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every minute aﬂ the day,every Ssesson of the year.
'T must keep very quiet,' she thought with a sort of desperate

slyness. 'As long es I don't move,as long as I don't open my eyes, l

remain in Asolo,I am home...There,on the wall,the portraits of Shelley
and Beethoven....and the bookshelves...Such lovely books!...The French

¢classics,end there 1is Dante,and tne peautiful works of Carduzzi,snd

Ibsen...0h,and he

re,next to Shakespeere,the religlous books...lhe

Confessions of St,Augustine...l should con

feas too,should confess all

my sins..

e RO & OO RGilkliatpraroryyyis

) A - = -.'. 1 =

Ol Ce s sl BTN, JEVE

‘me- From P aburahlcesiifecih npw-—mﬁﬁwmm 3
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Ymperacna.l-r oo penpbies Ay e e Laii I wanted to be pure,

and I wes shemeless, I wanted everybody to know how fine 1 was,nhow

delicately attuned,now much T suffered. And people believed me, I
succeeded in fooling them,they considered me a Saint - :soh.all those
women Wwho worshiﬁd me! - oh,the hysteria,the emberrassing ecstasy of
their admiration!...No no,I wouldn't be interviewed,I slways refused

it,firmly though nolitely. Off the stage I was & private person...

Only my art... I despised publicity...I1t was very clever:who thought

of it? It wss my own 1little idesa...How shy I was,how bashful,modest,

reserved...It wes genius,and it worked very well...Oh my Lord,forglve
me!...I'11 choke to death...Why didn't I have the courage to admit
openly my ambitions? Sarah never was eshamed of herself,never concea led
her greed and vanity...Was she stronger then I am? phre—bedengea—to
iaGShaa_paai@ﬂ?“ﬁhumweawamwa»naiwevwrhet&sm-hqmghﬁ*uureduaawqcno-e&m,
almost ﬁhameﬁEEsErfaawﬂhnbmahOMmee&ir—wrn[ She wasn't tormented by
remorses. She had a good conscience. For she was terribly strong.
Sarah - oh,she never seeked solitude,was never longing for = quiet,

contemplative life.But I dld:I swear you 1t was true,l hated jomrna=
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lists,I loathed publlcity,l wanted to be alcone...

I wented to be alone,end I am alone. If I should die before I
wake...I am efreid...I am alone,quite alone in this enormous foreign
country - and I'm dving. All over the world the newspapers wlll be full
of 1t. I despise publicity. They'll sey more than they ever sald about
mv affair with Gabriele...Did I love him? Gabriele...Gabriele D'Annunzid
...It was so long 2g0...I1'1]l be mourned,all the world will grieve
over me,people who never saw me, glrls who have never known love...
There will be headlines in all the papers,in the Americsan papers,

the Italian,the French,the Japanese pspers...Duse is dead ...The

Highest Priestess of the Drama passed away...Duse is desd,Duse is dead,
Duse is desd...:it's like the rhythm of the wheels of a running
tprain...Duse 1s dead...l don't want to die,not in Pittsburgh,not

even in Asolo...It's spring in Asolo,green and lush...Why did I

come? I loasthe the theatrel ( N’ ?ﬁ)qp th )

g .-'_,\_
ankeni.n;: for its cruel,sweet reality...aArt! - what a stale compe:}'

ation for I!a.f'el - Embererio—mma-peibeded (10 1s 1f,Thatl faq.aftic of

xpression? That hea"tlQSE manise of Beauty? - prresﬁfon,that is

l..|“‘

he necessity. The greatest vision has no value "anless it be mani=
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A

ested and condensed in livingm?bngs....rv whole work i1s an invention;

Ha

1 cannot end will not obey other H’ran"?h-u,pwn instinct and the genigs

0 oy I"'acCes s

What pretentious nefisense! You are of very poor e,Gabriele, tq

tlell the truth;ef s mongrel and mediocre race,indeed...Yo e the

getor,my friend,and I em the poet. For I have suffered as poets

DI
ermmwnumpnp __...--/




have desplsed 1T, e bo ¥y h Brese DO, tls I re

.1 meant it an I sal 1 theatre ought © - agtroyed,
az ST t azy velling ar
ieh Ve . £ P~

ORI N =T W o 5 - - SO P P SRR =] vl ] =

- ¥ - iy i R
(R 0 S L e s e g 8 i g2

awe 9 0 = .'_-'-...‘_ v Traco ™

N g_,._,t.}l'__n_,\:n’-&g o‘ﬁ_ 'f‘f\af ' ?{-';wt----- D,»p-}'f b Té“e 45‘/(

b I
.1——-__. - Ix i Ay ) = o &

L A

a : l&dq«.n ( Wﬁfﬂam Yw ¥

_.n_-.l.nau = OGRS - R0. f0dLy .L....uu;d. SARNBSIFRRON AT Tt e e e Salp ey

I! Iying.I don't Il ' to tell the anvmore.,.Those
twelve vesrslThey were s0 :5'\.-'i'-i-.-,."-'='.- 1.'-..--':'-"', S0 boring.Nothin CO at
¥ IO n-the ,rlh!__,_.-' 1 G lool orwer to.The 1 _LL',_

P R TN o

T O PE D S D D SOy




I
|
}
L
L
k
|
|

- - 1 : i s ’ ooal
( | -1 - p 2 3 = po 1 . & 8 - . 4 b "
Wi 3 - ’ . 9 . - 1 ¥ " v PR — LE '. 1 Il
L - " . & & . -L - )
ol o = hha 1008 1 : 1 [ S g & iyt
ey hen my - othar diar AT A ’ flowers.
IV ¢ s s & ¢ M | ¢ 10 1) Led I n g

,....
=
1
i
e
=
-
o
o
o
o
-

7

S i sy ey l?,"' 1 e 6 & A an o . &3 A e

r= ..-|'n|--"| R sl e _ara . .

e

£88 FAS A Ny G - R T
e o Y R W S AF G

Nl nd L 6L Gl il L L o JUARISOMONM. 1 B 2
e

» e .
g en lavw 3 1 1 I S
1 = £ = - P P | ' ’
“ 5. e e el - . .
3 T 3 ¥ . ; | - o4 i =
3 LY J re y ¥ i1l | 1 y




s
= 35
- & .-
g -
F. I A
R e,

BN L -

5 s s sl 3
: ¥
=% m t
. w

¥ at e ’ 3
- " & & #
T # i
v
'
6 | b 1 4
|
1 wr
" . . b ;
f ~ 1 = 1
| Ll

- L 4
;
=d & ]
& 88 = I -
[ "
! - : 4 |
i 9 1 . T
- 2. i - & 4
: : ‘ ; 1on Tine :
» - E y
N il St s ST
im szain?I loved him so.It w
s -~ e : Ca - -l | ~Xr
= 2 : o 2 i =
18t hi i T 18 e n
: % 7
e - LR TR [ = v




L e t i : :
lieve mel = it 1is & horrible thing/s = = Lo [ in lev
A : :
4+ - ¥ el 4 4 3 17 & -..]-\- noant laag Aot ar T 14 o r 3 4 e by - -
1TN 2N amolLvl1lous8 ClOWNnmesar L 1le3E MONsLer . "l B LLIl & I 1 1 K -

-
w
-
-

-
(=
B

; e o Ul e fE | a3 P o mg at - ! o =thd vl vomre P =
ny gZrocesque,appailildiEg,untor negLue L LOoVe,.l C8nN LhOlnK VOour nane
ow = I 'cen sven sey it.If your were to walk into this¥room,at this

moment,I could look at you guite calmly;my hends wouldn't sweat nor
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ostility.I don't even went to humiliate you any more.l would just
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'&.... You and I scted our little tragi-co
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well.Nothing was changed,nobody got hurt:our eudience could go home

end o on with their lives.And we two old fools who had pl:
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many roles - we could ring down the eurtsin,.
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But now you have gone too far,Gabriele.You are confused,vou are

Vabien

losing you¥gense of enhamee.Those ignorent boys in the street whom vou
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hiped to be the screaming members of a mob - for a few liras,for a
flask of wine - ,do they realize this is only a game? Do they kmow this
is an inssne play,that the sword lunging at the breast will be & real
sword,that the blood glutting the gutters will flow from real wounds?
You've always liked blood in the streets;the background of your melodramas
could never be sinister and blooedy enough.

. ..I remember - oh,I remember soO Very distinctly the last time 1
listened to you...You harasngued the Itallan vouth,in Milano,from the bal=
cony of a public building. I hadn't seen you for eighteen vears...eighteen
vears without youl...¥Yes,you have somewhat chancged in the meantime; but
vour well-trained eloquence Wes as captivating as ever - an artficial
thunderstorm,brilliant fireworks - 1 was thrilled,I was moved:L'm afraid
I even cryed a 1ittle...H0w very silly:to ellow oneself being bluffed
by & lot of bunk. For I didn't believe a single word you said, Patrliotism
vooItaly's historical Mission!...2 what a cvnical old swindler you are!l

wmﬁmmfmfmwm
You used tc be more honest,my Gabriele. Why do you speak now of patrio=
tism when vou reslly mean your own glory? Who taught you this cunning
new trick? Could it be that dubious fellow whom you've picked up? That
other clown and brassy adventurer,Benito Mussolini? You're a charming

couple indeed,sham-poet and sham-tyrant - il Commendatore of Fiume and

a pespler-maché Napoleon! For he gave you & title,if am not mistaken.
It's not exsctly the sort of title you wished for when [ used to know

vou. At that time,you wanted to become poete laureatus - cen you still

remember? You have dresmed of laurels - "those Latin Leurels,cut from the
shrubs of the hills where,in the days of remote antiquity,the eagles des=
cended with their prophecies..." Will you earn the Latin Laurels,mon

peuvre ami,with your recent political escapades?
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the public...l wanted to cut my hair - my white,hideous hasir - and to
play KingﬁLear,the royvel martyr...Yes,I intended to wander through the
countries and the continents,scresming out the great lament,the tremen=
dous indictment of all creatures that have ever suffered...Sarah wsas
Hamlet with a wooden leg;I wented to be King Lear with a broken heart.
It would certainly have stired up a sensation. But those agents,those
nerrow-minded managers didn't believe in it...of course not...0h,those
impresarios! Those idiots! Alweys hunting me,cheating me,exploliting
melThey never gave enough money = never,never,never...That Parisian

producer who leered at me: "Reslly,vou still believe in art,liadame?"

It wes a withering glance I gave him - a deadly glance,l'm sure...

"Monstre!" I said, "lionstre - vous me dégofitez!"

It's different here. People still believe in art - some of them,
£t lesst...There is a certain enthusiasm,a certain youthfulness...In
Italy everyone is broke...&nd the French Franc goes downsit's inflation,
thev SaY...Perhaps Europe really is in decline,a doomed continent,
worn-out,exhausted - but so besautiful...I feel myself as an emlssary
of European sadness,RBuropean splendor when I receive the homages of
American youth...I've had & triumph here - nobody had a greater trlumph,
not even Sarah...Jammed houses in New York and Chicago and San Fran=
¢isco...what a consolation after all the humiliations at homel...

Enorme,enorme consolazionse... Ygﬁ‘men,senning flowers;girls,waiting

for me at the stage door; following me after the show - sometimes from

city to city... Young faces,everywhere;radiant,faithful fsces..,But

my face is old, faded,flabby. I have no strength anymore. I wanted to

be the ieeisedmeesl interpreter between our ancient‘?waﬂﬂdagpculture and

this effulgentpimpresedeonabdq youth...But I huve no strength.
Messengers should be young and alert. An elderly go-between -

what a dreary figure! There will be young pecple,at home in two worlds,

citizens of both the 0ld and the New World...speaking s language in=




e et
telligible everywhere;carrying a message welcome everywnere... Iheinr
language - the gremsomeblewan@ inspired Esperanto of youth; thelr mes=
sege - Peace,and & felr,enthusiastic contest;a new simplicity,a new
pride,a new love...oh,a new love! For our love has Dbecome satele and
and fspoiled and tainted...We have spoiled our love,my poor Gabriele:
our deys are over (ENESenesadl...

People ought to grow old together. Everything would be easier if

vou were close to me,my old friend. The world wouldn't be so empty,so

frightening... MERE
I'11 be better tomorrow...The doctor told me sof’mle

mbwm%wwww I must work...

I'11 be able to Work...If 1 pull myself verm=sbeemsdy Cogether - 1Ff
I make a tremendous effort fiemishtebesalleyonce orepbosaoteras:

Onoﬁut I

forgot all my lines while I wes sick...l must have been sick for ages.

I'm afreid I'1ll have to memorize everythling again - La Porte Chlusa...

I can't remember & word...Le Porta Chlusa - an effective play,very

cleveriv made - but what was it all about? I have completely forgotten
.eel'm forgetting - forgetting - forgetting... Nﬂnf'
The Greecs believed there was & dark,mysterlous wine,and oncéAjarcu
had drunk it,or W just tsessted it,you forgot everything - pain and
ambition,the mistekes you made,and the triumphs, love and hatred -
everything,the whole play...0One must feel very light,once one has

forgotten...very detached, 1ike a bird, like an angel...
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aplendor as I have never seen before...s noise as I have never
heard...Iit's like the opera but so much more overwhelming...lt's

like fire...

Le Fiemmes & bella... I know,l know...

1 know,my Gabriele. I've expected you. Here you are. lnere is your
voice, Thers are your eyes. There are your hands. No flesmes any lon=
ger...No muslic - only your voice...the familisr spectacle of your
gestures,the winged elegsence of your steps...How young you look,Gab=
riele,my ageing love...S50 do I - ig it this that you tried to say?
Younger then ever,meore sttraetive than ever?...Thank you,my dear,for
vour exquisite politeness...It's rather odd though that ¥ you only
whisper and are making mysterious signs instead of pronouncing regu=
ler words = you who used to be the Prince of Eloquence...Uh, how
touching this 1is! ¥Yon move your lips,clumsily as someone who 1s dumb
snecllmger-wiens, ., I Must guess your words,but I love To guess them, ..

What e sublime mem gift your silence is,my darling - after so meny
words. Your mute eloguence - what a gorgeous surprisel For I'm fed
up with words - they've lost their sense,their meaning,thelr mystery.
They are senseless,wornsout - we have used Cthem too much, you and 1

- we have plaved with them,me nuve distorted,falsified,tainted them
onone-dggShonld we repeat like a couple of parrots the old lines

- for ever? Oh no,darling,no...Finally we are gllowed eidpraaper
&re—eh&*gsf to be 9£i;n(...

Come closer to me...yes,llke this,thanks...still a little closer

+ s+ +HOw long it took,my Gasbriele! How much wagted timel! How many
detours,before - we reached - this gosl...We recited our monologues,
seperated from one another...Now,let's be sllent,together...

I'm freezing...Cover me...'
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lisny people tried to see the famous patient at the Shenley Hotel
in Pittsburgh.But only Mademoiselle Desirée end Marie Avogadro,both
falthful and experienced companions of the I[tellan vedette ,were
admitted.Dr.Cherles J.Barone issued bulletins to the press;his dlag=
noses wavered from hour to hour.In the morning there was a slight
improvement;he fesred the worst in the night;dawn found him optimistic
egain,In e few days,however,it was obvious that Signora Eleonorsa

Puse was In a very bad way indeed.

«eeIn the room,the shades were drawn,snd there wes a sharp,sweet
smell of medieine,Desirée,tip-toeing in from the antechambre,whis=
pered:"Is she asleep?"And Meris Avogadro,almost without using her
volce;"No...but she is out of her head - her temperature is up.Look
at her,..she keeps on talking..."

They looked st her.The harassed head tossed restlessly on the
pillows,There 1t was,the face that was the idol of two continents;
ugly and humen,an old,suffering face;the tormented mesk on which we
trace the signature of encrosching death.The white,wiry hair lay
heavily on the demp forehead - the fine,arched forehead which
D!'/innunzio had praised as "the wonderful forehead of a very intels=
ligent man."The eyelids were half-closed over "the dark,living
firmement of her eyes,"énd #e her hands - the femous hands of
Eleonore Duse,so much admired,so often described - were clenched on
the coversygaunt, fragile,elmost luminous in the confused twilight,
There wes a deep furrow between the dsrk,wide sweep of the eyebrows,
and her lips,which had remeined childish and firm and voluptuous,
were drawn back over the teeth.

Signorita Marla looked terrified.She wented to escape the whisper,




the touch,the

o
tate megh the

"po you think

The woman

s 1

evil teste of death.But a==enss=&$ shame made her hesis
door,."Do you think she'’s in pein?"she asked enxiously.
she suffers?"

in the bed heard the word and repeated it querulously,

in & self-pitying old woman's volce,repeated it with a kind of sur=

prise at its familierity,with a new apprehensioni"Suffer...l am

suffering,fpeimdeed, ,,0n Desirée,I cen't breathe...I cen't...There

1s so much dust in the air,..Pittsburgh 1s full of dust...f%m

suffocating..."

"No,Medeme...S0yez tranquille,Mademe ..."She stared helplessly

at the bed."You must rest.There isn't any dust in the asir..."

"There's lots of dust,I cen feel it...From the coslmines, from the

fectories...Pittsburgh is black with dust..."She sat up suddenly;

her voice grew shrill and hysterical.,"I don't 1like Pittsburgh...

I don't want to die in Pittsburgh.It's a dirty plece,a dangerous

citv...I want to go home,I want to be in my little house,in Asolo.

The alr 1s so

fresh in Asolojthe wind that comes from the montains

twinéQ such a wonderful smell...Ch,the montains...We must pack our

things!ils the

luggage ready?The boat in New York is walting.We've

got to make it,Hurry,DesiréelCsll the meld,the chauffeurliThe car

is waiting...the boat...Italy.ssthere's no time to lose.,..andlamo,

andiamo..."

"Yes,Madame. .. Everything's ready.We leave in the morning.The

night is almost over.,Try to sleep.”

"plmost morning,.«"She sank back,end Desirée quietly stralghtened

the plllows.".801l0..." ,Duse sald,shutting her eyes to the unreal

room..."Monte Grappa...my beloved Monte Grappa..."There,there in

that green valley,life was pesceful, e —poway/From Casa dell' Arco,

her lovely,encient house,one could see Monte Grappa,megnificent
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every minute ¢ﬁ the day,every seeson of the year,

'I must keep very quiet,' she thought with = sort of desperste
slvness., 'As long es I don't move,as long es I don't open my eyes,l
remain in Asolo,I am home...There,on the wall,the portralts of Shelley
and Beethoven....and the bookshelves...Such lovely books!...lhe French
classica,rnd there 1s Dante,end the beautiful works of Carduzzl,snd
Ibsen...0h,snd here,next to Shakespeare,the religious books...The

Confessions of St,Augustine...l should confess too,should confess all

my sins...0h Lord,l promise you this - to end my life in prayer...if
I only could breathe...if I could be in Asolo,once MOro...J 28US,8LVe
me from Piitsburghl...My dusty purgatory - pittsburgh,City of Steel...
Jesus,have mercy on a wretched old woman choking to death in an
impersonal room,e heartless city,an alien country. I wanted to be pure,
and I was shemeless, I wanted everybody to know how fine 1 was how
delicately attuned,how much I suffered., And people belleved me,l
succeeded in fooling them,they considered me e Saint - :oh.all those
women who worshiﬁgd me! - oh,the hysterla,the emberrassing ecstasy of
their admiration!...No no,I wouldn't be interviewed,I always refused
it,firmly though politely. Off the stage I was =@ private peraon...

Only my art..s 1 desplsed publicity...It was very clever:wio thought

of it? It wes my own little ides...How shy I was,how bashful,modest,
reserved...lt wes genius,and 1t worked very well,..Oh my Lord, forgilve
mel...I'11 choke to death...Why didn't I have the courage to admit
openly my embitlions? Sarah never was ashamed of herself,never concealed
her greed and venity...Wes she stronger then 1 am? She belonged to
another period, She was more naive, That's why she dared to come out,
almost shamelessly,as what she really was, She wasn't tormented by
remorses. She hed a good conscience. For she was terribly strong,

Serah - oh,she never seeked solitude,wes never longing for a quiet,

contemplative 1life,.,But 1 didsl swear you it wes true,l hated jomrna=




Al
lists,l losthed publicity,l wanted to be alone,..

I wented to be slone,and I sm alone, If I should die before 1
vake..,«1 &m sfreid...l am alone,quite alone in thls enormous foreign
country - and I'm dying. All over the world the newspapers will be full
of 1t, I despise publicity. They'll say more than they ever seld about
my affalr with Gabriele...Did I love him? Gabriele...Gabriele D'Annunzid
seelt Wwas 80 long ££0..+1'11l be mourned,all the world will grieve
over me,people who never saw me,girls who have never imown lovesies
There will be headlines in all the papers,in the American papers,

the Itallian,the French,the Japanese pspers...Duse 1s dead ...The

Highest Priestess of the Drama passsed away...Duse 1ls desd,Duse 1s desd,
Duse 1s deed...:1it's like the rhythm of the wheels of a running
train...Duse 1s dead...l don't want to die,not in Pittsburgh,not
even in Asolo...It's spring in Asolo,green and lush,..Why did I
come? I loamthe the theatrel

1 detest the theatre as I have slways been avid for life,slways
hankering for its cruel,sweet reality...Art! - what a stale compen=
sation for life! - anthentio.and-pednfed Whno 1s 1t,thst fenatic of

expression? That hesrtless meniac of Besuty? - Expression,that is

the necessity. The greatest vision has no velue unless it be manl=

fested end condensed in living forms....%y whole work is an inventilon;

I cennot snd will not obey other than my own instinct and the genius

of my raCesas

What pretentious nonsense! You are of very poor race,Gebriele,to
tell the truth;of e mongrel and medloecre race,indeed...¥You are the
actor,my friend,and 1 em the poet, For I have suffered as poets do,

as human beings do. But you are the clown,the Pulcinelle,..
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I never took the theatre quite seriously,never never never..:;:lwayn
have despised it,at the bottom of my heart...Yes,that's why I re=
tired.l meant it when I sald that the theatre ought to be destroyed,
rezed to the ground.In Rome,when the audlence went crazr}yelling and

fighting over Francesca da Riminl,if only for a moment I could have

had the strength of Samson = I would heve pulled down the theatre,
sent it creshing over the heads of the Philistines.Cruel,they caslled

it,viclous,decadent - it was beautiful,end something else it shouldn't

¥
be...wwmmm

N
piece—of—work,,,1 can't remember.I'm a tiredﬁld woman,e sad,sick,

o0ld womgn,,.The twelve years I didn't act,1909 to 1921,they were
peecefulir’he war,the young men who dled...No no,I won't think of that

Thiaim
NOWessl won't remember.l was mzself, Swpediowb=tdme, not an actress,

Catilo
Not Wﬁmﬁ_ not Magda,not Nora

ot
o» Hedda Gabler or the Lady from the Sea,I was Signora Duse,a

J

middle-class lady of Asolo;plump,commonplace,feirly cultured -

I mi -Et ha:g %q .retired school=tescher,..I hardly recognige my

.r.*.-y features had become so0 soft,without any tension,any charscter,..
I detest the theatre,I despise 1t!

I'm lying.I dOn'E know how to tell the truth anymore,Those
twelve yeers|They were so stupld,so empty,sc boring'.ﬂothin,_-; to get
up for in the morning,nothing to look forwerd to.The lights,the
sudden hush when the curtain went up,the dark,mysterious,crowded
theatrellt was my life,all the life I ever kneW...l am proud of
heving been a "Figlio dell' 4rte" - "un enfant de ls balle",

a thestrical child, timbe—ibbabaltad] Did I ever change?lhe
theatre m my home,awe my achool,ﬁ( my church,..The tesbe
tregedies of the mmemadde- psarts I m-m p———rirtese
Jobker==5% beocame my own,personel tragedy.l didn't lie to the jour=
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naelists whenever I told them that I fms—ferceute suffenﬁéith the
beings I represent/I didn't play the lady from the Sea,fer I was
El1lids - dear,beloved Ellida,my favourite pert...They say it's one
of Henrik Ibsen's weskest plays,but they are mistaken...Elllda is
an excellent r8le,..How still the theatre is,not even a COughese
They like me,I can feel 1it,they are crazy about me...They'll send
me flowers,lots of them...,People know that I am Rdewsemss fond of
flowersj;that I need them,I'm dependent on them...Roses,carnations,
orchids...fihen Gaebriele came - where was it?when? - I had the long
lobby of the hotel strewn with roses...

So manyl«..W¥hen my poor mother died there were no flowers,
I couldn't even buy mourning.l wasin't with her.I couldn't be,
I was seting - and my poor mother choked to death in the hospital

Komg

among strangers,.My daughter Enrichetta,where is she?l dSHTETE;f
very well - does she hate me?l can remember,although somewhat

veguely,that Enrichetta sometimes had an odd expression in her

eyes when she looked at me - snginar aadfnni quite severe, =

pid I ever sit in my mother's 1&p§D1d she ever sing me #mto

sleep when I wes a child?Did she hete me as she lay dyling on that
unfamilier cot with no laumex face near her that she knew?inrichetta
was sweet when she was little; frail,nervous,shy...s0 resentful %

of my leaving her,When she was four...

I wes four when I played Cosette in Les Misérables,sixty yesrs

BEg0sse81xty years...It seems like yesterday...I stood shuddering
in the wings,too scared to go on,not even daring to cry,when father
gave me a little spank and push....le was not a bad comedian him=
slir,my poor father;grandfather wes somewhat better though,and

unele Prederigo,and sunt Cecelie,ell of them had e certain telent,
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but I am fhe successful memba;tof the tribe,I'm the star,i'm femous,
sssThere I was at last,poorJSr;zbé&ng Cosette,in my own shoddy,
lovely worldjthe 1lights, = the only stare I ever knew...the audlence,
like a monster and like a lover...I tried to speak- but 1t was like
celling for help in a nightmere.My voice was strangled somewhere
inside of me,and 1 broke out 1nj;old sweat..+I was suffocating...
Oh,I am suffocating...l can't breathe,there 1s dust in the alr,..

Then before I knew it,it came,loud end shrill as a shout,, .fsbsbde

im‘ ; /« and the whole house shrieked with laughter,

I remember theatres all over Italy,all over Europe,all over

the world,..I remember trains,and filthy dressing rooms,and I
remember sudiences,all over the world; laughing audiences,shouting
sudiences,zudiences that were enthusisstic or hostile or politely

cool,s.I was Juliet at fourteen,..and for thy neme which is no part

of thee.,..teke all myself..., Dear God,I couldn't help it...1it

was the wey I was...You have creeted me,greclous Lord,you have
ereated my sinful heart,my sinful flesh,end my thoughts,full of
sin,..You are responsible,gracious Father...I couldn't help 1it,

I wented to.I heted myself for it,But I couldn't,lary,lother
of God,forgive me.Our merciful Father,your benlgn Son,the Father
of your Son,He has created me as a sinful creature.,..I couldn't
sleep 8t night thinking of 1t.0n a train,on a ship,elways golng
somewhere - it was like a fever.Forgive a lustful @ld womarsMy
poor Gebriele,will I ever see him egain?I loved him so.It was no
fun to love him - to love him that way,with so much frenzy,so much
disgust,so much humiliation...It wasn't happiness - belleve me,llary,
Mother of the SaviourlBut what is happiness?I don't know what 1t

means,I couldn't even imegine what happiness really 1s.e
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It wasn't eusy,Mary Mother of GodlBelleve me -~ oh,you must be=

lieve mel = 1t 1s & horrible thing to be in love

with an ambitioue clo;ﬂiaéartlesa monster.My 1life with Gabriele
D! Annunzio - sometimes it wes like life in a bedlem; sometimes 1t was
like 1life in a Dbrothel;sometimes 1t was like heaven,..Oh,Gabriele,
Prince of Poets,you elderly coQEPdian,ycu worn=out prima donna =
my grotesque,appalling,unfortunete old love.l cen think your name
now = I cen even sey it,If your were to walk into this room,at this
moment,I could look at you quite calmly;my hands wouldn't sweat nor
my mouth go dry.I could spesk to you with nelther apprehension nor
hostility,.I don't even went to humiliate you any more.l would just
wateh you - I would watch your funny,excited gestures,your pretentious,
ever-changing airs - as one may watch an actor on the stage,..

For this is an era of bad sctors,my darling;éﬂi tenth-rate sctors -
who write thelr own tﬁhnth—rste plays. Even & very poor comedy might

be emusing - provided that nelther the sctors not the eudience bpeke

it seriously,y ks e reeeseaa oI soiar _orharae e ——anlaent
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WYou and I acted our little tragl-comedy wilfully.If the play was
too long,if our ifmmedddnm romance seemed stuffy to a generatlon we did
not know had grown up till we saw our own grey helr - it was all very
well,Nothing was changed,nobody got hurtsour sudlence could go home
and go on with their lives.,And we two old fools who had played so
meny roles - we could ring down the curtain.If we went on making
futile little gestures after the theatre was derk - that was our own
affair,

But now you have gone too far,Gabrlele,You are confused,you are

1
losing youtsense of «Those ignorant boys in the street whom you ve
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hired to be the scresming members of a mob - for a few liras,for a
flask of wine - ,do they realize this 1s only a game? Do they know thils
is an insene pley,that the sword lunging at the breast will be a real
sword,thet the blood glutting the gutters will flow from real wounds?
You've alweys liked blood in the streets;the background of your melodramas
could never be sinister esnd bloody enough.
vss]l remember - oh,l remember so very distinctly the last time 1

listened to you...You hersngued the Italian youth,in Nilano,from the bal=
cony of a public building. I hadn't seen you for elghteen years...elghteen
years without youl...Yes,you heve somewhat chansed in the meantime;but
your well-trained eloquence wes es captivating as ever - an artficial
thunderstorm,brilliant fireworks = I was thrilled,I was moved:1'm afraid
I even cryed a little,..how very silly:to sllow oneself belng bluffed
by ¢ lot of bunk, For I didn't belleve a single word you sald. Patriotlism
veoeltaly's historical Missionl..s: Wwhat a cynicel old swindler you are:
The simple truth 1s that Itely's frme and power doesn't interest you
in the least,ss 1t 1s exclusively your own feme and power you cure for...

You used to be more honest,my Gabriele, Why do you spesk now of patrlo=
tism when you reslly mean your own glory? Who taught you this cunning
new trick? Could it be thet dubious fellow whom you've plcked up? That

other clown and brassy sdventurer,Benito Mussolini? You're & charming

couple indeed,shem=-poet and sham-tyrant - 11 Commendatore of Fiume and

a papler-meché Napoleon! For he gave you a title,if am not mistaken,
It's not exsctly the sort of title you wished for when I used to know

you, 4t thet time,you wanted to become poeta lasureatus = can you still

remember? You have dresmed of laurels - "those Latin Laurels,cut from the
shrubs of the hills where,in the days of remote antiquity,the eagles des=
cended with their prophecies..." Will you eern the Latin Leurels,mon

psuvre smi,with your recent political escapedes?
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will yom_ﬂm/ortsl as 11 Duce 1a popularlzing the lmpressive

slogens you offered him?la Fismma § bella,s+I know,I know,,.i# But
A )
this hqmé reel fire,can't you seeflIt burns,it hurts,it

destroys - cen't you feel it?...Italy 1s burning,our homes are in

flames,..0h,Cabriele,what have you donef...

4 I dlan't like his face,I disliked his tremendous jaws,the silly

H
d s

errogur’.c.e of his t;eatur:e_s-l Iﬁﬂa_@p___}mpleasant man,Benito Mussolini,
I'm ashamed I ever *.vrote; \t‘;‘mt letter we=him, asking for ke hlelp,
before I left Italy.But what else could I do?There wasn't any choice.
I needed money...Ilt was an engrmous honor,Il guess =
thet he Sobmecssi=te pay a visit to me,and even kissed my hand, very
chivalrously,end smilingly remerked:;"The celebrated }mmf(t}g&m
Duse,,."What & dirty smilelNo,I don't like his fpce);m
voice.'_ nem—eestonbd: ' Madame, I j:Ilg-f"éhal«::lci’be:cl to do for you whatever you
may desire,.."But when I seid,"I'm in trouble,your Excellencylwould
you kindly pay the salaries Fi my troupg" = then he seemed to be
ima—el nhocked,afd:(showed a solemn, bomewdsd disasppointed face,

end gravely seld:"I thank you for your frankness,gleonora Dusel"
And this wes the last word I ever heard from him,I didn't get a
cer;teaimo... not s single penny...How very funnylHow utterly ridi=

culousS,ss!

Desirée was frightened,The Signora was laughing - 1t was a grue=
some sort of lesughter,wesk,wicked,almost obscene.She was & witch
lying there in the half-light,the enormous,feverish black eyes
glesming in the haggard face,the stringy white halr scattered on
the plllow.Desirée felt this monstryous laughter to be much more
dreedful then any scream or lament.She whlspered:"Signora,Signorea

Duee,.,.what's the mattert"
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The distorted face became humen again.The eyes searched out the
room,recogﬁiaeﬂ it,acknowledged Desirée,"He is exceedingly funny,
Don't you think so?"
"oui donec,Madame?"
Her mistress bsdsy had a remote and tender smile,Awebenctrr—-mn
emwrwrfFinally she sald:"He was wonderful,you know.le used to be

very sweet,sweeter then anyone else.He had the moat charming voice,
Somewhat nesal though,but this didn't make eny difference,on the con=
trary,l was extremely fond of his nasal accent,his voice wes a balm
to me..s.¥hen he read his poetry to me, sel€s5,we had lovely hours,..

He wrote all those brilliant pleys for me.,..perhaps a2 little dated
now; some critics heve called them old~-feshioned,..Well the world
moves on,but there are magnificent scenes in all of them,.."

"Yes,SignoravBut you must try to sleep,"

"essHe wes blond = too blond,perhaps,for a man,snyway,for an
Italien,,,It was fun to travel with him.We used to travel together,
did you knowp"

She turned untroublei,lucidigea at Desiréde,"Of course you know,
Everybody knows...lie were an enermous scandal,Gebriele and myself...

| o
We went to Mykenae 80 he could write lLa Gitt& Morta..«Excellent

scenes in 1it,..He was a trifle too literary,maybe.le never would let
You just look at a lendscape.fie had to describe it to you -~ your
own privete Baedecker....Funny,this mixture of enthusiasm and pedantry
ssavVery funny..."

She glggled,sympathetically,happily.She suddenly looked much
younger,Thls seemed the hilarious giggle of a very young girl,

The words tumbled out,faster and faster,not to Desirédée anymore.s « = !

+F
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'Oh,my derling - greedy,ruthless,unscrupulous,..how could you
betray me?l lnew you so well.,I wesn't blind.I waesn't hypnotised.¥w
You couldn't help yourself - I know,I know,I know everything about
you,Treachery wes in your blood,and I knew it,and I liked you for it
esslio No,I wasn't betrayed,of course not.I was the ready victlm,the
willing sacrifice,So you were tired of me...l bored you;an elderly
woman,without any dignity running after a young genius,.but you,my
darling - weren't you doomed to fall in 1;ﬁgfégz;e-!EEﬂpﬁ-ﬁh!—iﬂva
Smmz on older womanfA young girl wouldn't have toleratec you,Let's
face it - with all your genius,with all yoursensibility,with all
your erratic charm - you were by natur3¥& pimp.ssDOn't be offegded,
my lovell don't meen to hurt you;l%’;:ry to be honest, fes ) G
sick and tired of lles...The truth is that youn even looked like a
pimp - your suave,furtive,fascineting fece;your fleshy,vulgar elegancei
alwaeys a little over=dressed,slways somewhat conspleuous...l am
not bleming you = how could I?There must have been something in my
osn heart,e taint,a core of corruptlon - that responded to Just that.
A poet and a goddess of tragedylDo you remember how we quarreled,
loudly,bitterly,endlessly,over money?You would buy expensive clothes,
flowers,perfumes,"The bill is for Mademe Duse,"you would say in your
nasel,heughty volce,0h,I resented 1t.I wes slck with shame at loving
yousA pimp end a\ whores..How could I bear 1tfHow could I enjoy
1t%seeIt was all mixed up in my heert - squalor,end pity,and shameg
and s savege terror of losing you...love wes s word to ssy on the
stege - with dignity,with just the right pathcs...But the reality
of love is so mueh more involved,so much more mysterious.l never
quite succeeded in understanding 1t.My love...my love...

T'm 80 c0ldessit!s dark heressswhere em Ie.ees It nast be vems
peinful to freeze to death sithough they =ay one h§5 enchanting

dreems,before dying,..But I don't want any dreama.lrgad enough of
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them,..too w E@illﬂﬂadﬂhrtﬁﬂﬂf of them,,sDreams and sleep 1n so meny

different rooms,so many different countries...lo you still remember,
my Gebriele,all the strenge roofs that covered us,the inns,the hotels,
the palazzos,the sleeping cars?Do you remember,Paris,?enice,ﬁomei..
I'm slone and lost.I'1l never find my way back,Where are you?l'm
frighteneds..PittsburghsssI'm very 11l.Would you be sorry for me?
fould you comfort mef?where ig it,the belm of your volce?What are you
doing - now = this very'iﬁatant?will you cry when they tell yousse

Of course not.s.You couldn't...For you don't have any tears.ieuabe
You're 1like someone in a falry-tale I once read...You look like a men,
you talk 1ike one - you understand - you reason - but you cen't feel,
It's a very sed thing,my derling,to be en outcast from humanlity.

Do you remember when you were writing I1 Puoco?I knew there
was something in the wind,How could I help it?That sudden inordinate
interest in everything that had ever heppened to mes..How did you
feel whon you did this?When you kept on h\-&. meTess" Whyleose

Where?...Tell me everythinglDon't be ashamed,EleonoralCry,swveetheart,

;ﬁit makes you feel better..."And your kisses.aAnd
your voice:"The truth nowlCome,come,darlingll like to imagine you
when you were twenty...Jjust the way 1t wasess" /

You listened,you who never listened to anyone.Shamg%i;d aweet,
whet a relief it was to tell everything...l wept as you stood staring
at me,your eyes avid and curious...ihen you brought me your manuscript
I couldn't believe it.It was indecent,Cabriele,but that 1is a word
you can never undf¥stand,l couldn't belleve you would publish 1t,

"But I must,my dear,"you sald,"It's a masterplece.Besides 1've

accepted an advance from my publisher,Z5o000 lirn.You know 1'm not

a rich man,"
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Wasn't 1t a scandalous success,my darling,translated into slmost
every living tongue?Wasn't 1t a thrilling story for the newspapers,
- en aging sctress,es young poet?I took to my bedsI threstened to
ki1l you.It wes what we needed to complete the pattern - the betrayed

whore,the murdered pimp..."He has stolen my 1ove nnd sold it,.I will

—— = e p e

kill him,.. Wﬁﬂmﬁm

You were challenged to a duel.lLike a gentleman you denied that

I was the woman you hed pcrtrayed.ﬂravely,hQnestly,I edmitted 1it,
When the wlld scandal grew stale,we renawgﬁig;’raconciliatinna.l
ected in your plays againe.e.
Cen God forglve me?Can He forgive You,my poor Cabrieletie have
so much to regret,both of us.I suffered,reelly horribly,so emgh
much, thet 1t wes hard to live to the end of every day.And you,Gabriele?
Did you suffer too?lo you know what it sctuelly meens ~ to suffer?
I'm suffering...There is a pein in my throat,there sre pains
in my head,in my feet,in nmy heart...i:&ﬁf? hands are freezing...
+seDid I reelly want to keep ¥ém. from publishing 11 Fuoco?
z;;Acouldn't betray me without betrayingigxggelf,snd didn't I want
everyone to lkncw how helplessly,how sordidly in love I wes?...and with
e man like yout...l suffered,and the world wept with me....But now,
at this moment,I'm suffering much mere,nmuch more cruelly,and nobody
weeps ,nobody feels sorry for me,..My hends are icy,snd my forehead
burns..sIsn't there anyone who feels sorry?

+esDear Lord,have mercy on mell'm crying now - I don't know

why,exactly...I'mjbitterly /erying) abcut Gabriele and ebout myself,
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gbout our mistakes,our sins,the misunderstandings,the crimes...the
pebwed wasted 1life,..oh,our wasted lives...Strange,the way he's just
come into my m®nd,the 1little son I had in a peasant's hut when I was
a silly young girl.He die-:?. in a few days,and I csrried him to a
cemetary.le was = ].ove‘.[._v—hhdf]: st1]l]l emm remember his tiny little
hends,end the funny,thin hair he had...0h,the wested life;all those
things%essed and lost - or ilost Sisems without ever heving pos=
seased Meews , ,It's vears since I've thought of my 1little son,Who was
his father?Let me think...it will come back to me...the first man.
e s sThere, there,,.,1f I lle calmly and concentrate...The beach of
%es,the 11ttle fishing boats,the strong smell of the ses,and
pisee unclouded skies of ¢ blue that was slmost purple.s..l knew
I'd remember = Merting Cafliero...Martino,that's it...I wrote him
dozens of letters,full of engulsh...Did I bore him as I used to bore
Gebriele?Was I doomed to bore sll the men I wwe—dww love whih?...
But I fopgol you,Signor Caflierol...Doesn't thet make you turn
over in your grave?Did you ever regret.,.when 1 wes a star?ioun're
dead now,you've besen dead a long tims, llike that little son of ours
you never sawsssWill I see you again,bdboth of you - on the other side?
P PRSP S DU vt N SR R R SR L
WM.I'?E forgotten
my husband too.Not his neme,I can say 1t without hesitation...
Tebaldo Checci...but it doesn't mean anythlng....l can KXeep on
pronouncing his name,and my mind's blank,my heart's blank...emptyees
It wes long ago,and I'm very tired...The truth is,even when I was
living with him I couldily(: remember him,I wonder what he was llke,

Probably very nice,JuntKenough of a rascal for me,l shoaﬁdn't have
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married him but I was frightened.I was so wild...I was terrified of
vhatlﬁ?%g%; out to be.So I married him.FPoor Tebaldo.l wasn't faithful,
and I should heve been more discreet.It was too bad he hsd to find it
out when I didn't want to hurt his feelings.He must have been a very
kind men to forgive me and leave me a legacy - a very nice,fat little
legrey, indeed...ithy can't I feel anything about him?I wish I hadn't
lied.I wish I & hadn't told the reporters that he was so cruel to me,
that I hed tc beg him for money for the barest necesslitlies,money

I had esrned myself.Dear God, try to understandiMary,iiother of #de

Lewé,please explain to our #llmighty Fether the confused position of

an earthly woman. .
Pewmrmotived, ., ifter all,I was en actress,a very famous one too.
Reporteres found out that I had an husband,a;é%gad to explsin why

he wasn't with me,I couldn't tell them the truth,could I?Besides,I

was trsvelling with Slignor Ando,very attractlive he was,toc...and my

leading man.hlieybe t}‘]r_:ere was scmething else to it..-.fm

eesln fact,I've always had a great respect for wvirtue.whenever 1
couldn't stand whet I wes doing,I always found s convincing reason
for it.I think I almost believed it myself when I blamed Tebaldo.
It gave me an easy consclence...But how could I presume that I ever
would succeed 1in foollng God?

+ssPerhaps Tebaldo was a little stingy.But I wasn't so very
generous myself.Jesus,l confess it...Holy Mary,try to make 1t clear
to the Trinity how earthly folks behave,especlally the women...
2‘ I paid my company very poor salsries.I'd never even let one of them
K‘*Eng; own little triumph.l waes a star...I fought for 1t,I suffered

for it,..,.I couldn't beer other good actors.

Have mercy on mell was mean,l was jealous,I pretended to be so
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modest,so pure,and I wes a whore...l wes & bad,selfish mother...
Bnrichetta had weak lungs,like my mother's,like mine...Ch,this coughi
I'm freezing...S5he was too delicate to travel with me,2ll those dreary,
dangerons roads I had to go...But it also would heve been lnconvenient
and embarrassing to have her around - a grown-up daughter...where are
you now,Enrichetta,with your solemn,lovely face...

I am guilty,gzuilty, laden with crime.The heart is reatlass until it
rests in Thee,oh my lord.

Life is nothing but a prepsration for death.l am badly prepared.

I will be punished,severely punished,

Oh,Madonne,Madonna, ..

I'm suffocating...Gabriele,you predlcted zéy death in america..-
on 8 foggy day,in a foreign city,crushed under the wheels of a train,
you saild.The fog 1s thick - so mach dust in the air! -,it's freezing

¢old,and this 1s a foreign city...la Citta Morta...The City of Death,

the City of Steel...ind there is the train,it keeps coming,i'm suf=
focoeting...What do I want in the City of Steel?l'm too ¢0ld...l was
a failure in Italy and sll over BHurope.lNobody wantes to see those cld-
fashioned plays anymore,Magde end Ceamille - that was all right before
the war,but the wer has changed so many things...now,who cares about
one woman's problemsfThere's been too much blood spllled in iEurope.
vesf deluge of blood...floods of blood and tears...they wash away
all the minor problems,the delicete little riddles...

.I am 0ld.I sm old end hideous.I'm ashamed of my old,ugly face.
Why @id I refuse to use any make-up?Secause 1 wented to prove to myself
and to the cothers that I was not ashamed...But I actuslly was...

I wanted to play Jeenne da'are,the hero girl from Orléans...l thought

1 could appeer in an helmet,end the helmet would hide my fac@...

and then I thought of showing my face in its shameless nekedness to
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the public...l wented to cut my halr - my white,hldeous halr - end to
play King Lesr,the royal maertyr...Yes,I intended to wander through the
countries and the continents,scresming out the ureat lament,the tremen=
dous indietment of 2l1ll crestures thet have ever suffered...Serah wss
Hemlet with a wooden leg; 1 wanted to be King Lesr with a broken hesrt,
It would certeinly have astired up a sensatlion. But those ugents,those
nerrow-minded managzers didn't believe 1n it...of course not...Uh,those
{mpresarios) Those idlots! Always hunting me,chesting me,exploiting
melThey never gave enough money = never,neéver,never...lhat Parisien
producer who leered at me: "Really,you still believe I1n Egg,uauame?“
It was & withering glance I gave him - a deadly glence,l'm sure...

"yonstrel" I seld, "Monstre - vous me dégofitezi”

It's different here, People still believe in art - some cf them,
¢t leest,..There 1s a certain enthusissm,a certain youthfulness...in
Italy everyone 1s broke...And the French Franc goes downsit's inflation,
they 88YV.e..Perhups Burope really is in decline,s doomed continent,
worn-out,exhsusted - but so beautiful...I feel myself as an emlssary
of European sadness,kuropean splendor when I recelve the homages of
Americsn youth...I've had & triumph here - nobody hed a reater triumph,
not evon Sareh...Jammed houses in New York end Chicago and San Fran=

cisco...What & consolation after all the humilistions at homel,..

)

"

Enorme,enorme consolazione,.. ¥You men, sending flowers;glrls,waiting

for me at the stage door; following me after the show - sometlimes from

city to city... Young faces,everywhere;radlant,faithful faces,,.but

my feace is old,faded,flabby. I have no strength anymore. I wanted to

be the pewisedmsesy interpreter between our uancient,over-ripe culture and

this effulgent,impressionable youth...But I have no strength.
lessengers should be young and alert. An elderly go-between -

what a dresry figurel There will be young people,at home in two worlds,

citizens of both the 0ld and the New World...speaking a langusge in=
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telligible everywhere;carrying & message welcome everywhere,.. Their
languege - the reasonable and inspired Esperanto of youth;thelr mes=
sage - Peamce,and a feir,enthusiasstic contest;a new simplicity,a new
pride,a new love...0h,a new love! For our love has become stale and
and Mspolled and teinted...We have spoiled our love,my poor Gebrlele:
our deys are over = we are old...

People ought to grow old together, Everything would be essier 1if
you were close to me,my old friend. The world wouldn't be so empty,so
frighteninge...

I'11 be better tomorrow...The doctor told me so: "Of course,Madsme

- tomorrow - you will be much better - much better,.." I must work...
I'11l be eble to workeesIf I pull myself very strongly together - if
I meke a tremendous effort,I might be sble,once more,to act as =
zo=-between and lnspiring meﬂsah_er,between the two worlds...but 1
forgot all my lines while I wes sick...l must have been sick for ages.

I'm afreid 1'1]1l have to memorize everythling agein - Ls Porte Chliusa...

I can't remember & word...La Porta Chiunsa - an effective play,very
- - ’

¢leveriy made - but what wes it all about? I have completely forgotten
essl'm forgetting - forgetting - forgetting...

The Greecs believed there was a derk,mysterlious wine,and once you
hed drunk it,or had just tested 1t,you forgot everything - paln and
ambition,the mistekes you m&éde,and the triumphs,love and hatred -
everything,the whole play...Cne must feel very light,once one has

forgotten...very detached, l1ke a bird,like an angel,«s
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eeeBut I still can remember,although somehow vaguely...I still must
N
recall things,and faces,and images...although they zmew somewhat blurred...

La Porta Chiusa ...ls Porte Fermée... The Closed Door...What is behind
Peslags
the door?There mst be something hehind..fkpu@e’ég embe 1ittle son who
/

was born and dled..,just was born and dled...lle didn't have any'::ﬁ;:;i;Zi
QL
Leaghe didn't need ees dark wine to forget...Light snd detached Mwse an
i
angel...But this 1s the stage door of the theatrs.. was its name?
Tam <&
sseThe Syria Mosque Theatre - :funny }T;Emgmber Bhﬁ%nuna - and what a

silly name,The Syria Mosque Thestre 1ln Pitteburgh...The door was loeked
wnen I ceme...it was freezing colde.esl had tc walt in the rain - iecy
rginl - ,for hours,e it Beemedﬁggj;;—;::E{};;;QEL.The concleripe tola
e
me the key was lost - he couldn't find the kev...But probably he was
hiding something behind that door - something wiréed I wes not suprosed
to ses,..Desirée gava me her cost but it didn't halp very much,..l went
on freezing...The whole scene was probably arranged in order to kill me
esslhifTre are so many people Iﬁﬁﬁf loathe me and are only too eager to
ruin me - critics,and agents,esnd sctresses...Ilmust Liave been s murderous
plotessAnd they succeeded - oh,how successtul t:gi?ﬂerelkor it wes at

thet hour,whille I had to wik welt and to freezs the stage door,thst

sk pneunonias v — T

ese0r wasn't there &ny conspiracy?Perhaps there wasn't really any

R VAN ey
hn&ng-oﬁ-ﬁh:;:hﬁni...fll there actually was,¥s the mystery behind the

door = the hidden besuty wisdema I was not sllowed to 36€...The concierﬁej

then,had recelved hls orders fronm nigher Swwbwews - from the highest _ .

A
insSenee ,Indeed - sthe decisive order not to open the door = not to let

me setsias

+
put mn—mﬁw - finally.e.ewhaet 8 relier!

The door openS.s.finally,finsllyeeeOhi,the 1light...the burat of lights...

the tremendous shine...it 1s blinding me...1lt 1s deafening me...tt's
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splendor es I heve never seen before...oa nolse us I have never
heard...It's like the opera but so much more overwhelming...lt's
like fire...

Le Flamma & bella... I know,1 knowe...

I know,my Gabriele. 1've expected you. Here you are, There is your
volce. Thers are your eyes. There are your hends, No flsmes uny lon=
Zer.e.s.l0 music - only your volice,.,the famillar spectacle of your
gestures,the winged elegence of your steps...low young you look,Gab=
riele,my sgeing love...,S0 do I - 1is it this that you tried to say?®
Younger then ever,more sttractive than ever?...Thenk you,my dear, for
your exquislite politeness...it's rather odd though that & you only
whisper and are making mysterious signs instead of pronouncing regu=
ler words - you who used to be the Prince of Eloquence...Uh,how
touching this is! Yo move your lips,clumeily as someone who 1s dumb
and bemeh deaf...]l must guess your words,but I love to guess them,..

ihet & sublime mem gift your silence is,my darling - after so meny
words, Your mute elogquence - what a gorgeous surprisel For I'm fed
up with words - they've lost their sense,their meaning,their mystery.
They are senseless,worn out - we have used them too much,you and 1
- we have pleyed with them,we have distorted,falsified,tainted them
cessThere sre new words,I'm sure - there must be & new wordg: but we
ignore it...Should we repeat like a couple of parrots the old lines
- for ever? Oh no,darling,no...Finally we are allowed - flnally we
ere obliged to be silent...

Come closer to me...yes,like this,thanks...still a little closer
«esslow long it took,my Gabriele! How much wngﬁed timel How many
detours,before - we reached - thls goal...We reclted our monoclogues,
seperated from one another...Now,let's be silent,together...

I'm freezing...Cover me...'
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"Mon dieu,rnonliieu...nuel me lheur, quelle tragédiesss.oh,mon dleu,.." -
'-ﬂﬂie’inother llady rushed through the room, semeeldesasldsy exclalming
"It can't be true...I don't believe 1tlIt siuply can't be..."

There were plesSgssr other womdn,ewme all of them sobbing and
chattering.In the next room somebody answered the telephone."Yes,she
dled at five o'clock in the morning...Nof,there wasn't any member of her
femily...0f course,she will be burled in Italy...Her last will,thatls
correct,.,Thank you,no...Yes,yes,Signor D'Annunzio is informed...lo,
he didn't send any message...not yet...No,thanks...yes,yes,yes..."

“"The New York Times,"remerked Meria Avogedro,whlI& SN -wenb—en

—_—
crvATE Tibtenly,

The three men from the morgue did not like the whole business,
4Too much fuss about a dead woman, *theyssfedt.It was a dreary morning,end
the job they had to do was no fun.They did not went to lose any time,
One of them seld,with e deep,hoarse volce;"Beg your pardon,ladies...}
and all three of them,one behind the other 1like soldlers,marched to the
bed where Eleonoras Duse ‘ .

But they were startled when they saw her face and her hands whieh
were folded on the white cover.They had seen nlenby=PS¥ dead faces and
folded,waxen hands,those three fellows from the Pittsburgh morgue,They
had seen ugly corpses,and dignified corpses,and the miserable corpses of
the poor,and the corpses of children that are 4 & in af‘.mrrifylng
way - pale 1little dolls,bedlzened,tiny angels,terribly 1light,in fact
vithout any weight,,.But they hed never seen hands like this,and never
such a face.,It wes very beautiful.They hesitated before they lifted the
body .

The tragically lovely figure that rested among the sobbing women,

was no longer the pathetle,elderly creature who had suffered end screamed

in this very room,only some hours ago.Peebid-lad.perfopnod—pspasions
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-airaedesShe wes transformed into her own statue,her own legend,her own

monument.vhat hed been petty and miserable hsd venlshed.Whet remalined

wog perfect;perfect - her hands,her lips,her forehead,the delicate
shape of her temples.She was not the actress anylonger; for the firat
time she asctuaslly was Eleconora Duse,wlth no tricks,with no false gestures

of simplicity;Eleonora Duse,a woman who hed known passlond and suffering,

A

i AL,
who had endeavoured and erred,and ﬁtoned.Jith gll 4&ee ambition® gzone,
the pretentions and pains left behind wer,she haed finally geined an

euthentic nobleness which no transient triumph had ever given e her,

-r‘-_'-r-
"pontt you see,"whispered one of the spellbound women," Around her

forehead...a glorye..the shining slgn of Inmortality.e.."

] - 4 - - ¥
for we L%mamaui human beings like te talk about "immortelity"

is confuse

#henever one of our mortal kind has thomroughly fulfllled nis a

end nysterious earthly mission.







Many people tried to see the famous patient at the Shenley Hotel in
Pittsburgh. But only Mademoiselle Desiree &and Maria Avagadro, both faithful and eme
perienced companions of the Italian yedette, were admitted. Dr, Charles J, Barone
issued bulletins to the press; his diagnoses wavered from hour to hour, In the morming
there was & slight improvement; he feared the worst in the night; dawn found him op=-
timistic again, In & few days, however, it was obvious that Signora Eleonora Duse was
in a very bad way indeed,

+ + +In the room, the shades were drawn, and there was a sharp, sweet
smell of medicine, Dasire:a, tip-toeing in from the antechambre, whispered: "Is she
agleep?® And Maria Avagadro, almost without using her voices "No. ., .but she is out
of her head - her tempterature is up. Look at her...she keeps on talking...”

They looked at her, the harassed head tossed restlessly on the pillows.
There it was, the face that was the idol of two continents; ugly and human, an old,
suffering face; the tormented mask on which we trace the signature of encroaching death,
The white, wiry hair lay heavily on the damp forehead - the fine, arched forehead which
D'Annunzio had praised as "the wonderful forehead of a very intelligent man," The eye- I'I,
lids were half-closed over "the dark, living firmament of her eyes," and her hands « the
famous hands of Eleonora Duse, so much admired, sc often described - were clenched on
the covers; gaunt, fragile, almost luminous in the twilight,

Signorita Marie looked terrified. ©She wanted to escape the whisper, the
touch, the evil taste of death. But shame made her hesitate at the door, "Do you think
she's in pain?" she ssked anxiously., "Do you think she suffers?"

The woman in the bed heard the word and repeated it querulously in & self-
pitying old woman's voices "Suffer...I am suffering,.Oh Desiree, I can't breathe...I can'ts
There is 80 much dust in the air,. Pittsburgh is full of dust...l am suffocating..."

"No Madame...Soyez t#anquille, Madame... "She stared helplessly at the bed.

"fou must rest. There isn't any dust in the air..."




There's lots of dust, I can feel it...From the coslmines, from the
factorizs...Pittasburgh is black with dust...™ 8She sat up suddenly; her voice grew
shrill and hysterica 1, ™I don't like Pittsburgh...l don't want to die in Pittsburgh,..

I want to go home, I want to be in my little h-:n;le in Asclo. The air is so fresh in
Asolo; the wind that comes from the mountains has such a wonderful smell...Ob, the
mounteins,,.Ne must pack our things! Is the luggage ready? The boat in New York is
waiting, We've got to meke it., BHurry Desireel Call the meid, the chauffeurl The -
car is waiting..the boar,.,Italy...there's no time to lose...Andismo, gndiemoses *

"Tes Madame,,.Everything®s ready, Ve leave in the morning, The night is
almost overs Iry to sleep."

"Almost morning...® She sank back, and Besiree quietly straightened the
pillows, "Asolo..s" Duse said, shutting her eyes to the unreal room..." Monte Grappa..e
ny beloved Monte Grappa...There, there in that greem valley, life was peaceful, From Caga
dell' Arco, her lovely, ancient house, one could see Monte Grapps, megnificent every
minute of the day, every season of the year,

*I must keep very quiet," she thought with a sort of desperate slyness.

‘As long a8 I don't move, &5 long as I don't open gy eyes, I remain in Asolo, I am home,
There on the wall the portraite of Shelley and Beethoven...and the bookshelves,, Such
lovely booksy ..eThe French classics, and there is Dante, and the beeutiful works of Care '
duggi, and Ibeen...Oh, and here, next to Shakespeare, the religious books...The Confessions
of 8t. Augustine,,.l should confess too, should confess all my sins. I wanted to be pure
and I was shameless. I wanted everybody to know how fine I was, how delicately attuned,
how much I suifered, And people believed me, I succeeded in fooling them, they considered
me & Saint - 1 Oh, all those women wio worshipped me} = Oh the hysteria, the embarrassing
echtasy of their admirationl ...No, No, I wouldn't be interviewed, I always refused it,
did it firmly though politely., Off the stage I was & private person...Only my art...

I despised publicity...lt was very clevers who thought of it? I ¢ was my own little idea.
How shy I was, how bashful, modest, reserved.,.,.lt was genius, and it worked vuﬁr well,




Oh my Lord, forgive mel...I'll choke to death...Nhy didn't I bave the courage to admit
openly my embitions? Sarah never was ashemed of herself, never concealed her greed and
vanity...Was she stronger than I am? BShe wasn't tormented by remorses, She hed a good
conscience, For she was terribly strong, OSerah - Oh, she never seeked solitude, was never
longing for & quiet, contemplative life, But I did: I swear it was true, I hated journ-
&lism and journalists, I loathed publicity, I wanted to be alone..s

I wanted to be alone, and I am alone, If I should die before I wake., I
én afraide.s I am alone, quite alone in this enormous foreign country. And I am dying.
All over the world the newspapers will be full of it, I despise publicity. They'll
say more than they ever said about my affair with Gabriele,..Did I love him? Babrieles.s
Gabriele D'Annunzio...It was so long ago...I'll be mourned, all the world will grieve
over me, people who never saw me, girls who have never kmown love,..There will be heade
lines in all the papers, in the American papers, the Itelian, The Fremch, the Japenese
papers,eeDuse is Doud..eThe Highest Priestess of the Drama passed away,,,Duse is dead,
Duse is dead, Duse is dead..st it's like the rhythm of the wheels of & running train.,
Duse is deadsssI don't want to die, not in Pittsburgh, not even in AsolosslIt's .Bj:ring in
Asoloy green and lush...Why did I come? I loathe the theatrellj*la*rer took M
quite seriously, never never never, I always have despised it, at the bottom of my heart.ss
Yes, that's why I retireds I meant it when I said that the thé;:t.'re ought to be destroyed,
rased to the ground, . In Rome, when the audience went crasy yelling and fighting over
Xrancesca da Rimini,.s I can't remember, I'm & tired old woman; a sad, sick, old woman,,
The twelve years I didn't act, 1909 to 1921, they were peaceful, The war, the young men
who diedsselioy n0, I won't think of that now,..I won't remember, I was myself in that time
not en sctress. Not Camille, not Magds, not Nors, not Hedda Gabler or the Lady from the
Sga. 1 was Signora Duse, & middle-class lady of Asolo; plump, commonplace, fairly cultured,
I might have been & retired school-teacher...l hardly recognise@ my pletures of that time,
Duse in the rold of a provineial matronl... I detest the theatre, I despise itl




I'm lying. I don't kmow how to tell the truth anymore. Those twelve
yearsl They were so stupid, so empty, so boringl Nothing to get up for in the morning
nothing to look forward to., The lights, the sudden hush when the curtain wemt up, the
duk}mrntarious, crowded theatrel It was my life, all the life I ever knews.. I didn't
pley the Lady from the Seaj I wag Ellide - dear, beloved Ellida, my favourite partes.
They say it's one of Henrik Ibsen's weakest plays, but they are mistaken,,.Ellida is
an excellent role...How still the theatre is, not even a cough...They like me, I can
feel it, they are crazy about me.,. They'll send me flowers, lots of them...People know
that I am fond of flowers; that I need them, I'm dependent on them,..Roses, carnations,
orchids...When Gabriele came - where was it? when? - I had the long lobby of the hotel
stremn with rosesees

80 manyl ...When my poor mother died there were no flowers, I couldn't
even buy mourning, I wasn't with her, I couldn't be. I was acting - and my poor
mother choked to death in the hospital among strangers, My daughter, Enrichetta, where
is she? I don't know herf very well - does she hate me? I can remember, although some=
what vaguely, that Enrichetta sometimes had an odd expression in her eyes when she looked
at me - sad and quite severe, Enrichette was sweel when she was little; frail, nervous,
8hyeee80 resentful of my leaving her, When she was fours..

I was four when I played Cosette in hmunw years £goses
sixty years.sslt secems like yesterday,... I stood shuddering in the wings, too scared to
go on, not even daring to ery, when father gave me a little spank and push,...He was not
& bad comedian himself, my poor father; grandfather was somewhat better though, and Uncle
Frederigo, and Aunt Cecelia, all of them had & certain talent, but I am the successful
member of the tribe, I'm the star, I'm famous... There I was at last, poor little Cosette,
in my own shoddy, lovely worldj the lights, - the only stars I ever knewses.the sudience,
like a monster and like a lover,.,.l tried to speak - but it was like calling for help in
& nightmare, My volce was strangled somewhers inside of me, and I broke out in & cold
sweat.ssl was suffocating,, OH, I am suffocating.. I can't breathe, there is dust in the
air,seThen before I knew ity it came, loud and shrill as & shout - and the whole house
shrieked with laughtar,
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I remember theatres all over Italy, all over Europe, all over the worlds.
I remember trains, and filthy dressing rooms, and I remember audiences, all over the
world; laughing audiences, shouting audiences, audiences that were enthusiastic or hostile

or politely cooless I was Juliet at fourteen...gnd

Lake all myself,.. Dear God, I couldn't help it...it was the way I was.,.You have ordered
and created my sinful heart, my sinful flesh, and my thoughts, full of asin,..Iou &re
responsible, gracious Father,..I couldn't help it,

I wanted to, I hated myself for it. But I couldn't., Mary, Mother of
God, forgive me, Our merciful Father, your benign Son, the Father of your Son, He has
created me as & sinful creature...l couldn't sleep at night thinking of its On & train
on a ship, always going somewhere — it was like & fever. My poor Gebriele, will I ever
see him again? I loved him so. It was nmo fun to love him - to love that way, with so
mich frengy, so much disgust so much humiliation.,.It wasn't happiness - believe me
Mary, Mother of the Saviour! But what is happiness? I don't know what it means, I
couldn't even imagine what happiness really is...

It wasn't easy, Mary Mother of God} Believe me - oh, you must believe
mel It was & horrible thing to be in love with an ambitious clown, & heartless monster,
My life with Gabriele D'Annunsio - sometimes it was like life in bedlam; sometimes it was
like heaven,,.Oh, Gabriele, Prinee of Poets, you elderly comedian, you worn-out prima
donna - my grotesque, appalling, unfortunate old loves, I can think your name now =
I can even say it, If youf were to walk into this room, at this moment, I could look
at you quite calmly; my hands wouldn't sweat nor my mouth go dry. I could speak to you
with neither apprehension nor hostility, I don't even want to humiliate you any more,

I would just watch you — I would watch your funny, exeited gestures, your pretentioms,
ever-changing airs - as one may watch an actor on the stageess You znd I acted our
little tragi-comedy wiifully., If the play was too long, if our romance seemed stuffy
to & new generation - it weas all very well, MNothing was changed, nobody got hurt: our
audience could go home and go on with their lives. And we two old fools who had played
go many roles - we could ring down the curtain.




But now you have gone too far, Gabrieles, XYou are confused, you are
losing your sense of values, Those ignorant boys in the street whom you've hired to
be the screaming members of & mob - for a few liras, for a flask of wine = do they
realize this is only & game? Do they lmow this is an insane play, that the sword lumge
ing at the breast will be a real sword, that the bbod in the streets; the background of
your melodramss could never be sinister and bloody enough,

vssl remember - oh, I remember so very distinctly the last time I
listened to yousesYou harangued the Italian youth, in Milano, from the balcony of a
public building, I hadn't seen you for eiphteen years ...eighteen years without youl
Yes, you have somewhat changed in the meantime; but your welletrained eloguence was as
captivating as ever - an artificial thunderstorm, brilliant fireworks « I was thrilled,
I was moveds I'm afraid I even cryed & litth...How very silly: to allow oneself being hluffed
by a lot of tunk. For I didn't believe & single word you said, Patriotism...ltaly's
historical Missionl...t what a gynical old swindler you arel

You used to be more honest, my Gaﬁriala. Why do you speak now of
patriotiam when you really mean your own glory? Who taught you this cunning new trick?
Could it be that dubious fellow whom you've picked up? That other clown and brassy
adventurer, Benito Mussolini? !uu'r:/chming couple, indeed, sham-poet and shametyrant -
W and a papimmchv; Napoleonl For he gave you a title, if I am
not misteken, It's not exactly the sort of title you wished for when I used to know
you, At that time, you wanted to become poete Laureatusg < cen you still remember? You
have dreamed of laurels - "those Latin Laurels, cut from the shrubs of the hills where,
in the days of remote antiquity, the eagles descended with their prophecies..." W¥ill you
earn the Latin Laurels, mon pauvre ami, with your recent political escapades?  Will you
become immortel &s I1 Ducg is popularizing the impressive slogans you offered him? La
Flagms e bellsesel know, I know... But this is resl fire, can't you see? It burns, it
hurts, it destroys, can't you feel it? The smoke, the heat...I'm suffocating, Italy
is turning, our homes are in flames,..Oh, Cabriele, what have you done?
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HBe is an unpleasant man, Benib Mussolini., I didn't like his face. I dise

liked his trememdous jaws, the silly arrogence of his gestures. I'm ashamed I ever wrote

him that letter asking for his help before I left Italy., But what else could I do? There

vasn't any choice, I needed money,..It was an enormous honor, I guess that he payed a
visit %o me, and even kissed my hand, very chivalrously, end smilingly remarked: "The
celebrated hands of la Duse...® What & dirty smilel No, I don't like his fece.s.Fhat
an oily voice when he said: "Madame, I have decided to do for you whatever you nay
desires++"But, when I said "I'm In-trouble, your Excellency! Would you kindly pay the
salaries of my troup?® - then he seemed to be shocked and showed a solemn disappointed
face, and gravely said: "I thank you for your frankness, Eleonora Dusel"™ And this was
the last word I ever heard from him, I didn't get & gentegimg .. not & single permysass
How very funnyl How utterly ridiculous..."

She laughed, It was & gruesome sort of laughter - weak, wicked, almost
obscene. She was a witch lying there in the helf-light, the enormous, feverish black
eyes gleaming in the haggard face, the stringy white hair scattered on the pillow,

\ Defliree was friglhiteneds
AShe whisperedt "Signora, Signora Duse ...whet's the matter?"

The distorted face of her nistress became humen again, The eyes searched
out the room, recogniged it, acknowledged Depiree. "He is exceedingly funny. Don't
you think so?®

"Qui done, Madame?"®

— . p——

The pick woman hed a remote and tender smile, Finally she said: "He was
wonderful, you know, He used w;:a::r sweet, sweeter than anyone else, He had the most
charming voice, Somewhat nssal though, tut this didn't meke amy difference, om the
contrary, I was extremely fond of his nasal sccent, his voice wag a bala to me...Xes,
we had lovely hours,..He wrote all those brilliant plays for me,..perhaps a little
dated now; some critics have called them old-fashioned,..Well, the world moves on, but
there are nagﬁ;:l‘.ﬁmt. scenes in all of them..."

""!en, Signora, But you must try to sleep.®

®,+elle was blond - too blond, perhaps, for a man, anyway, for an Italian...

It was fun to travel with him, We used to travel tojether 4e, did you know?®




She turned untroubled, lucld eyes at Deaire’a. "0f course you know.
Everybody knows...We were an enormous scandal, Gabriele and myself...We went to Mykenae,
g0 he could write Lg Citis Morts...Excellent scenes in it...He was & trifle too 1lit-
erary maybe, Never would let you just look at & landscape. He had to deseribe it to
you =— your own private Baedecker...Funny, this mixture of enthusiasm and pedantryese
very funny..."

She suddenly looked much younger—glmoet like & young girl - as she
lay there, with closed eyes, smiling lips, dreaming...

'0h my darling, we've been happy together —— exquisitely happy,in spite
of evepything, How could you betray me? I knew you so well, I wasn't blind, I
wasn't hypnotised, You couldn't help yourself. I know, I know, I know everything
ebout you, Ireachery was in your blood, &nd I knew it, and I liked you for its..No, no
I wasn't betrayed, of course not. I was the ready victim, the willing sacrifice. 8o you
were tired of me...] bored you; e&n elderly womsan, without any dignity running after &
young genius, But you, my darling —- weren't you doomed to fall in love with an older
woman? A young girl wouldn't have tolerated you. Let's face it — with all your genius
with all your semsibility, your erratic charm = you were by nature, & pimp...Don't
be offended my love | I don't mean to hurt you; I must try to be honests I am sick
and tired of lies,ss The truth is that you even looked like a pimp — your suave,
furtive, fascinating face; your flashy) vulgar elegance; always & little over-dressed
always somewhat comspicuous,s« I am not blaming you - how could I? Yes, there must
have been gomething in my own heart, & taint, & core of corruption - that responded to
just that, A poet and & goddess of tregedyl %o you remember how we guarreled - loudly,
bitterly, endlessly, over money? Xou would buy expensive clothes, flowers, perfumesi
PThe bill is for Madame Duse®, Oh I resented its I was sick with shame at loving you.
It was all mixed wp in my heart - squalor and pity and shame and & savage terror of
losing you ..+ LOove was a word to say on the stege — with dignity, with just the right
pathos ...But the reality of love is so yuch more mysderious, I never quite succeeded in
understanding it. My love.,..uy love...

I'n 80 coldsselt's dark here,..Wuere am I...Jt must be very painful to




freese to death - 'Though they say one hes enchanting dreams, before dylage. But I
don't want any dreams, I've had enough of them...too many of them,..Dreams and

sleep in so many different rooms, 8o many different countries... Do you still remembor
my Gabriele, all the strange roofs that covered us, the inns, the hotels, the palazzos,
the sleeping cars? Do you remember, Paris, Venice, Romeé...I'm &lone and lost, I'1l
never find my way back, Where are you? I'm frightened...Pittsburgh...I'n very 111,
Would you be sorry for me? Would you comfort me? Where is itv, the ¥elm of your voice}
Fill you cry when they tell you...0f course not.,.fou couldn't,... For you haven't any
tears, You're like someone in a fairy-tale I once read...lou look like a man, you talk
like one - you understand - you reason = but you can't feel. It's a very sad thing, my
darling, to be an outcast from humanity.

Do you remember when you were writing Il Fuogo? I knew there was some-
thing in the wind, How could I help it? That sudden interest in everything that had
ever happened to me,..How did you feel when you did this? When you kept amking me?.ss
Why?,..Where?,,sTell me everything! Don't be ashamed, Eleonoral CGry, sweetheart, if it.'-.]
makes you feel better,.," And your kisses. And your woices "The truth nowl GCome, come
darling § I like to imagine you when you were twenty...just the way it was..." |

You liptened, you who never listened to anyone. What a relief it was to

tell everything...l wept as you stood staring at me, your eyes avid and curious.. When

|
\

you brought me your manuscript, I couldn't believe it, It was indecent, Gabriele, but
that is a word you can never understand. I couldn't believe you would publish it.

"But I must, my dear,” you said. "It's & masterplece, Bcsides, I've
accepted an advance from my publisher, 25000 lira, you know I'm not & rich man,"

I gave you the money you asked fors so you could pay it baek to your
publisher, 25,000 lira = & nice round little sum,..And you kept it, of course you did,
What else did I expect? Didn't I know you, my darling thief? Tou were not the man who
woulcd miss such a chancess.Now you actually had an advance of 50,000 for your masterplece -
25,000 from the publisher, 25,000 from the victims«.




Wasn't it a scandalous success, my darling? A thrilling story for the
newspaperafqes I took to my beds I threatened to kill you, It was what we needed Yo com=-
plete the pattern, .. "He has stolen my love and wold it. I will kill him,,."

You were challenged to & duel. Like a gentleman you denied that I was
the woman you had portrayed. Bravely, honestly, I admitted it, When the wild scandal
grew stale, we renewed 1t by reconciliations. I acted in your plays agains..

Can God forgive me? GCan He forgive you, my poor Gabriele? We have so
mach to regret, both of us, I puffered, really horribly, so much, that it was hard W
live to the end of the day, And you Gabriele? Did you suffer too? Do you know what
it actually means - to suffer?

I'n suffering.s+There is & pain in my throat, there are pains in my head,
in my feet, in my heart...And my hande &are freezing...

ss+Did I really went to keep you from publishing Il Fuoco? You ecouldn't
betray me without betraying yourself, and didn't I want everyone to know how helplessly
how sordidly in love I was?...and with a man like you? I suffered, and the world wept
with messs But now, at this moment, I'm suffering much more, much more cruelly, and
nobody weeps, nobody feels sorry for me,..My hands are icy, and my forehead burnS...
Isn't there anyone who feels sorry? :

sseDear Lord, have mercy on mel I'n crying mow - I don't know why, ex-
actlys.+I'm erying bitterly about Gabriele and about myself, about our mistakes, our
sins, the misunderstandings, the crimes,..the wasted life...Oh, our wasted lives...
Strange the way he's just come into my mind, the little son I had ina peasant's hut
when I was a silly young girl, He died in & few short days, and I carried him to a
cemetery, He was a darling, lovely , child, I still remember-his tiny little hands,
and the funny, thin hair he had...Oh, the wasted life; all those things I poessessed end
lost -« or lost without ever having possessed...lt's years since I've thought of my little
son, Pho was his father? Let me think.,.it will come back to messsthe first man...
There, theresssif I lie calmly and concentrate...The beach of Naples, the .'Lit.tia fishing
boats, the strong smell of the sea, and those unclouded skies of a blue that was almost
purplessesl knew I'd remember - Martino Cafliero...Martino, that's it.s.l wrote him
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dogens of letters, full of anguish,..Pdd I bore him s I used to bore Gabriele? Youtre
dead nowy, you've been dead & long time like that little son of ours you never saw..,Fill
I see you again, both of you - on the other side?

I've forgotten my Imsbend too. Not his name, I can say it without hes-
itation,,sTebdio Checcdsssbut 1t doesnt mean anything...l ean keep on proncuncing
his neme, end my mind's blank, my heart's blank,..empty...It was long ago, and I'm tired.s
I wonder what he was like., Probably very nice, just not enough of a rascal for me.
I shouldn't have merried him but I was frightened, terrified of what I might turn out to
bes So I married him, Poor Tebaldo, I wasn't faithful, and I should have been more
discreet, lIt was too bad he had to find 1t out when I didn't want to hurt his feelings,
He must have been a very kind man to forgive me and leave me & legacy — & very nice,
fat little legacy, indeed..,Why can't I feel anything about him? I wish I hadn't lied,
I wish I hadn't told the reporters that he was so eruel to me, that I had to beg him
for money for the barest necessities, money I had earned myself, Dear God, try to undere
otand| Mary, Mother of God, please explain to our Almighty Father the confused position
of an earthly woman...Alter ell, I was en actress, & very famous one too. Reporters found
out that I had & husbenli, and I had to explain why he wasn't with me, I couldn't tell
them the truth, could I? Besides, I was traveling with B!.ﬁnor Ando, very attrective
he was, (00...8nd wy leading man...

pessPerhaps Tebddo was & little stingy. But I wasn't so very generous
myself, Jesus, I confess it...Holy Mary, try to make it clear to the Irinity how earthly
folks behave, especially the women,..,I paid my company very poor salaries, I'd never
even let ome of them have his owmn 1ittle triumph, I was a star,..I fought for it, I
suffered for ite,.I couldn't bear other good actors.

Have mercy oneme! I wes mesn, I was jealous. I was & bad, selfish mother..
Enrichetta hed weak lungs, ldke my motherts, like mine,..Oh, this coughl I'm freesing..,
She wag too delicate to travel with me, all those dreary dengerous roads I had to g0ses
Bt:£ it ealso would have been inconvenient and embarrassing to have her around - & grown=
up deughter,s.Mhere &re you now, Burichetts, with your solemn, lovely faces.s
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I am guilty, guilty, laden with crime. IThe heart is restless until it

oy oh rd
Life 1s nothing but a préparation for death, I am badly preparsd. I
will be punished, severely punished, Oh, Madonna, Madonna,.,
I"m suffocating...Gabriele, you predicted my dsath in America...on a
foggy day, in a foreign city, crushed under the wheels of a train you said. The fog
is thick - so much dust in the airl It's freesing cold, and this is a foreign eity...
La Gitta Morta...The city of death, the city of steel...And there is the train, it keeps
coming, I'm suffering and suffocating,..¥hat do I want in the City of Steel? I'm too
old.ssl was a failure in Italy end all over Furope, Nobody wants to see those olde
fashioned plays anymore, Magda, Camille - that was alright before the war, but the war
has changed so many things...
I emolds I am old and hideous. I'm ashamed of my old, ugly face, Why
did I refuse to use any make-up? Because I wanted to prove to myself and to the others
that I was not ashemed..., But I actually was,.,.l wanted to play Jeanune d' Arc, the hero
girl from Orleans...l thought I could appeer in a helmet, and the helumet would hide my
facessednd then I thought of showing my face in its shameless nakedness to the public...
I wanted to cut my heir - my white, hideous hair - to play King Lear, the royal mertyresss
Yes, I intended to wander through the countries, end the continents, screaming out the )
great lament, the femendous indictment of all creatures that have ever suffered,..Sarsh
vas Hamlet with a wodden leg; I wantéd to be King Lear with a broken heart. It would
certainly have sti.rm sensation., Eath those agents, those narrow-minded managers
didn't believe in itessOf course note..Oh, those impresarios! Those idots! Always hunt-
ing me, cheating me, exploiting me! They never gave emough money - never, never, never,.s
That Parisian producer who leered at me: "Really, you gtill believe in zrt, Madams?®
It was a withering glance I gave him - a deadly glance, I'm sure..."Monstrel® I said,
Monatre - vous me désofitest®
It's different here., People still believe in art,.Some of t.hﬁ » 8t least,...
There is & certain enthusidu@, a certain youthfulness..In Italy everyone is broke...And




the French Franc goes down: it's inflation, they say...Perhaps Burope reeglly is in
decline, & doomed continent, worn-out, exhauated - but so beautiful...I feel myself as an
emlssary of European sadness, European splendor when I receive the homages of American youth,
I've had & triumph here - nobody had a greater tz;iu:nlm, not aven Sarsh,...Joamed houses
in New York and Chicago and San Francisco,.,What 2 consolation after all the mumiliation
&t homel. ..

rme, en s++ Toung men sending flowers; girls waiting
for me &t the stage door; following me after thw show - somatimes from city to cityeee
Young faces, everywhere; radiant, faithful faces...But my face is old, faded, flabhby.
I have no strength anymore, I wanted to be the interpreter between our ancient culture
and this effulgent youth.,, But I have no strength.

Messengers should be young snd alert. An elderly go~between - what a
dreary figure! There will be young people, &t home in two worlds, citisens of both the
014 and the New World,..speaking a language intelligible everywhere; carrying & measage
of welcome everywhere,::Their language - the inspired Esperanto of Youth; their message -
Peace, and a fair, enthuslastic contest; a new simpliclty, a new pride, & new loves..Oh
& new lovel For our lovs has become stgle and spoiled and tainted...We have spoiled our
love, my poor Gabriele; our days are OVeTs..

People cught to grow old together. Everything would be easier if you were
olose to me, my old friend, The world wouldn't be so empty, so frighteninge..

I'11 be better tomorrow,..The doctor told me 80..,I must work...I*1l be
able to work,,If I pull myself together — if I make & tremendous effort...But I forgot
all my lines while I was sick..,] must have been sick for ages...I'm afraid I'1l have
to memordse everything egein - Ls Ports Chiusa... I can't remember & word...La Ports
Chiugs - an effective play, very cleverly mede — but what was it &ll about? I have
completely forgotten...I'm forgetting - forgetting - forgettinge...

The Greeks believed there was & dark, mysterious wine, snd once that you
had drunk 1t, or just tested it, you forgot everything - pain and ambition, the mistekes
you made, and the triumphs, love and hatred - everything, the whole play...Ome must feel
very light, once one has forgottemn...very detached, like a bird, like an angele..
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seesBut I still can remember, although somehow wvaguely...l still must re-
call things, and faces, and images...although they are somewhat blurred,..

Ls Porte Chiusa...L&s Porta Chiuss...La Portf€ Fgm'g...me closed door.qss
Fhat is behind the door? There must be something behind...Perhaps my cute little son
who wes born and diedss.just wes born end died. ..He didn't have any nemory, he didnft
need any dark wine to forget...But thie is the stags do;'.:r of the theatre...how was its
" pame? The Syrie Moeque Theatre — funny I can remember it - snd what & silly name,
the Syria Mosque Theatre im Pittsburgh...The door was locked when I came,,.it was
freesing cold..,I had to wait in the rain - ié;r rain] for hours, or it seemed houre to
messsThe concierge told me the key was lost - he couldn't find the key,...But probably
he was hiding something behind that door - something which I was not supposed to S6€ees
Deeirece gave me her coat but it didn't help...] went on froesging...fhe whole scene was
probably arranged in order to kill me,,.There are so meny people who loathe fe and are
only too esger to ruin me - critics, and agents, znd aciresses...ltmust have been & !
murderous plot...And they succeeded - Oh, how successful they werel A pneumonia - that's
what they wanted to give me, my good helpful collesgues. A nice deedly pneumonis,..

ess0r wasn't therc any conspiracy? Perhaps there wasn't really any con-
spiracy. Only the mystery behind the door -~ the hidden besuty which I was not allowed
to seesssThe gonmeiergg, then, had received his orders from someone higher - from the
highest, indeed = : the decisive order not to open the door - not to let e B6€.as

But, finally ...Fhat a relief{ The door openg...finelly, finally,..Ob, the
lightes.the burst of lights...the tremendous shine... it ie blinding me...decfening me..s
it's a splendor as I have never seen before,..& noise as I have pever heard,,.It's like
the opera but so much more overwhelming,..It's like fire...

La Fiayme e bellas.. I !mow, I know...

I kmow, my Gabriele. I've expected you, Here you ere, there is your
voice. There ere your eyee . There &re your hsends. No flemes any longer...No music,.
only your volcesss the familiar spectacle of your gestures, the winged elegance of your
steps...iow young you look, Gabriele, my ageing love...S50 do I..eds it this that you tried
to say? Younger than ever, more attractive than ever? Thank you, my dear, for your exs
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. QUiBitBIiElitEEEEE.-.It'E rather odd though that you only whisper and zre making
mysterious sounds instead of promouncing reguler words - you whe used Yo be the Prince
of Elogquence,.+0h, how touching this isl You move your lips, clumsily &8s someone who
is dumb,.sl mupt cuees your words, but I love to guess them... Whet a sublime gift
your silence is, uy derling - after so many words, Ycur mite eloquence - whatl &
gorgefous surprisel For I'm fed up with words - they've lost their semse, their
meaning, their mystery. They are senseless, worn-out - we heve used them too much
you and I - we have played with them have distorted, feleified, teinted them, Should we
repeat like & couple of perrots the old lines - for ever? Oh no darling, no...Finelly
we are allowed to be stillye.

Come closer 0 me ...ye8, like this, thanks...still a little closeri..
How long it took, my Gabriele} How much ested timel How meny detours, before - we
reached - this goal..«We recited our monologues,; seperated from one ancther...How
let!s be silent, ftogethers..

2o freesing,..Cover me..."

farough the window, Letween the curtains, one could already see Uie damm;

the gloomy, chilly morning of Aprdil, 10, 1984, in Pittsburgh, Pemngylvania.




