONE [with a strange smile] : I prefer to think of you as 
Venanzi. Anyway, listen: it's a fine game reason plays with 
Bergson, making him think she has been dethroned and 
slighted by him, to the infinite delight of all the feather­
brained philosophizing females in Paris 1 He maintains that 
reason can consider only the identical and constant aspects 
and characteristics of matter. She has geometrical and 
mechanical habits. @ is a ceaseless flow of perpetual 
newness, which reason breaks down into so many static 
and homogeneous particles . . .  

[During this speech, LEO NE, as he gets worked up, graduai!J 
forgets his egg-beating, and ftnai!J stops. P H IL IP, always watch­
ing him and beating his own egg, approaches him stealthily.] 

P H ILIP [leaning forward and almost shouting at him] : And what 
are you doing now? 

LEONE [with a start, beginning to beat again] : Right you are! I'm 
beating the egg I Look I 

PHILIP:  You're not concentrating ! All this talk about reason 
is taking your mind off �hat you're supposed to be doing. 

LEONE: How impatient you are, my dear fellow ! I'm per­
fectly well aware of the ne�essity of beating eggs. [Beating 
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rapid(y.] A s  you see, I accept and obey this necessity. But 
am I not allowed to use my mind for anything else ? 

G U I D O  [laughing]: You really are wonderful ! The pair of 
you! 

L E O N E: No, no ! You're wrong there ! I'm wonderful if you 
like. But he, for a long time now - since he has been cor­
rupted by Bergson, in fact -

P H I L I P :  No one has corrupted me, if you don't mind 1 
LEONE:  Oh, yes, my dear chap ! You've become so deplorably 

human that I don't recognize you any more. 
[P H I L I P  is about to remonstrate.] 

LEO NE: Do let me finish what I'm saying, for goodness' sake! 
We must have a little more emptiness to make room for 
all this batter. Look 1 I've filled the bowl with my energetic 
beating! 

[There is a loud ring at the front door. P H I LI P  puts down his 
bowl and goes towards the door on the Rzght.] 

LEONE [putting down his bowl]: Wait. Wait. Come here. Untie 
this apron for me first. 

[P H I L I P  does so.) 
And take this into the kitchen too. [He takes off his cap and 
gives it to P H I L I P.) 

P H I L I P :  You've done it an honour, I must say l 
[He goes off to the Left, leaves the apron and cap in the kitchen, 
and returns a moment later, during the ensuing conversation 
between L E O N E  and G U I D O, to collect the two bowls of batter 
and take them into the kitchen. He forgets to answer the bell.] 

G U I D O [who has got up, very worried and perplexed at the sound of 
the bell] : Did . . .  did someone ring? 

LEONE [noting his perturbation] : Yes. Why? What's the matter? 
G U I D O: Good God - Leone, it must be Silia l 
LEONE: Silia? Here? 
G U I D O :  Yes. Listen, for Heaven's sake. I came early like this, 

to tell you . . . [He hesitates.] 
LEONE: What? 
G U I D O :  About something that happened last night . . .  
L E O N E: To Silia? 
G U I D O: Yes, but it's nothing, really. Just something rather 
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silly. That's why I haven't said anything to you. I hoped 
that after sleeping on it she would have forgotten the whole 
thing. 

[Renewed, louder ringing at the door.] 
GU IDO:  But there she is - that must be Silia l 
LEONE [calmly, turning towards the door on the Lift] : Socrates ! 

For goodness' sake go and open the door ! 
GUIDO :  Just a minute. [To P H I L I P, as he enters] Wait ! [To 

LEONE] I warn you, Leone; that your wife intends _to do 
somethin� realTy crazy . . .  

LEONE: That's nothing new ! 
GUI DO:  • • •  at _your expense. She wants to make you suffer 

for it. 
LEONE: Make me suffer, eh? [To P H IL I P] Let her in. Go and 

open the door ! [To GUI DO] My dear Venanzi, my wife is 
always sure of a welcome, when she comes to visit me on 
that sort of business I 

[P H IL I P, more irritated than ever, goes to open the door.] 
GUIDO :  But you don't know what it's about ! 
LEONE: It doesn't matter what it's about ! Let her go ahead ! 

You'll see ! Remember what I do with the egg ? I catch it, I 
pierce it, and I suck the yolk out of it ! 

S IL IA  [entering like a 1vhirfwind and seeing GU I DO] :  Oh, so 
you're here, Guido I I suppose you came to warn him. 

GUIDO: No, Silia. I swear I haven't said a word to him! 
S IL IA  [looking closely at LEONE] :  I can see he knows. 
LEONE: No, dear. I don't know anything. [Assuming a fight, 

gtry tone.] Good morning ! 
S IL IA  [quivering with rage] : Good morning, indeed ! If you've 

told him Guido, I'll never -
LEONE: No, no, Silia. You can say what you've come to say, 

without any fear of losing the effect of complete surprise 
you've been looking forward to. He's told me nothing. 
However, go out if you like, and make your entry again, in 
order to come upon me unexpectedly. 

S I L IA :  Look here, Leone, I've not come here for fun !  [To 
GU IDO] What are

.
you doing here, then ? 

GUIDO : Well, I came . . .  
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L E O N E :  Tell her the truth. He carne to warn me, sure enough, 
of some crazy plan or other of yours. 

s I L I A  [exploding]: Crazy plan, you call it ! 
G U I D o :  Yes, Silia. Personally, I can't consider it anything 

else. 
L E O NE: But he hasn't told me. I don't know what it is. 
G U I D O: I hoped you wouldn't come here -
L E O N E : - So he didn't say a word about it, you see l 
S I L I A :  How do you know it's ' one of my crazy plans ', then? 
L E O N E: Oh, that I could imagine for myself. But really ­
G U I D o :  Yes, I did tell him that much - that it was a crazy 

plan l And I stick to it l 
S I L I A  [exasperated to the utmost] :  Wiii you keep quiet ! No one 

has given you the right to criticize the way I feel about 
things I [She pauses, then, turning to L E O NE, as though shooting 
him in the chest.] Ynn've been challenged I 

LEO NE: What? I've heen challenged ? 
G U I D O :  Irnoossible l 
S I L I A :  Yes, you have. 
LEO NE: Who has challenged me? 
G U I D O :  It's impossible, I tell you. 
S I L I A :  Well, I don't really know whether he's challenged you, 

or whether you have to challenge him. I don't understand 
these things. But I do know that I've got the wretched 
man's card . . . [She takes it out of her bag.] Here it is. [She gives 
it to L E O N E.] You must get dressed at once, and go and 
find two seconds. 

LEONE:  Hold on. Not so fast l  
S I L I A: No, you must do it now. Don't pay any attention to 

what he says I He only wants to make you think this is ' one 
of my crazy plans ' because that would suit him I 

L E ONE: Oh, it would suit him, would it? 
G U I D O  [furious!J indignant] : What do you mean ? 
S I L IA :  Of course it suits you to put that idea into his head. 

Otherwise you'd still be making the same excuses for that 
• . .  that scoundrel I 

LEONE [looking at the card] : Who is he? 
G U I D O :  Marquis Aldo Miglioriti. 
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L E O NE: Do you know him? 
G U I D O :  Very well indeed. He's one of the best swordsmen 

in town. 
SILIA:  Ah, so that's why ! 
GUI D O  [pale, quavering] : That's why what? What do you 

mean? 
S I L I A  [a.r though to her.relj, .rcornfully, di.rdainfui!J] : That's why ! 

That's why! 
LEONE: Well, at any rate, am I going to be allowed to know 

what's happened ? Why should "I be challenged? Or why 
should I challenge anybody ? 

S I L I A  [in a ru.rh]: Because I've been insulted, and outraged, 
and indecently assaulted - in my own home, too I And all 
through you - because I was alone and defenceless I Grossly 
insulted I They put their hands on me, and mauled me 
about - [touching her brea.rt] here, do you understand? 
Because they thought I was . . .  Oh l [She cover.r her face with 
her hand.r and break.r out into har.rh, convul.rive .rob.r of .rhame and 
rage.] 

LEONE: But I don't understand - did this Marquis . . . 
s rLrA:  There were four of them. You saw them yourself as 

you were leaving the house. 
LEO NE: Oh, those four men who were by the front door ? 
s r LIA:  Yes. They came up and forced the door. 
GUIDO:  But they were tight. They didn't know what they 

were doing ! 
LEONE: Hallo l What's this ? Were you still there? 

[Thi.r que.rtion, heavy with mock a.rtoni.rhment, put.r S I L I A  and 
GUIDO at a lo.r.r. There i.r a pau.re.] 

G U I D O :  Yes . . .  but . . .  I wasn't . . .  
S I L I A  [.ruddenly plucking up her courage again - aggre.r.rive[y] : 

Why should he have protected me? Was it his job to do so 
when my husband had just that very moment turned his 
back, leaving me exposed to the attack of four ruffians, who 
- if Guido had come forward . .  . 

G u I D o  [interrupting] : I was jn the . . .  next room, you see, and -
s r L rA: - In the .dining-room - • 

LEONE [very calm!J] : Having ap.other liqueur? 
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S I L I A  [in a furious outburst] :  But d o  you know what they said 
to me? They said: ' If you've got a gentleman in there, carry 
on, don't mind us.' It only needed him to show himself, for 
me to be finally compromised ! Thank goodness he had 
sense enough to realize that and keep out of sight ! 

L E O N E :  I understand, I understand ! But I am surprised, Silia 
- more than surprised - absolutely amazed, to find that your 
pretty little head could ever have been capable of such clear 
discernment! 

S I L I A  [tonelessly, not understanding] : What discernment? 
L E O N E :  Why, that it was up to me to protect you, because, 

after all, I am your husband, while Venanzi here , . .  if he 
had attempted to stop those four drunks . . .  by the way, he 
must have been more than a little tight himself . .  , 

G U I D O: Tight! I tell you I didn't come in because I thought 
it more discreet not to I 

L E O N E :  And you were quite right not to, my dear chap ! 
What is so wonderful is that that pretty little head was able 
to understand that ' discretion ' of yours and could grasp 
that you would have compromised her i£ yon had shown 
y� - so she didn't call you to her aid, though she was 
being attacked by four hooligans I 

SILIA [quickfy1 almost childishfy] : They were crowding round 
me, all of them, clutching at me and trying to tear my 
clothes off . . .  

L E O N E  [to G U I D o] : You see, Venanzi? In such a predicament 
she actually managed to calmly think out matters and 
decide that this was something that concerned me I That is 
such a miracle that I am absolute! -to 
do without rther delay evecything that can be expected 
0� 

G U I D O  [quickly] :  What? You'll do it? 
S I L I A  [stupefied, turnin;r, pale, hardfy believinJ!. her earsl: Do you 

mean that? 
L E O N E  [ioftfy and calmly, smiling] : Of course I'll do it !  Natur­

ally ! I'm sorry, but you're rtot logical l 
G U I D O  [in a stupor] : Who? Me? 
LEONE: Yes, you, you ! Don]- y_ou see that my doing it is the 
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�xact and inevitable consequence of vour discretion? 
,s iLIA [triumphant]: You can't deny that's true ! 
GUIDO:  How? [Stunned.] I don't understand. Why is it the 

consequence of my discretion? 
LEONE [gravery] :  Just think a bit ! If she was outraged like this, 

and you were quite right to act discreetly, it obviously 
follows that I must be the one to issue the challenge ! 

G U I D O: Not at all. Not at all. Because my discretion was due 
to . . .  because . . .  because I realized that I should have had 
to deal with four men who were so drunk that they didn't 
know what they were doing I 

S I L I A: That's a lie f 
G U I D O :  Listen, Leone. They were drunk and they mistook 

the door. And, anyway, they apologized. 
S I L I A: I didn't accept their apologies. It's easy to make 

excuses afterwards. I couldn't accept. But by the way 
Guido's talking anybody would think they had apologized 
to him! As though he was the one who'd been insulted ! 
While all the time he kept himself well out of it, ' because 
he thought it would be more discreet ' !  

LEONE [to GUI D o] :  There ! Now you're spoiling everything, 
my dear fellow. 

S I L I A: It was me they insulted. Me l 
LEONE [to GUI D O) :  It was her. [To S I LIA) And you imme­

diately thought of your husband, didn't you. [To GU I D O] 
I'm sorry, Venanzi: it's obvious you don't think things out 
properly. 

G U I D O  [exasperated, noting SILIA ' s perfidy] :  Why should I 
think things out? I kept out of it last night, and you can 
leave me out of it now ! 

LEONE [conceding the point and continuing in the same solemn tone] : 
Yet you were right, you know, quite right to say that you 
lwould have compromised her. But not because they were 
drunk I That might, if anything, be an excuse for me - a 
!reason why I shouldn't challenge them, and call upon them 
'to make amends fpr their behaviour . . .  

S I L I A  [dism�ed] :  What? 
LEONE [quickly] : I said ' if anytping ', don't worry ! [To G U I D o] 
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But it can't possibly be an excuse for your discretion, because 
. . .  well, if they were drunk you .could perfectly well have 
been less ' discreet '. 

S I LIA:  Of course he could I Men in their condition wouldn't 
have been shocked to find me entertaining a man in my flat. 
It wasn't yet midnight, after ali i 

G U I D O  [roused] : Good Lord, Silia. Now you have the imperti­
nence to suggest I ought to have done what you prevented 
- I  

LEONE [precipitatery] : No, no, no, no I He acted quite rightly ­
you said so yourself, Silia. Just as you were right to think of 
me l You both acted perfectly correctly. 

G U I D O  [between two ftres] : No, I don't think . . .  I . • •  I don't 
know . . .  

L E O N E: Let me go on. Lam delighted that, wr the first time 
in her life she has found 30 anchor the one that keeps me 
tied to m allotted role of husband. Naturall I ' want 
to rea it for her. Yes dear, Ies l I'm ' The Husband ', and 
you are 'The Wife '. and be why pf murse I He's going 
to be ' The Secpnd ' I  

G U I D O  [exploding] : O h  no, I'm not l You can get that idea out 
of your head I 

L E O N E: Why not, pray? 
G U I D O: Because I flatly refuse ! 
L E ONE: You do? 
G U I D O: Yes. 
L E O N E: But you are bound to accept. You can't help your-

self. 
G U I D O :  I tell you I won't do it. 
s I L I A  [ biting!JI] : Another sample of his ' discretion ' I 
G U I D O  [Pxasperated] : Silia l l l  
LEONE [conciliating]: Come now, please ( Let us discuss the 

matter calmly. [To G U I D O] Now, Venanzi, do you deny 
that everybody calls upon your services in affairs of honour? 
Not a month passes without your having a duel on your 
hands. Why, you're a professional second l Come now, it 
would be ridiculous. What would people say - those that 
know you're such a close friend of mine and so experienced 
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in these matters - if!, of all people, should turn to someone 
else? 

GUIDO: Well, you certainly can turn to someone else, because 
I'm not going to do it. 

LEONE [looking him ftrm!J in the �es] : In that case you ought 
to tell me your reason for refusing. And you can't ! [Chang­
ing his tone.] I mean - you can't have a reason that will 
satisfy me - or anybody else. 

GUIDO: It seems to me that I have a perfectly good reason. 
' I think there's absolutely no occasion for a duel at all. 
LEONE: That's not for you to sayl 
SILIA: I forced that man to leave me his card, and I showed 

it to everybody • . .  

LEONE: Oh ? Did someone else come in? 
SILIA: Yes - they heard me shouting for help. And they all 

said it would be a good thing to give the Marquis a severe 
lesson. 

·LEONE [To GUIDO] :  There ! You see ? A public scandal l [To 
SILIA] You're right! [To GUIDO] Come, come: it's no use 
arguing, my dear chap I 

GUIDO [giving up the position he has been maintaining in the hope of 
getting on the right side of SIL ore] : Oh, all right, 
then I I'll cart you off to the aught , if you like I 

SILIA [beginning to think better · , since she finds herself left 
alone] : Oh, Guido ! Don't exaggerate now l 

GUIDO: To the slaughter, Silia, to the slaughter I He will have 
it, so I shall take him off to the slaughter. 

LEONE: No . . .  really, you know, my wishes don't come into 
it. You're the one who will have it. 

,SILIA: But it isn't necessary to fight a duel to the @ 
GUIDO: That's where you are wrong, Silia. There are only 

two alternatives: either to fight or not to fight. If there is a 
• duel, it has to be fought in deadly earnest. 
LEONE: Of course, of course I 
SILIA: Why? 
GUIDO: Because the mercr fact of my going to demand a 

meeting would sli.ow that we don't consider they were 
drunk -



T H E  R U L E S  O F  T H E  GAME 

LEONE: - quite right -
G U I D O: - and the insult they did to you becomes doubly 

serious. 
LEONE: Exactly. 
S I LIA: But it's up to you to suggest the terms - and you can 

make them easier. 
G U I DO: How can I ?  
LEONE! Quite right. [To S I L I A] H e  can't. 
G U I D O :  Moreover, if Miglioriti finds we are making no 

allowance for the state he was in, or for his apologies for 
his mistake, -

L E O N E: - yes, yes I -
G U I D O : - he'll be so angry, ­
LEONE: - naturally enough I -
G U I D O : - that he'll insist on the severest possible terms ! 
LEONE: It will seem a great provocation to him - a swords-

man! 
G U I D O :  One of our best swordsmen, as I told you. Consider 

that point very carefully ! And you don't even know what 
a sword looks like ! 

must a Is art d. And you may rest 
assured that I shan't budge from my anchorage cpme what 
may_l I'm watching myself play my role and you two play­
in9,;ours - and I find it all vastly ente,rtaining. 

(1 e doorbell ring.r again. P H I L I P  enter.r from the Left. He 
cro.r.re.r the .rtage in afm-iou.r temper and exit.r to the Right.] 

All that interests me is to get the whole thing over quickly.  
You go ahead and arrange everything . . .  Oh, by the way, 
do you need any money ? 

G U I D O: Money now? Good Lord, no ! Why ? 
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LEONE: I've been told these affairs are expensive. 
GUIDO: Well, we'll go into that later. Not now. 
LEONE: Very well, we'll settle up afterwards. 
GUIDO: Will Barelli suit you as a witness ?  
LEONE: Oh, yes . . •  Barelli . . .  o r  anyone else. 

(PHILIP re-enters with DR SPIGA.] 
Ah - Doctor Spiga. Come in, come in ! [To GUIDO, who 
has approached S ILIA and is pale and agitated] Look, Venanzi, 
we've even got the Doctor here. How convenient I 

GUIDO: Good morning, Doctor'. 
LEONE: If you have confidence in him • •  , 

GUIDO: But really . . .  
LEONE: He's a good chap, you know. First-rate surgeon. But 

I don't want to put him to too much trouble, so I'm 
wondering -

[Turning to GUIDO who is talking to SILIA.] 
I say, do listen ! You've left us standing here like a couple 
of hermits in the wilderness I I was going to say, the orchard 
is conveniently near, we could do it there, early tomorrow 
morning. 

GUIDO: Yes, all right, leave it to me, leave it to me l Don't 
interfere ( [He bows to SILIA.] Good-bye, Doctor. [To 
LEONE] I'll be back soon. No, wait, though ! I shall have a 
lot to do. I'll send Barelli to you. I'll see you this evening. 
Good-bye. 

[He goes out to the Right.] 
SPIGA: What's all this about? 
PHILIP: I say, don't you think it's about time • • •  

LEONE: One moment, Socrates. Come over here, Spiga. First, 
let me introduce you to my wife . • •  

SPIGA [puzzled]: Oh, but . . .  
LEONE [to SILIA] : D o c tor Spiga,  m y  fri end, fellow­

tenant, and intrepid opponent in philosophical arguments I 
SPIGA: Charmed, Signora. [To LEONE] So, you two have . . •  

['made up ' understood] • • •  Well, I congratulate you, though, 
no doubt, to me it will .mean the loss of a valued com­
panionship to which I had become accustomed. 

LEONE: Oh, no ! What are yo4 thinking? 
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SPIGA: That you've made it u p  with your wife. 
LEONE: Oh, no, my dear fellow ! We've never separated. We 

live in perfect harmony - apart ! 'I here's no necessity for a 
reconcJhation. 

SP IGA: Oh . . .  well, in that case, I beg your pardon. I , . .  I 
must confess I couldn't see what my being a surgeon had 
to do with a reconciliation. 

[At this point P HILIP comes forward, unable to contain af!Y 
longer his furious indignation against his master.] 

PHILIP :  It has a lot to do with it, Doctor. And your surgery 
is only one of the absurd, mad things that go on here! 

LEONE: Really, Philip, I . . .  
PHILIP :  Oh, I'm off, I'm off! I'm leaving you right here and 

now ! 
[He exits to the kitchen, slamming the door.] 

LEONE: Spiga - go with him and try to calm him, will you? 
Bergson, my dear fellow, Bergson ! Disastrous effect ! 

[SPIGA laughs, then, pushed by LEONE towards the door on 
the Left, turns to bow to SILIA. - Then looks at LEONE.] 

SPIGA: But I still don't see how my surgery comes into it ! 
LEONE: Go on, go on ! He'll explain it to you ! 
SPIGA: Hm l [He exits.] 

[LEONE goes to SILIA and stands behind the low chair in which 
she is sitting, absorbed. He leans over and looks down at her.] 

LEONE [gent{>'] : Well, Silia ? Have you something else to say 
to me ? 

S ILIA [speaking with difficulty] : I never , , , never imagined . • •  

t� ­
LEONE: That I ?  
SILIA: - would say 'yes '. 
LEONE: You know very well that I have always said ' yes ' to 

you. 
[ s ILIA jumps to her feet, a prey to the most disordered feelings: 
of irritation with this maddening placid docility on the part of 
her husband: of remorse for what she has done: of dirdain for 
the lover who has first tried to get out of all responsibility, and 
then, thrnking to back her up, so as not to lose her, passed all 
bounds.] 
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S ILIA: I can't stand it ! I can't stand it ! [She is on the point of 
weeping.j 

LEONE [pretending not to understand] : What ? My having said 
' yes ' ?  

S I L I A :  Yes, that too 1 Everything . . .  all this . . .  [alluding to 
Gurno] . It will be vour fault if it turns out to Guido's 
advantage ! 

LEONE: My fault? 
S ILIA: Yes, yours ! Throul!h · vour insufferable. limitless 

ap!!!!>' l 
LEONE: Do ou mea a ath 1 

S I LIA:  Your com Jete · 
n� 

LEONE: You think he has taken advantage of it? 
S I L IA: Didn't you see him just now ? It seemed at first that 

he wouldn't hear of a duel. Then finding you so accom­
modating, he went off to arrange . • •  heaven knows what 
terms ! 

LEONE: Aren't you being a little unfair to him? 
S I LIA: But I did tell him to try to make the terms easier, and 

not to go too far now . . .  
LEONE:  But at first you egged him on. 
S I L I A :  Because he denied everything ! 
LEONE: That's true. He did. But, you see, he thought your 

attitude mistaken. 
S ILIA: And you? What do you think? 
L E O N E :  Well, don't you see? I agreed to the duel. 
S I L IA:  I suppose you think I exaggerated, too. Perhaps I did 

a little - but I did it because of the way he was going on ! 
LEONE: Because he denied everything? 
S I L I A: But, because he denied everything, he surely could not 

have found in my exaggeration any pretext for exaggerating 
himself! 

LEONE: Ah, but yon irritated bjm you know ! You both 
exaggerated because you Jet emptjgn get the upper hand. 

S I LI A  [after a pause, /ookint: at him in stupefaction] : And you? 
Still unmoved? 

LEONE: You must allow me to protect myself as best I can. 
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SILIA:  D o  you really think this of yours can 
help you ? 

L E O N E :  Certainly ] I know it can. 
SILIA:  But the Marquis is an expert swordsman ] 
LEONE:  Let Signor Guido Venanzi worry about that ! What 

does it matter to me what this fellow is ? 
SILIA:  You don't even know how to hold a sword ! 
LEONE:  It would be useless to me. This indifference will be 

wea on enou h for me be sure of-;:hat l There I have an 
inexhaustible source of coura e - not mere! c one 
man, that's nothing - but to face the whole world. always. 
I live in a realm where no anxieties can trouble_me, my 
dear. I don't baye tg worry about anything - ngt eyen death 
- or life I ust look at the ridiculous absurdit of men and 
their misera le, petty opinions I Don t you worry I under­
st�d the game. 

At this point, the voice of P H I L I P  is heard in the kitchen, 
saying] 

P H ILIP:  Well, go in your birthday suit, then! 
[s P I G A  enters, Lift.] 

S P I G A  [as he enters] : In my birthday suit, indeed ! Damned 
insolence l Oh . . .  I beg your pardon, Signora. Leone, that 
manservant of yours is an absolute demon. 

L E O N E  [laughing] : What's the matter? 
SPI GA: What's all this I hear about a duel ? Are you really 

involved in one? 
LEONE: Do you find that difficult to believe? 
S P I G A  [glancing at S I LIA, embarrassed] :  Well . . .  er . . .  no ! To 

tell you the truth, I really don't know what the devil that 
fellow has been telling me. You've actually sent the chal­
lenge, have you? 

L E O N E: Yes. 
S P I GA:  Because you considered -
LEONE - that I had to, of course. My wife has been insulted. 
SPIGA [to S I L I A] : Oh, I beg your pardon, Signora. I didn't 

realize. I . . .  I . . .  won't interfere. [To L E O N E] As a matter 
of fact, you know, I . . .  I've never been present at a 
duel ! 
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LEONE: Neither have I.  So that makes two of us. It will be a 

new experience for you. 
S P I GA: Yes, but . . .  I mean . . .  what about the formalities ? 

How should I dress, for example? 
LEONE [laughing] :  Oh, now I understand ! That's what you 

were asking Socrates ? 
S P I GA: He told me to go naked. I shouldn't like to cut a poor 

figure. 
LEONE: My poor friend, I don•t know, either, what doctors 

should wear at duels. We'll ask Venanzi. He'll know. 
SPIGA:  And - I must bring my surgical instruments, I 

suppose? 
[P H ILIP re-enters from the Lift.] 

LEONE: Certainly you must. 
S P I GA: It's on . . .  serious terms, Philip tells me. 
LEONE: So it seems. 
S P I GA: Swords ? 
LEONE: I believe so. 
S P I GA: If l bring my little bag . • .  that'll be enough, eh? 
LEONE: Listen - it's going to take place only a stone's throw 

away - in the orchard - so you can easily bring anything 
you feel you may need. 

[The doorbell rings. P H ILIP exits to the Right.] 
SILIA: Surely that can't be Guido back so soon? 
S P I GA: Venanzi? Oh, good. Then I can get him to tell me 

what I should wear. 
[Re-enters P H ILIP, Right. He crosses the stage towards the door 
on the Lift.] 

LEONE: Who was it? 
P H I LIP [loud(y, dri(y, and with an ill grace] : I don't know. Some 

gentleman or other with a sword. 
[P H I LIP exits to the kitchen. B A R ELLI enters, Right, with two 
swords ;n a green baize cotJer under his arm, and a case containing 
a pair of pistols.] 

B A RELLI:  Good morning. 
LEONE [going to mee� B A RELLI) : Come in, come in, Barelli. 

What's all this arsenal for?  
B A RELLI [indignant(y pujjing] :  Qh, I say, you know, look here, 
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m y  dear Leone: this i s  absolute lhadness. Sheer raving 
lunacy ! 

�ng L E O N E  pointing to S I L I A.) 
Eh ? What ? What's that ? 

LEONE:  May I introduce you to my wife? [To S I L I A] This is 
Barelli - a formidable marksman I 

� A R ELLI [bowing] : Signora. 
l.EONE [to B A R E L L I] : Doctor Spiga. 
� A RELLI:  How do you do? 
iPIGA: Delighted. [He shakes B A R E L L I ' s hand, then, without 

releasing it, turns to L E O N E] May I ask him ? 
�EONE:  Not now. Later. 
) A RELLI:  I've never heard of such a preposterous business in 

all my life. [To S I L I A] You must excuse me, Signora, but 
if I didn't say so I should be neglecting my plain duty. [To 
L E O N E] You don't mean to tell me you've actually sent an 
unconditional challenge ? I 

.EONE:  What does that mean ? 
I A RELLI:  What ! ! !  You've issued one without even knowing 

what it is ? 
.EONE: How on earth should I know anything about such 

matters ! 
: ILIA:  Please - what is an unconditional challenge? 
I A R E LLI:  One that can't be discussed : it gives us no chance 

to try and settle the difference without fighting. It's against 
all the rules and quite illegal - prohibited under the severest 
penalties. And there are those two maniacs with the terms 
fixed up already - almost before they've set eyes on each 
other. By the way they were carrying on, it's a wonder 
they haven't decided on bombs and cannon as well. 

i P I GA: Cannon? 
i l L  I A: What do you mean? 
) A RELLI:  Oh, the whole thing's crazy enough for that ! First 

an exchange with pistols. 
i i L I A :  Pistols ? 
.EONE [to S I L I A] : Perhaps he's arranged that to avoid swords, 

you know. I expect Miglioriti is not so clever with a 
pistol. 
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B A R ELLI: Who, Miglioriti? Why, that fellow shoots the pip 
off the ace of spades at twenty paces I 

SILIA:  Was it Venanzi who suggested pistols ? 
B A RELLI: Yes, Venanzi. What's the matter with him? Has he 

gone mad? 
S I LIA: Oh, my God ! 
S P I GA: But . . .  excuse me, I don't follow. Where does the 

ace of spades come in ? 
BARELLr:  What ace of spades ? 
LEONE: Quiet, quiet, Spiga. You ahd I don't understand these 

things. 
B A  RELLI:  First there's to be an exchange of two shots with 
' pistols. Then you fall to with swords - and on what terms ! 
S I L IA: Swords as well ? Pistols weren't enough for him ! 
B A R ELLI: No, Signora - swords were chosen by agreement. 

Pistols were thrown in as an extra - out of bravado, as it 
were. 

S I L IA: Bm tbjs is murder ! 
BARELLI: Yes, Signora. That's just what h js But if I may 

say so it's up tg you rg stop it. 
SILIA: Up to me? No ! He's the one who can say the word! 

My husband. I never wanted it to become such a serious 
business. 

LEONE [loudly and imperiously to BARELLI] : That's enough, 
Barelli. I don't think there's much use your starting a dis­
cussion with my wife now. 

B A RELLI:  No, but all the same . . .  there's something you 
don't know. The whole town is full of this affair. They're 
talking about nothing else. 

LEONE: Already ? How quickly tongues wag ! 
SILIA: And I suppose they all say that I am to blame. 
BARELLI: No, no. Not you. Venanzi, Signora - Venanzi l 

You understand, Leone, nothing is being said against you -
you don't come into it at all, in fact. Miglioriti's hatred and 
anger are directed against Venanzi alone, because he's found 
out - (and this is .somet.hing that your own wife can con­
firm) - that Venanzi was there, in the flat, all the time. And 
he did nothing to stop ther:p. I Perhaps he was held back by 
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- not exactly a grudge he had against Miglioriti - jealousy, 
rather, fencing-school jealousy._ Heavens above ! V�i 
k s himself hidden out of the wa . . . he makes no 
attem t to sto t em an revent an u scan a or they 
were onl drunk, ou know - and on to of all that, now 
he turns up at Mig 1ont1 s as the bearer o a allenge I The 
whole thing's incredible! Personally, I • • .  I don't bow 
whether I'm on my head or my feet. 

S P I GA: Listen, Leone, perhaps I could do something . • •  

L E O N E  [in a sudden outburst] :  Don't attempt to interfere with 
things you don't understand my friend I 

S P I G A :  But, surely . • •  since it is to take place so near here . . •  

B A RELLI:  Yes, in the orchard - at seven tomorrow morning. 
Look, I have brought two swords. 

LEONE [quick!J,pretending not to understand] : Have I to pay you 
for them ? 

B A R E L L I: Pay? Good Lord, no ! They're mine. I want to give 
you a little elementary instruction, and let you get the feel 
of it. 

LEONE [calmry]: You want me to practise ?  
B A RELLI:  O f  course ! Wh o  else ?  Me? 
LEONE [laughing] : No, no, no, no, thank you. It's quite 

unnecessary. 
B A RELLI:  How can you say it's unnecessary? [He takes out one 

of the swords.] I bet you've never seen a sword, to say nothing 
of the proper way of holding it. 

S I L I A  [trembling at the sight of the sword]: Please ! Please! 
LEONE [loud{y]: That will do, Barelli l Let's have no more of 

these jokes. 
B A RELLI: This is no joking matter t You must at least learn 

how to hold it . . .  
LEONE: That will do, I tell you. [Decisive{)'.] Listen all of you. 

I don't want to appear rude, but I'd like to be left alone now. 
B A RELLI: Oh, yes, of course, you must conserve your nervous 

energy. It's most important that you should keep calm. 
LEONE: Oh, I shall keep calm, all right: you need have no 

doubts about that I But all this has been going on too long 
now: I need a breathing space, you see. If you want to play 
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with those gadgets this evening when V enanzi comes, you 
two who are so brave can amuse yourselves with them for 
a bit while I watch. Will that do? Meanwhile, leave them 
here, and - and don't be annoyed if I ask you to go now. 

B A RELLI: Oh, very well. Just as you like. 
LEONE: You too, Doctor, if you don't mind. 
S P I GA: But won't you let me - ? 
LEONE [interrupting] : You'll be able to ask Barelli for all the 

information you want. 
· . 

B A R E LL I  [bowing to S I LIA] : Good�bye, Signora. 
[siLIA barely incline.; her head.] 

SPIGA: Good-bye, dear lady. [He shakes her hand - to LEONE] 
So long then, eh? Calm, you understand . . .  calm • . .  I 

LEONE: Yes, all right. Good-bye. 
BARELLI:  Till this evening, then. 
LEONE: Good-bye. 

(B A RELLI and S P I G A  exeunt.) 
LEONE: Thank heaven they've gone. I really couldn't stand 

any more. 
SILIA:  I'll go tOO. 
LEONE: No, you stay if you like - provided you don't speak 

to me about this business. 
SILIA:  That wouldn't be possible. And then - you'd never be 

sure of me, if Guido turned up here, as he may at any 
moment. 

[LEONE laughs loud and long.] 
s ILIA [wildly irritated at his laughter] : Don't laugh. Don't laugh I 
LEONE: I'm laughing because I'm genuinely amused, you 

know. You can't imagine how much I am enjoying watch­
ing you chop and change like this. 

S I LIA [on the point of weeping]: But doesn't it seem natural to 
you ? 

LEONE: Yes, and that's just why I'm enjoying it: because 
you're so natural I 

>ILIA [promptly,Juriously]: But you are not I 
LEONE: Isn't that a good thing? 
> I L IA: I don't understand ygu l  I don't nmlstsl!and you ! I 

don't undenta.nd mu I [She, says this, first with almost wild 
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anguish, then with wonder, then in an almost supplicating tone.] 
LEONE [gentry, approaching] : You can't, my dear l But it's 

better so, believe me. [Paure - then in a low voice] !under­
stand i 

sriiA [scarce!J raising her !Yes to look at him, terrified] : What do 
you understand? 

LEo�lmb'] : What it is you want. 
SILIA [as bifore] : �ant? 
LEONE: You know - and yet you don't know what vou want. 
SILIA [as bifore: as though puttingform d an excure]: Oh. God, 

Leone ! I think I must be 
· 

adl 
LEONE: Mad ? Oh, no l 
SILIA: Yes. I must have been mad last night. I'm terrified. 
LEONE: Don't be afraid ! I'm here. 
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myself be mangled by one of those wild beasts - yes, by 
you, too, looking at me now so meekl , so contrite! . No, 
no t s a game, 1eve me. that would be the last 
triCk, that would take away for ever the pleasure of all the 
rest. No np l  

SILIA [hesitant, as though offering herselfJ: Do you want me to 
stay? [She is trembling.] 

LEONE: Why? 
S I LIA: Or shall I come back top..ight, when all the others have 

gone? 
· 

LEONE: Oh • • •  no, dear. I shall need all my strength then • • •  

S I LIA: I mean, to be near you . . .  to help you . • .  

LEONE: I shall sleep, dear. Be sure I shall sleep • • •  as I 
always do, you�no without dreams. 

SILIA [with profou grte That's why everything's hopeless, 
you see ! You w ' elieve it, but in bed my real love is 
sleep - sleep that quickly brings me dreams I 

LEONE: Dreams, dreams ! Oh, yes, I believe you. I believe 
you. 

SILIA:  But it never happens now. I can't sleep. And imagine 
what it will be like tonight ! [She breaks off.] Well - I shall 
be here in the morning. 

LEONE: Oh, no, no ! You mustn't come. I don't want you to 
do that. 

SILIA: You're joking! 
;.EoNE: No, I mean it. I forbid you to come here tomorrow 

morning. 
-§ILIA: You can't stop me. I shall certainly be here. 
LEO NE: Very well. Do as you please. 

[At this point P H I LIP enters, Left - with the lunch-tray.] 
P HILIP [in a hollow, sur{y, imperious voice] : Hey! Lunch is ready! 
SILIA [passionate!J] : Till tomorrow morning, then. 
LEONE [submissive{y] : Till tomorrow morning • • .  

[s i L I A  goes out. LEONE remains absorbed in thought for tJ 

while, then goes and sits down at the table.] 



ACT T HRE E 

The same as Act Two. 
The time is ear{y the next morning. 

[When the curtain rises, the stage is empty and almost dark. 
The front door bell rings. 
PHILIP enters Left, and crosses the stage.] 

PHILIP: Who the devil can it be at this hour? This is a fine 
beginning ! 

[He goes out, Right. After a moment he re-enters with D R  
SPIGA, who is dressed in frock-coat and top-hat, and carries 
two large bags full of sllf'gical instruments.] 

SPIGA: Good morning, Philip. 
PHILIP: 'Morning, Doctor. 
SPIGA [s111'prised at not seeing LEONE] :  Oh l Don't tell me he's 

still asleep? 
PHILIP: Yes, he's asleep. Don't talk so loudly. 
SPIGA: Good God, he's still asleep and I haven't shut my 

eyes all night! 
PHILIP: Worrying about him? [He points to the door at the 

back.] 
SPIGA: Yes, and trying to think of everything. 
PHILIP: What have you got there? [He points to the two bags.] 
SPIGA: Everything, everything ! [He goes to the dining-table 

which PHILIP has already part{y laid.] Come on, come on! -
take off this table-cloth. 

PH ILIP: What for? 
SPIGA: I've got my own here. [Takes a Sllf'gical sheet of white 

American cloth out of one of the bags.] 
PHILIP: What are you going to do with that? 
SPIGA: I'm going to get everything laid out in readiness 

here. 
· 

PHILIP: Oh, no, you're not ! You don't touch that table. I'm 
laying it for breakfast. 
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S PIGA: Breakfast ?  Lord, man ! We've something more impor-
tant to think about than breakfast! 

P H I L I P: You leave that table alone, I tell you ! 
S P I G A  [turning to the writing de.rk] : Well, clear the desk then. 
P H I L I P: You must be joking. If the police find out about the 

duel, don't you know that these two tables can talk? 
S P I G A  [te.rti!JI] : Oh, yes ! I know�l ut that. Don't you 

start quoting him at me I Two ym a : writing-desk and 
dining-table; books and coo!Pn sils; the void and the 
counter-balance? But don't you know that in about half 
an hour from now all those nonsensical ideas of his may be 
snuffed out like a candle ? 

P H I LIP:  Huh ! Well, I suppose you've ordered his coffin, 
haven't you ? You look like an undertaker. 

S P I G A  [louder] : My God, what an unfeeling brute you are ! 
They told me to dress like this. This is really the limit. 
Heaven alone knows what a night I've had . . .  

P H I LIP:  Hush ! Not so loud ! 
S P I G A  [.rf!(t!JI] : . • .  and now I have to argue with you. Get a 

move on ! Clear this other little table for me at any rate. [He 
point.r to the third, .rmaller one.] I haven't time to waste. 

P H I LIP:  Oh, I don't mind your using that one. It won't take 
long. [He remove.r a cigar-box and a va.re f!( flowm.] There you 
are - cleared I 

S P I GA: At last. 
[ s P I G  A .rpreads hi.r doth on the table and begin.r to get out hi.r 
in.rtrument.r. At the .rame time PHILIP goe.r on laying the 
breakfa.rt table, occa.rionally di.rappearing into the kitchen to 
fetch thing.r. The conver.ration continue.r meantime.] 

SPIGA [to him.re!f, checking hi.r in.rtrument.r] :  Scalpels . . •  bone 
saw . . .  forceps . . .  dissectors . . .  compressors . . .  

P H I L IP: What do you want all the butcher's shop for? 
S P I GA: What do I want it for i  Don't you realize he's going 

to fight a duel ? Suppose he get's shot in a leg or an arm ­
we may have to amputate. 

P H IL I P :  Oh, I see . .  Why haven't you brought a wooden leg, 
then? 

S P I GA: You never know w�at may happen with fire-arms: 
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you have to be prepared for anything. Look, I've brought 
these other little gadgets for bullet extraction. Probe • • •  

mirror • . .  electric torch . • .  scissors • • .  two types of ex­
tractor . . .  look at this one ! English model - a beauty, isn't 
it? Now, where did I put the needles ? Let • . •  me • . .  see . . •  

Mm . . .  [He looks in one of the bags.] Ah, here they are ! I 
think that's everything. [Looks at the clock.] I say, it's twenty­
five past six ! The seconds will be here at any minute! 

PHILIP: So what? It's got nothing to do with me l 
SPIGA: I'm thinking of him - suppose he isn't awake yet i 
PHILIP: It's no good trying to keep him to his timetable 

today ! 
SPIGA: He made the appointment for seven o'clock. 
PHILIP: Then he'll have to see to waking himself up. He may 

be up already. 
SPIGA: You might go and see. 
PHILIP: You don't catch me going to see ! I'm his clock on 

ordinary days, and I'm not putting myself a minute fast or• 
slow, today or any other day ! Reveille, seven-thirty ! ­

SPIGA: Good God, man ! Don't you realize that at seven-
thirty today he may be dead? 

PHILIP: - And at eight I bring him his breakfast! 
[There is a ring at the front-door bell.] 

SPIGA: There ! You see? That'll be the seconds. 
[PHILIP goes out. He comes back shortly after with GUIDO 
and BARELLI.) 

GUIDO [as he enters]: Oh, good morning, Doctor. 
BARELLI [ditto] : Good morning, Doctor. 
SPIGA: Good morning. Good morning. 
GUIDO: Are we all ready? 
SPIGA: I am, quite ready ! 
BARELLI [laughing at the sight of all the surgical armoury laid out 

on the table]: Oh, look. Look, Venanzi, he certainly has got 
everything ready I 

GUIDO [irritated] :  Well, good, God, there's nothing to laugh 
at! [To SPIGA] Has he seen it? 

SPIGA: Who? Excuse me . . .  ' Quod abundat non vitiat.' 
GUIDO: I'm asking you whether Leone has seen these instru-
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ments? [To BARELLI] You know, he must be absolutely 
calm but if he sees . . .  

S PIGA: Oh, no, he hasn't seen anything yet i 
GUIDO: Where is he? 
SPI GA: Well . . .  I think he's not up yet. 
BARELLI: What? 
GUIDO: Not up yet? 
SP IGA: I think, I said: I don't know. He hasn't been in here. 
GUIDO: Well, we can't stand about here like this. We have 

only a quarter of an hour left: He must be up. [To PHILIP] 
Go and tell him we are here. 

BA RELLI: What a man ! 
GUIDO [to PHIL IP, who has remained motionless, frowning] : Get 

a move on ! 
PHILIP: At seven-thirty ! 
GUIDO: Oh, go to blazes ! I'll call him myself. [He rushes to 

the door at the back.] 
S P IGA: He's bound to be up . . .  
BA RELLI :  He really is amazing, upon my word ! 
GUIDO [knocking loud!J on the door, Centre, and listening, with 

his ear to it] : What can he be doing ? Surely he isn't still 
asleep ? [He knocks again, louder, and calls] Leone I Leone I 
[He listens.] He is still asleep ! My God, he's still asleep ! [He 
knocks again and tries to open the door.] Leone ? Leone ! 

BARELLI: What did I tell you ? He's amazing ! Incredible ! 
•GUIDO: How does he lock himself in? 
rPHILIP: With the bolt. 
GUIDO: But why? 
P HILIP: I don't know. 
o'!IARELLI: Does he always sleep as soundly as this? 
,PHILIP:  Like a log ! Two minutes, it takes me to wake him, 

every morning. 
GUI DO: Well, I'll wake him if I have to smash the door in ! 

Leone ! Leone ! Ah, he's awake at last! [Speaking through the 
door.] Get dressed quickly. Hurry up. Hurry up. It's almost 
seven already .. 

BARELLI: Would you believe it l 
SP IGA: What a sound sleepet.l 
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P H I L I P :  Yes, he's always the same. He has to drag himself out 
of his sleep, as if he was hauling himself up from the bottom' 
of a well ! 

G U I D O :  Oh, is there any danger of his falling back again ?� 
[He turns back to look at L E O N E ' s door.] 

B A RELLI [hearing a noise] : No, listen: he's opening the door. 
s P I G  A [placing himself in front of the table with his instruments] :  

I'll keep him away from here ! 
[L E O N E  appears, perfect(y placid and still rather sleepy, in 
pyiamas and slippers.] 

L E O N E :  Good morning. 
G U I D o: What ! Still in pyjamas? Good Lord ! Go and get 

dressed at once. You haven't a minute to lose, you 
know. 

L E O N E :  Why, may I ask? 
G U I D O :  He asks why ! 
B A RELLI:  Have you forgotten you've a duel to fight? 
LEONE:  I? Fight a duel ? 
S P I G A :  He's still asleep l 
G U I D O :  The duel, man ! The duel ! At seven o'clock ! 
B A R E L L I :  In less than ten minutes. 
L E O N E: Don't get excited, I heard. 
G U I D O  [absolute(y dumbfounded] :  Well then? 
L E O NE :  Well then what? 
B A RELLI [also dumbfounded] : What do you mean ' what ' ? !  

You've got to get dressed and g o  and fight l 
L E O N E  [placidry] : Have I ?  
S P I G A  [as though to himselfj: He must have gone out o f  his 

mind ! 
LEONE:  No, Doctor ! I'm perfectly ' compos mentis '. 
G U I D O :  You have to fight. 
LEONE:  I have to fight, too, have I ?  
B A R E L L I :  ' Too '?  What d o  you mean? 
L E O N E: Oh, no, my friends. You're mistaken!· 
G U I D O: Do you want to withdraw? 
B A R ELLI:  Don't you want to fight, now? 
LEONE: I? Withdraw? But you know perfectly well that I ,  

always firmly maintain my position. 
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GUIDO: I find you like this, and yet ­
BARELLI: But, if you say -
LEONE: - How do you find me? What do I say? I �at 

you and my wife upset my whole day Jl:esterda¥ Yenanzi, 
trymg to make me do what I admitted all the time was my 
d�. 

GUIDO: Well then - I 
.!'ARELLI: - You're going to fight! 
}EONE: That's not my duty. 

· 

.»o'>.RELLI: Whose is it, then? 
j.EONE [pointing to GUIDO] :  His J  
�ARELLI: Venanzi's ? 
"f.EONE: Yes, his. 

[He goes to GUIDO who has turned pale.] 
And you know it. [To BARELLI] He knows it l I, the hus­
band, issued the challenge. because he couldn't for my wife's 
sake. But as for fighting the duel oh no I As for fighting, 
[to GUIDO, soft(y, pulling one of the lapels of his jacket, and 
stressing every word] you know quite well. don't you that 
that is no concern of mine, because I never fight against 
anybody - you're the one who fights I 

[GUIDO, in a cold sweat, passes his hand convulsively over his 
temples.] 

BARELLI: This is fantastic ! 
LEONE: No, "Pedectiv normal, my dear fellow! Oujte in 

accordance with the rules of the game. �� �� ray 
part: he's playtng hts. I am not going to bUdge ;;om my 
anchora e. And his o onent looks at it as I d u 
said yourse , are i, that the Marquis is really angry with 
him, not with me. Because they all know, and you"better 
than any of them, what he wanted to do to me. Yes, 
Venanz1 yqu and S1ha really dtd want to cart me off to the 
slaughter. didn't you? 

GUIDO [protesting vigorous(y] : No, I didn't ! I didn't ! 
LEONE: Oh. yes, you and my wife were like two children 

bouncing up and down on a see-saw yesterday. And I was 
in the middle, balancing myself and ·you two into the bar­
gain. You thou�ht you'd haye a little game with me. didn't 
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you ? You thought between you, you could win my life 
fr'Am me? Well. you ye lost the game my fi;iends: I have 
outplayed you. 

GUIDO: No ! You are my witness that yesterday, right from 
the beginning, I tried -

LEONE: - Oh yes, you tried to be discreet. Very discreet ! 
GUIDO: What do you mean? What are you insinuating? 
LEONE: Well, my dear fellow, you have certainly not been' 

discreet up to the last, you must admit I At a certain point -
for reasons I understand very well, mark you (and I'm 
sorry for you) - your discretion failed you. And now, I 
regret to say, you are about to suffer the consequences. 

GUIDO: Because you're not going to fight? 
LEONE: Exactly. It's not my business. 
GUIDO: Very well, then. Is it mine? 
BARELLI [rising] : ' Very well ', do you say? !  
GUIDO [to BA RELLI] : Wait ! (To LEONE] What are you going 

to do? 
LEONE: I'm going to have breakfast. 
BARELLI: But this is fantastic ( 
GUIDO: No, I mean . . .  Don't your realize that if I take your 

place -
LEONE: - No, no, my dear Venanzi l Not mine: your own ! 
GUIDO: Very well, then: mine ! But you will be dishonoured ! 
BA RELLI: Disgraced ! We shall be forced to expose your 

dishonour ! 
[LEONE laughs loudly.] 

BARELLI :  How can you laugh? You'll be dishonoured, dis­
honoured ! 

LEONE: I understand, my friends, and I can still laugh. Don't 
you see how and where I live? Why should I worry my 
head about honour? 

GUIDO: Don't let's waste any more time. Let's go. 
BARELLI: But are you really going to fight this duel ? 
GUIDo:  Yes, I am. Don't you understand ?  
BARELLI: No, I don't ! 

· 

LEONE: Yes, it really is his business, you know, Barelli l 
B A RELLI: You're being cynical ! 
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LEONE: No. Barelli. I'm bein� rational l Whep one has 
emptied oneself of every passion, and . . .  

GUIDO [interrupting and gripping B A RELLI fry the arm] : Come, 
Barelli. It's no use arguing now. Come down with me, too, 
Doctor. 

SPI GA: I'm coming ! I'm coming! 
[At this moment, SILIA enters, Right. There is a short silence 
during which she stands still, perplexed and amazed.] 

GuIDo [coming forward, very pale; .and grasping her hand]: Good­
bye, Silia. [He turns to LEONE] Good-bye. 

(GUIDO rushes out, Right,jol/owed fry BA RELLI and SPIGA.] 
S I LIA: Why did he say good-bye like that? 
}.EONE: I told you, dear, that it was quite useless for you to 

come here. But you were determined to. 
S I LI A: But . . .  what are you doing here? 
LEONE: Don't you know ? I live here ! 
SILIA:  And what is Guido doing ? Isn't . . .  isn't the duel 

going to take place ? 
LEONE: Oh. it will take place, I suppose. It may be taking 

place now! 
SILIA: But • • •  how can it be? If you're still here? 
LEONE: Oh, yes, I am here. But he has gone. Didn't you see 

him? 
..S ILIA: But then . . .  that means . . .  Oh, God ! Why has he 

gone? Has he gone to fight for you ? 
'!:EONE: Not for me, dear - for you ! 
·S ILIA: For me? Oh, God ! Did you do this? 
LEO N E  [coming up to her with the commanding, disdainful air of a 

cruel judge] : Did I do this? You have the impertinence to 
suggest that I am responsible for it I 

S I LIA: But you have . . .  
LEO NE [in a low voice, gripping her arm]: I have punished you 

� I  
. 

s IL r A [as though biting him]: I see I But at the price of you1 own 
dislllll!,Qur I 

LEONE: You are mv. dishonour. 
S I LrA: And all this tlme . . .  God, what can be happening to 

him? It's horrible. Is he down there, fighting ? Fighting on 
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those terms ! The terms h e  himself insisted on. [She suddenly 
laughs �ysterically.] Oh, it's perfect ! Perfect! And you let 
him have his way. I swear he never intended to fight, not 
he I You are the devil ! The devil incarnate I Where are they 
fighting? Tell me? Down there? In the orchard ? [She looks 
for a window.] 

LEONE:  It's no good, you know. There aren't any windows 
overlooking the orchard. You must either go down or 
climb up on to the roof. 

[At this point, n R s P 1 G A, pale as a corpse and all dishevelled, 
dashes in with grotesque discomposure: flings himself at his 
surgical instruments laid out on the table: rolls them up in the 
cloth, and rushes out without saying a word.] 

S I LI A :  Oh l Doctor! Tell me . . •  tell me . . .  what has hap­
pened? [with a cry] Oh l [Not believing her own presentiments] 
Dead? [Running out after him] Tdl me l Is he dead? Tell me? 

[L E O N E  remains motionless, absorbed in deep, serious thought. 
Long pause. P H I L I P  enters, Left, with the breakfast tray and 
puts it down on the table.] 

P H I L I P  [calling in a hollow voice] : Hey ! 
[L E O N E  barely turns his head. P H I L I P  indicates the breakfast 
with a vague gesture.] 

Breakfast time I 
[L E ONE, as though he has not heard, does not move.] 
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ACT ONE 

The drawing-room in the home of Councillor Agazzi. The principa, 
entrance is at the back. There is another door left and one right. 

[When the curtain rises L A M B E R T O  L A U D I S I  is irritated(} 
walking up and down the room. He is about forty, quick oJ 
movement and elegant without affectation. He is wearing a 

violet-coloured smoking-jacket with black lapels and black­
braided edges and frogging.] 

L A U D I S I :  H'ml So he's gone off to take the matter up witb 
the Prefect? 

A M A L I A  [is about forty-jive and grey-haired. Her manner reveals ll 

considerable sense of her own importance, which is derived from 
the position her husband occupies in society. She gives you t£ 
understand, nevertheless, that if it rested with her, she could pia) 
the part all by herself and would behave quite different!J on matZ) 
an occasion] : But, good heavens, Lamberto, the man's a sub· 
ordinate of his I 

L A U D I S I: A subordinate at the office - not at home I 
D I N A  [is nineteen years old and has an air of knowing everything ll 

little better than her mother - and then her father, too. But this ai1 
of superiority is softened by her vivacious, youthful charm] : But 
he's deliberately set his mother-in-law up in a flat in this 
very building, and on the same floor as us I 

L A U D I S I: And why not? He's his own master, isn't he? There 
was a suitably small flat to let and he's taken it for his 
mother-in-law. Or perhaps you think that one's mother-in­
law is in duty bound to call upon, and pay her respects to, 
the wife and daughter of her son-in-law's superior? [H� 
says this with some emphasis, deliberately prolonging the sentence.] 

A M ALIA: But who's talking about duty? I seem to remembet 
that it was we who made the first move, Dina and I. We 
called on the lady in question, and she wouldn't receive us. 

L A UD I S I :  In that case what has your husband gone running 
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to the Prefect for? Is he going to ask him to use his 
authority to wring this act of courtesy out of the man ? 

AMALIA:  It would only be what was right and proper, any­
way ! It's just not done to leave two ladies standing like that 
outside the front door, looking like a couple of dummies I 

L A U D I S I :  You're being very high-handed, aren't you? Out­
rageously high-handed! Are people no longer to be allowed 
to keep themselves to themselves, even in their own 
homes ? 

AMALIA: Oh well, if you don't want to realize that we were 
only trying to be polite! She's new to the town and we 
wanted, purely out of courtesy, to call on her first. 

D INA: Now, now, Uncle dear, don't get so worked up about 
it ! If you must have the truth . . .  Well, we'll be quite 
honest with you, and admit that our great politeness really 
arose out of our curiosity. But tell me, doesn't it seem 
natural to you that we should be curious ? 

L A U D I S I :  Oh yes, quite, quite natural ! Because you've noth­
ing better to do with your time. 

DINA:  Now, look, Uncle dear . . . .  Suppose you're standing 
there, just where you are now, not taking the slightest 
notice of what anyone around you is doing. Good I I come 
along, and then, bang in the middle of this little table that's 
just in front of you, quite im-per-turb-ably . . . .  Or rather, 
wearing an expression like that gallowsbird we're talking 
about . . .  I put . . .  oh, heaven knows what ! . • •  well, let's 
say a pair of Cook's shoes, for instance ! 

L A U D I S I  [with a start] : And what have Cook's shoes got to do 
with what we're talking about? 

D I N A  [immediate{Y]: There, you see ! You see? I've startled 
you ! It seems queer to you ! So you immediately start trying 
to find out the why and wherefore. 

L A U D I S I  [very still, very silent for a moment, a cold smile playing 
on his lips; but he quick{Y regains countenance] : Dina, you're a 
darling. And you're very clever. But you're dealing with 
me now, you know. ¥ ou come and put Cook's shoes on 
this little table iri front of me here, solely in order to arouse 
my curiosity. Well then, �ince you did it on purpose, you 
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obviously can't blame me if I ask, ' But why, my dear, have 
you put Cook's shoes on here ? '  And now you must prove 
to me that this Mr Ponza - this rascally boor, as your father 
calls him - came here and settled his mother-in-law in the 
flat next door with the same degree of malice aforethought. 

D I N A: All right, then ! Let's suppose he didn't do it on pur­
pose. But you certainly can't deny that that man conducts 
his life in an extremely odd manner ! It was bound to set the 
whole town buzzing with curiosity. It's only natural ! Look 
here I He arrives. He rents a small flat on the top floor of 
that large, gloomy house out there, right on the outskirts, 
by the orchards . • • .  Have you ever seen it? I mean from the 
inside? 

LAUD I S I: I supposeyou've been to have a look at it? 
DINA: Yes, Uncle dear. I went with Mummy. And we're not 

the only ones who've been out there either, you know! 
Everyone's been to have a look at it. There's a courtyard -
it's ever so dark, just like a well - with an iron balustrade 
way up above - running along the top floor balcony. It's 
ever so high up I And there are several baskets hanging 
from it on ropes. 

LAUD IS I: And what is the point of all this? 
DINA [in wonder and indignation] : Why, that's where he's 

dumped his wife ! Up there ! 
AMALIA:  And he's found a flat for his mother-in-law here, 

next door to us I 
L A U D I S I :  He settles his mother-in-law in a nice comfortable 

little flat right in the middle of town I Lucky little old lady I 
A M A LIA: Oh, yes! Very kind of him! And he forces her to 

live on her own . . .  tears her away from her daughter ! 
L A U D I S I :  Who told you so? Isn't it possible that his wife's 

mother prefers this arrangement? So that she shall be more 
free to come and go as she wishes. 

DINA: Oh no, no, Uncle dear, how could she? Everybody 
knows it's his fault. 

AMALIA: Listen to me a moment ! Everybody realizes that 
when a young woman marries, she'll leave her mother's 
home and go off to live with her husband, and that she may 
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even go off to live in another town, perhaps. That's all per­
fectly understandable. But when a poor mother, unable any 
longer to put up with having to live so far away from her 
daughter, follows her, and then, though they're both 
strangers here, is forced to live in another part of the town . 
. . . Well, I ask you . . .  that's not so understandable . . •  

now, is it? Go on, own up ! 
LA U D I S I: Of course it isn't!  But how stupid you are, flounder­

ing and flailing about after the truth in this idiotic fashion! 
Does it really take such a very great effort of imagination to 
realize that, either through his fault or through hers, or per­
haps through the fault of neither, to realize that they just 
don't get on together ? So that even in the circumstances 
you . . .  

DINA [interrupting him in astonishment] : What, Uncle • . .  ? Not 
get on together . . .  ? Mother and daughter? 

LAUDISI: Why do you say mother and daughter? 
AMALIA: Why, because it couldn't possibly be him and his 

mother-in-law ! They're as thick as thieves, those two ! 
DINA: Mother-in-law and son-in-law! That's what amazes 

everybody so I 
AMALIA: He comes here every evening to keep his mother­

in-law company. 
DINA: He comes during the day too. At least once every day. 

Sometimes twice. 
L A u D  I s  I :  I take it that you suspect them of making love to­

gether, mother-in-law and son-in-law? 
D I NA: Oh, no ! How can you suggest such a thing ? Why, she's 

ever so old I A frail, little old lady I 
AM ALIA: But he never brings her daughter with him ! He 

never, never brings his wife to see her mother ! Never ! 
L A U D I S I :  The poor girl's probably ill . . . probably can't 

leave the house . . .  
D I NA: What nonsense ! Her mother goes out there to that . . .  

AMALIA: Yes, she goes all the way out there ! To look at her 
from a distance !. We know for an absolute certainty that 
that poor mother is forbidden to go up to her daughter's 
flat ! 
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D IN A :  She can only talk to her from the courtyard ! 
A MA LIA: From the courtyard ! You do realize, don't you 

• • .  ? 
D IN A :  To her daughter, mind you ! Her daughter comes out 

on to the balcony and peers down, just as if she were 
looking down from Heaven. The poor woman goes into the 
courtyard, pulls the rope on the basket and rings the bell. 
Her daughter comes out on to the balcony . . . and her 
mother has to talk to her from down there . . .  from inside 
that well . . .  twisting her neck like this in order to see her. 
Just imagine itl And she doesn't even manage to see her 
daughter, she's so dazzled by the light pouring down from 
up there ! 

[A knock is heard at the door and the B UT L E R  appears.] 
B U T L E R: Excuse me, madam, there are some people to see 

you. 
A M A L I A :  Who is it? 
B UT L E R: Mr and Mrs Sirelli and another lady. 
A M ALIA: Oh, show them in. [The B UT L E R  bows and goes out. 

Enter M R  and M RS S I R E L L I  and M R S  C I N I.] 
A M A L I A: My dear ! How nice to see you. 
M RS S I RE L L I  [is a plump, healthy-looking, energetic sort of woman. 

Still young and pleasing to look at. She is dressed - over-dressed, 
rather - with what passes for elegance in the provinces. She is 
consumed by a restless curiosity. Her manner towards her husband 
is harsh]: I hope you won't mind, but I've brought a very 
good friend of mine with me - Mrs Cini. She so very much 
wanted to meet you. 

A M ALIA: How do you do, Mrs Cini? Please sit down, every­
body. [She introduces the others.] This is my daughter, Dina 
. . .  My brother, Lamberto Laudisi. 

SI RELLI [a bald-headed man of about forty. What remains of his 
hair is slicked down with brilliantine. He is fat and with some 
pretensions to elegance. As he walks his well-polished shoes 
squeak] : How do you do? How do you do? [He bows to each 
of the ladies in turn as he greets her. He then shakes hands with 
L A U D IS I.] 

M R S  S I RELLI:  My dear, we've come to you as to the fount of 
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all knowledge ! We're two poor women positively thirsting 
for news ! 

AM A L I A :  But news about what, ladies ? 
M R S  S I RELLI: Why, news about this blessed new secretary at 

the Prefecture, of course ! The whole town's talking of 
nothing else. 

M R S  C I N I  [ii a stupid old woman, greedy and malicious. She masks 
her faults, however, with an air of ingenuousness] :  We're all so 
intrigued by the whole affair . . . .  We're simply agog with 
curiosity ! There's never beeri anything like it I 

A M ALIA: But we know no more than anyone else, Mrs Cini, 
believe me. 

S I RELLI [to his wife, as if celebrating a victory] : What did I tell 
you ? They know just about as much as I do l Perhaps even 
less than I do I [Then, turning to the others] For example . . .  
The real reason why this poor woman can't go and visit her 
daughter . . .  do you know what it is ? 

A M A LIA: I was just discussing that very question with my 
brother. 

L A U D I S I :  You all seem to me to have gone out of your 
minds, the whole pack of you. 

D I NA [immediately, before anyone can pt[f attention to what her 
uncle has said] : They say it's because her son-in-law forbids 
her to I 

M R S  CINI [in wailing tones] : That's not a good enough reason, 
Miss Agazzi. 

M R S  S I RELLI [pressing the point] : It most certainly is not good 
enough I There's more to it than that. 

SI RELLI [with a gesture, to gain their attention] : I've got a fresh 
item of news for you . . .  something that's only just been 
confirmed. [Then, deliberate{y, stressing the syllables] He keeps 
her under lock and key. 

AMALIA: His mother-in-law ? 
SI RELLI: No, Mrs Agazzi, his wife ! 
M R S  S I RELLI: His wife ! His wife ! 
M R S  CINI [in her wa_iling voice] : Under lock and key ! 
DINA:  There, Uncle ? Do you reali?e what . • .  ? And there 

were you trying to find ex,cuses • . .  I 
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S I R E L L I  [astonished] :  What? Trying to find excuses for that 
monster? 

L A U D I S I :  But I'm not trying to find excuses for him ! Nothing 
of the sort I All I'm trying to say is that your curiosity - with 
all due deference to the ladies - is insufferable. If for no 
other reason than that it's quite pointless. 

S I R E L L I :  Pointless? 
L A u D  I s  I: Pointless I Yes, pointless, dear ladies. 
M R S  C I N I :  Pointless ? Our trying to find out? 
LAU D I S I :  Forgive my asking . . .  find out what? What can we 

really know about other people ? Who they are? What sort 
of people they are ? What they do ? Why they do it? 

M R S  S I R E L L I :  Well, by trying to get information, by asking 
for news, we can . . .  

L A U D I S I :  But if there's anyone, according to that reckoning, 
who should be thoroughly au fait with what's going on, it's 
you, Mrs Sirelli . . .  with a husband like yours, a man who 
is always so well-informed about everything. 

S I R E L L I  [tring to interrupt him] : Excuse me, but . . .  
M R S  S I R E L L I :  No, dear, listen ! It's only too true ! [She turns to 

A M A L I A.] The truth of the matter is, my dear, that for all 
my husband's always saying he knows everything, I never 
succeed in getting to know a'!)thing. 

S I RELLI:  And no wonder! She's never content with what I do 
tell her I She always has her doubts as to whether a thing can 
really be as I've said it is. Furthermore, she'll maintain that 
what I've told her just cannot be true. Why, she even goes 
so far as deliberately to suppose that the real truth is the 
exact opposite of what I've told her I 

M R S  S I R E L L I :  Now, just a minute • . • .  Some of the things you 
tell me . . . I 

L A U D I S I  [laughing loud(y] : Hal Ha l Ha l May I, Mrs Sirelli? 
I'll answer your husband for you. My dear man, how do you 
expect your wife to be content with w hat you tell her if . . .  
as is quite natural . . .  you present things to her as they 
a ppear to you ? 

MR S S I R E L L I :  And as they just simply cannot be l 
L A U D I S I :  Oh no, Mrs Sirelli l Forgive me, but I must tell you 
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that there you're wrong. You may be quite sure that for 
your husband things are exactly as he describes them to you. 

S IRELLI: And, what's more, as they are in reality I As they are in 
reality! 

MRS  S IRELLI: Nonsense! Nothing of the kind ! You're con­
stantly making mistakes about things I 

S IRELLI: Believe me,you're the one that's constantly making 
mistakes, not mel 

LAUDISI: No l No l My dear good people, the fact is that 
neither of you really makes ffiistakes. May I explain? I'll 
prove it to you. [He rises and stands in the middle of the room.] 
Now both of you can see me standing here. You can see me, 
can't you? 

SIRELLI: Why, of course!  
LAUDISI: No, no ! Don't be in such a hurry to say yes, my 

dear fellow I Come over here I Come on over I 
SIRELLI [looking at him, an uncertain smile on his lips. He is per­

plexed and a little disconcerted, rather as if he were reluctant to 
take part in a joke he doesn't understand] : Why? 

MRS SIRELLI [irritated{y] : Go on. [She gives him a prah.] 
LAUDISI [to SIRELLI, as hesitant& he advances towards him] : Can 

you see me? Take a better look at me. Touch me. 
MRS S IRELLI [to her husband who, not at all sure whether he wants 

to take part in this incomprehensible joke, is still hesitating as to 
whether to touch LAUDISI] :  Go on, touch him ! [S IRELLI lifts 
a hand and touches LAUDIS i ginger{y on the shoulder.] 

LAUDISI: Good man, that's right ! You're quite sure that 
you're touching me • • •  the me that you can see • • •  aren't 
you? 

SIRELLI: I should say so. 
LAUDISI: Of course you're sure! You haven't the slightest 

doubt whatsoever about it! Now go and sit down again. 
MRs s IRE  L L I [to her husband, as he stands there stupidly in front of 

LAUDISI] :  It's no use your standing there, blinking your 
eyes ! Come and sit down again! 

LAUDISI [to MR.S s iaELLI1 when her somewhat shattered husband 
has returned to his seat] : Now, will you please come here, Mrs 
Sirelli? [Immediately, forestalling her objection] No, no! Of 
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course ( I'll come to you ( [He comes and stands in front of her 
and then goes down on one knee.] You can see me, can't you? 
Lift up your tiny hand and touch me. [And as M R s  s I R E  L L I 

puts her hand out towards his shoulder, he bends his head to kiss 
it.] What a charming little hand ( 

S I RELLI:  I say ! Hold on ! 
L A U D I S I: Take no notice of him ! Are you sure that you too 

are touching me, the me that you can see ? You are sure . . .  
You have no doubt whatsoever that it's me you're touch­
ing. But please, I beg you, don't tell your husband, or my 
sister, or my niece, or Mrs Thingummy here . • •  

M R S C I N I  [prompting him] : Mrs Cini. 
L A U D I S I :  • • •  Or Mrs Cini, how I appear to you, because all 

four of them will immediately tell you that you're quite 
mistaken. Whereas in reality you're not mistaken at all, 
because actually I am as you see me. But, Mrs Sirelli, that in 
no way alters the fact that I am really what I seem to be to 
your husband, or to my sister, or to my niece or to Mrs -
er -

M R S  C I N I  [promptinf!, him) : Cini. 
L A U D I S I : - to Mrs Cini here. And they, too, are in no way 

mistaken. 
M R S S I RELLI:  But how on • . .  ? You mean you're a different 

person for each one of us then? 
L A U D  IS I: Why, of course, I am, dear lady ! And you • . .  ? I 

suppose you aren't? You're not a different person ? 
M R S S I RE L L I  [very quick{y]:  Oh, no, no, no, no ! I assure 

you that, as far as I'm concerned, I'm never anybody 
different ! 

L A U D I S I :  And as far as I'm concerned I'm never anybody 
different either ( And I could quite well maintain that unless 
you see me as I see myself then you're all mistaken. All of 
which doesn't alter the fact that, for me to say that would be 
an inexcusable act of presumption on my part, as inexcus­
able as the one you're making is on yours, dear lady. 

S I RELLI: You'll forgive my asking, but what do you hope to 
achieve with all this rigmarole ? 

L A U D I S I :  So you think there's no conclusion to be drawn 
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from it?  Good Lord i I find you all anxiously trying to 
search out who other people are, and what things are really 
like . . •  Just as if people and things were like this or like 
that, simply because they are what they are. 

M R S  S I RELLI: According to you, then, we can never know the 
truth? 

M R S  CINI:  Things have come to a pretty pass if we're no 
longer to believe in what we can see and touch I 

LAUDISI:  Oh yes, dear lady, you must believe • . •  I However, 
let me urge you to respect what others see and touch, even 
if it is the exact opposite of what you yourself see and 
touch. 

M R s  S I RELLI: Oh, listen to him! I'm going to turn my back 
on you I And I shan't say another word to you I I don't want 
to go mad ! 

LAUDISI:  No ! No ! I've finished! Go on talking about Mrs 
Frola and her son-in-law, Mr Ponza. I shan't interrupt you 
again. 

AMALIA: Oh, thank goodness for that! Lamberto dear, it 
would be best if you were to go into the other room I 

D I NA: Yes, Uncle dear, it would ! In you go ! Go on, into the 
other room with you I 

L A u D  1 s 1: No, why should I? I'm enjoying myself, listening to 
you people talk. Don't you worry, I'll be a good boy and 
keep quiet. At the very worst, I may occasionally laugh up 
my sleeve . . .  and if you should happen to hear me once or 
twice . . .  well, you'll just have to forgive me. 

M R S  SI RELLI:  And to think that we came here to find out . . .  I 
But, really, Amalia, isn't this Mr Ponza a subordinate o f  
y o  ur husband's ? 

AMALIA: That's all very well when he's at the office. But 
when he's in his own home, my dear . . .  

M R S  S I R ELLI: Of course, I quite understand ! But haven't you 
even tried to see his mother-in-law next door? 

D I NA: I should just say we have ! Twice, Mrs Sirelli l 
M R S  CINI [starting,· then, greedily and intently]: Ahl So you've 

. . .  So you've actually spoken to he.r? 
A MALIA: She was not at home to us, Mrs Cini. 

l"l2. 



RIGHT Y O U  ARE! 

S I R E LLI, M R S  S I RELLI, and M R S C IN I :  What? Oh l Oh ! How 
was that? 

D I N A :  And this morning, moreover . . •  

A M A L IA: The first time we called we stood for more than a 
quarter of an hour outside the door. No one came and 
opened it, so we couldn't even leave a card. We tried again 
today . . .  

n I N A  [with a gesture expressing horror] :  And he came to answer 
the door ! 

M RS S I RE LLI : How horrid ! That face of his ! Yes, there's 
something really evil about it ! He's upset the whole town 
with that face of his I And then, the way he always dresses in 
black. They all three dress in black, don't they? Hi s wife as 
well ? The daughter, I mean. 

S I R E LLI [anmryance and disgust in his voice] : Now how can you 
possibly know that, if no one has ever seen the daughter? If 
I've told you once, I've told you a thousand times . . .  it's 
quite probable that she dresses in black . . . .  They come from 
a small town, in Marsica, you know. 

A M A L I A: Yes, it was completely destroyed, so it seems. 
S I RELLI:  By the last earthquake. Just razed to the ground. 

There's not one stone left standing on another. 
D I N A :  It's said that they lost all their relatives. 
M RS C I N I  [anxious!J trying to bring the conversation back to where 

it was before the digression] : Yes, yes !  So • . .  So he opened the 
door? 

A M A L I A: The moment I saw him standing there in front of 
me, with that face of his, what I was going to say just stuck 
in my throat ! I managed to stammer out that we'd come to 
call on his mother-in-law and • • .  he didn't say a word ! Not 
even ' Thank you ' I 

D INA: Oh no, be fair, Mummy ! He did bowl 
A M A L I A :  Yes . • .  But only just! It was more of a nod than a 

bow. Like this I 
D I N  A: But his eyes said all sorts of things, didn't they? Those 

eyes of his . . . I They're a wild beast's eyes, not a man's I 
M RS C I N I  [still trying to keep to the main issue] : And then? What 

did he say then? 
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D I NA: H e  was all embarrassed • • •  

A M A L I A: • • •  and all untidy. He told us that his mother-in­
law was indisposed . . .  was very grateful to us for our kind­
ness in calling . . .  and then just stood there in the doorway, 
waiting for us to go. 

DINA: It was so terribly humiliating ! 
S I RELLI:  The ill-mannered ruffian ! Oh, you can be absolutely 

sure it's all his fault! For all we know he may be keeping his 
mother-in-law under lock and key, too I 

M R S  S I RELLI: The nerve of the mari l To treat a lady like that, 
and the wife of his superior at that ! 

AMALIA: Oh, as for that . . .  this time my husb�nd did take it 
rather badly. He considered it a very grave lack of respect 
on his part. So he's gone to make a strong complaint to the 
Prefect and to demand an apology. 

DINA: Talking of angels, here comes Daddy now. 
(A GA Z Z  I joins them.) 

A G A Z Z I  [is fifty, with rather unkempt red hair and beard. He is 
wearing gold-rim1ned spectacles. His manner is scornful(y, spite­
fully authoritarian] : My dear Sirelli, how are you? [He comes 
up to the settee, bows, and then shakes hands with M R S  S I RELLI.] 
Good afternoon, Mrs Sirelli. 

AM ALI A [presenting him to M R S  CINI) : My husband . . .  Mrs 
Cini. 

AGAZZI [he bows and shakes handr] : Delighted. [Then turning ­
almost solemn(y - to his wife and daughter] I have to tell you 
that Mrs Proia will be arriving any moment now. 

M R S  S I RELLI [clapping her handr exultant(y] : She's coming? 
She's actually coming here ? 

A G A Z Z I :  Well, I had to do something about it ! I couldn't 
possibly tolerate such an insult to my family honour, such 
flagrant rudeness to my own wife and daughter, now could I ?  

S I RELLI:  Of course not! That's just what we were saying ! 
M R S  S I RELLI: And it might have been a good idea to take this 

opportunity to . . .  
A G A Z Z I  [breaking in] :_ • • •  To give the Prefect an account of all 

the gossip that's going round town.about this gendeman ? 
Don't you worry l I've seen ,to that all right I 
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S I R EL L I: Oh, good ! Good man ! 
M R S  C I N I :  Such inexplicable things, too l Absoluteiy incon­

ceivable ! 
AMALIA:  Positively beast(y l But did you know that he keeps 

them under lock and key? Both of them 1 
D I N A :  No, Mummy, that's not true ! We still don't know 

about the old lady ! 
M R S  S I R E L LI :  But it's certainly tru e about his wife . 
S I RELLI:  And what did the Prefect say? 
A GA Z Z I: Oh, yes ! Well . . .  he was very . • .  yes, what I told 

him made a very deep impression on him . . . •  

SI RELLI:  Well, that's good news ! 
A G A Z Z I: A stray rumour or two had reached him already, 

and . . .  well, he too sees that here's a good opportunity to 
clear up the mystery . . .  once and for all . . •  and really to 
get at the truth. 

L A U D I S I  [laughing loud(y]: Ha l Hal Ha l 
A M A L I A :  Your laughter, my dear Lamberto, is singularly in­

appropriate just now 1 
A G A Z Z I :  Why is he laughing? 
M RS SI RELLI:  Why, because, according to him, it's quite im­

possible to discover the truth about anything. 
[The B U T L E R  comes in.] 

BUTLER [appearing in the doorwtry]: Mrs Frola is here. Shall I 
show her in? 

SI RELLI:  Ah J  Here she is. 
A G A Z Z I :  Now, my dear Lamberto, we shall soon see whether 

it's impossible or not. 
M RS S I RELLI:  Good ! Oh, I'm so glad she's come. 
AMALIA [getting up] :  Shall I ask him to show her in? 
A G A Z Z I: No, my dear,you sit down. Wait till she's shown in. 

We must remain just as we are ! It's most important that 
when she comes in we should all be sitting down and 
behaving quite naturally. [To the B U T L E R] Show her in. 

[The BUTLER goes out. He returns almost immediate(y with 
M R S  F RO LA. AI/ rise. M RS F R O  LA is a neat little o/d lady, 
retiring, yet very friend(y and courteous. There is a profound 
sadness in her eyes, but it is softened by the sweet smile which is 
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aiWf!YS on her lips. A M A L I A  goes up to her and holds out her 
hand.] 

AMALIA: Oh, please do come in, Mrs Frola. [Taking her by the 
hand she introduces her to the others.] Mrs Sirelli, a dear friend 
of mine . . .  Mrs Cini . . .  my husband • . .  Mr Sirelli . . .  my 
daughter Dina . . .  my brother, Lamberto Laudisi. And 
now, please do sit down, Mrs Frola. 

M R S  F R OLA: I must apologize for having neglected my duty 
for so long. I'm very sorry.· It was most gracious of you, 
Mrs Agazzi, to honour me with a visit . • .  when really it 
was my place to have called on you first. 

AMALIA: Among neighbours, Mrs Frola, one doesn't worry 
about who should call first. Especially as I thought that you, 
being a stranger here and all on your own, might quite well 
be in need of . . .  

M R S  F ROLA: Oh, thank you, thank you . . . •  You're too 
kind . . . .  

M R S  S I RELLI:  You're all by yourself in our dear little town, 
then? 

M R S  F R OLA: No, I have a married daughter here. She hasn't 
been here very long either. 

SI RELLI:  Mrs Frola's son-in-law is the new secretary at the 
Prefecture . . .  Mr Ponza, isn't it ? 

M R S  FRO LA: Yes, that's right. And I hope that Mr Agazzi will 
be very kind and forgive me. And forgive my son-in-law 
too. 

AGAZZI:  To tell the truth, Mrs Frola, I did take it a little 
amiss . . . .  

M R S  F R OLA [interrupting him] : And you were quite right 
to . . . .  Quite, quite right ! But you must forgive him ! 
Believe me . . .  we're still utterly overwhelmed by . . .  the 
dreadful thing that happened to us. 

AMALIA:  Yes, of course, of course! You were involved in 
that awful disaster! 

M RS S I R E LLI:  Did you lose any relatives in the . . . ? 
M R S F R OLA: All of them� . . .  Every one, Mrs Sirelli.There's 

hardly a trace of our village left noy.r. Just a heap of ruins 
out there among the fields ., . .  completely deserted. 
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S I RELLI:  Yes, we heard about it. 
M R S  F R O L A :  I only lost my sister and her unmarried daughter 

Yes, she had a daughter too. My poor son-in-law, however, 
suffered much more grievously. He lost his mother, two 
brothers and their wives, a sister and her husband . . .  And 
there were the children as well . . . his little nephew and 
niece . . .  

S I RELLI:  An absolute massacre ! 
M RS F R O L A :  A tragedy like that haunts you all your life 

You're left . . .  Well, it's just as if you'd been stunned ! 
AMALIA:  It must be l 
M RS S I R E L L I :  And to happen just like that . . .  in a flash !  

Why it's enough t o  send you out o f  your mind ! 
M R S  F R O LA: Your mind stops working. So you sometime 

fail in your social duties, without really meaning to do any­
thing of the sort, Mr Agazzi. 

A G A Z  Z I :  Of course !  I quite understand, Let's say no more 
about it, Mrs Frola. 

A M A L I A :  It was really . • .  Well, partly on account of this . . •  

er . . .  misfortune of yours that my daughter and I came to 
call on you . . .  first. 

M R S  S I RELLI [writhing with curiosiry]: Of course!  Knowing 
that you were so very much alone, Mrs Frola . . . .  Yet you 
must forgive my rudeness if I presume to ask how it is that, 
having your daughter here in the town . . .  and after such a 
terrible misfortune as that . . .  that . . . .  [Growing abashed 
after having made such a magnificent start] Well, it seems to me 
that . . .  it ought to make the survivors feel the need to keep 
together . . . .  So how is it that . . .  ? 

M R S  F R O L A  [completing her remark, so as to rescue her from her 
predicament] : . • • That I should always be so very much 
alone? Is that it? 

S I RE L L I :  Yes, to be quite frank with you, it does seem strange. 
M R S  F R O  LA [sadry] :  Yes, I understand. [Then, as if trying to find 

a way out] But, you know, it's my belief that when your son 
or your daughter gets married, they should be left very 
much to themselves, so that they can live their life in their 
own way. That's what I . . .  
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LAUDIS I :  And you're quite right ! Quite, quite right ! Because 
of sheer necessity it must be an altogether different sort of 
life, founded as it is on a new relationship, the relationship 
between husband and wife. 

MRS S I RELLI :  But it's not so different, if you'll forgive my 
saying so, Laudisi, that it means shutting one's mother 
completely out of one's life. 

LAUDIS I :  Who said anything about shutting her out? If I 
understand things correctly,, at this particular moment 
we're talking about a mother who realizes that her daughter 
can and should no longer be tied to her apron-strings . . .  as 
she has been hitherto . . .  because she now has a life of her 
own to lead . . .  a very different kind of life. 

MRS FROLA [very grateful to him for this] : Yes, that's quite 
right ! That's exactly how things are l Thank you, Mr 
Laudisi ! That's precisely what I wanted to say. 

MRS C INI: But your daughter probably comes here . . .  I 
imagine . . . comes here pretty often and keeps you com­
pany . . . .  

MRS FROLA [on tenterhooks] : Yes, of course . . .  we do see each 
other . . . .  We certainly do see . . .  

SIRELLI [immediatery] :  But your daughter never leaves the 
house I At least, no one has ever seen her do so I 

MRS  CINI :  Perhaps she has her children to look after ! 
MRS FROLA [instantry] :  No, there are no children yet. And 

perhaps there won't be any at all . . . now. She's been 
married . . .  oh, it's over seven years now. She has a great 
deal to do about the house, of course. But that's not the 
reason. [She smiles sadly, and then goes on - trying to find a new 
wt:ry out.] We women who come from small towns, you 
know . . .  we're used to staying at home all the time. 

AGAZZI :  Even when we have our mother to go and see? Our 
mother . . .  who's no longer with us all day long . . . .  

AMALIA: But Mrs Frola probably goes and sees her daugh­
ter! 

MRS FROLA [immedirztelyl :·Of course I Why shouldn't I? I go 
at least once a day . . .  sometimes twice I 

S IRELLI : And once or twic� a day you climb all the way 
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up those stairs ? Right up  to the top floor of  that huge 
building? 

M R S  F RO L A  [growing pale, but still trying to smile through the 
torment that she is suffering at this questioning] : Why no, to tell 
the truth, I don't climb all the way up. You're quite right, 
Mr Sirelli, the stairs would be too much for me. No, I don't 
go upstairs. My daughter comes out and looks down on the 
courtyard side and . . .  well, we can see each other and have 
a chat. 

M R S  S I R E L L I :  Is that the only way you see one another? Oh l 
Don't you ever see her close to? 

D IN A  [putting her arm round her mother's neck] : Speaking as a 
daughter, I certainly shouldn't expect my mother to climb 
up hundreds of stairs every day on my account. But I most 
definitely shouldn't be content only to see her and speak 
to her from a distance, without being able to give her a hug 
. . . or have the comfort of feeling her near me. 

M R S  F R O L A  [thorough!J perturbed and embarrassed] : You're quite 
right I Yes, I see that I'll have to explain exactly how . . .  I 
wouldn't want you to think anything that wasn't true 
about my daughter . . .  that she's in any way lacking in 
affection or consideration for me . . .  or about me, her 
mother either . . . .  All those hundreds of stairs would be no 
barrier to a mother, old and tired though she might be, when 
at the end she would have the reward of being able to press 
her daughter to her heart. 

M R S  S I RE L L I  [triumphant!J] : There you are ! That's just what 
we were saying, Mrs Frola. We said there must be a reason. 

A M A L I A  [pointed!J] : There, do you see, Lamberto? There is a 
reason! 

S I R E L L I  [prompt!J]: Your son-in-law, eh? 
M R S  F RO L A :  Oh no. please don't think ill of him ! He's such a 

good boy I You can't imagine just how good he is . . .  how 
tender and how delicate is his affection for mel How atten­
tive he is - and how concerned for my comfort ! To say 
nothing of the love he has for my daughter and the care 
that he lavishes on her. Oh, believe me, I couldn't have 
wished for a better husband for her. 
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M R S  S I R E L L I :  But . . .  In that case . . .  ? 
M R S  CINI:  In that case he probably isn't the reason ! 
A GAZZI:  Of course not ! It doesn't seem even remotely 

possible to me that he should forbid his wife to go and 
visit her mother, or forbid his mother-in-law to go up to 
her daughter's flat and spend a little while with her ! 

M R S  F R O LA: Oh, no ! There's no question of forbidding! I 
didn't say that it was he who forbade it. It's our decision . . .  
Believe me . . .  Mine and my daughter's. We refrain from 
visiting each other of our owri accord, out of our regard 
for him. 

A G A Z Z I :  But, forgive my asking, what could he possibly take 
offence at ? I'm afraid I don't understand ! 

M R S  F R O  LA: It's not that he'd take offence, Mr Agazzi. It's a 
feeling . . .  A feeling that is perhaps not altogether easy to 
understand. [This is to the ladies] When you do understand, 
however, you won't find it at all difficult to sympathize, 
believe me . . .  Though it does undoubtedly mean no light 
sacrifice on my part . . .  And on my daughter's too. 

A GA Z Z I :  Mrs Frola, you must admit that all this that you've 
been telling us is very strange . . .  To say the least. 

S I RELLI:  Yes, and absolutely guaranteed to arouse a good 
deal of curiosity . . .  And justifiable curiosity, too. 

AGAZZI:  And, one might even add, a certain amount of sus­
picion. 

M R S  F R OLA: Of him? Oh, for pity's sake, please don't say 
that ! What sort of suspicion, Mr Agazzi? 

AGAZZI:  None at all. Now . . .  Please don't get worried. I 
only said that one might be inclined to suspect something. 

M R S  F R O LA: No ! No l Suspect what? Why, there's perfect 
agreement between us ! We're happy, very very happy . • •  

I'm perfectly happy and so is my daughter. 
M R S  SI RELLI: Perhaps the root of the trouble is jealousy. 

M R S  F R O  LA: Jealousy . . .  of his wife's mother ? I don't think 

you could call it that . .  although . . .  I don't really know. 

This is how things are ... . He wants to keep his wife's heart 

completely to himself . . .  and so intense is his desire that he 

even wants the love that q1y daughter should have for her 
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mother . • .  and he admits it l Of course he does I Why 
shouldn't he? . . .  He wants her love to reach me through 
him . . . .  By way of him l There . . .  that's how things are l 

AGAZZI: Oh l . • .  Forgive me for saying so, but that seems 
outrageously cruel to me I 

MRS  FROLA: Oh, no I Not cruel ! Please don't call it cruel, Mr 
Agazzi I It's something quite quite different, believe me I Oh, 
how can I make you understand what I mean? His nature 
. . .  yes, that's it l But . . •  no I Oh, dear! It's a kind of 
disease, maybe . . . .  Yes, let's call it that, if you wish I It's 
like a fullness of love . . .  all locked up . . .  yes . . .  so as to 
keep out everybody and everything. In that fullness of love 
his wife must live without ever coming out . • .  and no one 
else must ever be allowed to enter into it. 

D INA: Not even her mother? 
S IRELLI:  Downright selfishness, I call it l 
MRS  FROLA: Perhaps . . .  but a selfishness that gives itself 

utterly and completely, like a world of tenderness and devo­
tion, to the woman he loves. After all, it would be I who 
would be selfish if I tried to force my way into this closed 
world of love, when I know that my daughter lives happily 
in it, and that he adores her so. That ought to be enough for 
a mother, oughtn't it? [This is to the ladies.] Besides, so long 
as I can see my daughter and talk to her . . . [With a graceful, 
confiding gesture] There's a little basket that we send up and 
down . . .  in the courtyard . . .  it always carries a note from 
me and a word or two from her . . .  just giving the day's 
news. I'm quite content with that. And now . . .  well, I'm 
quite used to it now. Resigned, if you like. I don't suffer any 
more. 

:AMALIA: Well, after all, if you're happy, you and your 
daughter . . . I 

!MRS F ROLA [rising]: Oh yes, we are . • .  as I told you. Because 
he's so very good. Believe me, I couldn't wish for a better 
son-in-law. We all have our weaknesses and we must learn 
to bear with one another. [She takes her leave of AMALIA.] 
Goodbye, Mrs Agazzi. [She next takes her leave of MRS  
S I RELLI and MRS  CINI.' then of D INA. Then, turning to 
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A GA Z Z I] I hope you really will forgive me for . . .  
A G A Z Z I :  There's nothing to forgive, Mrs Frola. We're most 

grateful to you for calling on us. 
M R S  F R O L A  [a slight inclination of the head to S I RELLI and 

L A U D I S I. Then, turning to A M A L I Al : No, Mrs Agazzi, please 
don't bother . . .  please don't bother to come to the door . . .  
don't disturb yourself . . .  please . . .  

A M A L I A :  Why, of course I must ! It's my duty, Mrs Frola l  
[M R S F R O L A  goes out, accom;anied by A M A L I A, who comes 
back shortly.] 

· 

S I RE L L I :  Well ! Well ! What utter nonsense ! Were you 
satisfied by her explanation?  

A GA Z Z I :  What explanation? God only knows what terrible 
mystery there is hidden away in that story of hers . . .  

M R S S I RELLI:  And Heaven knows how she must be suffering 
as a mother ! Deep down in her heart ! 

D I N A :  And her daughter, too l Oh, dear ! Oh, dear ! [A pause.] 
M R s c IN I [from the corner of the room where she has hidden herself 

to conceal her crying, her words coming like a shrill explosion]: 
The tears were trembling in her voice I 

A M A L I A :  Yes . . .  when she said she would think nothing of 
climbing up hundreds and hundreds of stairs, just to be 
able to press her daughter to her heart. 

L A U D I S I :  For my part I noticed above all a studied careful­
ness in her manner . . . .  No, it was more than that . . .  there 
was a marked determination to ward off any suspicion that 
might conceivably fall on her son-in-law. 

M R S  S I RELLI:  Oh, nonsense ! Good heavens, you could see 
she just didn't know how to excuse his behaviour ! 

S I RE L L I :  Excuse it! Huh ! Is there any excuse possible for 
such violent behaviour?  Such downright barbarity? 

[The B UTLER comes in.] 
BUTLER [appearing in the doorwtryl : Mr Agazzi, Mr Ponza is 

here. He would like to see you for a few minutes. 
M R S  S I RELLI:  Oh l Him! 

[There is general surpl'ise and a movement of anxious curiosity, 
almost of dismay, rather.] 

A GA Z Z I :  He wants to speak to me? 
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B U T L E R: Yes, sir, that was what he said. 
M R S  S I RELLI:  Please speak to him in here, Mr Agazzi. I'm 

almost afraid . . .  but I'm ever so curious to see him at close 
quarters I The Monster I 

AMALIA: But what can he possibly want? 
A G A Z Z I :  Well, we shall soon find out. Please sit down, every­

body ! Please sit down ! We must try and look as uncon­
cerned as possible. [To the B U T L E R] Show him in. 

[The B U T L E R  bows and goes out. M R  P O N Z A  enters short{y 
after. He is dark, short, thick-set, and of an almost ferocious 
appearance. He is dressed entirely in black. He has thick black 
hair, a low forehead, and a great black moustache. He talks with 
an effort, his speech givingyou a sense of violence restrained with 
difficulty: he is continually clenching and unclenching his fists. 
Every now and again he mops the sweat off his face with a black­
bordered handkerchief. As he speaks, his eyes remain fixed in a 
hard and gloomy stare.] 

A G A Z Z r :  Please come in, Mr Ponza, please come in. [Introduc-
ing him] Mr Ponza, the new secretary . . . My wife . . .  Mrs 
Sirelli . . .  Mrs Cini . . .  my daughter . . .  Mr Sirelli . . .  my 
brother-in-law, Laudisi. Please sit down. 

P O N Z A: Thank you. I shan't take up more than a moment of 
your time, and then I'll relieve you of the burden of my 
company. 

AGAZZI:  Would you prefer to speak with me in private? 
P O N Z A: No, I can . . .  I can speak in front of everybody. As a 

matter of fact, it's something everybody really ought to 
know. I feel it's my duty to . • .  

A G A Z Z I :  You mean about your mother-in-law's not coming 
to call on us? You don't need to bother any more about 
that, because . • •  

P O N Z A: No, it's not that, sir. It's rather than I want you to 
know that Mrs Frola, my mother-in-law, would un­
doubtedly have called on your wife before she and your 
daughter were so kind as to visit her, if I had not done all I 
could to prevent her from doing so . . .  because I simply 
could not allow her either to visit anyone or to be herself 
visited by anyone. 
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A G A Z Z I  [with proud resentment] : And why not, may I ask? 
PONZA [getting more and more excited, despite his efforts to restrain 

himself] : Has my mother-in-law been talking to you about 
her daughter? Did she tell you that I forbid her to see her 
daughter . . .  ? That I forbid her to enter my house? 

AMALIA: Why, no ! There was nothing but kindness and 
affection for you in everything she said. 

D I NA: She had nothing but good to say of you. 
A G A Z Z I: She said, moreover, that it was she who refrained 

from visiting her daughter . : .  out of consideration for some 
peculiar feeling of yours . . . .  All of which, I tell you quite 
frankly, we find completely incomprehensible. 

M R S  S I R ELLI:  And, what is more, if we had to say just 
exactly what we think of the whole affair . . . .  

A G A Z Z I :  Yes l It seemed very cruel to us. Yes, absolutely 
cruel ! 

P O NZA: It's precisely in order to throw some light on that 
matter that I am here, sir. That woman is in a most pitiable 
condition. But I myself am no less to be pitied . . .  Not least 
because I am obliged to justify my actions . . .  and to have 
to tell you all about a misfortune which only . . .  only such 
violence as this could have forced me to reveal to you. [He 
stops a moment to look at everybody. Then he says slowly and with 
emphasis] Mrs Frola is mad. 

ALL [with a start] : Mad ? 
P O NZA: She has been mad for the last four years. 
M R S  S I RELLI [with a cry] : Oh, dear ! And it doesn't show in the 

slightest. 
A G A Z Z I  [utterly astounded] : What do you mean, mad ? 
PONZA: She doesn't appear to be mad, but she is mad. And her 

madness consists in this very thing, in her believing that I 
don't want to let her see her daughter. [With an access of 
strong, almost ferocious emotion] Which daughter, in God's 
name ? Her daughter has been dead for the last four 
years ! 

ALL [flabbergasted] : Dead ( Oh ! What do you mean ? Dead? 
PONZA: She died 'four years ago. That is what drove her 

mother mad. 
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SI RELLI :  But, i f  this is true, who i s  the lady who's . . .  living 
with you now? 

P O N ZA: She is my second wife. I married her two years ago. 
AMALIA: And Mrs Frola thinks it's still her daughter who's 

your wife? 
P O NZA: That has been her good fortune . . .  if you can call it 

such. She was in a nursing home . . .  under close super­
vision. One day, as she was looking out of her window, she 
happened to see me walking along the street with my second 
wife. Immediately she became fixed in the fantastic belief 
that in her she saw her own daughter . . .  alive. She started 
to laugh, and to tremble all over. Suddenly she was free 
from the brooding despair into which she had fallen, only 
to find herself in this other world of madness. At first she 
was in a highly excited, ecstatic condition. Then, little by 
little, she became calmer. But her heart is still full of 
anguish. And yet she's somehow managed to submit to it 
with resignation. She's guite happy, however, as you've 
been able to see for yourselves. She persists in believing that 
it's not true that her daughter is dead, but that I want to keep 
her entirely to myself, without ever letting her mother see 
her again. She appears to be completely cured. And in fact, 
to hear her talk, you'd think she was no longer mad at 
all. 

AMALIA: That's very true ! You wouldn't have the slightest 
suspicion ! 

M R S  S I R E L LI:  Yes, she did say she was happy as things were. 
PO NZA: She says that to everyone. But she really is very 

grateful, and most affectionate towards me. Because I try to 
back her up as much as I possibly can, even at the cost of 
grave personal sacrifice. I have to keep up two homes. I 
have to ask my wife, who fortunately is very charitable and 
so agrees, to preserve the illusion for her continually . . .  
The illusion that she is her daughter. She comes to the 
window, she speaks to her, she writes to her. But there is a 
limit to charity, ladies and gentlemen, a limit to duty I I 
cannot compel my wife to live with her. And in the mean­
time that poor unfortunate woman is virtually a prisoner in 
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her own home, under lock and key, for fear that she might 
one day walk in. Yet, she's quiet enough, a very gentle 
woman . . .  but, as you'll readily appreciate, it would strike 
horror into my wife to have to accept the caresses that she 
would lavish upon her ! It would make her shudder from 
head to foot! 

AMALIA [bursting out, horror and pity mingling in her voice] : Oh 
yes I The poor woman I Just imagine how dreadful it would 
bel 

M R S  SI RELLI [to her husband and to MRS CINI] : There, do you 
hear? She actually wants to be kept locked up I 

PONZA [to cut things short] : You will realize, sir, that I couldn't 
possibly let her make this visit unless I was absolutely forced 
to do so. 

AGAZZI: I do indeed. I fully appreciate your difficulty. Yes . . •  

yes . . .  I see very clearly now why . . .  
PONZA: Anyone who suffers a misfortune as terrible as this 

must be kept from contact with the outside world. When I 
was compelled to let my mother-in-law call on you, it 
became my imperative duty to come here and tell you what 
I have just told you. It was my duty, if I had a due regard 
for the position I occupy. So that this terrible accusation 
against a public official . . .  that I could be so cruel, either 
from jealousy or from some other motive, as to prevent a 
mother from seeing her own daughter . . . shall not be 
believed by the people of this town. [He rises.] I beg your 
pardon, ladies, for having upset you. It was quite un­
intentional. . . .  [He bows.] Good afternoon, sir. [He bows 
again, then nods to L A U D I S I  and SI RELLI.] Good afternoon. 
[And he goes out through the door centre-back.] 

AMALIA: So she's mad ! Oh l 
M R S  S I RELLI: Poor lady! Mad ! 
D INA: And that's why there's all this . . .  She thinks she's Mrs 

Ponza's mother . . .  but she's not her daughter I [She buries her 
head in her hands in horror.] Oh, God I 

M R S C I N I: But who w_ould ever have supposed it? 
AGAZZI:  And yet, you know . . .  the way she talked • • •  

L A U D I S I: You mean . . .  you'd :;tlready guessed? 
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AGAZZ I :  N o  . . .  but, at the same time, she was obvious­
ly none too sure about how to put what she wanted to 
say. 

MRS  S I RELLI :  No wonder, poor creature ! She doesn't see 
things rationally. 

S I RELLI: All the same . . .  forgive me for pressing the point 
. . .  She's behaving very strangely if she really is mad. It's 
very true that she didn't talk about things rationally. But 
the way she was constantly trying to explain to herself why 
her son-in-law didn't want her to see her daughter . . .  the 
way she was forever trying to find excuses for him, and 
then adapting herself to the excuses she had herself in­
vented . . . .  

AGAZZI :  Good grief, man ! Why, that's the very thing that 
proves she's mad 1 That frantic hunting for excuses for her 
son-in-law, without ever succeeding in finding a single one 
that would pass muster 1 

AMALIA: Yes, she'd say something and then take it back 
again. 

AGAZZI  [to Sirelli] : Do you honestly believe that if she 
weren't mad she could possibly accept her present way of 
life? Only to see her daughter up there at the window . . . .  
And the only reason why she mayn't see more of her to be 
the one she gave us, the morbid love of a husband who 
wants to keep his wife for himself alone? 

S I RELLI :  All right ! But do you honestly believe that it's 
because she's mad that she accepts her present way of life? 
That it's because she's mad that she's resigned to it? It  
seems very fishy to me l Very fishy indeed ! [To LAUDIS I] 
What do you say? 

LAUD I S I: Me? Why, nothing ! 
BUTLER [knocking on the door, and then appearing in the door1Pay. 

He looks somewhat perturbed] :  I beg your pardon, sir, but Mrs 
Proia is here again. 

AMALIA [dismay in her voice] : Oh dear, what does she want 
now? Suppose we can't get rid of her again 1 

MRS  S I RELLI :  I understand just how you feel . . .  now that we 
know she's mad. 
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M R S  C I N I: Oh, dear ! Oh, dear ! Heaven only knows what 
she's come to tell us this time I I'm dying to hear what she 
has to say, though I 

S I R ELLI:  I'm rather curious too. I'm not in the least con­
vinced that she is mad. 

D INA: Yes, Mummy, do ask her in. There's nothing to be 
afraid of! You saw how quiet she is I 

AGAZZI: We certainly must ask her in. Let's hear what it is 
she wants. If there's any trouble we'll be able to cope with 
it. But do sit down, everybody'! Please sit down ! We must 
remain seated ! [To the B UTLE R) Show her in. [The B UTLER 

goes out.] 
AMALIA: Oh, please help me, everybody, for goodness' sake ! 

I haven't the slightest idea what to say to her now that 
we . . .  

[M R S  F R O  LA enters. AMALIA rises and, somewhat afraid, goes 
to greet her. The others are looking at M R S  F ROLA in some 
dismay.] 

M R S  F R O LA: May I come in? 
AMALIA:  Please do, Mrs Frola, please do . . . .  My friends are 

still here, as you see . . . .  
M R S  F R O  LA [she is smiling, but there is a pronounced sadness in the 

gentle courtesy of her smile] : And they're all looking at me 
just as if I were some poor mad woman. Yes, you too, 
dear Mrs Agazzi . . . . [Then, to them all] You are, aren't 
you? 

AMALIA: No, no, Mrs Frola l How can you suggest such a 
thing? 

M R S  FROLA [profound regret in her voice] : It would have been 
better to have left things as they were, when I was rude 
enough to keep you standing outside the door, the first 
time you called I I could never have supposed that you 
would return and oblige me to make this visit, the conse­
quences of which, alas I I foresaw only too clearly. 

AMALIA: No ! No I Believe me, we're very pleased to see you 
again. . 

S I R ELLI:  Something is distressing Mrs Frola . . . .  We don't 
know what . • • .  Suppose she tells us what it is. 
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M R S  F R O L A :  Didn't my son-in-law leave here a moment o r  so  
ago? 

A GA Z Z I :  Oh, yes . . .  yes ! But he came to . . .  er . . .  er . . .  talk 
to me about some . . .  er . . .  er . . .  official matters, Mrs 
Frola. Yes, official matters 1 

M RS F R O L A  [hurt and dismayed] : Oh, what pitiful lies you're 
telling me . . .  just so that I shan't worry . . .  

A G A Z Z I :  No ! No ! Mrs Frola. You may rest assured that it's 
the truth I'm telling you. 

M R S  F R O L A  [the hurt and dismay still marked] : He was quite 
calm, I hope . . . .  Was he? did he speak calmly ? 

A G A Z Z I :  Oh, yes . • .  quite calm . • . •  He was very calm in­
deed, wasn't he? 

[All nod assent - confirming his words.] 
M R S  F R O LA :  Oh dear, you all think you're reassuring me . . .  

And all the time I want to reassure you about him. 
M R S  S I R E L L I :  But what need is there for you to do so, Mrs 

Frola, if we tell you again that . . .  ? 
A G A Z z r :  • • •  It was official matters he came to talk to me 

about. 
M R S  F R OLA: But I can see how you're looking at me. Please 

be patient with me. It's not for my own sake that I'm telling 
you all this 1 From the way in which you're looking at me, I 
can see quite plainly that he's been here and given you proof 
of . . .  something that I would never have revealed, not for 
all the wealth in creation 1 You can all bear witness that 
when I was here just a short time ago I didn't know how to 
answer your questions. They were very cruel questions, 
believe me. And I gave you an explanation of our way of 
life which, I admit, could satisfy no one ! But could I 
possibly tell you the real reason ? Or could I tell you, as 
he goes about saying, that my daughter died four years 
ago, and that I am a poor mad woman who believes her 
to be still alive, and that he doesn't want to let me see 
her? 

A G A Z Z I  [quite stunned by the "profound accent of sincerity with 
which M·Rs F R O L A  has spoken] : Oh 1 Do you mean to say . . .  ? 
Your daughter? 
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MRS  FROLA [immediatefy, anxiousfy] : You see, it's true ! Why 
are you trying to hide the truth from me? That is what he 
told you . . . I 

S IRELLI [hesitant, studying her] : Yes . . .  as a matter of fact • • •  

he did say . • .  

MRS FROLA: I know he did. And unfortunately I know too 
the pain it causes him, finding himself obliged to say such 
things about me I Ours is a misfortune, Mr Agazzi, which 
has inflicted terrible suffering upon us. By unceasing effort 
we have been able to come to tenns with it. But only at the 
cost of living as we now live. I can very well appreciate how 
odd it must look to other people . . .  what suspicion it must 
arouse • . .  the scandal it provokes. But, on the other hand, 
he's an excellent worker, most conscientious and com­
pletely scrupulous. But you'll have found that out already, 
no doubt. 

AGAZZI :  Well, to tell you the truth, I haven't . . .  I've had no 
chance to, as yet. 

MRS FRO LA: Please don't judge him by appearances I He really 
is an excellent boy. Everybody he's ever worked for has 
said that I So why must you torture him with this investiga­
tion into his private life? Into this misfortune of his ? A mis­
fortune, I repeat, that he has got over, but one which . . •  

if people got to know about it . . . might injure his 
career. 

AGAZZI: Mrs Frola, please don't distress yourself so I Nobody 
wants to torture him. 

MRS FROLA: Oh dear, how can you expect me not to be dis­
tressed, when I see him obliged to give to all and sundry an 
explanation that is absurd, horrible? Can you really seriously 
believe that my daughter is dead? That I am mad? And that 
this woman who's living with him now is his second wife? 
But, believe me, it is necessary, absolutely necessary for him 
to say all this I By this means alone has he been able to regain 
his tranquillity and his belief in life. He himself is well 
aware of the enorf:\'llty of what he says, and when he is 
forced to say it, he gets excited and.overwrought. You'll 
have noticed that for yourselyes I 
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A G A Z Z I :  Yes, as a matter of fact, he was a little . . .  a little . . •  

excited. 
M R S  s r  R E L LI :  Oh dear, do you mean to say . . .  ? Then he's the 

one that's mad now, is he? 
S I R E L L I :  Why, of course he is ( It must be him !  [Triumphantry] 

I told you so ( 
A G A Z Z I: Good Lord ! Is it really possible? [A lively agitation 

among the others.] 
M R S  F R O L A  [immediatery, clasping her hands] :  Oh, please, every­

one, what are you thinking now? No! It's only on this one 
subject that he's so sensitive. But would I leave my daughter 
alone with him if he really were mad ? Would I? No ! And 
there's the evidence of his work at the office . . . .  You can 
see for yourself, Mr Agazzi. He carries out all his duties per­
fectly. No one could possibly do better. 

A G A Z Z I :  H'm ! But you'll still have to explain to us exactly 
how things stand, Mrs Frola. And very clearly too I Do you 
really mean

· 
to say that your son-in-law came here and made 

up all that story purely for our benefit? 
M R S  F R O LA: Yes . . . .  I'll explain everything to you. But you 

must forgive him, Mr Agazzi, you must! 
A GA Z Z I :  But do you really mean to say . . .  ? Isn't it true that 

your daughter's dead? 
MRS FROLA [in ho"or] :  Oh, no ! God forbid ! 
A G A Z Z I  [thoroughry annoyed, shouts] : Then he's the one that's 

mad ! 
M R S  F R O L A  [entreating] : No ! No ! Look . . . . I 
S I RE L L I  [triumphantry] : Yes, yes, of course, he must be 

mad ! 
M R S  F R O LA: No ! Look ! Look ! He's not mad ! He's not mad ! 

Please let me speak ! You've seen him. He's a tremendously 
powerful, virile, rather violent sort of man. When he got 
married he was carried away by an absolute frenzy of love. 
My daughter's a very delicate girl and he came very near to 
destroying her with the violence of his passion. On the 
advice of the doctors, the members of the two families 
decided that . . .  his relatives agreed as well . . .  they're dead 
now, poor things ! . . .  that she should be taken away in 
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secret and put in a nursing home. He was naturally already a 
little unbalanced as a consequence of his . . .  excessive love 
. . .  so that when he could no longer find her in the house 
he . . .  he fell into a kind of furious despair ) [This to the 
ladies] He really believed that his wife was dead. He wouldn't 
hear anything to the contrary. He insisted on wearing black. 
He did all sorts of mad things. And there was no way in 
which you could get him to budge from his obsession. So 
much so that when, just about a year later, my daughter, 
now completely well and blooming again, was brought 
back to him, he said no, it couldn't be his wife. No, no . . .  
he looked at her . . .  no, no, it wasn't his wife at all. How 
terrible it was l [This to the ladies] She went up to him, and it 
seemed for a moment that he recognized her, and then, 
again, no, no . . .  and finally, so as to bring him to accept 
my daughter again, we had to have a make-believe second 
wedding with the connivance of some friends. 

M R S  S I RELLI:  Ah l So that's why he says . . .  
M R S  F R OLA: Yes, but not even he really believes it any 

longer. And he hasn't for some time now. But he needs to 
keep up the pretence before others. He can't help it. He 
does it so that he can banish his sense of insecurity. Do you 
understand? Because, perhaps, every now and again there 
flashes into his mind the fear that his darling wife might 
once more be taken away from him. [In a lower tone, smiling 
confidingly] That's why he keeps her under lock and key . . .  
to keep her all to himself. But he adores her ! Of that I'm 
quite sure. And my daughter is happy. [She rises.] I must go. 
I shouldn't like him to call on me suddenly now, all over­
wrought, as you say he is, and not find me at home. [She 
sighs soft!J, gesturing with her clasped hands.] We must be 
patient. That poor girl must pretend to be, not herself, but 
someone else, and I . . .  yes, I have to pretend to be mad. 
[This to the ladies] But what of it? So long as he's at peace . . . I 
Please don't trouble, I know the way. Goodbye, goodbye. 
[Bowing and smiling her farewells, she retires hu"ied!J through the 
door, centre-back. They all remain o()n their feet, staring at one 
another, utterly bewildered, 11tterly astounded. Silence.] 
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LAU D I S I  [stepping into the centre of the group] : S o  . . .  you're all 
staring at one another ? Well, well! And the truth? [He bursts 
into noisy laughter.] Ha I Ha I Ha I Ha I 
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A G A Z z r ' s study. Antique furniture: old paintings on the walls: a 
door back, with a hanging curtain .. There is a door left leading into 
the drawing-room. This too has a hanging curtain. To the right is 
a fireplace of ample proportions, and resting on the mantelshelf is a 
large mirror. On the desk is a telephone. For the rest there are a 
couch, armchairs, chairs, etc. 

lAGAZZI is standing near the writing-desk with the telephone 
receiver to his ear. LA un ISI and S I RELLI, who are seated, are 
looking expectantly at him.] 

AGAZZI:  Hello ! Yes. ls that you, Centuri ? Well ? Oh, yes . . . .  
Good man! [He listens for some time.] What's that? Really? 
Do you mean to say that . . .  ? [He listens again for some time.] 
Yes, I do understand ! But suppose we get down to it a 
little more energetically . . . .  M'm? . . . [A long pause.] It's 
really most strange, that we shouldn't be able to . . . [A 
pause.] Oh yes, I quite appreciate . . .  I do realize. [A pause.] 
Ah well, that'll have to do for the moment . . . .  We'll wait a 
bit, and see . . . .  Good-bye ! [He puts down the receiver and 
comes forward.] 

S I RELLI [anxiously] :  Well? 
A G AZZI:  Absolutely nothing. 
S I RELLI:  Can't they find anything at all? 
A GA Z Z I :  Everything's been destroyed or got lost in the 

confusion. The Town Hall, the Records Office, the Regis­
trar's . . .  

S I RELLI:  But couldn't they at least have got some sort of in­
formation from the survivors ? 

A G AZZI: There's no record of there being any survivors. And 
even if there ·were any, lt would be exceedingly difficult to 
trace them after all this time. 

· 

S I RELLI:  So there's no optioh but to believe one or other of 
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them ? Just o n  what they say, without a scrap of proof either 
way? 

A G A Z Z I :  Unfortunately !  
L A U D I S I  [getting up] :  Would you care to take m y  advice? 

Believe them both. 
A G A Z Z I :  That's all very well, but . . .  
S I R E L L I :  Suppose she says one thing and he says the direct 

opposite ? 
L A U D I S I :  In that case, don't believe either of them ! 
S I RE L L I :  Oh, you're just trying to be funny. It's quite true 

that the proof we need is missing . . . .  The exact facts of the 
case, that is . . . .  But, good heavens, the truth must lie with 
one or other of them I 

L A U D  I S  I: Precisely, the facts of the ease l And what would you 
deduce from them? 

A GA Z Z I :  Oh, really ! The death certificate of the daughter, 
for example . . . .  If Mrs Frola is the one who's mad, there 
must have been such a certificate at some time or other. 
Unfortunately it's no longer to be found, for the simple 
reason that we can no longer find atrything. But it might be 
found tomorrow. And once it was found, it would be 
perfectly obvious that he was right . . .  the son-in-law, I 
mean. 

S I R E L L I: Would you be able to deny such evidence of his 
bring right, if tomorrow we were to present you with this 
certificate ? 

L A U D I S I :  Me ? I'm not denying anything ! I'm most careful 
not to do anything of the sort. It's you, not I, who have 
need of the precise facts of the case, of documents to deny 
this or to affirm that I I don't care a brass farthing for them, 
because as far as. I'm concerned they don't constitute 
reality. Reality for me lies in the minds of those two, and I 
can only hope to penetrate to that reality through what they 
tell me about themselves. 

SI RELLI:  Very well ! And don't they themselves quite 
definitely say that one or oth�·

r of them is mad? Either she's 
mad, or else he is. That fact there's no escaping ! Now which 
of them is it? 
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AGAZZI :  That i s  the question ! 
LAuorsr :  First of all it's not true that both of them do say 

that. Mr Ponza says it about his mother-in-law. Mrs Frola 
denies that it's true, not only about herself, but about him, 
too. At most, she says, he was a little overwrought men­
tally owing to his excessive passion for his wife. But now 
he's all right again, quite all right. 

S IRELLI :  Ah, so you're inclined to believe what the mother­
in-law says . . .  like me? 

AGAzzr :  Well, it's certainly true that if you accept what she 
says everything's accounted for very neatly. 

LAUDISI :  But you can explain everything equally well if you 
accept what the son-in-law says I 

S IRELLI :  So, neither of them is mad ? But, good heavens 
above, one of them must be ! 

LAUDISr :  And which of them is it? You can't tell any more 
than anyone else can. And not only because those docu­
ments that you're so busily hunting for have been totally 
obliterated . . .  destroyed or dispersed by this disaster . . .  
whatever it was . . .  a fire or something . . .  this earthquake ! 
No, but because they have obliterated everything in them­
selves, in their own minds, if you understand what I mean. 
They have created, she for him and he for her, a world of 
fantasy that has all the substance of reality itself, a world in 
which they now live in perfect peace and harmony. And it 
cannot be destroyed, this reality of theirs, by any of your 
documents, because they live and breathe in it! They can 
see it, feel it, touch it ! At most a document might comfort 

you a little, might satisfy your stupid curiosity. But such a 
document is just not to be found, and so you're condemned 
to the wonderful torment of having before your very eyes, 
suddenly very close to you, on the one hand, this world of 
fantasy and on the other, reality . . . and of not being able to 
distinguish one from the other ! 

AGAZZI :  Philosophy, my dear Lamberto, sheer philosophy ! 
We shall see; we shall soon see if it's possible to distinguish 
one from the other or not I · 

S IRELLI :  Look! We've heard. his story and we've heard hers. 
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Now, if we put them side by side, do you really mean to say 
that we shan't discover which is the world of fantasy and 
which reality? 

LAU D I S I: All I ask is your permission to go on laughing at 
your efforts, right to the bitter end. 

A G A Z Z I :  All right ! All right ! But we'll see who has the last 
laugh 1 Now, don't let's waste any more time 1 [He goe.r to the 
door left and calls] Amalia . . .  Mrs Sirelli . . . please be so 
kind as to j oin us, will you ? 

(A M AL I A, M R S  S I RE LLI, and D I N A  join them.) 
M R S  S I R E L L I  [to L A U D I S I, shaking her finger threatening!J at 

him] : What, are you here again ? 
S I RE L L I :  He's incorrigible ! 
M R S  S I RE L L I :  But how is it that you manage to keep so cool, 

calm, and collected when all the rest of us are simply 
itching to get to the bottom of this mystery? Why, it's pretty 
nearly driven us all mad, we're so worked up 1 Do you know, 
I didn't sleep a wink all last night 1 

A M A L I A: Oh, please don't bother with him, Mrs Sirelli l 
L A U D I S I: Indeed you mustn't. Give all your attention to my 

brother-in-law, who is about to ensure that you get a good 
night's sleep tonight. 

A G A Z Z I: Well, then. Let's get things organized. This is what 
you have to do. • . . You three will go and call on Mrs 
Frola . . •  

AMALIA:  And will she be at home to us ? 
A GA Z Z I :  She most decidedly will be l 
D I N A :  It's our duty to return her visit. 
AMALIA: But what about his not wanting her to pay or 

receive calls ? 
S I R ELLI:  Oh, that was before. Because nobody knew anything 

then. But now that Mrs Frola has been obliged to call, and 
has spoken to us and explained in her own way the reason 
for her being so reserved . . . .  

M R S  S I RELLI [pursuing his line of reasoning] : • . •  She might, in 
fact, be only too pleased to talk to us about her daughter. 

D I N A: She's perfectly delightful, isn't she? Oh, as far as 
I'm concerned, I have absolutely no doubt whatsoever 
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as to who's telling the truth. He's the one that's mad ! 
AGAZZI :  Steady on ! Don't let's rush to hasty conclusions. 

Now, listen to me. [He looks at his watch.] You will only 
stay a short while. A quarter of an hour. No longer. 

S I RELLI [to his wife] : Now for goodness' sake remember that ! 
MRS S IRELLI [her anger rising] : And why say that to me? 
S IRELLI:  W�? Because once you start talking . . .  
DIN" A [forestalling a quarrel between the two of them] : A quarter 

of an hour, a quarter of an hour i I'll see that we stay no 
longer. 

AGAZZI :  I'm going as far as the Prefecture, and I'll be back at 
eleven. In about twenty minutes' time. 

S IRELLI [freifu/ry) :  And what do I do? 
AGAZZI:  Wait. [To the women] Just before I'm due home again 

you'll find some excuse for bringing Mrs Frola back here 
with you. 

AMALIA: What sort of an excuse? 
AGAZZI:  Any excuse will do l Something is bound to come up 

in the course of conversation. You're not likely to lack an 
excuse. You're not women for nothing. And you've got 
Dina and Mrs Sirelli to help you . . . .  When you come back, 
you will go into the drawing-room, of course. [He goes to 
the door left and opens it wide, drawinJ!, the curtain to one side.] 
This door must remain like this, open quite wide, so that we 
can hear what's being said in there when we're in here. On 
my desk I shall leave these papers . . .  which I really ought 
to take with me. It's an official brief especially prepared for 
Mr Ponza. I shall pretend that I've forgotten it, and on that 
pretext I shall return here, bringing Mr Ponza with me. 
Then . . .  

SI RELLI [stillfretting awoy] : Forgive my interrupting, but what 
about me? When shall I come ? 

AGAZZI:  At a few minutes past eleven. When the ladies are 
already in the drawing-room and I'm in here with Ponza. 
You'll have come to collect your wife. You get them to 
show you in here. And then I'll ask the ladies to be good 
enough to join us. . . . 

· 

LAUDIS I  [immediatery] : And the truth will be revealed! 
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DINA:  But, Uncle dear, once they're face to face . • •  

A GAZZI :  Oh, for goodness' sake, don't pay any attention to 
him ! Now, off you go l Off you go l There's no time to be 
lost! 

MRS S IRELLI: Yes, let's go l Let's be on our way l I won't 
even say good-bye to you l 

LAUD IS I: In that case, I shall say goodbye to myself on your 
behalf, Mrs Sirelli. [He shakes one hand with the other.] Good 
luck ! 

[Exeunt A M A LIA, D INA, and MR S  S I RELLI.] 
AGAZZI  [to S IRELL I) :  I think we'd better be going too, don't 

you ? Without wasting any more time ! 
S IRELLI: Yes, let's push offl Good-bye, Lamberto l 
LAUDISI :  Good-bye ! Good-bye ! 

(AGAZZI  and S I RELLI go out.] 
LA UDISI  [wanders round the study for a little while, grinning to him­

self and shaking his head. Then he stops in front of the large mirror 
which rests on the mantelpiece, looks at his own reflection and starts 
talking to it] : Ah, there you are l [He gives his reflection a mock 
salute with a couple of fingers, winks one eye cunningly, and grins 
at it.] Well, my dear fellow! Now which of us two is mad? 
[He raises his hand, pointing the forefinger at his reflection, which, 
in turn, points its forefinger at him. He grins again, then] Ah yes, I 
know ! I say you and you point at mel Dear me l Dear me l 
Between you and me and the gatepost we know one another 
pretty well, you and I I  But what an awful fix you're in, old 
chap l Other people don't see you the way I see you l So what 
do you become ! I can say that, as far as I'm concerned, 
standing in front of you as I am now, I'm able to see myself 
and touch myself. But as for you, when it's a question of 
how other people see you, what happens to you? You 
become a phantom, my dear fellow, a creature of fantasy ! 
And yet, do you see what these lunatics are up to ? Without 
taking the slightest notice of their own phantom, the 
phantom that is implicit within them, they go haring about, 
frantic with curiosity, chasing after other people's phan­
toms l And they believe they're doing something quite 
quite different. 
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[The B U T L E R  enters and is rather taken aback as he hears 
L A U D I S I ' s last words to the mirror. Then he s.rys] : 

B UTLER:  Mr Laudisi l 
L A U D I S I :  M'm ? 
B U T L E R :  Two ladies have called, sir. Mrs Cini and another 

lady. 
L A U D I S I :  Do they want me? 
B U T L E R :  They asked for Mrs Agazzi. I said that she had gone 

to call on Mrs Frola next dopr _and then . . .  
L A U D I S I :  Then , , . ? 
B UT L E R: They looked at one another and clapped their hands. 

' Oh, yes ? '  they said. ' Oh, yes ? '  Then they asked me, sir, 
with some anxiety, if that meant that nobody was, in fact, 
at home. 

L A u n r s r :  And you replied that there was nobody at home. 
B U T L E R: I replied thatyou were at home, sir. 
LA u n r s r :  Me ? No, not at all. Only the Laudisi they know ! 

That is, if there's anybody. 
BUTLER [more taken aback than ever] : What do you mean, sir? 
L A U D I S I: Forgive my asking, but do you think that I and 

that Laudisi are the same person? 
BUTLER [is still utterly astounded: his mouth is open and he tries 

miserabl.J• to smile] : I'm afraid I don't understand, sir. 
L A U D I S I :  Who are you talking to? 
BUTLER "flabbergasted] :  Eh ? . . .  who . . .  who am I talking 

to . . .  ? Why . . .  to you, sir . . .  . 
L A u n r s r :  And you're absolutely certain that I am the same 

person as the one the ladies are asking for?  
B U T L E R :  Well, I couldn't really say . . . .  They asked for Mrs 

Agazzi's brother . . . .  
LA u n r s r :  Good man ! Ah, well . . .  yes, then it is me ! It is me 

they want . . . .  Show them in, show them in . . .  
[The BUTLER goes out, turning round several times to look back 
at him, as if he can no longer believe his own ryes.] 

M R S  CI NI: May I come in? 
L A U D I S I :  Please do, Mrs Cini l Of course! 
MRS CINI: They told me that Mrs Agazzi was not at home. 

I'd brought my friend, Mr� Nenni, with me. [She introduces 
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her, an elderfy lady, even more stupid and affected than M R S  C I N I  

herself. She too is filled with avid curiosity, but hers is a cautious, 
rather abashed curiosity.] She was most anxious to meet Mrs • • .  

LA U D I S I  (immediate(y] : . . •  Frola? 
M R S C I N I: No, no . . .  your sister. 
LA U D I S I: Oh, she won't be long. She'll be back very soon. 

And Mrs Frola too. Please sit down, won't you ? [He invites 
them to sit on the couch and then grateful(y insinuates himself 
between them.] May I ?  There's ample room for the three of 
us on this couch, isn't there ? Mrs Sirelli has gone with 
them. 

M R S  C I N I :  Yes, I know, the butler told me. 
L A U D I S I: It's all been planned in advance, you know. Oh, 

there'll be a most interesting scene ! Tremendous ! It won't 
be long now. At eleven o'clock. Here. 

M R S  C I N I  [stunned lry all this] : All been planned ? Excuse me, 
but what has all been planned ? 

LA U D I S I  [he becomes very mysterious. First of all a mystifying 
gesture . . .  he joins the tips of his forefingers . . .  then he goes on 
in mysterious tones] : Their meeting ! [A gesture of admiration.] 
A wonderful idea. 

M R S  C I N I :  What, what meeting? 
LA U D I S I :  The meeting of those two. First of all he will come in 

here. 
M R S  C I N I :  Mr Ponza? 
LAU D I S I :  Yes. And she will be taken in there. [He gestures to­

wards the drawing-room.] 
M R S  C I N I : Mrs Frola ? 
LA U D I S I :  Yes, Mrs Cini. [He repeats his performance . . .  first the 

hands, then the voice.] And then, both of them in here, face to 
face with one another. And the rest of us all round to see 
and hear what happens. A wonderful idea I 

M R S  C I N I :  So as to find out . . . ? 
LA U D I S I: • . •  the truth ! But, of course, we know that already. 

All that remains is for its mask to be stripped off! 
M R S  C I N I  [with surprise and the most lively anxiery] :  Oh l the 

truth is known already? And which of them is it? Which of 
them is it ? Which ? 
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LAUDISI :  Now, let's seel Guess I Which of them would you 
say it was? 

MRS CINI [exultant, but hesitating to give her opinion] :  Why • . .  I 
. . .  well, I should • . .  it's . . •  

LAUDISI :  Him or her? Let's see if . . . Come on • • •  guess ! 
Don't be frightened I 

MRS C INI: I . • .  well, I'd say it was him. 
LAUDIS I  [looks at her for a short while, then] : It isl 
M RS CINI [exultantry] : It is ? Ther� l  What did I say? Of course 

it is I It had to be him l It had to J 
MRS  NENNI [exultant[y] : It's him l There, that's what we 

women have been saying all along I 
M RS CINI: And how did they, how did they manage to find 

out? Some proofs have come to light, I suppose? Docu­
ments? 

MRS NENNI:  I suppose the Police found it out, didn't they? 
That's what we always said ! It just wasn't possible for us 
not to get at the truth once the Prefect set things moving! 

LAUDISI  [motions them to sit nearer to him. Then in a mysterious 
tone, almost weighing out the syllables, he says quiet[y and 
slow[y] : The certificate of the second marriage. 

MRS CINI  [as if she had been punched on the nose] : Of the second 
marriage? 

MRS  NENNI [bewildered] : What do you mean? What do you 
mean? The certificate of the second marriage? 

MRS  CINI [recovering, but thoroughry put out] : But . . .  but in that 
case he'd be the one who was right I 

LAUDIS I : Well, there you are, the documents in the case, 
ladies. The certificate of the second marriage . . .  as far as I 
can see . . .  speaks plainly enough. 

MRS NENNI [almost weeping] : But in that case she's the one 
who's mad I 

LAUDISI :  Yes I It certainly looks like it. 
MRS CINI :  But how d'you . . .  ? First of all you said it was him, 

now you say it's her. 
LAUD IS I: Yes, because, as Mrs Frola herself has assured us, 

that certificate, Mrs Cini, that second marriage certificate, 
may very well be a fake. Do-you see what I mean? Faked 
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with the help of friends, so as to back him up in his fixation 
that his wife was not who she really was, but someone else. 

MRS  CINI :  Ah l And in that case a document . . .  which is 
valueless, therefore? 

LAuD Is I: No, that is . . .  that's to say . . .  it has whatever 
value . . .  whatever value anyone cares to set on it, ladies I 
And, then, aren't there the notes Mrs Frola says she receives 
every day from her daughter, the notes she sends down into 
the courtyard in the little basket? There are those notes too, 
aren't there? 

MRS CINI :  Yes. Well ? 
LAUDIS I :  Well . . .  documents, Mrs Cini l Documents, all of 

them I Even those notes I All dependent on the value that 
you decide you want to set on them I Along comes Mr 
Ponza and says they've all been faked in order to back up 
Mrs Frola in her fixation. 

MRS  CINI :  Oh, dear l Oh, dear l Then we can know nothing 
for certain? 

LAUDIS I :  Nothing ? What do you mean, nothing? Don't let's 
exaggerate I Tell me . . . .  How many days in the week are 
there ? 

M R S  C INI :  Why, seven. 
LAUDI S I: Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday . . .  
MRS  C INI  [prompted to go on] : Thursday, Friday, Saturday . . .  

LAUDI S I  • • •  and Sunday. [Turning to the other woman] And 
how many months in the year? 

MRS  NENNI:  Twelve ! 
LAUDISI :  January, February, March . . •  

MRS CINI :  Oh, oh, now we see what you're . . . I You're 
trying to make fun of us I 

DINA [rushing in suddenly through the door back] : Uncle dear, 
please . . .  [Catching sight of MRS  C INI  she stops] Oh, you're 
here, Mrs Cini ? 

MRS C INI :  Yes, I came with Mrs Nenni . . .  
LA UDIS I: • . •  Who is very anxious to meet Mrs Proia. 
MRS NENNI:  Why, no . . .  
MRS  CINI :  He's still making fun ofus. Oh, Dina dear ! He's 

made us all so confused, you know. Argued us silly ! It's 
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been just like when you go into a railway station ! Clackety­
lurch I Clackety-lurch I One set of points after another I 
We're quite dizzy ! 

DINA: Oh, he's being very naughty just now with everybody, 
even with us I Please don'� mind what he says. Now, there's 
nothing more I need to do in here, is there? I'll go and tell 
Mummy that you're here. Yes, everything seems to be all 
right. Oh, Uncle, if you could. only have heard her! She's a 
perfectly charming old lady. Such a dear! So good and so 
kind I And how sweet she is about everything I It's a lovely 
little flat and everything's so neat and tidy. It's all so tasteful. 
The lovely little white covers on the furniture. She showed 
us all the notes from her daughter, too. 

MRS CINI :  Yes . . .  but . . .  well, suppose, as Mr Laudisi was 
just saying . .  . 

DINA: And what does he know about them? He's never even 
read them ! 

MRS NENNI: You don't think it's possible that they're for­
geries, do you ? 

DINA: Forgeries indeed ! Don't pay any attention to him! Do 
you really think that a mother could possibly be mistaken 
about the way her own daughter would write to her? The 
last note . . .  she only got it yesterday . . . [She breaks off as 

voices in the adjoining drawing-room make themselves heard 
through the open door.] Ah, there they are ! That must be them 
now ! [She goes to the drawing-room door to look.] 

MRS  CINI [running after her] : Is she there, too? Is Mrs Frola 
with them? 

DINA: Yes, but come along please, now. Do come along with 
me. We've all got to stay in the drawing-room. Is it eleven 
o'clock yet, Uncle? 

AMALIA [coming in all of a sudden from the drawing-room. She too 
is agitated] : I think this whole business is most unnecessary I 
We've already got all the proof we need ! 

DINA: Of course we have ! That's what ! think, too. The whole 
thing's pointbs now. 

AMALIA [greeting MRS  CINI hastily, sat/ness and anxiety in her 
manner] :  How are you, my dear Mrs Cini? 
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MRS  C INI  [introducing M R S  NENNI]: This i s  Mrs Nenni, who 
came with me to . . .  

AMALIA [hasti{y greeting M R S  NENNI  too] : I'm very pleased to 
meet you, Mrs Nenni. [Then] There can no longer be the 
slightest doubt 1 He's the one that's mad 1 

MRS  C INI : It's him, is it ? You're sure it's him? 
DINA: Oh, if only we could warn Daddy and prevent him 

from playing this trick on poor Mrs Frola 1 
AMALIA:  Yes !  We've brought her back with us. She's in 

there I It seems like downright treachery to me I 
LAUDIS I: Of course it is ! And most unworthy of you ! Most 

unworthy! You're quite right !  So right that you're now 
beginning to convince me that she must be the one who's 
mad I Yes it must be Mrs Frola who's mad I 

AMALIA:  Mrs Frola ? What on earth do you mean? What are 
you talking about? 

LAUDIS I :  Mrs Frola l Mrs Frola l Mrs Frola l 
AMALIA:  Come, Lamberto ! Don't be tiresome ! 
D INA: Why . . . I But . . .  we're quite convinced now that it's 

Ponza who's mad. 
MRS  CINI  and MRS  NENNI [both exultant] : You are, are you ? 

You're convinced he's mad? 
LAUDIS I: I think what I think precisely because you others 

are so convinced to the contrary. 
DINA: Oh, come on ! Let's go into the other room ! Let's go 

into the other room ! Can't you see he's doing it on pur­
pose? 

AMALIA: Yes, let's go. Come along, Mrs Cini l Mrs Nenni, 
you too. [She is now fry the door left.] No, please . . .  after 
you . . .  

[M RS C INI, M R S  NENNI, and AMALIA go out. DINA is 
about to follow them.] 

LA UDIS  I [calling her to him] : Dina I 
DINA:  No, no l I refuse to listen to you ! 
LA UDIS I :  Shut that door, if the test is now pointless as far as 

you're concerned I 
DIN A: And what will Daddy say? It was he who left it open 

like that, remember. He's due back with Mr Ponza any 
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minute now. If  he  found i t  shut . . •  Well, you know what 
Daddy's like ! 

L A U D I S I :  But you people will be able to convince him that . . •  

you especially . . .  that there was no longer any need for it 
to be left open. Or aren't you quite so sure about that? 

D I N A :  Absolutely sure ! 
L A U D I S I  [with a challenging smile] : Well then, shut it ! 
D IN A: You want to have the_ satisfaction of getting me to 

admit that I still have my dou.bt�, don't you? I'm not shut­
ting that door. But only because Daddy said . • •  

L A U D I S I  [as bifore] : Would you like me to shut it? 
D I N A :  On your own head be it ! 
L A u D  Is I: But, unlike you, I'm not convinced that Ponza's the 

one who's mad. 
D I N A :  Then come into the drawing-room and listen to Mrs 

Frola, as we've been listening to her. You'll see . . .  In next 
to no time you'll be just as convinced as we are. Are you 
coming? 

L A U D I S I :  Yes, I'm coming ! And I think I can shut the door, 
you know 1 And on my own head be it ! 

D I N A :  There, you see? Even before you've heard her say a 
word ! 

L A U D I S I :  No, my dear. It's because I'm quite sure that your 
father is at this moment thinking exactly the same thing as 
you women . . .  that this test is absolutely pointless. 

D INA: Are you sure? 
L A U D I S I: Of course I am ! At this moment he's talking to 

Ponza, and I haven't the slightest doubt that he is now 
thoroughly convinced that it's Mrs Frola who's mad. 
[He goes resolutely up to the door.] I'm going to shut the door. 

D I N A  [immediately restraining him] : No l [Then, correcting her-
self] Oh, I'm sorry . . .  but . . .  if that's what you think • . •  

let's leave it open . . .  . 

L A U D I S I  [laughing - as he is wont to do] :  Ha ! Ha l Ha l 
D I N  A :  I mean because of Daddy 1 
L A U D I S I :  And Daddy will say because of you women ! Let's 

leave it open. [We hear the piano being played in the drawing­
room. The piece is an old tune, full of a sweet, sad gracifulness. 
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It comes from Paisiello's ' Nina, Whom Love Drove Mad'.] 
DINA:  Ah, it's her . . . .  Can you hear? That's her playing now. 
LAUD I S J :  The old lady? 
DINA:  Yes, she told us about how her daughter always used 

to play that old tune. Before all that happened. Do you hear 
how sweetly she plays it? Let's join them, shall we ? Shall 
we? [Thry both go out through the door left.] 

[After LAUDIS I  and D IN A  go out the stage remains empty for 
a short while. We still hear the sound of tbe piano coming 
from the next room. M R  PONZA enters with M R  AGAZZI  
through the door back. Hearing the music, he is profoundly 
disturbed. As the scene progresses his perturbation gradually 
increases.] 

AGAZZI [standing by the door back] : Please come in. Please do 
come in. [He shows M R  PONZA in, and then comes in himself. 
He goes towards the desk, to pick up the papers which he has pre­
tended he has forgotten to take to the office.] Yes, I must have left 
them here. Do sit down, please. [MR  PONZA remains 
standing, looking agitatedly towards the drawing-room from which 
the sound of the piano is coming.] Ah, here they are, in fact !  [He 
picks up the papers and goes over towards MR PON ZA, leafing 
through them as he goes.] It's a terribly complicated case . . .  
as I was telling you . . .  it's been dragging on for years. [Ir­
ritated �y the sound of the piano, he also turns to look towards the 
drawing-rootn.] Oh, music ! And now of all times I [As he 
turns he shrugs a little contemptuously, as if saying to himself.· 
' These stupid women! '] Who's that playing, I wonder? [He 
goes and looks through the open door into the drawing-room. He 
sees that it is MRS  F ROLA at the piano, and makes a gesture of 
amazement.] Well ! Well ! Come and see who it is ! 

ONZA [coming up to him, greatly a,gitated] : My God, is it Mrs 
Fro/a who's playing? Is it? 

,GAZZr :  Yes, your mother-in-law. How well she plays ! 
ONZA: What does this mean? Have you brought her here ­
again? Are you getting her to pia y for you ? 

.GAzzr :  I don't see what harm there can be in that. 
ONZA· But not that tune ! For heaven's sake don't let her 
play that tune ! It's the piece her daughter used to play! 
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AGAZ Zr: Ah, I suppose i t  hurts you to hear i t  played? 
PONZA: Not me l She's the one it hurts. There's really no 

knowing how deeply it hurts her I I've already told you, sir, 
and the ladies too, of the sad condition that that poor, un­
fortunate woman is in . . .  

AGAZZI [attempting to calm him as his agitation grows] :  Yes, yes 
. . .  but look here . .  . 

PONZA [sweeping on] : . . .  And she must be left in peace ! She 
mustn't visit people and they f9.Ustn't visit her I I, and only 
I, know how to deal with her ! You're killing her ! You're 
killing her ! 

AGAZZr :  Oh, no ! Don't exaggerate ! My wife and daughter 
would notice just as soon as you would if . . .  [He suddenly 
breaks off as the music in the drawing-room stop.r. A chorus of 
praise is now to be heard.] There, you see, you can hear how . . .  

[From the drawing-room the following snatch of dialogue can be 
distinctly heard] : 

DINA: But you still play most wonderfully, Mrs Frola l 
MRS FROLA: Do I ?  You should hear my dear Lina ! You 

should hear how my dear Lina plays ! 
Po  N z A [trembling, clenching his fists] : Her dear Lina I Did you 

hear? She said her dear Lina ! 
AGAZZI :  Why, of course, her daughter. 
PON ZA: But she said plays l Plays! 

[Again from the other room mcry be heard distinctively] :  
MRS  FROLA: No, she hasn't been able to play since . . .  since 

that happened ! And, you know, I think this has probably 
been the hardest thing of all for her to bear. 

AGAZZr: Why, it all seems quite natural to me. She believes 
that her daughter's still alive . . . .  

PONZA: But you oughtn't to let her say such things ! She 
mustn't . . •  she mustn't say such things I Did you hear what 
she said? ' Since that happened.' She said ' since that hap­
pened ! ' Talking about her daughter's piano, of course ! Oh l 
you can't possibly understand ! She was talking about her 
poor dead daughter's ):'iano l 

[At this point S I RELLI suddenly· comes in, and, on hearing 
p oN z A's words and seei".g the extreme exasperation on his 
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face, stands Stock-still in amazement. A GAZZI, who is no less 
dismayed, beckons him over.] 

AGAZZI: Please ask the ladies to come and join us ! 
[siRELLI, giving PONZA a wide berth, goes to the door left 
and calls the ladies.] 

PONZA: The ladies ? In here? No, no ! Better . . .  
[The ladies, to whom an absolute!J dismqyed S IRELLI  has in­
dicated the state of affairs, come in. They are somewhat dis­
mqyed themselves. PONZA is trembling all over, almost like a 
suffering animal. MRS  FRO LA, seeing her .ron-in-law in his 
present state of fury, is te"or-stricken, and during the ensuing 
scene, as he assails her with ever more extreme violence, she 
throws expressive glances of understanding at the other ladies. 
The scene unfolds rapidly and is tense with excitement.] 

PONZA:  You're here? Again? What have you come for ?  
MRS  FROLA: I came t o  . . .  Oh, don't b e  cross with me l 
PONZA:  You came here to tell them again about • . .  What 

have you told them ? What have you told these ladies ? 
M RS FROLA:  Nothing, I swear ! Nothing at all ! 
PONZA: Nothing? What do you mean nothing? I heard what 

you said. [Pointing to A GAZZI] He heard too l You said 
plqysl Who plays ? Lina plays? You know perfectly well that 
your daughter's been dead for the last four years I 

M RS FROLA:  Why, of course I do, my dear ! Now calm your­
self! Of course I know I Yes I 

PONZA: ' No, she hasn't been able to play since that hap­
pened.' No wonder she hasn't been able to play . . .  I How 
do you expect her to, if she's dead ? 

MRS FROLA:  Why, of course not ! And isn't that just what I 
said? [Appealing to the ladies] Didn't I say that she hadn't 
been able to play since . . •  ? She's dead I 

PONZA:  Then why are you still brooding about that piano ? 
M RS FROLA: Oh, but I'm not ! I don't think about it any 

longer! 
P ONZA: I smashed it up, and you know it ! I smashed it up 

when your daughter died;· so that my second wife shouldn't 
touch it! She can't play anyway ! You know perfectly well 
that my wife can't play I 
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MRS F ROLA: Why, of course I know that she can't play ! Of 
course I do l 

PONZA: And what was your daughter's name? It was Lina, 
wasn't it? Lina l Now tell me, what is my second wife's 
name ! Tell it to everybody ! You know it perfectly well ! 
What's her name? 

MRS FROLA: Giulia l That's her name, Giulia l [Then, to all the 
others] Yes, it's true I Her name is Giulia I 

PONZA: Giulia, then ! Not LUi� ! And don't try to insinuate 
anything by winking as you say that her name's Giulia. 

MRS FROLA: Winking? Why, I wasn't winking! 
PONZA: I saw you l You were winking ! I saw you very 

clearly I You want to ruin me I You want all these people to 
think that I'm still trying to keep your daughter entirely to 
myself, just as if she were not dead ! [He breaks into terrifying 
sobs.] Just as if she were not dead I 

MRS FROLA [immediately running to him, infinitely tender and 
humble] : Oh, no l No l Of course I don't, my dear boy l 
Please be calm I I've never said anything of the sort, have 
I?  Have I?  [Appealing to the ladies.] 

AMALIA, MRS S IRELLI, DINA: No, of course not! No J She's 
never said anything of the sort ! She's always said that her 
daughter was dead ! 

MRS FRO LA: Yes, that's right! That she was dead . . .  that's 
what I told them ! Why not? And I told them, too, that you 
were so kind to me. [Appealing to the ladies] Didn't I ?  Would 
I want to ruin you ? Would I want to spoil your career? 

PONZA [now very erect, te"ibly] : But meanwhile you go into 
other people's houses, looking for a piano on which to play 
the pieces of music that your daughter was so fond of play­
ing I And you go about saying that Lina plays like that and 
better than that ! 

MRS FROLA: No, it was . . .  I did it, as much . . .  as much to 
prove . . .  

PONZA: You can't !  You mustn't ! What on earth put it into 
your head to. play.again·the music that your daughter used 
to play? 

MRS FROLA: Yes, you're quite right ! Oh, my poor boy! My 
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poor boy ! [Deepry touched, she begins to cry.] I'll never do  it 
again I I'll never do it again I 

PONZA [coming quite close, his manner terrible] : And now, go l 
Go I Go home at once I 

MRS  FRO LA: Yes . . .  yes . . .  I'm going • • •  I'm going . . .  Oh, 
dear ! 

[She looks beseechingry at everybot!J as she backs out, pleading 
with them to have pity on her son-in-law. Weeping, she goes 
off. Everyone is overcome with pity and terror and is staring at 
M R  PON ZA. But as soon as his mother-in-law has left the room 
his manner changes comp!etery. He becomes calm and again 
assumes his normal bearing. Then he says quite simpry] : 

PONZA:  I must beg your pardon, ladies and gentlemen, for 
having had to make this unhappy scene in front of you. I 
had to do it, so that I might remedy the harm which, with­
out knowing it and without in the least wishing it, you were 
doing that unhappy woman, by showing her so much com­
passion. 

AGAZZI  [as astounded as the rest] : Do you mean to say . . . ? It 
was all a pretence on your part ? 

PONZA:  A necessary one l Don't you understand that this is 
the only way to keep up her illusion for her? For me to 
shout the truth out in that way, as if I were mad, and that 
my particular form of madness I You will forgive me, won't 
you ? And now, if you'll pardon me, I must run along and 
see how she is. 

[He goes out hurriedry through the door back. Once again the 
others are left astounded and silentry staring at one another.] 

LAUDISI  [stepping into the centre of the group] : Well, everybody, 
there you are l You've discovered the truth ! [He bursts out 
laughing.] Hal Ha l Hal Ha l 
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The scene is the same as in Act Two. 

[LA UDISI  is stretched out in an armchair, reading. Through the 
door left, which leads into th� d�awing-room, can be heard the 
confused noise of many voices. The BUTLER, standing at 
the door centre, ushers in CENTURI, the Commissioner of 
Police.] 

BUTLER: Will you please wait in here a moment? I'll go and 
tell Mr Agazzi that you've come. 

LAUDISI  [turning and seeing CENTURI) : Why, it's you, CenturiJ 
[He gets up hurriedly and calls back the BUTLER, who is just 
about to go out.] Sst ! Wait a moment. [To CENTURI] Any 
news ? 

CENTURI [tall, stiff, about forty years old, his face set in a perpetual 
frown] : Yes, a little. 

LAUDISI !  Oh, good ! [To the BUTLER) You needn't bother. 
I'll call my brother-in-law myself, after I've had a word with 
Mr Centuri. [He nods in the direction of the door left. The 
BUTLER bows, and goes out.] So you've accomplished the 
miracle ! You're the saviour of the town ! Can you hear 
them ? Can you hear all the noise they're making? Well? 
Anything definite? 

CENTURI:  Well, we've finally managed to trace one or two 
people . . •  

LAUDISI :  • • •  From Ponza's home town? People who know 
all about him? 

CENTURI: Yes, sir. We've got one or two facts now . . • •  Not 
much to go on, but what we've got is reliable. 

LAUDISI :  Oh, good ! Good! For example? 
CENTURI:  Well, this is what's been sent me. 

[He takes from -his in!ide coat pocket an open yellow envelope 
with a sheet of paper in it and proffers it to LA UDISI.] 

LA UDISI :  Let's see! Let's see-.1 [He extracts the sheet of paper from 
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the envelope and starts reading it to himself, interspersing his read­
ing from time to time with various grunted comments - now an 
'Ah! ', now an ' M' m! ', and so on. First of all these are com­
ments of satisfaction, then of doubt, then almost of commiseration; 
ftnai!J his voice expresses complete disillusionment.] Why, there's 
nothing at all here I There's nothing that you could really 
call definite in what you've got here, Centuri. 

CENTURI :  Well, that's all they were able to find out. 
LAUDIS I: But it leaves everything just as doubtful as it was 

before I [He looks at him. Then, on the spur of the moment, he 
s�s] Would you like to do us all a really good turn, 
Centuri? Would you like to render an outstanding service 
to the community, a service for which the Good Lord will 
most certainly reward you? 

CENTURI [looking at him perplexed!J] : What sort of a service? 
I'm afraid I don't follow . . .  

LAUDISI :  Well, look . . . I Sit down in that chair ! [He points to 
the chair at the desk.] Tear off the bit that's got the report on 
it, and that doesn't tell us a thing I Then on the bottom half 
write a report which gives some really precise and concrete 
information. 

CENTURI [amazed] : You want me to . . .  ? What on earth do 
you mean? What sort of report? 

LAUDISI :  Oh, write anything you like I Write it in the names 
of these people you've unearthed, who used to live in the 
same town as him l It's for everybody's good l It'll restore 
peace and quiet to our town l They want the truth ! It 
doesn't matter what truth it is, provided only that it's good, 
solid, categorical stuff! And you're the man to give it to 
them I 

CENTURI [forcefui!J, getting heated, for he feels almost insulted] :  
But how can I give them the truth if I haven't got it myself? 
Do you want me to commit forgery? I'm amazed that you 
should suggest such a thing to me l I say amazed . . . .  I might 
put it more strongly I And now, please be so kind as to tell 
Mr Agazzi that I am here I ·. 

LAUD IS I  [throwing up his arms in a gesture of defeat] : I'll call him 
immediately. [He goes to the door left and opens it. Immediate(y 
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the noisy clamour of the crowd of people in the drawing-room can 
be heard more distinct!J. But as LAuD I s  I steps through the door­
wtry the noise stops quite sudden!J. Then the voice of LAUD IS I  
is heard from the other room announcing] Ladies and gentlemen, 
Mr Centuri is here, and he's brought some absolutely de­
cisive information, from people who reai!J know I 

[This news is welcomed with a burst of applause and shouts 
of congratulation. CENTU RI  is rather put out by this, know­
ing quite well that the report he has brought will by no 
means be adequate to satisfy 'all the expectation that's build­
ing up. AGAZZI, S I RELLI, LAUDISI, AMA LIA, DINA, MRS  
S IRELLI, MRS  C INI, MRS  NENNI, and ma'!J other ladies 
and gentlemen rush in through the door left, AGAZZI  at their 
head. They are all exultant, inflamed with excitement. There is a 
good deal of clapping and there are cries of' Good man, Centuri! ' 
' Good work! ' and so on.] 

A GAZZI [with arms outstretched] : My dear Centuri l I knew it ! 
I never had the slightest doubt ! I knew you'd get to the 
bottom of the whole affair I 

ALL: Good work ! Good man, Centuri l Let's have a look at 
the proofs I Let's see what you've got to show us I Out with 
it ! Which of them is it? Which of them is it? 

CENTU RI  [dismf!yed, taken aback, astonished] : Why, I'm afraid 
. . .  there isn't . . .  that is . . .  Mr Agazzi, I . . .  

AGAZZI:  Please, everyone ! Hush ! Please! 
CENTURI:  It's quite true that I've done everything I possibly 

could. Yes I But if Mr Laudisi came in there and told 
you . . .  

AGAZZI :  • • •  That you were bringing us some absolutely 
decisive information . .  . 

S I RELLI:  • • •  Clear-cut . . .  documents . . .  
LAUDIS I  [in a loud, decisive tone, forestalling him] : . . .  Not much 

information, it's true ! But what there is, is quite decisive ! 
From people they've been able to trace. People from Mr 
Ponza's home town ! People who really knowl 

ALL: At last ! Ah, �t last � At last ! 
CENTUR I [shrugging his shoulders and h.olding out the sheet of paper 

to AGAZZI] : Here you areA sir. 
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AGAZZI [thry all crowd round him as he unfolds the sheet of paper:) 
Ah, now let's see ! Let's see ! 

CENTURI  (resentfully, going up to LAUDISI) :  But you, Mr 
Laudisi . . •  

LAUDISI  [immediately, in a loud voice] : Let him get on with 
reading it ! For heaven's sake ! Let him read the thing! 

AGAZZI: Please be patient for a moment, everybody! Now, 
just give me a little elbow room! Ah l That's better ! Now I 
can see what I'm doing! 

[There is a moment's silence. Then, into the silence, there cuts 
the firm, precise voice of LA UDISI.] 

LAUD IS I: I've read it already, of course ! 
ALL [deserting AGAZZI  and crowding noisi!J around LAUDISI] :  

You have? Well? What does it say? What's the answer? 
LAUDISI  [speaking very formal!J]: There is not the slightest 

doubt, it is an irrefutable fact that, as a former neighbour of 
Panza's testifies, Mrs Frola was at one time a patient in a 
nursing home I 

ALL [disappointment and regret in their voices] :  Ohl 
MRS S IRELLI:  Mrs Frola? 
DINA: But does it really say Mrs Frola ?  
AGAZZI [meanwhile has read through the document. He now bursts 

out, waving the paper as he speaks] : No I No I It doesn't say any­
thing of the sort here I 

ALL [leaving LAuD Is I again, and rushing to crowd round A G A z z I]: 
What? What does it say? What does it say? 

LAUDISI  [loudly, to AGAZZI] :  But it does ! It says ' the lady ' !  
I t  specifically says ' the lady' I 

AGAZZI  [louder still] : Nothing of the sort! ' I  think ', he says. 
He's not the least bit certain. In any case, he doesn't know 
whether it was the mother or the daughter. 

ALL [satisftedly] :  Ah l 
LAUDIS I [persisting] : But it must have been the mother ! There 

can be no possible doubt about that I 
>IRELLI: What? No, it was the daughter ! Of course, it was 

the daughter I · 

MRS S IRELLI: Besides, she told us so herself! Mrs Frola, I 
mean. 
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AMALIA: Of course! It all fits in. It was when they took her 
away secretly, without telling her husband . . . .  

DINA: And shut her up in a nursing home ! Yes, a nursing 
home! 

A GAZZI :  And what's more, this fellow doesn't even come 
from the place I He says he used to go there often . . .  that he 
doesn't remember very well . . . .  But he thinks he heard 
something of the sort . . . .  

SIRELLI: Huh ! A lot of airy-fairy speculation, then ! 
LAUDISI :  I do apologize for outting in, but if you're all so 

sure that Mrs Frola is right, what on earth are you chasing 
after now? For goodness' sake, have done, once and for ali i 
He's the one that's mad, so let's have an end to all this non­
sense i 

S IRELLI: That's what I say! But the trouble is the Prefect 
doesn't agree with us, and he goes out of his way to 
demonstrate his complete faith in Mr Ponza I 

CENTURI:  Yes, that's so l The Prefect believes Mr Ponza. He 
told me that, too I 

A GAZZI :  But that's only because the Prefect hasn't yet had a 
word with Mrs Frola next door! 

MRS S I RELLI: It's pretty obvious he hasn't ! He's only talked 
to him! 

SI RELLI: And what's more, there are one or two other people 
here who share the Prefect's viewpoint. 

A GENTLEMAN: Me, for instance ! Yes, me l Because I know 
of a similar case, of a mother who went mad over her 
daughter's death. And she believed that her son-in-law was 
preventing her from seeing her daughter. It's exactly the 
same! 

SECOND GENTLEMAN: No, no, it's not the same. There's the 
added factor that the son-in-law has remained a widower 
and no longer has anyone to share his life. But in this case, 
Mr Ponza has someone . . .  

LAUDISI  [struck by a sudden thought] :  Good heavens, every­
body ! Did you hear? Why, he's hit the nail right on the 
head ! Good Lord ! It's the old sto.ry of Columbus and the 
egg ! [He claps the SECOND,GENTLEMAN on the back.] Good 
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man ! Good for you, old man ! Did you hear what he  said? 
ALL [perplexed, uncomprehendiny,] : What? What did he say? 
SECOND GENTLEMAN [in utter bewilderment] :  What did I say? 

I don't know . . . .  
LAUDISI :  What? What did you say? Why, you've solved the 

whole affair ! Now, everybody, if you'll just have a little 
patience . . .  [To A GA ZZI] Is the Prefect due to come here ? 

AGAZZI :  Yes, we're expecting him any minute. But why do 
you ask ?  Explain yourself. 

LAUD I S I: It's useless his coming here to talk to Mrs Frola l 
Up to now he's believed the son-in-law. Once he's talked to 
Mrs Frola he too won't know which to believe 1 No 1 No 1 
The Prefect must do something quite different from that 1 
Something that only he can do 1 

ALL: What? What? 
LAUDISI  [radiant] : What? Didn't you hear what this gentle­

man said? He said that Mr Panza has someone . . .  his 
wife ! 

SIRELLI :  You mean make his wife speak? Oh, yes ! Yes! YES ! 
DINA: But the poor woman's kept locked up, just as if she 

were in prison, isn't she? 
S IRELLI :  The Prefect must use his authority and make her 

speak ! 
AMALIA:  And there's no doubt about it . . .  she's the only one 

who can tell us where the truth lies. 
MRS S IRELLI :  Nonsense ! She'll say just whatever her husband 

wants her to say ! 
LAUD I S  I :  That's true! That's exactly what'll happen if she has 

to speak in front of him l Very true 1 
SIRELLI :  She must speak in private with the Prefect ! 
AGAZZI:  And by virtue of his authority the Prefect can 

compel Mrs Panza to tell him in private just what the real 
state of affairs is ! Why, of course ! Of course !  What do you 
think, Centuri? 

CENTURI: I think you're quite right . . .  if the Prefect's 
willing! 

AGAZZI:  It's certainly the only solution ! We must warn him, 
and spare him the trouble for the moment of coming to see 
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me. I wonder if you'd go and tell him, Centuri? Would you 
mind, my dear fellow? 

CENTURI:  Not at all, sir ! Goodbye, sir ! Goodbye ! [He bows 
all round and exit.] 

MRS  S IRELLI [clapping her hands]: Oh, yes ! Laudisi, you are a 
clever boy! 

DINA: Yes, Uncle dear ! Clever, clever Uncle Lamberto l What 
a wonderful idea 1 

ALL: Good man, Laudisi l  Good man ! Yes, it's the only solu-
tion! The one and only ! 

· · 

AGAZZI :  Of course it is ! And how on earth did we come to 
overlook it? 

S IRELLI :  It's not really so surprising that we shouldn't have 
thought of it before ! No one's ever seen her! It's just as if 
the poor girl didn't exist. 

LAUDISI  [as if struck by a new idea] : Oh, dear ! Are you really 
sure that she does ? 

AMALIA: What? Oh, good God, Lamberto l 
S IRELLI  [with a forced laugh] :  Are you trying to put her very 

existence in doubt? 
LAUDISI :  Well, we must proceed with a certain degree 

of caution. You say yourselves that no one's ever seen 
her ! 

DIN A: Oh, rubbish ! Mrs Frola sees her and speaks to her 
every day! 

MRS S IRELLI :  And Mr Ponza states quite definitely that she 
exists too. 

LAUDISI :  Fair enough ! But just reflect for a moment. By all 
the laws of logic, there can only be a phantom living in that 
house. 

ALL: A phantom? 
A GAZZI:  Oh, Lamberto l Now stop this nonsense, once and 

for all ! 
LAUDIS I :  May I just finish what I was saying? It'll be the 

phantom of the second wife, if she's right, if Mrs Frola is 
t;ight. Or, if be's right, if Mr Ponza is right, the phantom of 
her daughter. What remains to be seen now, ladies and 
gentlemen, is whether either his or her phantom is a real 
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person existing in her own right. And having got to that 
point, I think there's a case to be made out for having one's 
doubts on that score too I 

AMALIA:  Rubbish !  You're just trying to make us all as mad 
as yourself! 

M R S  N E N N I :  Oh, dear, you're making my flesh creep ! 
M R S  c r N r: I don't know what satisfaction you get out of 

frightening us like this I 
ALL: Nonsense !  Nonsense ! He's joking. He's only joking ! 
S I RELLI:  You can be pretty sure that she's a real live flesh­

and-blood woman. And we'll make her speak ! We'll make 
her speak, all right. 

A G A Z Z r :  Forgive me for reminding you of the fact, but it was 
you who proposed that she should be made to have a talk 
with the Prefect. 

L A U n r s r: Very true, it was. But I said . . .  if there really is a 
woman living in that house, a woman just like any other 
woman ! But mark my words, everybody, there just cannot 
be a woman, a woman like a'!) other, living in that house I 
There isn't I I at least take leave here and now to doubt that 
the re is ! 

M R S  S I RELLI:  Oh, good Lord i He really does want to drive 
us mad ! 

LA u o r s r: Well, we shall see ! We shall see ! 
ALL [co!ifused] :  But other people have seen her too l She looks 

down into the courtyard I She writes notes to Mrs Frola I 
He's doing it on purpose, just to make fools of us I 

C E N T U R I  [dashing in, red in the face, amidst all this hubbub] : The 
Prefect ! The Prefect's on his way here ! 

A G A Z Z I :  What? On his way here? What did you do, then? 
CENTURI:  I met him in the street, with Mr Ponza, coming in 

this direction . . . .  
S I RELLI:  With Ponza, eh? 
A G A Z Z I :  Oh, my God, no I If he's with Panza, he's probably 

going to see Mrs Frola next door I Centuri, I wonder if 
you'd do me a favour and ·wait by the door, and ask him 
from me if he'd be so kind as to step in here for a moment, 
as he promised me he would? 
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CENTURI: Why certainly, sir, I'll go right away. [He hurries 
out through the door back.] 

AGAZZI :  Now will you all please go back into the drawing­
room, ladies and gentlemen? 

M RS S I RELLI:  But be sure to explain it all clearly to him! It's 
the only solution ! It's the only solution ! 

AMALIA [fry the door left, to the ladies] :  Please, Mrs Cini . • •  

Mrs Nenni . . .  
AGAZZI :  Sirelli, I'd like you to stay. You too, Lamberto. 

[Everyone else goes out through the door left. Then AGAZZI says 
to LAUD I S I] But let me do the talking, if you don't mind ! 

LAUDIS I :  Don't worry ! I shan't throw any spanners in the 
works ! In fact, if you'd prefer that I left too . . .  

AGAZZI: No, it's better that you should be here. Ah, here he 
is. 

[The PREFECT comes in. He is a man of about sixty, tall and 
stout. There is an air of easy-going good nature about him.] 

P REFECT: My dear Agazzi, how are you? Ah, you're here 
too, Sirelli I And how are you, Laudisi? [He shakes hands all 
round.] 

AGAZZI [indicating a chair]: I hope you'll forgive my asking 
you to come in and see me first. 

PREFECT: I'd intended to come in anyway. You remember, I 
promised you I would. I should certainly have dropped in 
to see you afterwards, in any case. 

AGAZZI [catching sight of CENTUR I, who is still on his feet] : Come 
over here, Centuri I Come on I Do sit down I 

PREFECT: They tell me, Sirelli, that you've got quite excited 
over this business of our new secretary. From all accounts 
you really seem to be about the most agitated man in 
town. 

S I RELLI: Oh no, sir ! Believe me, everybody's just as worked 
up about it all as I am. 

A GAZZr: That's true. Everybody's running round in small 
circles. 

PREFECT: Anq I cap.'t foJF the life of me see why ! 
A GAzzr: That's because it hasn't fallen to your lot to be 

present at one or two little ,incidents. Well, we've had that 
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good fortune I His mother-in-law lives next door, you 
know ( 

SI RELLI :  Forgive my asking, sir, but you haven't had a 
chance to talk to the old lady yet, have you? 

PREFECT: As a matter of fact, I was just on my way to see her. 
[Then, to A G A z z 1] You'll remember that, when you ap­
proached me on this matter, I promised you I'd come along 
here and listen to what she had to say . . .  But then her son­
in-law came and begged me, simply implored me, to come 
and see her in her own home. To stop all this gossip, he 
said. Well, do you really think he'd have done that, if he 
hadn't been more than certain that my visit would confirm 
the truth of what he said? 

AGAZZI :  Why, of course he would I Because in front of him, 
the poor woman . . .  

S I RELLI  [immediately getting his oar in] : . • •  Would have said 
just whatever he wanted her to say ( And that proves she's 
not the one who's mad l 

AG AZZI :  Why, we had a sample of how he goes on only 
yesterday, here, in front of us all I 

PREFE CT: Why, of course, my dear fellow . . . .  That was be­
cause he deliberately makes her believe that he's the one 
who's mad I He warned me about that. As a matter of fact, 
how otherwise could he keep up the illusion for the poor 
unfortunate creature? Believe me, it's martyrdom, sheer 
martyrdom for the man I 

S IR ELLI :  Very well ( Suppose, instead, that she's the one who 
keeps up the illusion for him, the illusion that her daughter's 
dead, so that he can remain quite secure in his belief that his 
wife won't be taken away from him again I In that case, as 
you'll readily see, it is Mrs Frola who is the martyr, and not 
Ponza at all I 

AGAZZI :  Exactly( And it's this that makes us all hesitate 
about believing him. And I would suggest that some such 
doubt would appear to have crossed your mind . . . .  

S IRELLI :  Just like the rest of us l 
PREFECT: Doubt? Why no I On the contrary, it seems to me 

that, as far as you're concerned, you have no doubts at all 
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on the subject. And neither have I. Only I happen to believe 
the exact opposite of what you believe. What about you, 
Laudisi ?  

LAUDISI :  I must ask you to  excuse me, sir. I promised my 
brother-in-law I wouldn't open my mouth. 

AGAZZI [protesting angriry] : Good God, man ! What on earth 
will you say next? If you're asked a question, by all means 
reply ! As a matter of fact, I did ask him not to say anything. 
And do you know why? Beq.use for the last couple of days 
he's been taking a perverse delight in spreading doubt and 
uncertainty, just for the sheer pleasure of making confusion 
worse confounded l 

LAUDISI :  Don't you believe a word he says, sir ! Quite the 
contary. I've done everything I could to clear matters up. 

S IRELLI:  Yes, and do you know how? By maintaining that it's 
impossible to discover the truth l And his last bright idea 
was to start having doubts as to whether there really was a 
woman up at Mr Panza's house, or merely a phantom ! 

PREFEcT [ ef!i!D'ing himself] : Well ! Well ! That's an interesting 
suggestion l 

AGAZZI :  Please don't encourage him ! You see how it is . . .  
there's no point at all in listening to him ! 

LAUD ISI :  And yet, sir, you've been invited to come here on 
my account. 

P REFECT: Because you also think that it would be a good 
idea if I had a talk with the lady next door? 

LAUDISI :  Oh, no ! Nothing of the kind ! I think it would be 
an excellent idea for you to continue to believe what Mr 
Ponza tells you. 

PRE FECT: Oh, good! So you too believe that Mr Ponza . . .  ? 
LAUD ISI  [immediatery] : No ! I want you to believe what Mr 

Ponza tells you, just as I should like everyone to believe 
what Mrs Frola says. Then the whole affair would be over 
and done with. 

AGAZZI:  There, do you see ! Does that seem rational to you ? 
PREFECT: Just a moment. [To LAUDIS I) According to you, 

then, we can also believe implicitly what Mrs Frola says ? 
LAUDISI :  Why, of coursd Everything she says, and no 

222 



R I G H T  Y O U  A R E !  

matter what she's talking about ! Just as you can believe 
quite implicitly everything he says. 

PREFECT: Forgive me . . . .  I'm not quite clear about this . • • •  

Where do we go from . . .  ? 
SI RELLI :  But suppose they contradict each other? 
AGAZZI  [i"itated, decisively] : May I say a word ? I'm not pre­

judiced either way . . .  either in his favour or in hers. I have 
no desire to be prejudiced l He may be right or she may be 
right. But the matter must be settled once and for all, and 
there's only one way of doing it l 

SIRELLI :  And he's the very person that suggested it ! [Pointing 
to LAUDI SI.) 

PREFECT: H'm l Did he now? Well then, let's hear what this 
suggestion is. 

AGAZZI: Since all other positive evidence is lacking, the only 
thing left to do is this . . . .  You must use your authority to 
get a statement from his wife. 

PREFECT: From Mrs Panza? 
S I RELLI:  But without her husband's being there, of course ! 
AGAZZI :  So that she can be absolutely free to tell the truth ! 
SIRELLI:  If she's Mrs Proia's daughter, as it seems to us we 

must believe she is . . .  
AGAZZI :  Or his second wife, who is consenting to imperson­

ate Mrs Proia's daughter, as Mr Panza would have us 
believe . . . .  

PREFECT:  • • •  And as I personally most certainly do believe ! 
But you're quite right. It does appear to be the only way. 
Believe me, that poor fellow wants nothing better than to 
convince everyone that he's right. He showed himself most 
willing to comply with anything I suggested ! Yes, he'll be 
happier than anyone to have the whole affair cleared up l 
And it has the added advantage, my friends, that it will set 

your minds at rest immediately ! Centuri, I wonder [cENTURI 
gets up.] i f  you'd b e  s o  kind as t o  go next door, and ask Mr 
Panza from me if he'd be good enough to come in and see 
me for a moment or two l ' 

CENTURI: I'll go at once ! [He bows and goes out by the door 
back.] 
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A GAZZI :  Now if only he agrees to . . .  
PREFECT: You'll see, he'll agree immediately. The whole 

thing will be settled in next to no time. And here, in this 
room too, in front of you all. 

A GAZZI:  What? Here? In my flat? 
S IRELLI:  Do you really think he'll be willing to bring his wife 

here? 
PREFECT: You leave it to me l Yes, we'll settle it all here. 

Otherwise, I know quite ·well, you'd always have a sus-
picion that I . . . 

· ' 

AGAZZI:  Oh, no, no l How could you possibly think such a 
thing? 

sr RELLI: Why, we'd never dream of doing so I 
PREFECT: Now, don't try and pretend ! Why . . .  knowing 

how sure I am that he's right . . .  you might think . . .  
especially as he's a public official . . .  that in order to hush 
the whole thing up . . . .  No I No, I want you all to hear 
what she has to say. [Then, to AGAZZI] Is your wife at 
home ? 

AGAZZI:  She's in there with some of her friends . . . .  
PREFECT: Good heavens ! It's a regular den of conspirators 

you've got here I 
(CENTURI and MR PONZA join them.] 

CENTURI: May I come in? Mr Ponza is here. 
PREFECT: Thank you, Centuri. [M R PONZA appears in the 

doorway.] Come in, come in, my dear Ponza. [MR PONZA 
bows.] 

AGAzzr:  Please sit down. [MR PONZA turns, bows to him, and 
sits.] 

PREFECT: You know everybody . . .  Sirelli . . .  [MR PONZA 
rises, bows to him.] 

AGAZZr:  Yes, they've met already . . . .  My brother-in-law, 
Laudisi. [M R PONZA bows.] 

PREFECT: I've asked you to come and see me, my dear 
Ponza, in order to tell you that these friends of mine and 
I . . .  [Fro� his 11ery jiTYt words M R PONZA has evinced a lively 
perturbation. He is terribly agitated .• The PREFECT breaks off.] 
Was there something yoq wanted to say? 
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PONZA: Yes I That I intend, sir, to  ask for an immediate 
transfer ! 

PREFECT: But why? Only a short while ago you were talking 
to me so reasonably about everything . . .  

PONZA:  But I'm being persecuted here, sir ! It's an unheard of 
outrage ! 

PREFECT: Corne l Cornel Don't let's exaggerate, my dear 
fellow ! 

AGAZZI  [to PONZA] :  An outrage . . .  on my part, do you 
mean ? 

PONZA: On the part of all of you, and that's why I'm leaving 
here ! I'm leaving, sir, because I cannot tolerate this 
ferocious and unrelenting inquisition into my private life, 
an inquisition which will end in the total overthrow of an 
edifice of love and devotion which has cost me so much 
agony to create, and for which I've sacrificed so much! Oh, 
it will spoil everything irrevocably ! I've loved and res­
pected that poor woman more than I would have my own 
mother I Yesterday I found myself, here in this very room, 
compelled to attack her in a most cruel and violent fashion. 
And just now I arrived to find her in such a state of despair 
and agitation . . .  

AGAZZI [calmly, inte"upting him] : That's very strange ! 
Because when Mrs Proia has talked to us she has always 
been very calm. All the agitation, on the other hand . . .  or 
so we've noticed up to now . . .  came from you. Even now, 
at this very moment, that seems to be the case. 

PONZA: Because you don't know what you're making me 
suffer ! 

PREFECT:  Now, now ! Calm yourself, my dear Ponza l What's 
the matter? Don't forget that I'm here ! You know quite 
well how I've always listened sympathetically to your case 
and believed what you've had to say. Now, haven't I ?  

PONZA: Forgive me l You most certainly have, and I'm grate­
ful to you for that, sir. 

PREFECT: Well then, let's se_e. You say that you love and 
respect the unfortunate Mrs Proia as if she were your own 
mother? Now, you must believe me when I tell you that 
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these friends of mine here are so anxious to find out the 
truth, precisely because they're just as fond of her as you 
are. 

PONZA: But they're killing her, slr l And I've warned them 
about it more than once ! 

PREFE CT: Now, have just a little patience ! You'll see that 
they won't trouble you any more, once this matter's cleared 
up I It'll only take a moment or so • . . .  It's all very simple 
really. You have it in your power to rid these people of all 
their doubts. You don't have·to.worry about me, because I 
haven't any. It's quite easy what you have to do, and I can 
personally guarantee that it'll be successful ! 

PONZA: But they won't believe me, whatever I do l 
AGAZZI: That's not true ! When you came here after your 

mother-in-law's first visit, and told us that she was mad, we 
were rather astonished, I'll admit. But we all believed you I 
[Then, to the PREFECT] But immediately afterwards, you 
know, Mrs Frola returned . . . .  

PREFECT: Yes, yes, I know ! You told me. [Turning to 
PONZA, he goes on.] Mrs Frola returned and put forward the 
same reasons for your behaviour as you yourself are trying 
to get her to accept. You mustn't be too impatient, you 
know, if people who listen to poor Mrs Frola, after 
they've just been listening to you, find certain very trouble­
some doubts gnawing away in their minds. Confronted 
with what your mother-in-law says, these gentlemen just 
cannot believe that they may any longer with complete 
certainty trust what you say to be the truth, my dear 
Panza. Well then, it's perfectly clear what we must do l 
You and your mother-in-law . . .  Well, suppose you, as it 
were, step to one side for a moment ! You're quite certain 
that you're telling the truth. And so am I I That being so, 
you can have no objection to its being confirmed here and 
now by the only person, apart from you two, who can 
confirm it. 

PONZA: And who is that? 
PREFECT: Why, your wife ! 
PONZA: My wife? [Forcefully and angri'[y] Oh no, sir ! Never! 
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PREFECT: And why not, if I may ask? 
PONZA:  Bring my wife here, merely in order to satisfy the 

curiosity of these people who have no desire whatsoever to 
believe what I say? 

PREFECT [promptry] :  And in order to satisfy my curiosity too, 
my dear Ponzal What's the difficulty? 

PONZA: But, sir I . . .  No ! Not my wife ! No, please let's leave 
my wife out of it l Why can't you believe what I tell 
you ? 

PREFECT: Now look here . . . .  You're causing me seriously to 
wonder . . .  I too am beginning to think that you're doing 
everything in your power to prevent people from believing 
you ! 

AGAZZI :  It's how he's been behaving all along ! He tried in 
every way possible to prevent his mother in-law from 
coming to talk to us I He even went so far as to insult both 
my wife and daughter I 

PONZA [bursting out in sheer exasperation] : But what in the 
name of God do you people want of me? Isn't it enough for 
you that you're tormenting the life out of that unfortunate 
woman? Must you have my wife, too ? I cannot tolerate this 
outrage, sir ! My wife never leaves the house, and I am not 
going to bring her here to satisfy anybody's curiosity I It's 
enough that you believe me, sir ! And now I shall go at once 
and write out my formal request for a transfer from this 
place ! [He rises.] 

P REFECT [striki�g the desk with his ftst] :  Wait ! First of all, Mr 
Panza, I cannot tolerate your assuming such a tone before 
Mr Agazzi and myself! After all, I have spoken to you with 
great courtesy and great respect for your feelings. Secondly, 
I repeat that this stubborn refusal of yours to give me the 
proof which I, and no one else, ask for . . .  and ask for in 
your own interest . . . .  And what I'm asking you to do can­
not possibly cause you any harm, as far as I can see . . . .  
Well, it makes me wonder rather. It would be quite proper 
for my colleagues and myself to ask your wife to come and 
see us . . .  Or, if you prefer it, we can call on her. 

PONZA: Then you insist?  
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P REFECT: I repeat that I ask i t  of you for your own good. I 
can also demand it as your official superior. 

PONZA: Very well ! Very well ! If that's how it is, I'll bring my 
wife here and settle the whole matter once and for all. But 
who's going to guarantee that that poor woman won't see 
her? 

PREFECT: Oh, yes ! Of course! She lives next door . .  , .  
AGAZZI  [immediate&] : We should be quite willing to call on 

Mrs Ponza. 
PONZA: No l I say no for yoar sakes ! I don't want you to 

spring any more surprises on me I There might be the most 
terrible consequences. 

A GAZZI :  You can rest quite easy on that score, as far as we're 
concerned ! 

PREFECT: Well, if you think you'd rather not, you can bring 
your wife along to the Prefecture in your own good time. 

PONZA: No I No I I'll bring her here as soon as I possibly can ! 
Then I'll go in there and keep an eye on Mrs Frola myself. 
I shall go at once, sir, and then the whole thing will be 
settled I Settled for good and all ! [ Very angry, he goes out by 
the door back.] 

PREFECT: I must confess that I didn't expect this opposition 
on his part. 

AGAZZI :  And you'll see, he'll force his wife to say just what­
ever he wants her to sayl 

PREFECT: Oh, no I Don't you worry about that. I'll question 
Mrs Ponza myself! 

S IRELLI:  You know, the way he's always so terribly worked­
up . . . 1 

PREFECT: No I It's the first time, the very first time I've seen 
him like that ! Perhaps it was the thought of bringing his 
wife here . . .  

S IRELLI:  • • •  Of letting her out of her prison ! 
PREFECT: Oh, as for that . . .  his keeping her locked up . .  , 

Well, you can explain that easily enough, without having to 
suppose that he's mad., 

S I RELLI :  Fotgive· me for reminding you, sir, but you 
haven't yet heard what the lady's got to say, poor creature !  

'u.S 
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A G A z z r :  No ! He  says he  keeps her locked up for fear of  what 
Mrs Frola might do. 

P RE FE C T :  Well, even supposing that isn't the explanation . . .  
Why, he might just be jealous I That would be quite an 
adequate explanation. 

S I RE L L I :  So jealous as not even to keep a servant? So jealous 
as to force his wife to do all her own housework? 

A G A z z r :  And to do all the shopping himself every morn­
ing? 

CEN T U R I: Yes, sir, it's true. I've seen him myself. He gets an 
errand-boy to help him to carry it all back. 

S I RE LL I :  And he always makes him wait outside the door ! 
P RE F E C T: Dear me, gentlemen ! He told me about that, and 

said how much he regretted having to do it. 
L A U D I S I :  And as a source of information he's unimpeachable, 

of course! 
P R E F E C T :  He does it to save money, Laudisi l He has two 

homes to keep up . . . .  
> I RE L L I :  But that wasn't why we raised the matter. Do you 

really think, sir, that a man's second wife would be so self­
sacrificing as to . . .  

� G A Z Z I  [pressing the point] : • • •  To do so many of the most 
menial jobs about the house . . .  

H RE L L I  [following him up] :  . . . For the sake of someone who 
was her husband's mother-in-law, and who, as far as she is 
concerned, is a perfect stranger? 

� G A Z Z r :  Yes, doesn't it seem rather improbable to you? 
Doesn't it? 

P R E F E C T: M'm l It does rather . • •  

LAu o r s r  [interrupting him] : If his second wife is, in fact, a 
woman just like any other woman. 

P R E F E C T  [immediateb] :  Well, let's agree on your point. Yes, 
it is improbable. But this too, you know, can quite well be 
explained . . .  if not by generosity on her part . . .  by jealousy 
again. And that he's jealous . . .  whether he's mad or not . . .  
seems to me beyond question. [At this iuncture a confused din 
of voices makes itself heard from the drawing-room.] 

A G A Z Z I: Oh, what's happening in there, I wonder ? 
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A M A L I A  [entering hurriedly through the door left, in a state of utter 
consternation] : Mrs Frola l Mrs Proia's here ! 

AGAZZI: No ! Good God, who asked her to come? 
AMALIA:  Nobody asked her ! She came of her own accord ! 
P RE F E C T: Well, she can't stay here now ! No ! Not now! 

Please ask her to go home, Mrs Agazzi. 
A GA Z Z I :  She must go home at once ! Don't let her come in 

here ! You must prevent her somehow ! It's absolutely im­
perative l If he were to find her here it really would look like 
a trap to him l 

(M RS F R O L A  comes in, handkerchief in hand, and around her 
crowd the people from the other room - they are all extreme!J 
disturbed. She is trembling and crying. Her manner as she 
speaks is one of entreary.] 

M R S  FR OLA: Oh, please ! Please, everyone !  You tell them, Mr 
Agazzi, please, not to send me away ! 

A G A Z Z I  [stepping fonvard; he is very angry] : I must ask you, 
Mrs Frola, to go home at once l You can't stay here ! Not 
just now ! 

M R S  F R O LA [dismrryed] :  Why not? Why not? [To AMALIA] I 
appeal to you, Mrs Agazzi . . .  you're so very kind . . .  . 

AMA LIA:  But . . .  please, Mrs Frola . . .  don't you see . . .  the 
Prefect's here . .  . 

M R S  F R OLA: Oh,you are here ! Please help me l I was going to 
come and see you. 

P R EFECT:  You must please excuse me, Mrs Frola. I can't see 
you just at present. You must go now l Please l You must 
leave here immediately! 

M R S F R O LA: Very well, I shall go ! And I'm going to leave 
this town ! This very day ! [To the P REFECT] I'm going 
right away l I'm going away, and I shall never come 
back! 

A G A Z Z I :  But you mustn't do that, Mrs Frola l If you'll just be 
as good as to return to your flat for a moment or so l Now 
please do as I ask, as a favour to me l Afterwards you can 
have a word or two with the Prefect l 

M R S  F R O LA: But why must I !!o ? What's the matter? What's 
happened? 
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A G A Z Z I  [losing patience] : Your son-in-law is o n  his way back 
here ! There ! Now do you understand? 

M R S  FRO LA:  Oh l He's coming backhere? In that case . . .  why, 
yes l Yes l I will go home. I'll go home at once. I should 
only like to say this one thing to you. Please stop all this l 
You think you're helping me, but you're really hurting me 
very much l I shall have to go away altogether if you go on 
like this l I shall have to go away this very day, so that he 
may be left in peace l But what do you want with him now? 
What do you want? Why have you sent for him this time? 
What do you want him to do now? [To the P R E F E C T] Oh, 
please • . .  I 

P RE F E CT: Now, don't worry, Mrs Frola l It's nothing 
special ! So please keep calm, and just leave us for the 
present. Please l 

A MA L I A :  Yes, Mrs Frola l Please be a dear, and go ! 
M R S  F R O LA :  Oh dear, Mrs Agazzi l You'd all rob me of the 

one remaining comfort I have! It's my only happiness, being 
able to see my daughter, even if it's only from a distance ! 
[She begins to cry.] 

P R E F E CT: But who said anything of the sort? You've no 
need to go away altogether ! We're only asking you to leave 
us for a few minutes. So please don't worry l 

M R S  F R O L A: Oh, but I'm thinking about him l About himl 
[This to the P RE F E C T] It was for his sake that I came to ask 
you for your help, everybody! Not on my own account ! 

P R E FE C T: Yes ! Yes ! Now that's all right ! And you needn't 
worry on his account either ! I give you my personal 
promise l You'll see, we'll straighten everything out in no 
time ! 

M R S  F R OLA:  How? I can see that everybody's all ready to 
pounce on him l 

P RE F E CT: No, Mrs Frola, that's not true! I'm here to stand 
up for him! So you need have no worry ! 

M RS F R O L A: Oh, thank you ! You mean you understand . . .  ? 
P REFECT:  Yes, Mrs Frola, I .understand. 
M R S  F R OLA:  As I've told these ladies and gentlemen over 

and over again, it was a misfortune. But he's got over it 
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now, and he mustn't be  made to  go back to that nightmare 
again. 

P R EFECT: Yes, you're quite right, Mrs Frola. As I told you, 
I understand perfectly ! 

M R S  F R O LA: We're quite happy to live as we do. My daughter 
is very happy. So . . .  Please do see to it that . . .  Please see 
that everything comes out all right ! Because if it doesn't, 
then there's nothing left for me but to go away altogether 
and never to see her again, not even from a distance, as I do 
now. Please leave him in peace, everybody! Please! 

[At this juncture there is a movement in the crowd, and every­
body starts signalling. Some of them look in the direction of the 
door. Subdued voices make themselves heard.] 

V O I C E s :  Oh, Lord i . . .  Here she is ! Here she is ! 
M R S  F R O L A  [noticing their dismay and bewilderment, is perplexed. 

She trembles and moans] : What's the matter? What's the 
matter? 

[The company falls back on either hand to allow M R S  P O N ZA 

to pass. She comes fonvard, holding herself very erect. She is 
in deep mourning, her face hidden by a thick, inpenetrable black 
veil.] 

M R S  F R O  LA [uttering a piercing cry, ju/1 of frantic joy] : Ah, Lina l 
Lina I Lina I [And she throws herself at the veiled woman, twining 
her arms around her with all the warmth of a mother who has not 
held her daughter in her arms for a very long time. But at the same 
time M R  P O N Z A  

'
s cries are to be heard, and he immediate!y rushes 

on to the stage.] 
PONZA:  Giulia l Giulia l Giulia l [M R S  PON ZA, on hearing his 

cries, draws herself up stiffly within the encirding arms of M R s  

F R O LA. As he rushes on, M R P O N Z A  immediate!J catches sight of 
his mother-in-law thus desperately entwined about his wife, and 
shrieks out furiously.] Ah l I said this was what would happen ! 
I trusted you, and you've taken advantage of me in this 
despicable manner ! 

M R S  PONZA [turning her veiled head towards him . . . .  There is 
an almost austere solemnity_ about the gesture] : Never mind ! 
Don't be afraid ! Don't be afraid ! Just go away, both of 

you ! 
• 
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P O N Z A  [quietly and affectionately to Mrs Fro/a] : Let us go. Yes, 
let us go . . . .  

M R S F R O  LA [has released her hold on M R S  P O N Z A  and is trembling 
all over. She echoes his words back to him, her voice humble, full 
of solicitude for him] : Yes, yes, let us go, my dear . . .  let us 
go . . . . [And they go out, with their arms round one anothtr, 
giving each other reassuring caresses from time to time. Their 
weeping is a sad duet, and, as they go, they murmur affectionately 
to one another. There is silence. Then, having watched M R S  

F R O L A  and M R  P O N Z A  until th�v have disappeared completely, 
the rest of the compaf!Y turns and looks at the veiled woman. 
Everyone is deeply moved and utterly dismayed by what has 
happened.] 

M R S  P O N Z A [looks at them intently through her veil for a moment, 
and then says, with sombre solemni�y] : What else can you pos­
sibly want of me after this, ladies and gentlemen ? Here, 
before your very eyes, you have a terrible misfortune. One 
that must remain hidden from the world, because only if it 
does remain hidden can the remedy that compassion has 
provided be at all effective. 

P R E F E C T  [moved] : But we have every desire to respect that 
compassion, Mrs Ponza. We should like you to tell us, 
however . . .  

M R S  P O N Z A  [speaking slowly and distinctly]: What? The truth? 
It is simply this . . .  that I am • . •  yes, I am Mrs Proia's 
daughter . . .  

A L L  [1vith a sigh of satisfaction] : Ah l 
M R S  P O N Z A  [still speaking slowly and distinctly, carrying straight 

onl : . . .  And Mr Ponza's second wife . . .  
A L L  [astounded and disappointed, in subdued tones] :  Oh ? But how 

on . . .  ? 
M R s  Po N z A [slmvly and distinctly, carrying straight on] : Yes I And 

for myself, I am nobody ! Nobody at ali i 
P R E F ECT: Oh, no, Mrs Ponza, that just cannot bel You must 

be either one or the other I 
M R S  P O N Z A :  No I As far as I am concerned, I am just whoever 

you think I am. [She looks intently at them all for a moment 
through her veil, and then goes out. There is silence.] 
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LAUDISI:  And that, ladies and gentlemen, i s  the voice of 
truth I [He throws a derisive, challenging glance round the com­
pa�ry.] Are you happy now? [He bursts out laughing.] Hal Ha l 
Ha l Hal 
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